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The Dark Forest
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One twinkling night, near rolling hills where dandelions danced with the breeze and brooks babbled at bedtime, there was a beautiful for[image: Just Story 1.png]est full of secrets. No ordinary forest, oh no; its trees touched by a tender, warm glow. It was a place so magical it whispered wonders to the stars.

In the heart of this bright land lived a little girl named Sara. She had eyes as bright as morning and a smile that had the joy of the sun's brightness. Sara had chestnut curls. They bounced about her shoulders. Laughter echoed through the air. Her laugh was infectious like warm light. It never faded, even when the sky was dark at night.

One velvet evening, as stars took their places in the black sky above. Sara was wandering through the forest. Light surrounded her. It turned night into a gentle day. The forest was alive. Each tree hummed a pure, delightful tune. It seemed their branches tickled the belly of the sky.

The trunks began to sway. From their boughs, leaves of many colours sprang. They spiralled towards Sara, inviting her to a dance. It was one older than the moon. Trees stand sturdy and still. Now, they twist and turn like dancers. Their branches clap in rhythm to music from the heart of the earth.  Sara's feet danced. It was like they had waited for this moment since she first stepped on grass. 

When she felt it between her toes. She twirled, jumped and giggled. Her giggles mixing with the laughter of the forest. She was not alone in her celebrations. The forest was abuzz with creatures of every kind, drawn in by the enchanting glow.

Possums pranced. Bandicoot's were bold. They boogied. Birds had fine feathers. They flittered. All the animals joined in a happy flutter at the moonlit jamboree. Fireflies added their twinkling charm. They did it with swirls of light. The trees kept time, rustling their rhythm.  As the night wore on, the dance grew more exciting. 

Watching, handsome and tall was a stag. He gave Sara a grand and graceful bow, antlers extended like a knight's hands. She accepted and gave him a little nod, like a young forest princess. Together they led their parade. They weaved through the trees in a merry march.

Sara laughed into the night air. Her laugh a melody. It promised enchantment and joy. Her heart swelled with the beauty of it all. Wonderful. They danced, pausing only for breath. The stars peeped through the leaves. They were curious spectators. The stars enchanting to the show below.  The dance reached its big finish. The music climaxed in a beautiful chorus and then began to quiet. The night whispered, "dawn is near." The forest creatures gave Sara fond farewells. They nodded and nuzzled as they went. The trees, still aglow, seemed to hug her with their light as she made her way out of the magic grove. The stag stood and watched her go. Sara turned after crossing the brook and they too shared a fond farewell. They knew they would dance again.

The glowing branches dimmed. The creatures then went back into the forest. The forest whispered. They had gone, as the first blush of dawn splashed the horizon gold and pink. Only the brooks murmured. They were the last whisper of moonlit memories.  

Sara's heart was full of the wonder of the night. She stepped into the morning happy and fresh. But, inside, she still danced to the echo of the forest's music. Sara would keep it close, a sparkle in her eye. It gave her an invigorated zest. Now, adventures await her in the daylight world.

Now under the watchful eye of the sun, Sara ventured home. Each night, the moon rose and made leaves silver. She knew the trees would come alive again. They would dance and laugh. They waited for her to return and join the great party under the twinkling stars.
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The Moon Princess
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Once upon a time, in a kingdom far, far away, there was a princess who had the power to control the moon. Every night, she would climb to the top of her tower and call to the moon to rise in the sky. One night, a girl named Jo climbed up. She wanted to sneak into the tower past the guard and meet the moon princess. The Moon princess and her family helped the people in the village below. They did this especially at harvest time. That's when they needed their crops to grow well and give them food to eat and sell.

People throughout the kingdom of Blotnott heard stories about her strange power. People told these stories in whispers. They did so to keep the night's delicate balance. The Moon princess could fill or shrink the moon with a flick of her wrist. There were lots of stories. What happened depended on how she was feeling.

Jo knew the Festival was tomorrow night. She would start off tomorrow, once her Mum was at the Mill. Her Dad would already be down in the mine. Jo set off with two of her Mum's fresh scones for the climb. One in each of her dress pockets. No Jam this time. Last time she went exploring the jam made everything very messy.

The festival was on the eve of the Harvest Moon. It was a lively occasion. The kingdom's people would dance under the glow of the fullest moon. Our young and adventurous Jo showed a heart as big as the mountain on the moon. The climb was hard, rocky, and dangerous. She made sure to be slow and careful. "I am not going to fall." she said to herself. Jo only stopped to eat her scones. she wanted to meet the fabled princess, determined to see the wonders. To learn moon-whispering for herself.

Jo was a miner's and a miller's daughter. So, curiosity and adventure were sewn into her every breath. She had heard the legends weave through the air. They were like the wind in the alabaster caves she explores. This promise of adventure and friendship lit her way as the day moved to dusk. She trekked up the spiralling path to the castle. Her boots crunched on the pearl-dust.

It was almost night when Jo reached the castle's tall gates. There, the Castle Guardian greeted her. The Guard was a towering figure. He was wearing armour. That reflected in the moonlight. He was so big, he did not see her right away. When she stepped out from behind a rock and took a good look at him, Jo thought he had a hard look on his face. But the Guardian’s face softened when he saw Jo’s earnest face.[image: Just Story 2.png] 

He let the girl in. He sensed the thread quiet strength and adventure in her.

Inside, the castle was quiet. Not like the Festival below. Jo heard her own steps and followed the sound of a flute playing. When Jo walked into the big room the music was lovely. It was the figure standing at the doorway out to a balcony as she played, that Jo most wanted to meet. The Moon Princess herself. She gazed up at the sky as if having a silent conversation with the moon. "Hello there," Jo said.

The Moon Princess turned to Jo. Her eyes shining like stars at night. Her smile was tender. "Hello, brave one who seeks out the night," she greeted. "My name is Selene." Her voice was friendly and warm.  

Entranced, Jo walked closer "My name is Jo, could you show me the power of moon-whispering? she asked. Selene's smile widened. Warmth spread across her face. “ I would be happy to share the magic with someone as curious and brave as you.” She replied, taking Jo by the hand. Selene pulled a long rope from the wall. 

Quickly, a much smaller man in armour was in the doorway. "Send word to the village: Jo is spending the night at the castle." The man nodded and clinked and clanged away.

"That way your parents won't worry." Selene said. "Now, let me show you." Selene smiled. Then she whispered something Jo didn't get into the night air. She moved her hands in a gentle wave. The moon moved like it bowed to the princess, getting much brighter in the sky. "This is Jo," Selene said to the moon. The moon bowed to Jo and spilled silver light across the kingdom. It was a tidal wave of brightness.

Jo's eyes sparkled in wonder.  "Incredible!" She said as the moon's glow enveloped them. It felt like someone was drawing a velvet blanket.

"Each of us has a light, like the moon's." Selene shared with Jo. They climbed onto the ledge near the balcony together. The sky was silver at night. "Friendship makes the light burn brighter." Selene continued . "We start our friendship tonight." 

As they talked, they found they loved simple things. They loved the crisp night air and hidden tales. They also loved adventure over the horizon. Thanks to the moon they could go anywhere and return in one night. Jo would learn too. Selene would teach her much more.

They decided as the festival ended. They would use the moon to look far away. Together, they saw towns by the sea and lush forests. They saw cold, snowy mountain ranges. There was much more to explore and protect. Together, they would share adventures. Soon Jo would use the moon power too. She would use it when Selene explored other villages and places. They would take turns. After a while, Jo would become the next moon Princess. She would help all the villages. This was especially true during the harvest.

So, over many nights, the Guardian would bring her to the castle. She went there for her lessons with Selene. They went on nightly adventures, guided by the moon. Their friendship grew with each challenge they faced. Jo's confidence grew and
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