5

Paper C

Cinar BIBER



The Rabbit's Paper
Crown

Cinar BIBER



In the heart of the green woodland, where ferns uncurled like
little fists and bluebells nodded in the breeze, the animals
loved to put on plays. They built a stage of mossy logs and
hung a curtain of ivy. Everyone had a job, and everyone had a
part. The woodland play was the best day of the season.
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This year, the rabbit was chosen to be the queen. She stood on
a stump while the squirrel tied a red cape around her neck.
The hedgehog, in her purple knitted vest, placed a paper
crown on the rabbit's head. It was yellow with red dots and
green leaf shapes. 'I am the queen!' the rabbit cheered, and
her long ears stood up straight with joy.
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The owl, the wise director, wore his red bow tie and reading
spectacles. He held a wooden pointer stick. 'Let us begin,' he
said. 'The play is about a queen who shares her garden with
her friends.' The rabbit nodded. 'And the queen is me,' she
said. 'I will have the best lines, the biggest scenes, and all the
songs.'




The squirrel, who had written the script, looked at her pages.
Her bushy tail drooped a little. '‘But I wrote a part for the
hedgehog,' she said softly. 'She finds a lost key in the leaves.'
The rabbit waved a paw. 'No, no,' she said. 'The queen finds
the key. The queen does everything.' The hedgehog, small and
round, said nothing and looked at her tiny paws.
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The rabbit practiced her lines on the mossy stage. 'I am the
queen! I am the queen!' she sang. She wanted every scene to
be about her. When the squirrel tried to suggest a scene where
the friends build a bridge together, the rabbit shook her head.
‘The queen builds the bridge alone,' she said. 'That is more
dramatic.' The squirrel's bright hazel eyes grew sad.
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The hedgehog, who was shy, spoke in a soft voice. 'Maybe I
could be the queen's helper?' she asked. 'l could carry the key.'
The rabbit frowned. '‘Queens do not need helpers,' she said.
'‘Queens are strongest alone.' The hedgehog adjusted her
round glasses and said nothing more. Her spiny back seemed
to curl even smaller.
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The owl watched from his perch. He tapped his pointer stick
gently. 'A queen who does everything leaves no room for
others,' he said. But the rabbit was too busy admiring her
paper crown to listen. She imagined the audience clapping
only for her. She did not notice her friends drifting away, one
by one, to the edge of the clearing.
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On the day of the play, the rabbit stood on the stage in her
crown and cape. 'Places, everyone!' she called. But the
squirrel was not there with the script. The hedgehog was not
there with the key. Only the owl sat on his branch, looking
calm. 'They feel left out,' he said. 'A play needs more than one
star.' The rabbit's ears drooped for the first time.
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The rabbit looked at the empty stage. The ivy curtain fluttered.
She felt a strange ache in her chest. 'But I am the queen,' she
whispered. 'Queens are supposed to be important.' The owl
flew down beside her. 'Real queens make everyone feel
important,' he said gently. 'A good leader listens.' The rabbit
looked at her paper crown and thought about her friends.
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She found the squirrel sitting under a fern, holding her script
pages. 'I am sorry,' the rabbit said. 'l wanted every part to be
about me, and I made you feel small.' The squirrel's tail
twitched. 'I just wanted to help,' she said. 'l wanted everyone
to have a part.' The rabbit nodded. "You were right. Will you
help me fix it?' The squirrel smiled and opened her satchel.
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The hedgehog was by the bramble bush, her purple vest dusty.
'l am sorry too,' the rabbit said. "You had good ideas, and I did
not listen.' The hedgehog looked up with round dark eyes. ']
remember all the lines,' she said softly. 'And I know where the
key should go.' The rabbit took her tiny paw. 'Then you must
be in the play,' she said. 'We need you.'
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The owl gathered them all together. 'Let us rewrite the story,'
he said. The squirrel wrote new pages with her pencil. The
hedgehog suggested that the queen gets lost in the garden and
her friends help her find the way. The rabbit listened carefully.
'T like that,' she said. 'The queen is not alone. She needs her
friends.' They practiced together until the sun began to set.
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On the new opening night, the rabbit wore her paper crown.
But this time, she shared the stage. The squirrel was the wise
messenger with the script. The hedgehog was the brave key-
finder with her tiny pencil. The owl narrated from his branch.
When the queen got lost, her friends called out together, 'We
will help you!' The audience of woodland creatures cheered.
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At the end of the play, the rabbit took off her paper crown. She
placed it on the hedgehog's head for a moment. 'You were the
best key-finder,' she said. The hedgehog's round glasses
fogged with happy tears. The squirrel hugged them both with
her bushy tail. The owl clapped his broad wings. 'That,' he
said, 'is what teamwork looks like.'
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The woodland play was the best one yet. The rabbit learned
that a crown is not about being the only star. It is about
making sure everyone shines. She kept her paper crown on a
special shelf, but she never forgot the lesson she learned. 'A
good queen listens,' she told her friends. And they all agreed,
with happy hearts and full bellies of berry pie.
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From that day on, the rabbit always asked her friends for their
ideas. The squirrel wrote new plays with parts for everyone.
The hedgehog remembered all the lines and helped with the
costumes. The owl smiled and tapped his stick. And whenever
the rabbit felt bossy again, she touched her paper crown and
remembered: leadership means listening, and the best stories
are shared.




