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In the sparkly blue sea, where seaweed swayed like trees,
lived a small crab named Clement. He had a bright coral-
orange shell, big amber eyes on stalks, and six little legs that
loved to scuttle. One morning, while hunting for breakfast, he
found a golden seaweed leaf shimmering on the sand. It was
rare and beautiful, and when he placed it on his head, it fit like

a Crowl.




Word spread quickly through the seaweed kingdom. "Clement
found the golden seaweed!" cried the fish. "He must be our
king!" cheered the seahorses. Clement felt proud and a little
nervous. Old Marla, the wise sea turtle with a mossy green
shell, smiled warmly. "A crown is a big job, little crab," she
said. "But I think you are ready to try."
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Clement was crowned that very day. The golden leaf glowed on
his head as ocean friends gathered around. Pip the seahorse
tied a red seaweed scarf around his neck and sang a happy
song. Snapp the lobster waved his big claw and cheered.
"Hooray for King Clement!" everyone shouted. Clement
promised to be a good king and make fair rules for all.
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But the very next morning, trouble bubbled up. Two groups of
ocean friends stood on opposite sides of a feeding ground full
of tasty green algae. Pip spoke for the seahorses and small
fish. "We need this food for our little ones," he said politely.
Snapp spoke for the lobsters and crabs. "We need it too!" he
grumbled, snapping his chipped claw.
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King Clement wanted to decide quickly. "I am the king!" he
thought. "I can just say who gets the feeding ground." He
puffed up his small orange shell and tried to look important.
But the two groups kept arguing, and nobody looked happy.
Clement's golden crown felt heavy on his head. He did not like
the frowns and the fussing.




Just then, Old Marla swam slowly over. Her barnacled shell
looked like a little island. "King Clement," she said gently, "a
good king listens before deciding. Hear both sides, and then
make fair rules." Clement looked at Pip's worried eyes and

Snapp's stubborn face. He took a deep breath. "You are right,"
he said. "I will listen to everyone."
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Clement called all the ocean friends together. "Pip, you may
speak first," he said. Pip curled his tail and spoke calmly. "Our
seahorse babies are tiny and need soft green algae," he
explained. "The feeding ground is the safest place for them.
We only want a small share, but we need it every day."
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Then Clement turned to Snapp. The lobster raised his big claw
and spoke honestly. "We lobsters have big appetites,"” he said.
“We need lots of food to stay strong. But we do not want to
take everything. We just want our fair part." Clement listened
carefully. He did not rush. He asked questions and nodded his
head.




Clement thought hard. His amber eyes blinked slowly. "Both
groups need food," he said. "Both groups are right to ask. So I
will make a rule that is fair to everyone." He picked up a tiny
shell and drew lines in the sand. "This half is for the seahorses
and small fish," he said. "That half is for the lobsters and
crabs."




Then Clement added more rules. "We will share the middle
part," he said. "Everyone can take only what they need. And
we will take turns watching the feeding ground to keep it
safe." The ocean friends looked at the lines in the sand. Pip
smiled. Snapp scratched his antenna. "That sounds fair,"
Snapp said slowly. "I can agree to that."
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Pip swam forward and bowed his long snout. "Thank you, King
Clement," he said. "You listened to us." Snapp nodded and
even gave a little lobster grin. "You did not just boss us
around," he said. "You heard both sides. That is a good king."
Clement felt warm inside. His golden crown seemed to shine a
little brighter.




From that day on, the feeding ground was peaceful. The
seahorses nibbled on their side, and the lobsters munched on
theirs. In the middle, they shared and talked. Sometimes Pip
and Snapp even ate side by side. The ocean friends learned
that fair rules make everyone happy. And King Clement
learned that listening is the best way to lead.
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Old Marla watched from her rocky seat and smiled. "You see,
little crab?" she said. "Fairness matters more than authority. A
crown is just seaweed. But a king who listens is truly golden."
Clement nodded. He understood now. The golden seaweed
crown was not about being the boss. It was about taking care
of friends and making sure everyone got a turn.
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The seaweed kingdom grew happy and peaceful. Clement
ruled with kindness, always remembering to listen before
deciding. He made rules for sharing the best sunlit rocks and
the tastiest algae patches. The ocean friends trusted their king
because they knew he would hear them out. And the golden
crown on his head shimmered with a warm, steady light.
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One evening, as the sun set over the water, Clement sat on a
smooth stone and looked at his golden crown. Pip and Snapp
swam up to join him. "We are glad you are our king," they said.
Clement smiled. "I am glad you are my friends," he replied.
And they all watched the waves together, happy and fair.
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So if you ever find a golden seaweed leaf, remember Clement
the crab. He learned that a good king does not rush. He listens
to both sides and makes fair rules. And the golden seaweed
crown shines brightest on a king who knows that fairness
matters more than authority. The end.
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