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On the wide, golden savanna, where the grass whispered in
the wind, lived a little elephant. He had soft grey-blue skin, big
floppy ears, and a bright yellow neckerchief with tiny green
leaves. His short trunk wiggled when he was happy, and today
he was very happy. He was going on an adventure all by
himself.



The little elephant walked past tall acacia trees and over a
small hill. Suddenly, he stopped and his big round eyes grew
wide. There, in a hollow, was a garden. But it was not a happy
garden. Dark shadows covered the plants, and the leaves
drooped sadly. A little sign said, "Please grow." The elephant
felt a tug at his heart.




“Don't worry,” he said softly. “I will help you.” He stepped
closer and saw weeds tangled around the flowers. The sun
could not reach them. He looked at his strong legs and his
short trunk. “I am big,” he said. “I can pull these weeds.” But
he did not know where to start. Then he heard a tiny chirp.
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A little bird fluttered down and landed on a droopy leaf. She
was no bigger than his ear, with sky-blue feathers, a cream
belly, and a bright orange beak. A tiny red satchel hung at her
side. “Hello!” she chirped. “I am looking for a garden to help.

Is this one?” The elephant nodded. “It needs sunshine and
friends.”




“I can help!” said the little bird. “I am small and quick. I can
drop seeds into the soil.” The elephant smiled. “And I am big
and strong. I can pull out the weeds.” They looked at each
other and knew they would make a great team. “Let's start!”
said the bird. She opened her satchel and showed him tiny
seeds that sparkled like little promises.
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The little elephant wrapped his short trunk around a big,
prickly weed. He pulled and pulled until—pop!—it came out.
He pulled another and another. The little bird flew above him,
singing, “Heave-ho! Heave-ho!” With every weed that came
out, a little more light touched the garden. The elephant's
yellow neckerchief flapped as he worked.
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Then the little bird darted down and dropped seeds into the
soft soil. She was so quick that the elephant could hardly
follow her. “Plant here! Plant there!” she chirped. The
elephant used his big feet to pat the soil gently. “Not too

hard,” said the bird. “Seeds are sleepy. We must be kind.” The
elephant nodded and patted very softly.
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The garden was thirsty. The little elephant found a small
stream nearby. He filled his trunk with water and carried it
back. But his trunk was short, and most of the water spilled.
“Oh no!” he said. The little bird had an idea. “I can fly ahead
and tell the plants to get ready!” She zoomed to the garden
and sang, “Water is coming! Drink up!” The elephant laughed
and tried again.



They worked all morning. The elephant pulled weeds and
carried water. The bird dropped seeds and sang to the plants.
“Grow, little seeds, grow!” she sang. “Sunshine is near, and
friends are here!” The elephant hummed along. Slowly, the
garden began to change. Tiny green shoots poked through the
soil, and the shadows grew smaller.
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But the biggest shadow of all came from a tall, thorny bush.
The elephant tugged, but it would not budge. “It's too big!” he
said. The little bird flew around it. “We can do it together,” she
said. “I will sing a pulling song, and you pull on the count of
three.” She sang, “One, two, three—pull!” The elephant pulled
with all his might. Pop! The bush came out.
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Sunshine poured into the garden like warm honey. The little
elephant blinked. “We did it!” he cheered. The little bird
danced in the air. “Look!” she chirped. The seeds had sprouted
into tiny green leaves. The garden was waking up. “You pulled
the weeds,” said the bird. “And you planted the seeds,” said
the elephant. “We make a good team.”
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Every day, they came back. The elephant carried water and
pulled any new weeds. The bird sang her sweet songs and
dropped more seeds. The plants grew taller and greener. “Your
songs make them happy,” said the elephant. “And your
strength keeps them safe,” said the bird. They smiled at each
other, glad to be friends.




One morning, the garden was full of flowers! Red, yellow, and
purple blossoms nodded in the breeze. The sunshine danced
on every leaf. The little elephant trumpeted with joy. The little
bird sang a happy song. “We brought back the sunshine!” she
chirped. “And the green leaves!” said the elephant. They
danced around the garden together.
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The flowers smelled so sweet that butterflies came to visit.
Bees buzzed happily. Other animals from the savanna heard
the joyful noises. A giraffe peeked over the bushes. “What a
lovely garden!” she said. “Can we play here?” The elephant
and the bird looked at each other and nodded. “Of course!”
they said. “Gardens are for sharing.”
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Soon, all their friends came to play. Monkeys swung from
branches, rabbits hopped between flowers, and a tortoise
rested under a shady leaf. The little elephant and the little bird
sat together, watching. “We did it,” said the elephant. “Yes,”
said the bird. “Because you are strong and I am quick.” The
elephant smiled. “And because we are friends.”

15



The garden was no longer sad and shaded. It was full of
sunshine, flowers, and laughter. The little elephant learned
that being big and strong was good, but being kind and
working together was even better. And the little bird learned
that even tiny wings can make a big difference. They knew
that different abilities, shared with friendship, make wonderful
things grow.
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