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On the wide golden savanna, where the grass swayed like

waves, lived a little elephant named Amara. Her skin was soft

blue-grey, and her ears were so big they flapped like two leafy

fans. She had a short trunk, tiny white tusks just budding, and

a tuft of dark hair that wiggled in the wind. Amara loved to

play, but she was shy and easily startled.
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One bright morning, Amara wandered away from the herd to

chase a bouncing beetle. The sun was high, and everything

glowed warm and gold. She stomped her round feet and

trumpeted a happy little toot. Behind her, something dark

stretched long across the grass. Amara turned to look. It was

her shadow, shaped just like her, only as dark as midnight.
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Amara wiggled her trunk. Her shadow wiggled too. She lifted

one leg, and the shadow lifted one leg. 'That is just a shadow,'

she told herself bravely. But then the shadow stretched tall

and thin, then squashed down small and round. Amara's big

brown eyes went wide. Shadows were not supposed to move

on their own.
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Amara took a slow step back. The shadow took a quick step

forward. It rippled at the edges like smoke from a fire, and tiny

sparkles danced at its tips. 'Hello?' Amara whispered. The

shadow bobbed its head as if it had heard her. Amara's heart

thumped fast. She wished she were back with the herd, safe

and warm.
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Just then, a sandy little meerkat popped up from a nearby

mound. He stood tall and alert, with dark patches around his

bright amber eyes. A tiny reed satchel hung across his

shoulder. 'I am Kito,' he said, twitching his black nose. 'And I

saw that whole thing. Your shadow is not scary, you know.'

5



Amara blinked. 'It moved by itself!' she said. 'Shadows do not

do that.' Kito climbed onto a flat rock and folded his thin arms.

'Some shadows do,' he said with a clever grin. 'This one has

been lonely for a long, long time. It only wants someone to

play with. It has been trying to say hello all morning.'
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Amara looked at the dark shape. It had friendly white eyes that

glowed like two little moons. 'Really?' she whispered. The

shadow nodded slowly and gave a small, shy wave with its

shadowy trunk. Amara's floppy ears lifted just a little. Maybe

the shadow was not trying to frighten her after all. Maybe it

was just saying hello.
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'How do I talk to it?' Amara asked. Kito hopped down and

tapped his chin. 'Shadows speak in shapes,' he said. 'Stretch

tall to say hello. Squash small to say you are shy. Wiggle your

ears to giggle. Try it!' Amara took a deep breath and stretched

her trunk up high. The shadow stretched too, taller than the

acacia trees.
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Amara squashed down low, and the shadow squashed too.

Then she wiggled her big floppy ears, and the shadow wiggled

its smoky edges until they both giggled. 'It is playing with me!'

Amara said, and her voice was full of wonder. Kito clapped his

tiny paws. 'See? A little courage and a lot of understanding can

turn a scary thing into a friend.'
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The shadow drifted closer, gentle as a breeze. It shaped itself

into a roaring lion, then a leaping gazelle, then a tall, swaying

tree. Amara gasped with delight. 'You can make pictures!' she

cried. The shadow nodded its glowing eyes happily. Kito

jumped up. 'That gives me a wonderful idea!' he said, his tail

flicking with excitement.
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'The savanna animals gather at sunset,' Kito said. 'What if we

put on a shadow theater? Your shadow can make pictures, and

you can tell the story!' Amara's tummy flipped with nerves, but

the shadow gave her a soft, encouraging nudge. 'We would do

it together,' she said, and her small voice grew strong. 'All

three of us. That is what friends do.'
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That evening, the animals came. Giraffes leaned their long

necks, zebras stamped their hooves, and a wise old tortoise

settled at the front. Kito stood on a rock in the golden light.

'Welcome to the shadow theater!' he called. Amara stepped

forward, and her shadow rose up behind her, tall and shining

with sparkles.
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The story began! The shadow became a lion with a flowing

mane, then a bird flying high, then a fish splashing in a river.

Amara told each part in her clear, brave voice. The animals

oohed and aahed. When the shadow turned into a tiny, dancing

butterfly, the whole savanna clapped and stamped and

cheered. Amara had never felt so happy.
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When the show ended, the animals crowded around. 'Again!

Again!' they called. Amara laughed, and her shadow laughed

too, shaping itself into a happy, bouncing heart. 'We will do it

every sunset,' Amara promised. Kito tipped his little satchel

and grinned. The shadow glowed warm and bright, no longer

lonely at all, but full of friends and fun.
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As the stars came out, Amara walked home beside her herd.

Her shadow walked with her, friendly and close. 'I was scared

of you,' Amara whispered. The shadow gently wrapped around

her feet like a soft, dark hug. 'Now I know that understanding

a fear can turn it into something wonderful.' And she was

never afraid of her shadow again.
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From that day on, Amara played every evening with Kito and

her magical shadow friend. She learned that when you are

brave enough to look closely at the things that scare you, you

might find a friend who only wanted to play. And on the wide

golden savanna, where the sun sets warm and bright, three

friends made shadows dance together, happy as could be.
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