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On the golden savanna, where the grass swayed like a sea of
wheat, a young elephant named Ella woke early. She had soft,
warm grey skin and big floppy ears with pink inner edges. Her
gentle amber eyes blinked at the morning sun. As she strolled
past a baobab tree, something shiny caught her eye. It was a
paper crown, golden and folded, with tiny leaf decorations. It
was slightly too small for her head, but she placed it there
anyway and giggled.



S

The crown sparkled in the sunlight, and Ella felt a little flutter
in her heart. 'I am the queen of the savanna!' she declared to
the empty field. Her short tail with its tuft swished happily. She
imagined sitting on a throne while all the animals brought her
juicy leaves and cool water. But then she heard a tiny, fretful
chirp. It came from a nearby acacia tree, where a small bird
was fluttering around a messy bundle of grass.
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The bird was Mira, the weaver. Her glossy chestnut feathers
were ruffled, and she held a few dry grass stems in her slender
beak. 'Oh dear, oh dear!' Mira chirped. 'The wind tore my nest,
and I have no time to fix it!' Ella walked closer, her rounded
toenails pressing softly into the earth. 'Don't worry, little
friend,' she said. 'A queen helps her subjects.' She lifted her
trunk and gently began to weave the grass stems back into
place.
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Mira's bright black eyes widened with surprise. "You would
help me? But you are the queen!' Ella smiled. 'Being a queen
means helping, not just giving orders.' With her strong trunk,
she tucked the grass stems securely. Mira added a few more,
and soon the nest was whole again. 'Thank you, kind queen!"
Mira sang, and she flew off to find more grass. Ella felt a warm
glow inside. The paper crown felt lighter on her head.
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As Ella continued her walk, she met Tobi the tortoise. He was
elderly and slow, with a domed shell patterned in brown and
olive. He wore a small round sun hat woven from reeds. 'Good
morning, Queen Ella,' he said in a sleepy voice. 'l am afraid the
waterhole has shrunk, and I cannot reach the water. My legs
are too short and the bank too steep.' Ella saw that he was
right. The water was low and far down.
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'Wait here, Tobi,' Ella said. She strode to the waterhole and
dipped her trunk deep into the cool water. Then she carried it
back and sprayed a gentle shower into a hollow rock near Tobi.
The tortoise drank happily. 'You are a wise queen,' he said. 'A
leader who serves is the best kind.' Ella's amber eyes shone.
She had never felt so proud of a crown before.
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Word spread across the savanna that the new queen was kind
and helpful. A young gazelle approached, shyly. '‘Queen Ella,
my little brother is lost. He wandered off near the tall grass.'
Ella nodded. "We will find him together.' She raised her trunk
and trumpeted softly. Her big ears flapped, listening for any
sound. Soon, a tiny bleat came from behind a bush. The gazelle
calf was tangled in vines. Ella carefully freed him with her
trunk.
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The gazelle family thanked her with nuzzles and happy leaps.
Ella's paper crown tilted, but she didn't mind. She helped a
family of meerkats dig a new burrow entrance. She used her
strong feet to push away stones. The meerkats chattered with
delight. 'Our queen is the best!' they squeaked. Ella laughed, a
low, rumbling sound. Helping was much more fun than sitting
on a throne.
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The sun climbed high, and Ella grew thirsty. She found a shady
tree and rested. But just as she closed her eyes, a loud squawk
made her jump. A flock of guinea fowl surrounded her. '‘Queen!
Queen! Our chicks are trapped on the other side of the river.

The current is too strong for them to swim.' Ella stood up.
'‘Show me,' she said. She followed the birds to the riverbank.
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The river was wide and fast. On the far side, tiny chicks
huddled together, peeping. Ella thought for a moment. Then
she stepped into the water. It was cool and swift, but she was
strong. She waded across, her round body parting the current.
'Hop on, little ones,' she said. The chicks climbed onto her
back and nestled in the folds of her ears. She carried them
safely across to their relieved parents.
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By afternoon, Ella was tired but happy. She found a quiet spot
to rest. As she sat, she noticed Tobi the tortoise slowly making
his way toward her. '‘Queen Ella,' he said, 'you have helped so
many today. But who helps the queen?' Ella tilted her head. ']
don't need help,’ she said. 'But thank you, Tobi.' The old
tortoise smiled wisely. 'Even queens need friends,"' he said.
'‘And you have many.'
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Just then, Mira the weaver bird flew down. She carried a tiny
crown made of woven grass. 'I made this for you,' Mira
chirped. 'Because you are a true queen.' Ella's eyes filled with
happy tears. 'It's beautiful,' she whispered. She placed the
grass crown next to her paper one. 'Now I have two crowns,

but the best gift is your friendship.' The animals gathered
around, each wanting to thank her.
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The sun began to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and
pink. The animals of the savanna came from all around. The
gazelles, the meerkats, the guinea fowl, and many others stood
together. 'Three cheers for Queen Ella!' they called. 'Hooray!
Hooray! Hooray!' Their voices echoed across the plains. Ella's
paper crown glinted in the fading light. She smiled, her amber
eyes soft and warm.

113]



Tobi the tortoise stepped forward. 'Queen Ella, you have
shown us that a leader is not someone who sits high above, but
someone who reaches down to help.' The animals nodded. '‘You
helped me mend my nest,' said Mira. "You found water for me,’
said Tobi. 'You saved our chicks,' said the guinea fowl. Ella
looked at her friends. 'I only did what any friend would do,' she
said humbly.




As the stars began to twinkle, the animals settled down for the
night. Ella lay under a baobab tree, her paper crown resting
on a branch. She thought about the day. She had not given a
single order. Yet everyone had called her queen. She realized
that ruling was not about power. It was about kindness, and
helping, and being there for your friends. That was the best
way to rule.




In the morning, Ella woke to find the paper crown still on the
branch. She picked it up and smiled. It was a little crumpled
now, but it held a special memory. She placed it back on her
head and walked to the waterhole. Her friends were waiting.
‘Good morning, Queen Ella!' they called. Ella trumpeted softly.
'‘Good morning, my friends,"' she said. And she knew that every
day could be a day of helping.
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