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Three things cannot be long hidden: the Sun, the Moon, and the truth.
 
Buddha
 
Deep in the ancient forest, many Suns and Moons ago, there lived a wise and noble King. Half weeping willow, half black stallion, King Emanon understood the importance of balance in the woods. The balance between the animals and the trees. The balance between the insects and herbs. And, most importantly, the balance between the seasons, night and day. 
For centuries the wise King's true and fair nature brought contentment to the forest, and all that dwelled within the shade of its towering sequoia trees. But things were not always so tranquil. The forest, like the world around it, was once a chaotic and unruly place where animals fed gluttonously on leaf, and hazardous vine grew unchecked across the fertile soil. The seasons changed in the blinking of an eye, and the heat of the fierce Sun would be replaced by the Moon's ice-cold winds.
Young Emanon, known to all in the forest as a quiet and thoughtful figure, was no captain, much less a king. Yet, Mother Nature saw the good in his heart and in her splendid wisdom decided to bestow kingship upon him, bringing balance back to the forest where it remained until old age wrapped her wrinkled hands around him. But the good King's heart was troubled. His contentment was restless. For he had no heir to protect the forest in his absence. Emanon sought Mother Nature's guidance, and in her wisdom, she bade him,
"Plant two of your finest willow seeds into the ground on the edge of the mighty forest, for on the shortest day of the year the seeds will sprout, and you shall have twins to rule in your absence."
Overcome with joy the wise King took his two finest seeds, one white as snow, the other black as molten rock, and planted them at the forest's edge in anticipation of the shortest day of the year. Many months passed and the fair King would check his seeds daily, though he knew the day's length to be the same, such was his excitement. Then, one extraordinary day when the Moon covered the Sun and the Earth switched momentarily from day to night, the King raced to the forest's edge to check on his seeds. True to Mother Nature's word, both had sprouted into beautiful young saplings, twin sister and twin brother. 
Flora, her complexion white as snow with long flowing branches of shinning silver, was blessed with her father's kind and peaceful manner. Fawn, a boy, dark as the night, with thighs as sleek and muscular as the finest stallion held his head high, blessed with his father's pure and noble demeanour. 
Flora and Fawn grew to be inseparable. They would play from sunset to sundown, never tiring of each other's company or leaving the other's side. The good King revelled in their kinship, and the forest remained balanced. 
As time passed the noble King taught the twins all about the vast forest, its magnificent array of animals, trees, insects, herbs, seasons, and the importance of night and day. 
Flora took to the trees, plants and herbs like a mother to a newborn infant. She would spend her time scattering seeds in the forest and tending to damaged roots or dried out flowers. She was never happier than to be surrounded by plants of all shapes and sizes. She would often sleep at nightfall and wake at sunrise to spend as much time in the light as possible. 
Fawn, on the other hand, preferred the company of animals. He would spend months watching their movements and practising their skills in the hope that someday he would be at one with them. He would often stay awake to watch the strange and wonderful animals which emerged under the night's dark shadow. 
It became clear to the great King that his children represented the two halves of him, and the two halves of the vast forest; he only hoped that they would remain faithful to each other. 
As the years passed, the King's health deteriorated, and he soon spent his long days sat beneath the shade of a mighty weeping willow. Flora and Fawn would often visit their father to tell him about the many wonders they had discovered in the forest and how they were helping to maintain the balance, and the King's heart rejoiced.
Then one day, Flora visited alone, and the great King was taken aback.
"Where is your brother?" he asked. "I have never seen you apart."
"Damn his arrogance!" replied Flora, "He knows nothing of the trees and their need for light and water, nor of the flowers and their place in this forest. All he cares for is the idle hunger of those animals. I have come to ask that you speak with him father and explain the need for plant and seed and this great canopy which shelters and protects us all."
Flora's words rested heavily on the King's heart, and he did not sleep easily. 
The day passed, and Fawn visited under cover of night.
"Where is your sister?" asked the great King. "I have never seen you apart?"
"Blast her snobbery father!" replied Fawn, "For she knows nothing of the nobility and intelligence of animals, their need to graze and feast on the bounty the great forest provides. All she cares about is the unchecked roaming of stalk and leaf. I have to come to ask that you speak with her and explain the need for animal and insect in the great circle of life. For without life, there is no need for such a canopy as this."
Fawn's words rested heavily on the King's heart, and he did not sleep easily. 
The night passed, and the great King mustered all his strength to rise one last time. He traversed the mighty forest he'd known so well but did not recognise many of its paths and inlets for they were covered by unrestrained vine and branch. The King also felt a great loneliness as there were no animals to greet him. Instead, the forest was barren, with the wildlife preferring silence and cover to roaming free. 
In his despair, the wise King sought the guidance of Mother Nature and once again, she appeared in all her glory at his side.
"Dear Mother Nature, keeper and protector of the earth, have I not served you well and brought balance and tranquillity to this great forest. Have I not always done what has been asked of me and tried to be fair and just? Why is it then that my offspring divide the forest and bring sadness to my heart?"
"Wise King Emanon," replied Mother Nature "you have served this forest well and through your fairness and wisdom balance has always been maintained. Your offspring, white as snow and dark as molten rock, in their greed have divided this forest, separating animal from tree and insect from herb, and the land has suffered."
"So, then the chaos will reign once more among the fern and the thistle? Unruliness among the birds and bees? For surely neither son nor daughter can rule. They are as opposed to each other as night is to day." 
"Dear considerate King!" exclaimed Mother Nature. "Your good heart need not be so heavy. The forest will provide its own answers, for I do not forget the day it brought you to me." 
Mother Nature rested her warm hands upon the King's shoulders. 
"Send your offspring out into the forest they claim to love and ask them to bring back to you the one thing they regard higher than any other among the beasts that roam and the flowers that blossom. Their gift will dictate the direction of their hearts and the future of the forest." 
And with these words, Mother Nature returned to her work and the King to his final place of rest. 
As night cast its mystery around the forest, King Emanon sent for his children. Through tree and through insect, animal and herb, Flora and Fawn were directed to their father's perch beneath the great weeping willow.
"My dear children," he began, "it will not be long till I return to the earth from which I was born, yet my heart is heavy. The forest which has given us much is separated, the balance no longer maintained. Go out into the forest you claim to love and within the setting of two suns and the waning of two moons bring back to me the one thing you regard higher than any other among the beasts that roam and the flowers that blossom."
Determined to prove themselves to their father, Flora and Fawn departed in search of the one thing that they regarded higher than any other in the forest. 
Flora used the daylight to search the forest. She studied vine and leaf, herb and tree, upended toadstools and unearthed bulb. She searched at the very tips of the enormous sequoia trees and at their deepest roots, tasted their hanging fruits and drank their thick sap in search of the one thing she regarded higher than any other in the forest. 
But as night approached, Flora's search came to an end and empty-handed she laid down to rest, saving her strength for the morning light.
Night washed over the forest and Fawn began his search. He hunted among the lions that roar and the birds that fly, opened beehive and pierced anthill. He explored the cavernous trees and the dark woods underbelly in search of the one thing he regarded higher than any other in the forest. But as the daylight emerged, Fawn's search came to an end and empty-handed he retreated to the shadows to rest and wait for the darkness to return.
Morning light swept over the forest and Flora emerged; her will fixed on the task at hand. Once more she foraged through branch and bush, rummaged through plant and seed in search of the forest's greatest work. But as the daylight faded it appeared the prize would once again elude her. 
Flora sat down to watch her beloved Sun set over the forest trees when it suddenly occurred to her that the one thing she loved most in the entire forest was the Sun. It was the Sun which gave life to the plants and trees, gave colour to the flowers. It was the Sun that kept the darkness at bay. The eternal light. It had always been the Sun. 
Flora reached out and grabbed the Sun in both hands, placing it beneath her flowing robes.
Darkness swallowed the forest and Fawn emerged; his appetite fixed on the task ahead. Once more he walked with insect and reptile, ate with bird and beast in search of the forest's greatest spoil. But as the Moon began to wane the prize it appeared would elude him once again. Fawn sat down to watch his precious Moon fall behind the towering trees. As he watched the Moon it occurred to him that the one thing he loved more than any other in the forest was the Moon. It was the Moon that attracted the call of the wild, kept the earth turning and the light at bay. The eternal companion. It had always been the Moon. 
Fawn reached out and grabbed the Moon in both hands, placing it beneath his long mane. 
As twilight engulfed the forest, Flora and Fawn returned to the great willow to present their gifts to the dying King.
"My dear children," the dutiful King began. "The forest is restless; the animals are confused, and the plants are bewildered. Your gifts must be great, indeed?"
Flora and Fawn both smiled with a sense of self-satisfaction. 
"Step forward, my daughter," called the King, "white as purest snow, from the earth you were born, and to it one day you shall return. What have you brought your dying father?" 
Flora stepped forward and pulled an object out from beneath her flowing robes. She raised it aloft, revealing the Sun in her hands.
"Dear Father, Lord of these lands and the guardian of kindness and peace, I have brought you the very Sun itself, the giver of light and of life. For there is no other thing in this forest which I hold in such high esteem." 
And with these words, Flora placed the Sun by the King's feet.
"And you, my son," the King continued, "dark as molten rock, from the earth you were born and to it one day you shall return. What have you brought your dying father?"
Fawn stepped forward and pulled an object out from beneath his long, thick mane. He held it aloft, revealing the Moon in his hands. 
"Dear father, King of Kings and the defender of truth and nobility, I have brought you the very Moon itself, Lord of the tides and companion of the wild. For there is no other thing in this forest which I hold in such high esteem." 
And with these words, Fawn placed the Moon by the King's feet.
The King lifted his head to see the gifts. 
"Night and day, you bring me," the King said, ashamed. "Have I not taught you of the need for balance in the forest? Have I not shown you that through fairness and truth, the natural cycle of life can be maintained? Instead, you set your hearts on greed and prejudice, separating the forest between you and bringing sadness to my heart. Night and day, you have brought me and so night and day you shall become."
The King looked upon pale Flora, "You, my daughter, shall be the day, never knowing the stars that sparkle in the night sky, nor the owls aloft the trees. You shall never know the wolves that howl, nor the mice that roam this great expanse. You shall never know the tides nor the constellations that make up this great dark canopy, for your realm shall be the light and one half of your heart shall be sad."
The King faced noble Fawn. 
"And you, my son shall be the night, never feeling the warmth of the Sun on your back, nor seeing the light of day. You shall never know of the plants that grow, nor the birds that sing. You shall never see the sunflower open its petals, nor a butterfly bat its beautiful wings. You shall never know of all the colours of the forest for your realm shall be the darkness and one half your heart shall be sad."
And with these words, the good King rested his head, returning to the earth from which he was born, and the forest was sad. 
And so it is, even to this day, that brother and sister see each other momentarily in the twilight as day turns into night and night passes back into day. But through their sacrifice, the balance has been restored to the forest, and Mother Nature is content.
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