
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Armadillo Who Carried the Moon: Magical Tales from Texas

        

        
        
          Camaille Press

        

        
          Published by Camaille Press, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE ARMADILLO WHO CARRIED THE MOON: MAGICAL TALES FROM TEXAS

    

    
      First edition. July 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Camaille Press.

    

    
    
      Written by Camaille Press.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Armadillo Who Carried the Moon
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In the quiet of the West Texas desert, where the stars bloom brighter than wildflowers and the wind hums lullabies through mesquite trees, a small armadillo named Solito watched the moon.

Every night, he padded from his burrow to sit on the sand, his shell dusted with silver light. And every night, he worried.

“It’s so big,” Solito whispered, blinking up at the round white moon hanging low in the sky. “So big and so high... What if it falls?”

Solito had never been very brave. He liked hiding. He liked curling into a ball and pretending the world didn’t exist. But this—this was different.

If the moon fell, wouldn’t it shatter like a dropped egg? Wouldn’t the stars scatter? Wouldn’t the world be too dark for singing, and reading, and looking for fireflies?

So Solito made a plan. A peculiar, impossible, desert-armadillo sort of plan.

“I’ll carry the moon myself,” he said. “It’s clearly too heavy for the sky.”

And because there was no one around to laugh at him, Solito shuffled off in search of the moon’s ladder.

It didn’t take long. Out here, everything is strange if you look at it sideways—and Solito was an excellent sideways-look-er.

Near an old prickly pear cactus, he found a ladder made of starlight and spiderwebs, stretching up into the night like a forgotten thought. He climbed, one careful claw at a time, until he reached the moon.

It was warm. And humming. And not at all as heavy as he’d feared.

Still, when he tucked it onto his back, it was a little snug. It sat just between his ears, balanced gently on his shell like a golden jellybean.

“I’ll take you across Texas,” Solito whispered. “Maybe there’s a better place for you to rest. A softer sky. Or at least a stronger one.”

And off he went, a shy little armadillo with a moon on his back, walking east through the dark.

The first creature he met was a coyote, lounging on a flat rock and howling a song that curled like smoke.

“You’ve got something bright there,” the coyote said, tail twitching. “You stealing stars now?”

“It’s the moon,” Solito mumbled. “I’m carrying it across Texas.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s too heavy for the sky.”

The coyote stared. Then he threw back his head and howled with laughter.

“You’re just a pocket-sized snack in armor,” he chuckled. “But go on, moon-back. Maybe you’ll find what you’re looking for.”

He tossed Solito a bit of jerky and disappeared into the dark.

A few miles later, the night grew colder and stranger.

The cacti began to whisper.

“Why do you carry the moon?” asked one, tall as a doorway and wearing a flower crown of bees.

“It looked tired,” Solito said softly.

The cactus nodded. “That’s fair. We get tired too.”

Then all the cacti began to hum—a low, prickly lullaby that wrapped around Solito’s feet and warmed his shell. When he stepped forward, their thorns bowed away, clearing a glowing path.
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