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The Moon’s Daughter
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The moonlight glitters on the lake like shattered glass, each fragment carrying a sliver of memory she cannot quite hold. She stands at the water’s edge, her bare feet pressing against the cold stones before she steps in, letting the water embrace her ankles, then her calves, feeling the ripples spread outward like a quiet greeting.

She comes here every full moon, drawn by something she cannot name. There is a hum in the air when the moon is high, a vibration that threads through her bones, through the strands of her dark hair, tugging at her gently, insistently, like a hand she can almost feel.

The wind carries the scent of pine and damp earth. Somewhere in the darkness, an owl calls, its voice distant but steady, like a heartbeat in the silence.

She lifts her hand toward the moon, fingers trembling as they reach for its glow, the light dancing in the spaces between her fingers. The water around her shivers, a perfect circle spreading outward as if the lake itself is holding its breath.

“Why do I come here?” she whispers, not expecting an answer.

But the moon ripples on the water’s surface, and for a moment, she thinks she sees a face reflected in the light—a woman with hair like midnight, with eyes that know the weight of eternity, with lips that curve into the same small, sad smile she feels on her own.

It is gone in the next blink, leaving only the pale glow of the moon.

She turns slowly, looking over the dark, sleeping forest, the shapes of the trees like black sentinels in the mist. There is no one there, but she can feel the presence, the steady watch of something ancient, something waiting.

She closes her eyes, letting the moonlight wash over her. Images bloom behind her eyelids: a sky filled with silver clouds, a wind that smells like frost and stars, a voice calling her name, a name she cannot remember, a language she does not know but somehow understands.

She sees herself standing at the edge of a cliff, looking down at a world of blue and green, a world covered in clouds, and she feels the cold air rush past her as she falls, falls, falls, the wind tearing at her, the stars blinking goodbye.

She remembers falling.

She opens her eyes, gasping, the cold water swirling around her knees now. She doesn’t remember hitting the ground. She doesn’t remember waking up in the forest, alone and cold, with only the moon above her to keep her company.

But she remembers falling.

She takes another step, deeper into the water, until it laps against her thighs, sending tiny shockwaves of cold through her body. She raises her hand again, reaching for the moon, feeling its light throb against her skin.

“Please,” she whispers, though she does not know what she is asking for.

The moon seems to pulse, and the water at her feet glows faintly, silver light spreading outward in perfect rings. She watches, breath caught in her throat, as the ripples begin to hum, a soft, crystalline sound that makes her eyes sting.

Something is happening.

The water lifts around her, not with waves, but with a slow, graceful rising, a column of liquid light that wraps around her like a cloak, warm despite its cold touch. She feels it seep into her skin, into her bones, filling the empty places inside her with something bright, something that feels like home.

She remembers.

She remembers standing in a great hall made of ice and light, the walls shimmering with the glow of distant suns. She remembers the Queen, her mother, with her silver hair and sad eyes, telling her of the duty she was born for, of the world below that needed her light.

She remembers volunteering, stepping forward, saying she would go.

She remembers the Queen’s tears, the way she tried to hide them with a smile.

She remembers falling, and she remembers the promise she made to return.

She opens her eyes, and the moon is closer now, impossibly large, taking up the sky, filling her vision with its brilliant, blinding light. She feels herself lifting from the water, the ripples still singing around her feet, the stones below falling away as she rises, rises, rises.

The light is everywhere, inside and outside, and she feels her body changing, becoming light, becoming the hum in the air, the pulse in the water, the whisper in the wind.

She sees the world below her, the lake now a small, glinting mirror reflecting the moon, the forest a dark patchwork around it, and she feels love for it all, for the trees, for the animals, for the people who have forgotten how to look up.

She sees her mother, waiting in the moonlight, a hand outstretched.

She reaches for it.

And then she is there, standing once more in the hall of ice and light, the stars reflected in the crystal floor, the cold air filled with the scent of frost and home.

Her mother pulls her into an embrace, and for a moment, she is a child again, safe and warm, the world outside the windows turning slowly beneath them.

“You have done well, my daughter,” her mother whispers, stroking her hair.

She closes her eyes, letting herself breathe, letting herself be held.

She remembers everything now: the promise to bring light, to guide the tides, to listen to the prayers of those who look up at the moon and wish.

She opens her eyes, and through the windows of the moon, she sees the Earth below, blue and green and alive, and she knows she will watch over it always.

She will be the moon’s daughter.

And when the full moon rises, and the silver light dances on the lakes and rivers, she will remember the girl who stood in the water, reaching for the light, and she will smile, knowing that she is home.
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The Seed Keeper
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She wakes before the dawn, when the forest is still a breath held in the dark. The mist curls around the roots and low ferns, clinging to the leaves like small prayers waiting to be spoken. She steps softly on the damp moss, her bare feet making no sound, her long white hair catching the thin light that filters through the canopy.

They call her the Seed Keeper.

No one remembers who gave her that name, or if it is truly a name at all. But she knows what it means.

In the small pouch tied around her waist, she carries seeds so tiny they look like dust when she holds them in her palm. Each one hums quietly, a song only she can hear, a promise waiting to take root. They are not ordinary seeds. Each one carries a dream: a memory of a tree that once was, or a tree that might be, depending on who plants it and why.

She learned to listen to them before she could speak.

As she walks, the forest responds. Vines shift to clear her path, petals unfold in her wake, the branches lean down to greet her, and she nods to each, whispering their true names under her breath. It is not magic, exactly, but it is older than words, older than the oldest tree in this forest, older than the stones that lie beneath the soil.

She reaches a clearing where the first light of dawn has begun to spill like liquid gold across the moss. She kneels, brushing aside a layer of fallen leaves, and presses her hand to the earth.

“Here,” she whispers, and from her pouch, she takes a single seed, pale and almost translucent, cradling it between two fingers.

The seed trembles, eager.

“Sleep until it is time,” she tells it.

She places it in the small hollow she has made in the earth, covering it gently, pressing her palm to the soil as she hums a low, soft note. The sound resonates through the clearing, sinking into the earth, telling the seed it is safe, that it will not be forgotten.

She moves from clearing to clearing, guided by the quiet pull of the seeds in her pouch, feeling where each one needs to be. Some are planted beneath towering oaks, hidden in the safety of shadows. Others find homes near streams, where their roots will drink deeply from the clear water. A few she plants in the open spaces where the sun will one day filter through tall branches, painting light across the forest floor.

Each seed is different. Each carries its own memory, its own story.

As she plants, she remembers.

She remembers the stories the trees told her, the laughter of saplings, the quiet wisdom of the elders. She remembers the way the wind once smelled of rain and clean earth before the world grew heavy with the scent of ash and smoke.

She remembers a time when she was not alone.

There were others once, other Seed Keepers with hair like moonlight and eyes that reflected the dawn. They would gather under the old oak, sharing seeds and stories, laughter and silence, dreams and grief, as the stars turned overhead.

Now she is the last.

The forest told her when the others were gone. The leaves whispered of their fading, the roots trembled with the loss, the streams wept, and she felt the emptiness settle in the spaces they once filled.

She did not stop planting.

The seeds are her promise. Each one a vow that the forest will live, that it will remember, even if the world beyond the treeline forgets what green feels like, what the hush of dawn sounds like, what it means to belong to the earth.

Sometimes, children from the nearby village wander to the forest’s edge, peering through the leaves, eyes wide with wonder and fear. She sees them, but they do not always see her, for she moves like mist and shadow.

But sometimes, one will look directly at her, and she will see a spark there, a question waiting to be asked.

She will kneel and press a small seed into their hand.

“It is a dream,” she will say softly, her voice carrying like birdsong, “Plant it when you are ready.”

And she will watch as they run back to the safety of the village, the seed clutched tight in their small fist, the forest’s promise carried into the world beyond the trees.

Today, as she finishes planting the last seed for the morning, she sits beneath a young birch, resting her head against its smooth bark. She closes her eyes, letting the forest breathe around her, feeling the pulse of life beneath the soil, the slow turning of leaves, the quiet laughter of flowers waking to the dawn.
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