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  Chapter one
Introduction


This story comes from one of the oldest and most enduring folktales in Japan. 

For more than a thousand years, The Tale of the Bamboo Cutter has been passed down in many forms—told aloud, written and rewritten, shaped slightly differently each time. At its heart is a simple idea: some gifts are meant to be loved, even if they cannot stay.

This retelling keeps close to the spirit of the original story. It is quiet by design. The moments are small. The feelings are carried more in what is not said than in what is explained.

In Japanese storytelling, beauty is often linked to impermanence. Things shine most brightly because they do not last forever. This story asks the reader to sit with that idea—not to solve it, but to feel it.

This book is one of many in a series of Japanese folktales retold with care and clarity. Each story stands on its own, but all share the same intention: to preserve the heart of these timeless tales while offering them in language that is simple, gentle, and accessible to modern readers.

Whether this is your first encounter with this story or a familiar one, I hope you find something meaningful in it.

Some stories do not belong to one time or one place.

They belong to everyone who listens.






  
  Chapter two
The Bamboo Cutter


There was once an old man who cut bamboo for a living. 
Every morning, he walked into the grove near his home, carrying his blade and a length of rope. The bamboo grew tall and straight there, and he knew which stalks were ready and which needed more time. He was not rich, but he had enough.
He lived in a small house with his wife. They had no children, though they had hoped for them once. Now they were old, and they had made peace with the quiet.
One morning, the old man noticed something strange.
One stalk of bamboo was glowing.
It was not bright like fire. It was soft, like moonlight caught inside glass. He stepped closer. The glow did not fade.
He knelt and touched the stalk. It was warm.
Carefully, he cut it free.
When he split the bamboo open, he found a child inside.
She was no longer than his hand. Her eyes were closed. Her skin shone faintly, as if she carried light beneath it. She was perfect and impossibly small.
The old man stared, wordless and still.
But he knew he could not leave her.
He wrapped her carefully in the cloth he used to tie his bundles. He carried her home as gently as he had ever carried anything.
His wife met him at the door. She saw his face first, then the cloth in his hands.
“What is it?” she asked.
He opened the cloth.
His wife gasped. Then, slowly, she smiled.
“We will care for her,” she said.
And so they did.
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  Chapter three
The Child of Light


The child grew quickly. 
In three months, she was the size of a normal infant. In a year, she looked like a girl of five. Her parents marveled, but they did not fear it. They simply loved her.
She was gentle and quiet. She did not cry often. When she looked at them, her eyes seemed older than her face.
They named her after the light they had found her in. They called her their shining one.
The old woman sewed clothes for her. The old man built her small toys from leftover bamboo. They sang to her at night and told her stories during the day.
She listened carefully to everything.
Sometimes, when the moon was full, she would stand by the window and stare up at the sky. Her parents did not ask why. They thought she was only curious, the way children are.
But the glow never left her completely.
In certain light, her skin still shone. At night, faintly, she seemed to carry the moon with her.
The old couple did not speak of it to others. This was their daughter. That was enough.






  
  Chapter four
Growing Too Quickly


By the time she looked twelve, the girl had become the most graceful person in the village. 
She moved like water. Her voice was soft but clear. She did not boast or seek attention, but people noticed her anyway.
Neighbors began to ask questions.
“Where did she come from?”
“Why does she seem so different?”
The old man and his wife answered politely but said little. They protected her privacy the way parents do.
Still, the attention grew.
Merchants passing through the village would stop to look. Travelers would ask her name. Some brought gifts, hoping to impress her.
The girl accepted nothing.
She thanked them kindly and turned away.
Her parents began to worry. Not because she was unkind, but because she seemed so distant. She smiled, but rarely laughed. She spoke, but rarely shared her thoughts.
It was as if she were waiting for something.
One evening, the old woman asked her, “Are you happy here?”
The girl looked at her for a long moment.
“I am grateful,” she said.
It was not the same as yes.
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  Chapter five
Visitors from Afar


Word of the girl’s beauty and grace spread beyond the village. 
Soon, visitors came from distant towns. Some were curious. Others were wealthy. A few were nobles, dressed in fine robes and traveling with servants.
They came to see her.
They came to ask for her hand.
The old man did not know what to do. He was only a bamboo cutter. He had no experience with such things. But he loved his daughter, and he would not force her into anything.
“You do not have to see them,” he told her.
“I know,” she said. “But I will.”
She met each visitor with the same calm politeness. She listened to their compliments. She thanked them for their kindness.
And then she refused them, one by one.
Some were confused. Others were offended. A few tried again, bringing gifts of jade and silk and gold.
Still, she said no.
Her parents did not press her. They trusted her.
But privately, the old woman asked, “Is there someone you hope for?”
The girl shook her head.
“Then why do you refuse them all?”
The girl looked out the window, toward the sky.
“Because I do not belong to anyone here.”
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