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TO MY FELLOW TRAVELERS
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Fables have long been used to teach—lessons tucked into fur and feather, tree and tide. But these stories are a little different. They aren’t warnings or answers. They’re reminders.

Some of these fables may offer you comfort. Others may stir something you forgot you were holding. You may see yourself in the red fox, the oak tree, or the quiet spider with her unsent letter. And if you don’t? That’s okay too.

These aren’t stories that insist. They don’t teach in straight lines. Some of them even contradict each other—on purpose. Because life is not one fixed path. There are seasons for becoming, and seasons for undoing. Times to hold firm, and times to let go. Even truth sometimes shifts depending on the light.

So take what feels true. Let the rest drift away like a ship that’s already sailed.

You are not expected to read these all at once. In fact, I hope you don’t. These stories are short, but they were never meant to be rushed. Let them find you. Let them sit with you. Let them echo. And if just one lingers—truly lingers—I hope it brings you back to yourself.

With love and light on your journey,

~ Janet 
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Chapter 1


The Fox and the Empty Bundle
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(For those learning to let go without forgetting)
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In a quiet season between what was and what will be, a red fox carried an empty bundle.

The cloth was soft with age, stitched from days long past. It had once held treasures: small paws of those who needed her, wildflowers offered by little ones, songs hummed in the dark. The bundle had been full of life and laughter and purpose.

But now, it was light. Almost too light. The ones Fox had carried had grown, walked ahead, woven lives of their own. And still, she carried it—out of habit, out of love, out of not knowing what else to hold. 

She wandered the familiar woods, tracing old paths. She curled up in places that once brought comfort but found they no longer fit. Her heart ached, not from sorrow exactly, but from the emptiness that comes when your hands remember a weight that’s no longer there.
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For a long time, she thought something was wrong with her. That she should have moved on by now. That she should be full of new dreams, running faster, reaching farther.

But one morning, as dawn broke gently through the trees, she stopped.

She looked not at the bundle, but at the road ahead. And for the first time, she wondered what she might want to carry next—not for someone else, but for herself.

Carefully, reverently, she opened the bundle and placed a single thing inside: a small, carved stone from the river, smoothed by time. It was quiet, beautiful, hers.

She smiled her foxy smile.

She took her first step forward. Not to forget the past, but to walk with it beside her, never behind.

***
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MORAL ~ Letting go is not forgetting. It’s making space for what’s next.
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Chapter 2


The Whale Who Held Too Much
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(For those who swallow sorrow just to keep the peace)

––––––––
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She was one of the great giants of the ocean but moved with quiet grace.
No one ever asked how it felt to carry so much.

Whale swallowed everything: tears no one cried, secrets no one told, and 
anger no one dared to speak aloud. Grief, abandonment, shame ... they all sank into her, seeping into skin and tissue, organ and bone. 

She thought if she held it long enough, it would eventually dissolve. Disappear. Like sugar in warm water.

But it didn’t, of course. These were the things that stuck hard and fast and changed a being. 

So, the weight grew heavy in her bones. Her whale song became silent. And the ocean inside her roared louder than the one around her. And she wept, defeated. 

Until one day, the sun stroked her body through the water’s surface. Whale had felt it before, long ago, but this time, something was different. She realized it was the only pleasure she had felt in a long time. And now she wondered why she always swam so deep, coming up only for air, then moving back down again. Heavy. Stuck. 

This time, she rose closer to the surface. There was no rage in her, no protest from her weighted body. She only felt a release. 
[image: ]

She breached the surface, and with her whole being, she sang. A sound so ancient and low it woke coral from sleep and made distant boats pause. 

The song wasn’t her best, really. It wasn’t soft. But it was honest.

The sorrow spilled out of her, all the burdens she’d carried for so long, not in pieces, but in waves. 
Other whales came. They didn’t ask questions or inspect her or judge her. They didn’t try to fix her. They just joined the song. Why had she hidden for so long? Why had she not sung and danced? These things that would lighten her—why had she not done them? 

When it ended, the water felt lighter, and she too, in it.
Not because the burdens were completely gone, but because it had been witnessed and shared. Because she had danced. Because she had sung.

***
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MORAL ~ Healing begins not when the sorrow disappears, but when it is sung.
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Chapter 3


The Tree That Wasn’t a Willow
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(For those who stand strong, not just for themselves, but for others)

––––––––
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They called her Willow ...

Because she bent. She smiled when it hurt. She stayed when she wanted to run. She made it look easy to survive the storm without breaking.

And so, they called her graceful. Delicate. Soothing.

She wore the name like a ribbon and let the wind take her voice. But in her roots, down where no one saw, she knew she wasn’t a willow at all.

She was Oak. Wide and wild-hearted. Knotted with knowing. Scarred from battles she hadn’t even known she was a part of until they were over. 

And she was beautiful—her branches thick and sturdy. Her roots deep and substantial in the earth. Her leaves changing with the seasons, offering food and shade to those who needed it. And in the winter she would rest, to prepare for other seasons. The legacy of her abundance.
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She didn’t simply want to sway. She wanted to stand, strong and glorious. To hold birds in her arms and not apologize for being solid and resolute in her knowing. 

One day, a terrible storm came, as they sometimes did. A hard one, mean with rain ... the kind that tests one’s name.

The willows around her bowed. They bent, and they swayed. They strained against the storm’s force. 

But this time, she didn’t do any of that. She stayed still. And the storm broke around her. Not through her. Not under her.
Around her.

They called her stubborn after that. But she smiled, slow and sure. Because it was never about what they called her. It was about what she knew. 
She had never been Willow. She was Oak, something ancient and rooted and true.
***
[image: ]


MORAL ~ When you are true to your roots—your soul line—your strength becomes a refuge for others.
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