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On a bright sunny morning, a boy named Sam pulled on his

yellow rain boots. He popped his wide straw sun hat onto his

short wavy black hair. Sam loved exploring his garden more

than anything. Today, he was looking for hidden treasures. He

grabbed his green gardening gloves and ran outside, his gap-

toothed smile wide with excitement.
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Sam's garden had a small, quiet pond at the bottom of the hill.

Tall grasses swayed in the breeze, and colorful flowers

bloomed everywhere. Sam knelt by the water, peering into the

clear, cool depths. He saw tiny fish darting and water bugs

skating. But today, something new caught his dark brown eyes.
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A plump frog sat on a lily pad, its bright spring-green skin

shining in the sun. Dark spots dotted its back, and its large

golden eyes watched Sam closely. The frog's cream belly

puffed in and out. Sam gasped. "Hello, little frog!" he

whispered. The frog blinked slowly, as if it had been waiting

for him.
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The garden frog leaped from the lily pad onto a smooth stone.

It tilted its head, showing Sam its long glossy back legs. Sam

leaned closer, careful not to scare it. The frog seemed friendly

and watchful. "Where do you live?" Sam asked. The frog

hopped a little way along the pond's edge, as if inviting Sam to

follow.
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The frog led Sam to a muddy patch where the grass was

sparse. Sam noticed the water there looked a little cloudy. The

frog let out a soft, croaky sound. Sam frowned. "Is this your

home?" he wondered. He saw that the pond's edge was bare

and the water wasn't as clean as it could be. The frog needed a

better place to live.
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Just then, Sam's mother walked over. She wore her red

gardening apron and carried a trowel. "What did you find?"

she asked with a kind smile. Sam pointed at the frog. "It lives

here, but the pond looks messy," he said. His mother nodded.

"Frogs need clean water and safe plants," she explained. "They

are important for our garden's biodiversity."
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"What is biodiversity?" Sam asked, tilting his straw hat. His

mother knelt beside him. "It means many different kinds of

living things," she said. "Frogs, flowers, bugs, and birds all

help each other. But some chemicals we use can hurt them."

She pointed to a bottle of pesticide in the shed. "That spray

can make frogs sick," she said gently.
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Sam's dark brown eyes grew wide. "Then we should stop using

it!" he said. His mother smiled. "Yes, we can," she agreed.

"And we can make the garden friendlier for frogs and other

creatures." Sam felt determined. He pulled on his green

gardening gloves. "Let's start right now!" he said, his gap-

toothed grin returning. The frog croaked, as if it agreed.
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First, Sam and his mother put away the pesticide bottle for

good. "No more sprays," Sam declared. Next, they dug a small,

shallow pond near the first one. Sam used his yellow rain boots

to stomp the mud flat. His mother showed him how to line it

with smooth stones. "Frogs need easy ways to hop in and out,"

she said.
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Then they planted soft green plants around the pond's edge.

Sam pushed his straw sun hat back and dug little holes with

his gloved hands. They added ferns, moss, and tall reeds.

"These give frogs places to hide," his mother explained. Sam

nodded. He could already imagine the garden frog hopping

happily among the new leaves.
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All afternoon, Sam worked hard. He carried small buckets of

water and patted down the soil. His blue short-sleeve shirt got

splotchy with mud, but he didn't mind. He added a little pile of

rocks for shelter. "Frogs can rest here," he said. The sun began

to set, painting the garden in warm golden light. Sam felt

proud of his work.
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The next morning, Sam rushed outside in his yellow boots. He

tiptoed to the new pond. At first, he saw nothing. Then, a

familiar bright green head popped up. The garden frog was

sitting on a smooth stone, looking cheerful. Its golden eyes

blinked at Sam. "You like it!" Sam whispered. The frog croaked

loudly, as if to say thank you.
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Sam leaned closer and saw tiny wiggling shapes in the water.

Tadpoles! They had round dark bodies and little tails,

swimming playfully. "Babies!" Sam gasped. His mother came

over and smiled. "Your pond is perfect for them," she said.

"Tadpoles need clean water to grow into frogs." Sam beamed,

his freckles crinkling. He had helped new life begin.
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Over the next few days, more creatures arrived. Dragonflies

zoomed over the pond, their wings shimmering. Birds splashed

in the shallow water. Bees buzzed around the new flowers.

Sam counted three more frogs sitting on lily pads. "So many

friends!" he cheered. His mother said, "That's biodiversity at

work. A healthy habitat helps everyone."
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Sam sat quietly by the pond, watching the tadpoles wiggle.

The garden frog sat beside him on a stone. Sam thought about

how one small change made a big difference. He had stopped

using pesticides and planted a safe home. Now frogs, tadpoles,

and insects all lived happily together. "I'm glad I helped," Sam

said softly. The frog blinked its golden eyes.
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From that day on, Sam took care of his garden. He never used

harmful sprays again. He added more plants and kept the pond

clean. His straw sun hat and yellow boots became familiar

sights. And every spring, new frogs and tadpoles appeared.

Sam learned that even a small boy can help nature thrive. His

gap-toothed smile grew wide as he watched his garden come

alive.
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