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Chapter 1: The Chase
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Piko was a puppy who believed the whole world was made for chasing.

Chasing butterflies, chasing shadows, chasing his own tail until he rolled into a dizzy heap—if it moved, Piko chased it. His family always laughed and said he had springs in his paws instead of bones.

One bright afternoon, the air was crisp and smelled of pine needles and sunshine. The forest that bordered his garden was alive with sounds—cawing crows, whirring beetles, leaves whispering secrets to each other high above.

Piko was lying on his belly, chewing on a stick, when something caught his eye.

A single red leaf drifted lazily down from the treetops.

But this was no ordinary leaf. Oh no. It twirled and spun like a dancer, flipping just out of reach, gliding as though it had been sent to tease him.

Piko’s ears perked. His tail shot up like a flag.
“You think you can get away from me?” he barked. “Not today!”
He sprang into action. His little legs pumped furiously as he bounded after the leaf. He zigzagged, leapt, and skidded on fallen pine needles. Each time he thought he had it—whoosh!—the leaf darted higher, taunting him.

Piko chased harder, his tongue lolling out in pure joy. His ears flopped wildly, and his paws drummed the ground like tiny thunderclaps.

“Almost... got you!” he yipped, snapping at thin air.

Deeper and deeper, he ran into the forest. The trees thickened. Shadows stretched long and cool, swallowing patches of sunlight. But Piko didn’t notice. All that mattered was the chase.

Finally—crunch! His paw pinned the leaf to the forest floor.

“Ha!” he barked, bouncing in triumph. “I am the Leaf Champion!”

But when he looked up, the grin slipped from his face.

The trees here were different. Taller. Darker. Their branches tangled like arms, shutting out most of the sky. The cheerful chatter of sparrows was gone. The air smelled damp and strange, like mushrooms and secrets.

Piko spun in a circle. The soft grass of home, the warm smell of his family’s garden—gone.

Everywhere he looked, it was just endless forest.

“Oh no,” Piko whispered, his ears drooping. “I chased too far.”

For the first time in his life, the little puppy wasn’t chasing anything. He was lost.
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Chapter 2: Lost
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The forest was silent, as if it were listening.

Piko’s paws shuffled nervously. He sniffed the ground, but every smell tangled together—moss, bark, and damp leaves. None of them pointed to home.

“Okay... don’t panic,” he told himself, pacing in a circle. “I just need to retrace my steps. Backwards chasing. Easy!”

He trotted one way. Then another. Then another. But each direction looked the same: twisting trees, tangled roots, shadows that made his fur prickle.

A cold shiver ran down his back. His tail tucked itself tightly between his legs.

“What if I never see my bed again?” he whimpered. “Or my squeaky duck? Or my dinner bowl?”

He tried barking—loud, hopeful barks that rang out into the trees.
“Hello? Can anyone hear me?!”
Only his own echo answered, bouncing back like a ghostly twin.

Tears pricked his eyes. He sniffled and wiped his nose with a muddy paw. A tiny whine squeaked out of his throat.

Then—rustle, rustle.

Piko froze. His ears snapped upright.

The bushes nearby shook violently. Something big was in there. His heart galloped like a runaway drum.

“M-m-monster?” he whispered. His imagination raced faster than his paws ever could. What if it had claws? What if it had fangs? What if it wanted puppies for dinner?!

The leaves parted.

Piko gasped so loudly he hiccupped.

Out stepped the biggest guinea pig he had ever seen.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Gentle Giants
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No, not one. Four.

They were enormous—round, furry shapes that looked like walking armchairs covered in soft fur. Their coats were chestnut, caramel, and sandy brown, their eyes glimmering like calm lanterns. They waddled with a steady dignity, as if the whole world moved too quickly and they were here to slow it down.

Piko’s jaw dropped. His ears flopped forward in shock.
“You’re... you’re... GIANT GUINEA PIGS!”
The largest one let out a deep, rumbling sound, somewhere between a chuckle and a purr. It vibrated through the ground like distant thunder.
“We are not guinea pigs, little one,” he said, his voice low and warm. “We are capybaras. My name is Charlie. And these are Fern, Willow, and Brook.”
The other three dipped their heads politely, their ears twitching like tiny flags.

Piko blinked. “Ca... ca-pee... capy-bara.” He tried again, puffing out his chest. “Capy-bara-bara-bara!”

He spun in a triumphant circle, chanting the word like a victory song—until his paws tangled and he toppled head-first into a pile of ferns.

The capybaras rumbled with laughter. Their chuckles were so deep and gentle that even the trees seemed to relax, their leaves swaying more softly.

“You are far from home,” Charlie said, stepping closer. “But do not fear. You are not lost—you are only waiting to be found.”

Piko popped his head out of the ferns; bits of leaf stuck to his nose. “Waiting to be found? That sounds like doing nothing. I don’t like doing nothing. I like doing everything!”

“Sometimes,” Willow said softly, her voice like a lullaby, “the forest has lessons for us before it lets us go.”

“Lessons?” Piko groaned dramatically, flopping onto his side. “Oh no. Please don’t say it’s math.”

The capybaras chuckled again, and Piko felt something warm flicker inside his chest. For the first time since realizing he was lost, the fear shrank a little.

Maybe—just maybe—he wasn’t alone anymore.
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Chapter 4: The Voicelessness Forest
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Charlie, Fern, Willow, and Brook began to walk. Their steps were slow, steady, and unhurried, like the tick-tock of a grandfather clock. Each step seemed to hum with patience.

Piko, however, had other ideas. He zoomed ahead, skidded back, leapt over a log, then circled them three times in the time it took them to blink.

“Come onnnn!” he barked. “We’ll never get anywhere at this speed! By the time we reach home, I’ll be old and grey and toothless!”

Fern gave him a patient smile. “We walk slowly because the forest speaks softly. If you rush, you cannot hear it.”

Piko stopped mid-bounce, one paw in the air. “Hear it? Hear what? Trees don’t talk. I’ve barked at trees before and they never bark back.”

Brook lowered her head. “Listen closely.”

So Piko tried. At first, all he heard was his own panting and his tail thumping against a bush. But then—he noticed other sounds. The creak of a branch swaying in the breeze. The faint drip-drip of water sliding off moss. The distant croak of a frog. The busy rustle of beetles under dry leaves.

The forest wasn’t silent at all—it was full of tiny voices, whispering secrets.

“Whoa,” Piko breathed. “It’s like the trees are gossiping.”

The capybaras rumbled with laughter, and even the frog croaked as if in agreement.

Just as Piko began to enjoy the soft music of the forest—crack!

A branch snapped behind them.

Piko jumped three feet in the air, ears standing straight like little sails. “Monster! I knew it! Save meee!”

He bolted toward Willow and dove straight into her fur. His whole body wriggled inside like a squirmy burrito, only his tail sticking out.

The bushes rustled again.

Out scurried... a squirrel. Tiny, twitchy, carrying an acorn almost as big as its head.

The squirrel gave Piko a look that clearly said seriously? before darting up a tree.

The capybaras chuckled, their laughter like warm thunder.

Piko peeked out, his ears drooping with embarrassment.
“Well, it could’ve been a monster,” he muttered.
Willow patted him gently with her nose. “Even the smallest sounds can frighten us when we don’t understand them. But often, they are nothing to fear.”

Piko sighed. “I liked it better when I thought the forest was gossiping instead of trying to scare me.”

“Sometimes,” said Charlie, “it is both.”
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