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The Tale of the Eternal Daisy (an AI adaption)


Once upon a time, in a garden where dreams took root and wishes bloomed, twelve magical flowers gathered to share their stories. Among them was a tiny daisy, whose petals gleamed like starlight.


"Dear friends," the daisy whispered, "let me tell you how our kind came to be." The other flowers leaned in close, their leaves rustling with curiosity.


Long ago, Time itself was searching for a keeper of memories. The past needed someone to remember it, and the future needed someone to dream it into being. A wise wizard decided to create a special flower that could bridge both worlds.


He gathered stardust from the evening sky and morning dew from the dawn. With gentle hands, he shaped the first daisy, giving it white petals to capture memories and a golden heart to hold dreams. "You shall be the link between what was and what will be," he declared.


The little flower took its duty seriously. By day, it would open its petals to collect stories from passing butterflies and birds. By night, it would glow softly, sharing these tales with the moon and stars.


As seasons passed, the daisy's magic grew stronger. It learned to speak in all the languages of the garden - from the ancient whispers of old oak trees to the cheerful songs of young sparrows. Even today, those who listen carefully can hear its stories.


And so, the daisy became more than just a flower - it became a guardian of tales, a keeper of time, and a bridge between yesterday and tomorrow. Its white petals and golden heart remind us that every ending is just a new beginning.


"Remember," the daisy would say to all who visited, "if you open your heart to the journey, you'll find your place in the endless dance of time."









A fairy tale of beginning or end?


Once upon a time there was a small country where there was no rain neither day nor night. The children died and the old were born. There were no seasons either. The birds did not sing and no one had to work. That was just the way it was.


Everything would have remained like that without any effort. Until a boy named End, of a handsome figure, with rich experiences of a long life, discovered the power of dance. He jumped and skipped through his world. Igniting the wind and stirring the ground. His hot body steamed and so the first clouds formed.


The dull rumble of his footsteps mixed with the rush of the wind. The sky began to shine and the first heavy drops fell down. Turned the raised ground under the feet of the boy into wet mud. Happy and joyful, he danced even more wildly. Until he fell exhausted to the ground, into his first deep sleep. There he dreamed. How the rain formed into little rivulets and shaped into streams. These became rivers, mighty streams and finally flowed into a great sea. From this the clouds formed attracted by the light, which stood high up in the sky and had stored its warmth and strength.


Not far from him there sat a little girl named Beginning. Her heart all with the boy who lay there with a smile. Went over to him and shook her wet long hair. Where her drops fell, flowers and bushes, trees, shrubs of every kind grew at once. So it became dark in the first forest. She clapped her hands. The sound dispelled the clouds. Her eyes lit up and slowly she lay down next to him. Both awoke together from the singing of the birds carrying seeds into the world. His light shone in the sky. During the day they played and at night they slept together. Their children became spring, summer, autumn and winter. Their children are the stars. And, if they have not died, they are still alive today.









How the daisy got its name


Many years ago, a young king ruled his kingdom with wisdom and great love for his people.


High and dense deciduous forests, fertile meadows and fields alternately covered the mountains and valleys of his land, and from north to south, right through the heart of the kingdom, flowed a wide river. Its clear waters flowed slowly and calmly, past beautiful towns and villages that lay on its banks. In this stream, where it had its greatest width, lay an elongated island. A small village with about twenty houses, all strung like pearls along a single street, formed the center of the island. The inhabitants were farmers and fishermen.


The island had one special feature for which it was known throughout the country. This special feature consisted of the extraordinarily beautiful flower gardens that the inhabitants had laid out in front of and next to their houses, for their own eye candy, but also for use as honey gardens for their bees and as planting beds for the various tea and medicinal herbs.


After all this, it is understandable that the island was called the flower island everywhere in the country.


Now it happened that one bright spring day the young king stood on the battlements of his castle, which was not far from the Isle of Flowers, and looked out into the vast landscape, which was once again adorned with young, fresh greenery and filled with a delicious fragrance.


"What a day!" the king said to himself, gazing thoughtfully into the distance. Then he suddenly made a decision. Tomorrow, he decided, tomorrow I will take the consort, the little princess and the royal entourage on an excursion to the nearby island of flowers.


He descended, entered the queen's chambers and said: "My dear wife, I will have the horses and carriages prepared for tomorrow. We will pay a visit to the Isle of Flowers. I think you will enjoy it, my dear Signy, but I'm sure you will also enjoy it with our little daughter, the little Princess Laura. She is already three years old, so she too will enjoy the charm of the many colourful blossoms in her childlike delight.


The Queen then replied: "Thank you, my dear husband. You are full of kindness to Laura and me. I am very much looking forward to this day."


Early the next morning the horses were harnessed and soon the royal party set off to the joyous sound of horns.


It was only a couple of hours' ride to the riverbank opposite the island. Once there, horse and carriage were parked. A number of large barges, adorned with colourful pennants in the national colours, were already moored on the shore and quickly took the royal family and their entourage across to the Isle of Flowers.


Arriving on the other side, the expected colourful picture soon presented itself to all eyes. On foot, the royal company strode past the small, simple houses from flower garden to flower garden.


One of the royal court councilors, who was also called a professor of flowers at court, was equipped with a thick nature textbook. He supported the contemplation of the diverse plants and shrubs with clever and interesting explanations.


He knew the names of the noble rose plants, pointed out the precious orchids, showed the magnificent irises, the golden yellow daffodils, the peppermint, the medicinal herb arnica and much, much more to the astonished eyes. He also knew the colourful butterflies and their names: the peacock butterfly, the Apollo butterfly, the swallowtail and all the others.


And so it went from one garden to the next. But every time the royal family and their entourage arrived at the next flowerbed, the following sound came out of the same mouth: "Oh how beautiful, oh how beautiful!


At first, little Princess Laura also enjoyed the abundance of flowers and their scents, the multitude of butterflies and funny little birds. But after a while she became more and more tired, and finally boredom overcame the little creature.


In the meantime, they had arrived at the twelfth flowerbed. And again a many-voiced "Oh how beautiful, oh how beautiful!" rang out. Just at that moment, between the splayed boots of one of the huge royal adjutants, the little princess spied a fat white mother goose leisurely wandering in a meadow nearby with her little goose kids.


While the royal parents, the chambermaids and the rest of the entourage were completely under the spell of the new flowery royalty, the little girl slipped unobserved between the legs of the big ones and came out onto the green meadow to the waddling goose.


Then the king, holding his consort in his arms, spoke in a calm tone: "We want to go back in a broad line to the right and left of the path and look for the princess. She must have been left behind somewhere. We will soon have found her!"


So they did. It was not long before they all heard and saw the crowd of children playing, dancing and singing in the meadow.


And they also heard the cackling of the goose family, which was not far from the flock of children.


And at last they recognised the little princess among the merry children.


They hurried over and stood liberated and happy in front of a beautiful and cheerful picture. In the round dance of the children, the princess danced with a crown of flowers on her delicate head.


The queen wept with joy, but the king laughed, lifted little Laura on his arm and said: "Forgive me, my child, for taking so little care of you. But what do we see, what a charming wreath of flowers you have in your hair?"


And turning to the professor of flowers, the king said: "Tell us, counsellor, what are these flowers that the children have on their heads in these wreaths? We have not seen them in the flower gardens today. But, as we can all see, they grow in great numbers in the meadows of this island.


The court counsellor, however, was puzzled and perplexed by this question. He had studied roses and orchids at length.


But the small inconspicuous meadow flowers, he did not know their names. Trembling, he opened the big flower book, searched and searched, but found nothing in it about the name and species of this little flower.


He just shrugged his shoulders and made a pitiful face.


Everyone now stood around mute and helpless, feeling sorry for the court counsellor. But the king smiled benignly.


Then he said to his little daughter, who was now perched high on his shoulders: "Laura, my little chatterbox, you usually know the answer to everything. Why don't you tell us the name of those little flowers with the golden yellow heart and the white flower dress?"


Laura, this little tomboy, first pressed a big kiss to her father's forehead, then looked again at the meadow, where the goose family was playing among the probably more than a thousand little flowers. And quickly and unconcernedly the answer came from the little mouth: "Daisies, dear father, daisies they are."


Thereupon the king made the wise royal decision. "Privy Councillor," said the king, "inscribe this name, the name Daisy, in the royal nature textbook. And he added: The namesake of this plant is "Her Royal Highness Princess Laura of the High King's Castle."


Yes - and since then until today this small, modest but beautiful little flower has been called "Daisy".









The Young King and the female Teacher


Many years ago, the king of a small but very beautiful and peaceful country was on his deathbed.


For days the royal family had gathered in the dying man's chamber to be near him. When the king's last hour had come, he began to take leave of his family.


First he bade farewell to his faithful wife in quiet words and with a long, intimate embrace. Then he asked his only son, the Crown Prince, a handsome youth of only eighteen years, to join him.


"My son," said the dying man, "tomorrow you will be king. I have great confidence in you. Continue to educate yourself in your natural way and wisdom. I know you will take your task very seriously. But whatever you do, dear son, never forget to listen to the language of your heart. And one more thing, my dear son, be nobly devoted to your mother and sisters and fear no one but God."


He then dismissed the son and the two young princesses came forward. The king kissed them intimately and looked at them with a tender gaze for a long while. Then he closed his eyes and passed away.


When the news of the king's death spread through the country, all the people were seized with great grief. For the king had ruled the land with great wisdom and love. "He has died too soon," said the people, "what is to become of him now?"


Above all, the court councillor and the ministers were greatly dismayed. How would the young king, who had hitherto pursued almost only his inclinations in the security of the royal family, how would he cope with the burden and task imposed on him so early?


However, to everyone's surprise, it soon became apparent that the new king, despite his youthful age, made his decisions in a wise and prudent manner and ruled the country with strength and kindness.


Only now and then did it happen that the young ruler made an order that was completely outside the traditional rules and customs, and the lords of the court council were then astonished, sometimes even deeply perplexed.


Such was the case when the king, in his very first year of reign, approved the employment of a very young female teacher in a village school in his country. She had then become the first and thus the only female teacher in the more than one thousand schools in the country.


Nevertheless, notwithstanding these and other unusual decisions, the king, surrounded by loyal and capable advisors, quickly won the recognition and, above all, the love of his people.


One day, in the fourth year of his reign, the king received an invitation to participate in a deer hunt from the northern province of his country.


The invitation pleased the king and he sent a messenger to the princely hunting lord to convey his acceptance of the invitation with thanks.


When the time came for the hunting event to take place, five days before, the king set off. Accompanied only by his young friend, the two men rode towards their destination in inconspicuous hunting clothes. When they reached the hunting lodge of the governor of the Northern Province at the right time, they were greeted by the lord of the hunt with great courtesy, but also very warmly. The following day the hunt began.


On the second day of the hunt, the king learned from a companion that he was near the village where, with the king's express permission, a young female teacher had been teaching more than 30 boys and girls to read and write in the village school for almost three years. As far as was known, this was the first and still the only teacher among the far more than three thousand teachers in the country.


When the king heard this, he consulted the lord of the hunt, interrupted the hunt for the following day and rode with his friend towards the village in question.


It was a splendid October day. The morning sun was golden over the autumn-coloured countryside as the two riders passed a long meadow valley with a lively babbling brook and soon steered their horses uphill to a high mountain ridge. After about two hours of riding, the two men had reached the high mountainous area where the little village lay between beech forests and cattle pastures.


When they reached the scattered houses of the village, they found the small and modest school building in the middle next to the village church.


The king jumped off his horse, handed it over to his friend, walked to the door of the schoolhouse and knocked on it. But no one came to open the door. Instead, the king heard a merry song coming from the throats of many bright children. The king then waited until the song had died away and knocked on the door again, this time more audibly.


Soon he heard footsteps, the door opened and a young, beautiful girl stepped out.


Faced with this enchanting apparition, the king was for a moment completely surprised and speechless. But then he bowed his head in a friendly manner, greeted the young lady with a polite "Good morning" and then said, "Are you the teacher of this school?"


The young miss returned the greeting of the man, who stood before her dressed as a hunter, and replied, "Yes, I am. I am the teacher of this school. But pardon my lord, who are you, and what is your desire?"


The king smiled and said, "Maiden teacher, I have come to visit your school and listen to your teaching for a while."


When the teacher heard this, the friendly smile on her face disappeared. It gave way to a puzzled and serious expression. "Forgive me young sir," she said, "you have answered my question imperfectly. You have not introduced yourself to me. Should you come on behalf of the education authority of our province and be able to identify yourself accordingly, you are very welcome. Otherwise, I regret to inform you that unauthorized persons are not permitted to enter the classes."


The king laughed heartily and said: "Forgive me, you are right, maiden teacher, I forgot to introduce myself to you. So I will quickly make up for it: I am the king of this land."


After the king had spoken these words, a deep fright was visible on the teacher's face for a moment. But then, very quickly, the beautiful face of the girl brightened and a cheerful and hearty laugh sounded from her mouth.


"Young sir," she cried, "you must be joking with me. You pretend to be the king. No, no, how could I fall for your words. The king, if he wanted to pay his respects to this last and probably poorest hamlet on the edge of his kingdom, would certainly have come with advance notice and a large retinue."


"I understand your mistrust, maiden teacher," replied the king, "nevertheless, it is as I have told you: I am the king!" The young teacher shook her head. "I can't believe you," she said, "please excuse me".


She was about to step back from the door when suddenly a mischievous smile flashed in her eyes.


"Very well," she said, "you pretend to be the king. Well, if that is so, then you can certainly answer a few questions to prove it.


The king recognised from the teacher's speech that she was in the mood for a game of questions which would convict him, the young huntsman at the door, of imposture.


"Well, maiden teacher," laughed the king, "ask your questions."


"The first question," began the teacher, "is: where, in what year, and on what day was the king of our country born?"


The King answered, "The King was born at Rockhigh Castle, now nearly twenty-two years ago, on the 22nd of October."


"That's right," laughed the teacher. "But now that was a very simple question, which any of my schoolchildren would have answered easily." Now the second question, my lord: "The king, when he has done the government business of the day, pursues the most varied inclinations. Tell me the inclinations to which he most likes to indulge."


"This question, maiden teacher," I will gladly answer you," said the young ruler.


"The king owns a horse with a shining coat and fiery blood.


His name is 'Stormwind'. On this horse the king rides for hours on end through forest and field, over hill and dale.


The king also loves to play the flute. If I may say so, he has achieved some skill at it, and occasionally he even plays with the royal chamber orchestra."


When the teacher heard this detailed answer, she was visibly surprised. She looked down, but quickly regained her composure and said: "Now to the third question. The king has two sisters. Tell me their names, their ages and their favourite pastimes."


"I can give you an answer to that question too, maiden teacher. The king's sisters are called Waltrude and Notburga. Waltrude is just eighteen years old, she paints flowers and butterflies in the most beautiful colours on silken cloths. She also likes to play the lute and sing to it with her delicate and noble voice.


Notburga, we tenderly call her Burga, is a wildcat. She is just fifteen years old and usually romps around the castle park with her brown pony. She hasn't got a shred of sense yet, she's got nothing but silly things in her head".


After the king's reply, the teacher's beautiful face was covered with a deep blush. There was a deep embarrassment in her blue eyes.


"My lord," she said after a while, her voice sounding low and uncertain, "you know quite well about the king's court. But I would like to ask you one last question. "It is common knowledge that when the king gives great receptions at court or makes important decisions for the country, he wears the golden royal crown as a sign of his power. Everyone knows that. But what sign does the king secretly wear on his chest and what is the meaning of this sign?"
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