


In  the  Periodic  Kingdom,  heavy  metals  clanked 
and rumbled through the streets. Little Helium, a 
glowing blue balloon-shaped hero, floated above it 
all. 'Up here, nothing feels heavy!' Helium giggled. 
One day, a loud crash echoed. Big, clumsy Iron had 
tipped over a cart of shiny gears, blocking the whole 
street! 'Oh no,' said Helium, zooming down. 'Let's fix 
this together!'
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Iron  groaned,  trying  to  push  the  heavy  gears. 
'They're  too  heavy  for  me alone!'  he  grumbled. 
Helium floated closer, humming cheerfully. 'I may 
be light, but I know a trick!' Helium puffed gently 
under each gear, making them wobble upward like 
balloons. 'Whoa, they're floating!' Iron laughed in 
surprise. Together, they guided the gears off the 
street, clearing the path for everyone to pass.
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With the street clear, Iron looked at Helium with 
wonder. 'You're so small, but so helpful!' he said. 
Helium smiled. 'Every element has a special power. 
Mine just happens to be floating!' Suddenly, a gust 
of wind scattered loose papers everywhere. Helium 
swirled around,  catching  each one mid-air.  Iron 
stomped carefully, helping stack them neatly. 'We 
make a great team,' Iron said happily.
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By  sunset,  the  Periodic  Kingdom  sparkled  with 
order  again.  Iron  patted  Helium gently.  'Thanks 
for  showing  me  that  light  can  be  strong  too.' 
Helium twirled joyfully. 'And heavy can be careful 
and  kind!'  From  that  day  on,  whenever  trouble 
bubbled up in the kingdom, Helium and Iron worked 
side  by  side—one  floating  high,  one  standing 
strong—proving every element had its own special 
kind of heroism.
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