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You hold the world in your small hands

The tall green grass, the golden sands

The turquoise seas, the heavens high

The endless starry Iona Skye
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Tales of the Timeless Forest: Nature Stories and Pathways to Connection is a captivating collection of original tales that invite readers to reconnect with the magic of the natural world. Written by the gifted Storyteller Danny English, this enchanting book gathers together ancient origin stories, profound teachings, and the wisdom of our non-human friends. Each tale reveals the timeless bond we share with the trees, animals, and the earth itself.

Through Danny's lyrical storytelling, readers are transported to the heart of the forest, where nature's secrets are spoken in whispers, and every leaf, stream, and creature carries a lesson. These stories not only enchant—they awaken a deeper understanding of the world we inhabit and offer a doorway into the art of storytelling itself.

Accompanied by thoughtful nature connection activities tied to the five pathways of connection, this book serves as both a guide and an inspiration for those wishing to build a closer relationship with nature. Whether you are a seasoned storyteller or someone seeking a more profound connection with the earth, Tales of the Timeless Forest invites you to listen to nature’s voice, awaken your inner storyteller, and deepen your connection to the world around you.
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M


any years ago, when I was but a child of six, I wandered into a forest much like the one you last visited. 

However, back then the trees there were unlike anything you’ve ever seen—so tall their tops vanished into the clouds, so wide that fifteen people holding hands couldn’t encircle them. Beneath those towering giants grew tall grasses dotted with flowers of every imaginable hue. Bees, dragonflies, butterflies, and wasps flitted among the blossoms, and if you peered deep into the undergrowth, you’d see a bustling world of creatures: mice, hedgehogs, squirrels, rabbits, foxes, badgers, even bears.

But the forest wasn’t just home to animals and plants it was also home to a magical lady. She was taller than any human known but shorter than the towering trees. Her long, bushy red hair flowed down her back like a giant waterfall, so thick that birds were said to nest in it. She wore a flowing green cloak that swept the ground, and no one ever saw her feet she seemed to glide effortlessly, leaving no trace behind. 

This lady was enchanting and beautiful but also very powerful too. She could speak to trees, animals, and even the wind and they would speak to her. She controlled the weather deciding when the sun would shine, when rain would fall, when the wind would blow and when the snow would blanket the earth. She even had the power to decide when it was day time and when it was night time! 

All of her wonderous magic came from a single source: a magnificent ring. This was no ordinary ring it shimmered with all the colours of the rainbow and hues long forgotten by humankind. By day, it gleamed like the sun, and by night, it sparkled like the stars. When she rubbed the ring, it would hum with a sound so magical it felt like music from another world. 

The lady guarded the ring carefully, knowing its power could bring harmony or devastation. In the wrong hands, it could unleash great floods, endless droughts, fierce winds, or eternal snowstorms. The balance of the world depended on her protecting it. 

One day, while gliding through the forest, a robin redbreast landed on her shoulder. “Lady of the Forest,” the bird chirped, “beware! A short man with a crooked chin and a pointed nose, clad in a purple cloak, is searching for the ring. He cannot bear the sun, it hurts his eyes and he is seeking the right to plunge the world into an eternal night, when there can be no daytime, no sunrise or sunsets, just always pitch black.”

The lady shuddered. Eternal night would mean the end of all life. Without sunlight, nothing would grow, and every creature would perish. She called a meeting of the forest’s creatures to decide how to protect the ring. 

By midday all of the forest animals had gathered together in a large open glade. The sun was beaming down illuminating the sparkle in each of their mystical eyes.

“Creatures of the forest,” the lady called out, “a great danger is upon us. Somebody is seeking and searching for the magical ring with bad intent, they want to take it for themselves and turn the world into a forever night. I need you help! Will you help me hide the ring?”

The animals shuffled uncomfortably and quiet chattering broke out.

The lady looked towards the animals who lived in the tree tops. The birds, sloths, squirrels and bats. She looked at them hopefully and asked, “Will you take the ring and hide it way up in your tree tops homes, he will never find it there!”

The treetop animals, shook their heads. “We cannot,” they said. “What if he climbs the trees and destroys our nests and drays?”

She turned to the burrowing creatures—the badgers, foxes, rabbits, and moles. “Will you take the ring and bury it deep underground?” 

But they too, refused. “We are afraid. What if he digs up our homes?”

Saddened but resolute, the lady stood up tall, took the ring and disappeared into the forest. She wasn’t gone for long yet, when she returned, the magical ring was gone.

There was an audible gasp from the creatures as they starred at her each wearing the same shocked expression!

“Where is the ring?” the creatures cried. 

“I have hidden it,” she said. “Somewhere in this forest, where no one—not even I—can find it, and there it shall remain, as long as there is day and night, light and dark, we will know that the ring remains safe.”

To this day, the ring remains hidden. We know this because the sun rises each morning, and the stars shine each night, keeping the balance intact. But the ring’s hiding place is a mystery, even to the lady of the forest herself. 

 

Note from Danny:

 

For many years, I have searched for the ring. High and low, I have wandered, but I cannot find it. And now, I ask you to help me. Promise me that the next time you walk through the woods, you’ll search for the ring. Look for its brilliant colours—brighter than the sun by day and more dazzling than the stars by night. Listen for its magical hum, the sound of balance and wonder.

If you find the ring, let me know. The quest is now yours. Happy seeking, and may your adventure be magical.

 

Nature connection activities inspired by the story 

‘The Magic Ring’

 


		Contact: Touch the Magic of the Forest 



Activity: Explore the Forest for Hidden Wonders 


		Wander through a forest or wooded area. As you walk, run your fingers along tree bark, feel the softness of moss, and dip your hands into streams or touch dew-kissed leaves.  

		Imagine the forest is alive with secrets. Could the magical ring be hidden here? Focus on textures and sensations, letting your touch deepen your connection to the forest.  

		End by sitting beneath the tallest tree you find, grounding yourself as you imagine the forest’s ancient energy flowing into you.  



2. Beauty: Seek the Ring’s Dazzling Colours  

Activity: Search for the Colours of the Ring  


		Bring a notebook or camera and search for vibrant colours in the natural world—rainbow-like reflections in water, iridescent insects, or the glow of sunlight through leaves.  

		Pause when you find something that feels magical. Sketch, write about, or photograph it. Reflect: does it remind you of the ring’s brilliance?  

		Consider how these colours, like the ring, are signs of balance and harmony in the world.  



3. Meaning: Listen for the Ring’s Magical Hum  

Activity: Tune Into Nature’s Music


		Sit quietly in the forest or another natural setting. Close your eyes and listen carefully to the sounds around you—the rustling of leaves, bird songs, the hum of insects, or the whisper of the wind.  

		Imagine the sounds are part of the ring’s hum, a song of balance keeping day and night, light and dark, in harmony.  

		Let yourself feel the wonder of how every sound plays a role in the symphony of nature.  




		Emotion: Imagine the Lady’s Struggle  



Activity: Write a Letter to the Lady of the Forest  


		Find a quiet spot to sit, perhaps by a tree or stream. Write a letter to the magical lady, thanking her for protecting the ring and keeping the balance of the world intact.  

		Reflect on the emotions she must have felt—determination, love for nature, and the weight of responsibility. Think about how you, too, can protect and cherish the natural world.  

		If it feels right, read your letter aloud to the forest and imagine it carried to her by the wind.  



5. Compassion: Become a Guardian of Balance  

Activity: Plant a “Ring of Balance” in Nature 


		Gather a few seeds or small plants (native species are best). Plant them in a circle in a meaningful spot—a place that feels magical to you, like a hidden glade or near an ancient tree.  

		As you plant, think of the ring and its role in maintaining balance. Say a silent promise to nurture this spot, helping it grow and thrive as a small act of harmony.  

		Return regularly to care for your “ring,” watching it grow and become a part of the forest’s story.  
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M


any moons ago, the world was far, far different from the one we know today, there were no roads, no cars, no trains, no shops, no schools, no planes and no bustling cities. Everything was different, the biggest difference being that there were no trees on the Earth, not a single sapling. There were no towering oaks or delicate willows, no beech trees or maples. 

Back then people didn’t live in houses as we do today, but in simple mud huts, scattered across the land. One such village was called Jabber Jerome. It was a scattering of mud huts on a steep hill far out to the west, in the midst of vast, open meadows and rolling fields, surrounded by nature’s beauty.

The people of Jabber Jerome were content with their way of life. The children, in particular, loved living in this peaceful, untouched world. They would run through the long grasses, chase butterflies, make daisy chains, and play by the streams, damming them up to create little plunge pools. They were carefree, their laughter echoing through the fields.

But there was one group of people in Jabber Jerome who were not happy at all— the very, very, very elderly people. These were the great, great-grandparents, the very, very old men and women of the village. They had lived long and full lives, but now, their bodies were beginning to show the marks of time. Their backs ached, their knees creaked, their hair had turned grey or white, and their teeth had started to crumble. Soup was all they could eat, as their once youthful energy had faded. They longed to feel young again, to be strong and beautiful, just like the children who ran and played without a care in the world.

One day, as the sun set, an elderly man sat outside his mud hut, feeling especially weary. His bones ached, and his heart ached too. He gazed at the horizon, and with a deep sigh, he shouted to the darkening sky: "I wish I could be strong and beautiful forever." His words seemed to float into the air, curling and twirling like wisps of smoke, rising higher and higher until they were caught by the wind. The wind carried these words far across the land, over fields, through meadows, and over mountains. They travelled to a distant river, where the words wound and spiralled along the surface of the 

water until they came to a soft sandy bank. There sitting on the bank was another man!

This man, unlike anyone in Jabber Jerome, was a wizard. He sat by the river, his long cream cloak flowing around him. His pointed hat tilted to one side, and his long white beard and curly hair cascaded down to his knees. Around his neck hung a silver acorn on a piece of string, and in his hand, he carried a wooden staff that seemed to hum with ancient magic. When the wizard heard the words of the old man, he smiled to himself and thought, ‘I know just the spell.’

Gathering his belongings, the wizard packed them into a cloth, tied it to his staff, and set off on a journey. He walked through mosaic meadows, across rolling hills, and over mountain ranges. Finally, after a long and tiresome journey, he arrived at Jabber Jerome. There, he summoned the elders to meet him.

"Is it true," the wizard asked, "that you wish to be strong and beautiful forever?" The old people nodded; their eyes bright with hope. "Follow me," the wizard said. "I know a spell that can grant you eternal strength and beauty."

The old people, despite their doubts, eagerly followed him through the village and down the steep hill. They crossed a stream and ventured into an open meadow. When they reached the centre, the wizard raised his staff high into the air and chanted in a language that no one had ever heard before. The air seemed to vibrate with power. The wizard’s staff trembled and shook, and as he pointed it at the ground, something extraordinary happened.

A large wooden archway began to rise from the earth. The people gasped in awe. They had never seen magic like this before. 

The archway was tall, dark, and mysterious, as if it had always been there, hidden beneath the ground. The wizard spoke again: "Whoever passes through this archway will be granted eternal strength and beauty."

The old people were unsure. Could this be
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