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One sunny morning, a boy named Eli found a little path he had

never seen before. It curled between two tall oak trees and

sparkled with tiny golden flowers. Eli wore his green tunic,

brown shorts, and a red neckerchief, and his curly black hair

bounced as he walked. He was curious, so he followed the path

to see where it might go.
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The path led to a wooden gate with a sign carved in big

friendly letters: Welcome to the Animal Kingdom. Eli peeked

through the gate and gasped. Animals were everywhere,

wearing scarves and collars and hats, and they were talking

and laughing just like people. A squirrel in a tiny vest waved at

him. "Hello, small traveler! Come in!"
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Eli stepped into the kingdom and met Oaken, a tall old stag

with branching antlers and a collar of green leaves. Oaken

welcomed him warmly. "In our kingdom, animals rule and

share everything," said the stag, his amber eyes gentle. Then

his voice grew quiet. "But lately, sharing has become hard.

Three communities are arguing, and nobody knows what to

do."
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Oaken led Eli to a great clearing where all the animals

gathered. Peak the mountain goat stood on one side, his

shaggy grey-white coat ruffled and his blue woollen scarf

wrapped tight. On the other side rested Coral the ocean turtle,

her wide green shell speckled with pink. Between them, the

forest animals sat in a worried row.
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"The forest takes too much water!" grumbled Peak, stamping

his chipped hoof. "The stream that runs down our mountain is

being dammed by fallen branches, and my rocky paths are

turning dry." He clutched his little satchel of stones. "We

mountain folk need that water for drinking and for the little

mountain flowers."
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Coral raised her wrinkled head and spoke in her wise, cheerful

voice. "But the stream carries mud from the mountain into our

ocean," she said, her seashell necklace clinking softly. "Our

fish cannot see, and the coral grows dim. We ocean folk need

clean water just as much as anyone." The turtles behind her

nodded their green heads.
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Then a young deer stepped forward. "And our forest needs

both," she said. "We drink from the stream, and the trees need

water for their roots. But everyone keeps taking more, and

now nobody shares." The animals began to argue all at once.

Voices rose, feathers fluttered, and tails swished with worry.
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Eli watched and listened. He was small, but he was patient,

and he noticed something important. Nobody felt heard. The

mountain goats wanted to speak. The ocean turtles wanted to

speak. The forest animals wanted to speak too. Eli raised his

hand high. "Excuse me," he said. "Could we all sit down and

listen to each other, one at a time?"
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The animals grew quiet. Oaken looked at the small boy with

the freckles across his nose and the gap-toothed smile. "That

sounds fair," said the old stag. He lowered his great antlers

and sat on the soft grass. Peak sat down. Coral settled her big

shell. One by one, every animal in the kingdom sat in a wide,

friendly circle.
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Eli asked each community to share their worry. Peak told them

about dry mountain paths and thirsty little flowers. Coral told

them about cloudy ocean water and dim coral. The forest

animals told them about trees with drooping leaves. Eli

listened to every single word, nodding and never interrupting.

The animals listened too, and their angry faces began to

soften.
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Then Eli had an idea. He took a stick and drew a picture in the

dirt. "What if we share the water in turns?" he said. "First the

mountain streams flow clear, then the forest drinks, then the

clean water reaches the ocean. Everyone gets water, and

everyone helps keep it clean." The animals leaned in, their

eyes wide and bright.
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Oaken tapped his wooden medallion and smiled. "A fair plan,"

said the stag. Peak nodded slowly. "I can clear the fallen

branches," he said, scratching his little beard. Coral laughed

like a bubbling wave. "And we ocean folk can help clean the

mud from the stream," she said. The forest animals offered to

guard the shared water so everyone kept their promise.
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The animals worked together all afternoon. Peak pushed the

branches aside with his strong legs. The ocean turtles and fish

cleared the mud. The forest animals planted new grass along

the bank. Eli helped carry small stones and laughed as a

squirrel dropped leaves on his curly hair. By evening, the

stream ran clear and bright for everyone.
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That night, the kingdom held a big feast in the clearing.

Fireflies twinkled like tiny lanterns. Oaken gave Eli a leaf

collar to wear. "You listened to all of us," said the stag, "and

you treated every community the same." Coral nodded, her

pearl clasp gleaming. "That is what good leadership looks like,

little friend."
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Eli smiled his gap-toothed smile. "You all did the hard part," he

said. "You listened too, and you shared." The mountain goats,

ocean turtles, and forest animals danced and sang together

until the moon rose high. Peak shared his stones for a game,

Coral told ocean stories, and the forest animals sang soft tree

songs.

15



When it was time to go, the animals walked Eli to the wooden

gate. "Come back soon," said Oaken, and Peak and Coral

nodded. Eli waved goodbye, his red neckerchief fluttering in

the breeze. He walked home with a warm heart, knowing that

fairness and friendship make a kingdom strong, happy, and

bright.
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