


The Fox's Lantern
Festival

Cinar BIBER



In the heart of the green forest, where tall trees whispered
and soft moss covered the ground, lived a young fox named
Rusty. His fur was bright russet-orange, his chest and muzzle
were cream, and his amber eyes sparkled with mischief.
Around his neck, he wore a green leafy scarf that fluttered
when he ran. Rusty loved to plan surprises for his friends.
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One sunny morning, Rusty had a wonderful idea. He would
plan a lantern festival for the whole woodland! He imagined
glowing lanterns hanging from branches, lighting up the forest
paths. He bounced with excitement, his bushy white-tipped tail
wagging. "Everyone will love it!" he said. He grabbed his small
woven basket and hurried off to share his plan.
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First, Rusty visited his friend Rabbit, who was nibbling clover
near a hollow log. Rabbit's long grey ears twitched with
curiosity when she heard about the festival. "Oh, I can hang
lanterns!" she squealed, adjusting the red ribbon bow around
one ear. She tapped her small drum happily. "And I'll lead the
singing and dancing!" Rusty grinned. The festival was going to
be perfect.



Next, Rusty found Bear near the berry bushes. Bear was big
and warm, with thick brown fur and a gentle smile. He wore a
yellow apron with a pocket full of treats. "A lantern festival
sounds lovely," Bear said in his calm, rumbly voice. "I can carry
the heavy lanterns and set them along the paths safely." Rusty
nodded, but he was already thinking about the flames.
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That evening, Rusty gathered dry sticks and leaves to make
the lanterns. He planned to use real candles inside, just like
the ones he had seen in a storybook. He worked quickly, his
nimble paws tying strings and shaping paper. But as he lit the
first candle, a soft voice hooted from above. "Hoo, hoo!
Careful, little fox!"




It was Owl, the wisest bird in the forest. He was round and
plump, with soft brown and grey feathers and huge golden
eyes behind tiny round spectacles. A deep blue shawl with star
patterns draped over his shoulders. "Real flames in a forest?"
Owl said gently. "A single spark could start a fire. We must
think of safety first."




Rusty's ears drooped. "But the lanterns won't glow without
flames," he said. Owl nodded wisely. "There is another way.
Deep in the forest, near the old oak tree, there are magical
stones that glow on their own. They shine brightly and safely.
Let us gather them for your festival." Rusty's amber eyes lit up
again. "Glowing stones! What a wonderful idea!"
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Rusty and Owl set off together, Rusty carrying his woven
basket. They walked past ferns and mushrooms until they
reached a clearing where smooth stones lay scattered. In the
dim light, the stones glowed with a soft, warm light. "They
shine like little moons!" Rusty whispered. He carefully picked
them up and placed them in his basket, one by one.
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As they gathered the stones, Owl explained, "These stones
have glowed for as long as anyone can remember. They are
cool to the touch and never burn. They will make your lanterns
shine all night." Rusty listened carefully, his bushy tail
swishing. He felt glad he had listened to Owl. A good festival,
he realized, should be safe for everyone.
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Back at the festival site, Rabbit was hanging paper lanterns
from low branches. She had tied a red ribbon on each one.
Bear was setting the big lanterns on flat stones along the path.
"Where are the candles?" Rabbit asked. Rusty held up his
basket. "No candles tonight! We have glowing stones instead.
Owl says they are safe."




Rabbit's pink nose twitched. "Glowing stones? How exciting!"
She hopped over to peek into the basket. Bear smiled his
gentle smile. "That's clever thinking," he said. "Safety first,
always." Together, they placed a glowing stone inside each
lantern. The stones began to shine, filling the lanterns with a
warm, golden light.
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As the sun set, the lanterns glowed brighter and brighter. The
stones shone like tiny stars, and the whole forest sparkled.
"It's beautiful!" Rabbit gasped. She began to tap her drum,
and the animals gathered. Bear shared treats from his apron.
Owl perched on a branch, his spectacles glinting. Rusty
beamed with pride. The festival was safe and wonderful.
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Rabbit led the singing, her drum keeping a lively beat. The
animals danced in a circle, their shadows flickering in the
stone-light. "This is the best festival ever!" Rabbit cheered.
Bear clapped his big paws. Owl hooted happily. Rusty danced
with joy, his green scarf flying. The glowing stones made
everything magical, and everyone felt happy and safe.
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Rusty looked around at his friends, their faces lit by the gentle
glow. He felt a warm feeling inside. "Thank you, Owl," he said.
"You helped me see that a good celebration thinks about safety
first. If we had used real flames, things could have gone
wrong." Owl nodded. "And now we can celebrate without

worry."




The lantern festival continued long into the night. The animals
sang songs and told stories. The glowing stones shone steadily,
keeping the forest bright and cheerful. Rabbit played her
drum, Bear shared more treats, and Owl watched over them
all. Rusty knew he would always remember this night, and the
lesson he had learned.




And so, the woodland lantern festival became a tradition.
Every year, the animals gathered glowing stones and placed
them in lanterns. They celebrated safely, with laughter and
music. Rusty the fox always wore his green scarf and carried
his basket, ready to help. For he knew that the best

celebrations are the ones where everyone feels happy and
safe.




