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It was a night to wander to the moon, so Mira loosed her body and slipped, on spirit toes, up through the leaves.

Up and up, past soil and sap and evening dew, into the sky.

Light as air, cool as mist, she climbed the wind until she reached the clouds. From there she looked at all the wonders of the town below, sparkling lights and ghostly shadows of the country hills around.

And as she sailed over the ocean like a pirate on a billowing white ship of clouds, she saw a great globe of silver reflected in the waves. 

The moon!

Magical.

Calling to her. 

So she leapt from her ship to climb higher into the night. Higher, colder, until all clouds were gone, all wind was gone, and only the dust of space laid out a path before her.
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A wisp here. A wisp there. She climbed through the emptiness.

On and on.

Oh, Moon! she cried. For now it seemed impossibly far, the way so cold and lonely.

Until, all around her, a wavering troop of shapes appeared, climbing the dust of space like her, faces raised and yearning.

Where are you going? Mira asked.

To the moon. Oh, the moon, they replied, and slipped faster up through the void.

And Mira hurried too. For to be left behind was to be lost, forever short of life.

So they climbed together, their numbers growing like sighs through the night, until
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