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Misia walked through the forest holding her favorite
bedtime friend, Rudy the fox. The trees began to
whisper softly. 'Did you hear that, Rudy?' Misia
asked. Rudy's button eyes seemed to twinkle. The
whispers grew clearer, saying, 'Welcome, welcome,
little one." Misia felt excited and a little nervous.
'Don't worry,' she told Rudy, hugging him close.
'We'll discover this together.' The golden afternoon
light filtered through the leaves, making everything
glow. Misia took a deep breath and stepped deeper
into the enchanted forest.






A tiny glowing creature floated down from a branch.
'Hello! I'm Lis, a forest sprite,' she chirped. Misia's
eyes widened with wonder. 'You're magical!' she
exclaimed. Lis giggled and circled around them.
'This forest is full of magic, and the trees told me
you're kind-hearted.' Rudy seemed to smile from
Misia's arms. 'Can you show us around?' Misia asked
hopefully. 'Of course!' Lis said, sparkling brighter.
'Follow me to meet the talking trees!' They walked
together on a path lined with glowing mushrooms.






They reached an enormous oak tree with a face in its
bark. 'Good afternoon, young traveler,' the oak said
in a deep, warm voice. Misia gasped with delight.
'You can really talk!" The oak chuckled, making his
leaves rustle. 'l've stood here for three hundred
years, watching and learning.' Lis flew up to sit on
a branch. 'Oak knows all the forest secrets,' she
explained. 'What's the biggest secret?' Misia asked
curiously. The oak's eyes twinkled. 'That magic lives
in every kind heart,' he replied wisely.






Lis led them to a sparkling stream that sang gentle
melodies. 'The water remembers every story told
near it,' Lis explained. Misia knelt down and touched
the cool water. The stream began humming a
lullaby. 'That's the song my mother sings!' Misia said
amazed. She held Rudy closer. The water reflected
their images like a mirror made of diamonds. 'The
stream likes you,' Lis said happily. 'lt's sharing your
happy memories.' Misia smiled and thanked the
magical stream. The water rippled in response,
creating rainbow patterns.






In a sunny clearing, flowers swayed without
any wind. 'They're dancing!" Misia exclaimed. The
flowers were every color imaginable. 'Would you
like to dance with them?' Lis asked. Misia nodded
eagerly and began to twirl. The flowers moved in
rhythm with her steps. Rudy bounced gently in her
arms. 'This is wonderful!' Misia laughed. The flowers
seemed to laugh too, their petals shimmering. After
the dance, the flowers bowed gracefully. Misia
curtsied back, feeling like a forest princess. Lis
clapped her tiny hands with joy.






Suddenly, Lis's glow began to fade. 'Oh no,' she
whispered weakly. 'What's wrong?' Misia asked with
concern. Lis explained that sprites need moonstone
dust to keep their light. 'It's hidden somewhere in
the forest,' Lis said sadly. Misia held Rudy tight. 'We'll
find it together!" she declared bravely. Lis managed
a small smile. 'The dust is near the oldest birch
tree,' she remembered. 'Then let's go!' Misia said
determinedly. They hurried through the forest path.
Misia wouldn't let her new friend lose her light.






They found a silvery birch tree that glowed softly.
'Please, wise birch, Lis needs moonstone dust,’
Misia asked politely. The birch's branches swayed
thoughtfully. 'You have a kind heart, child,' the tree
said gently. 'The dust is in my hollow, but you must
answer a riddle first.' Misia nodded nervously. 'What
is always giving but never takes?' the birch asked.
Misia thought hard, hugging Rudy. 'A friend!" she
answered. 'Correct!" The birch opened its hollow,
revealing sparkling silver dust. Misia carefully took
a pinch.






Misia sprinkled the moonstone dust over Lis. The
sprite's glow grew brighter and brighter until she
shone like a little star. 'You saved me!' Lis cried
happily, hugging Misia's cheek. Warmth spread
through Misia's heart. Rudy seemed proud too.
'That's what friends do,' Misia said simply. The forest
around them seemed to glow even more beautifully.
Birds sang cheerful songs above. 'Thank you, thank
you!' Lis spun in happy circles. The trees whispered
their approval. Misia felt proud and happy. This was
true magic—helping a friend.






'The forest wants to celebrate!' Lis announced.
Suddenly, fireflies appeared, creating patterns in
the air. The trees sang together in harmony. Animals
gathered around—rabbits, deer, and squirrels. They
all seemed to smile at Misia. 'ls this for us?' Misia
asked in wonder. 'For your kindness,' the oak tree
explained. The stream played happy music. Flowers
released sweet perfumes. Even the wind danced
gently through the leaves. Misia twirled with Rudy in
her arms. She had never felt so welcome anywhere.
Magic was real, and it was beautiful.






Lis flew close to Misia. 'l want to give you something,'
she said. She touched Rudy gently, and he began
to glow softly. 'Now Rudy will always remind you of
our magical forest,' Lis explained. Misia gasped as
Rudy's glow faded into a permanent, gentle warmth.
'He's even more special now!" Misia said. 'Whenever
you need comfort, hold him close,' Lis instructed.
'He carries forest magic.' Misia hugged Rudy tightly.
‘Thank you, Lis. I'll treasure this forever.' The sprite
smiled warmly. Magic and friendship were the best
gifts.






The sky began turning orange with sunset. 'l
should go home,' Misia said reluctantly. Lis nodded
understanding. 'Will | see you again?' Misia asked
hopefully. 'The forest is always here for kind hearts,’
Lis promised. They walked back to the forest edge
together. All the trees whispered goodbye. The
stream sang a farewell song. 'Remember, you're
always welcome,' the oak called out. Misia waved
to everyone. 'l'll come back soon!' she promised. Lis
gave her one last glowing hug. Misia felt grateful for
this magical day.






That night, Misia held Rudy close in bed. She
told her mother about her adventure. Her mother
smiled and kissed her forehead. 'What a wonderful
imagination you have,' she said lovingly. But Misia
knew it was real. She could still feel Rudy's magical
warmth. As she drifted to sleep, she heard faint
whispers. The trees were singing her a lullaby.
Lis's glow appeared briefly at her window. 'Sweet
dreams, dear friend,' the sprite whispered. Misia
smiled in her sleep. The enchanted forest would
always be part of her heart.
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