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In a sunny woodland clearing, a small hedgehog named Harry
found a golden paper crown. It had pointed tips and tiny star
patterns, and it sat perfectly between his ears. Harry placed it
on his head and smiled a big, proud smile. 'l am King Harry!"
he announced to the trees. The birds chirped, and the leaves
rustled, as if they were cheering just for him.
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Harry decided to put on a woodland play. He would be the
king, and he would act all alone. He practiced his royal wave
and his deep, important voice. 'I will be the best king the
woods have ever seen,' he said. He puffed out his round,
cream-tipped chest and marched up and down the mossy log.
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Rabbit hopped over, her long ears with pink lining twitching.
She wore her red neck scarf and blue button vest. ‘A play! Can
I join?' she asked. 'l can sing and dance!' Harry shook his
head. 'No, no,' he said. 'This is a one-hedgehog show. I am the
king, and I do everything.' Rabbit's ears drooped, but she
stayed to watch.




Squirrel scurried down a tree, her bushy russet tail waving.
She wore her green acorn-cap hat and carried a tiny brown
satchel full of props. 'I have acorns for a crown and leaves for
a cape!' she said. 'Can I help?' Harry frowned. 'I don't need
help,' he said. 'A king does everything himself.' Squirrel sighed
and sat beside Rabbit.




Owl glided down silently and landed on a low branch. Her gold
spectacles glinted, and her purple shawl fluttered. 'Harry,' she
said in her calm, wise voice, 'a play with friends is more fun.'

Harry stamped his tiny paw. 'No! I am the king, and I will do it
alone!' He turned his back and practiced his royal wave again.
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Harry tried to start his play, but something felt wrong. He
waved, but there was no one to wave back. He spoke his lines,
but the clearing felt empty and quiet. He sang a little song, but
it sounded small and lonely. 'Being king is not much fun alone,’
he whispered. His paper crown felt heavy on his head.
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Rabbit whispered to Squirrel, 'We could make the play better
together.' Squirrel nodded and showed her satchel of props.
Owl blinked her large amber eyes and said, 'Let's ask him
again. Maybe he will listen this time.' They tiptoed closer to
Harry, who was sitting on the log with his chin in his paws.
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Rabbit hopped forward. 'Harry, we have ideas for your play,'
she said gently. 'I could sing a happy song, and Squirrel could
play a rhythm on acorns.' Squirrel held up her satchel. ‘And I
could be a jester with a leaf hat!' Harry started to say no, but
then he stopped. He looked at his friends' hopeful faces.
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Harry took a deep breath. 'Maybe you can tell me your ideas,'
he said slowly. Rabbit's ears perked up. 'We could have a song
and a dance,' she said. 'And I could wave a flag,' added
Squirrel. Owl smiled. 'And I could be the narrator,' she said.
Harry listened to every word, and his round eyes grew wide.
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Harry nodded. 'That sounds like a good play,' he said. 'A king
should listen to his friends.' He took off his paper crown and
looked at it. 'But I still want to be king,' he said. 'Of course,'
said Owl. 'A good king listens.' So they all sat in a circle and
planned their woodland play together.
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The friends worked as a team. Rabbit practiced a hopping
dance and a cheerful song. Squirrel tapped acorns together to
make a rhythm and waved a leaf flag. Owl wrote a story about
a kind king who shared his crown. Harry practiced his royal

wave and said his lines loudly and clearly. They all helped each
other.




On the day of the play, the woodland animals gathered around
the mossy log. Owl stood tall in her purple shawl and
announced, 'The Story of the Listening King!' Rabbit sang and
danced, her red scarf twirling. Squirrel tapped her acorns and
waved her flag. Harry wore his paper crown and acted as the
king.
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Harry said his lines with a big smile. 'A king must listen to his
friends!' he declared. Then Rabbit and Squirrel joined him on
the log, and they all sang a happy song together. The audience
clapped and cheered. Harry felt warm and proud inside, and
his paper crown sat perfectly between his ears.

18]




After the play, all the animals cheered for the best play in the
woods. 'Hooray for King Harry!' they shouted. Harry bowed
low. 'Hooray for my friends!" he said. 'A good king listens, and
a good play is made together.' Rabbit and Squirrel hugged
him, and Owl nodded wisely.
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From that day on, Harry wore his paper crown only when
playing with friends. He learned that listening makes a king
kind and a play joyful. The woodland friends often put on
shows together, and everyone always had a part. Harry's
crown got a little more crumpled, but his smile got even
bigger.
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And whenever a new animal came to the woods, Harry would
say, 'Would you like to join our play? We listen to everyone's
ideas.' Then they would all sing and dance and act as a team.
The paper crown still sat between Harry's ears, a reminder
that the best kings listen to their friends.
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