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The Midnight Orchard

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Luna the fawn loved to wander. Her soft tawny-brown fur with
cream spots blended with the forest shadows. One evening, as
the sun dipped low, she followed a path she had never seen
before. It led to a hidden orchard, where the trees stood still
and quiet under the fading light. Luna's big dark brown eyes
sparkled with curiosity. Something special was waiting here,
she could feel it.




k 4 i

The orchard was unlike any Luna had known. The trees had
leaves of deep green, and their branches reached up like arms.
But there were no apples yet—only tiny green buds. Luna
trotted between the trunks, her slender legs swift and eager. A

tiny woven grass bracelet on her front leg brushed against the
bark. She wondered what kind of fruit would grow here. 'l
can't wait to see!' she thought.
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Luna decided to explore every corner. She sniffed the soft
moss and listened to the leaves whisper. Then she noticed a
small wooden sign: 'Magic Orchard. Apples appear at
midnight. Please be patient.' Luna tilted her head. Midnight?
That was hours away! Her white-tipped tail twitched with
impatience. 'Why wait?' she thought. 'T'll just take a quick
peek.' She didn't notice a pair of warm amber eyes watching
from behind a bush.




As the moon rose, Luna saw something amazing. Tiny silver
apples began to form on the branches, glowing softly like little
moons. They shimmered and sparkled. Luna's heart raced. She
reached out with her nose and tried to nudge one loose. But
the moment she touched it, the apple vanished into a puff of
silver dust! 'Oh no!' she gasped. 'What happened?' She tried
again, and again the apple disappeared.
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Just then, a gentle voice said, 'Patience, little one.' Luna spun
around. There stood a wise old hedgehog spirit, his grizzled
grey-brown spines catching the moonlight. He wore a moss-
green apron and a wide-brimmed straw hat, and tiny round
spectacles sat on his wrinkled snout. In one paw he held a
wooden rake. 'l am the gardener of this orchard,' he said with
a kind smile. 'The apples are not ready yet.'
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Luna's ears drooped. 'But I wanted to see them,' she said. The
gardener chuckled softly. 'These silver apples are special. They
only appear at midnight and must be shared fairly with all the
forest friends. If you pick them too early, they vanish. It's the
orchard's way of teaching patience.' Luna looked at the empty
branch. 'I'm sorry,' she whispered. 'I didn't know.'
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The gardener nodded. 'You can wait with me. Midnight is not
far off. But first, let's find your friend Pip. He can help us.' He
led Luna to a hollow log where a young rabbit named Pip was
curled up. Pip's fluffy cream fur and long ears with pink
insides poked out. He wore a little red scarf. 'Pip,’ said the
gardener, 'would you like to help share the silver apples
tonight?' Pip's bright hazel eyes widened. 'Oh yes!' he
squeaked.




Luna and Pip sat with the gardener under the stars. The
orchard was quiet except for the rustle of leaves. Luna's
impatience melted away as she listened to the gardener's
stories about the magic orchard. He told them how the apples
appear only when the stars are brightest, and how every forest
friend gets a share. Pip's twitchy nose wiggled with
excitement. 'I can't wait to taste one!' he said.
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As the night grew darker, a great horned owl swooped down
and perched on a high branch. His mottled brown and grey
feathers ruffled, and his huge golden eyes blinked slowly. 'Hoo!
Hoo!" he called. 'Midnight is near. Remember, little ones, share
fairly.' Luna looked up at the owl's tufted ears and curved
beak. She felt a shiver of awe. The owl spread his wings and
settled in to watch.




Then, exactly at midnight, the orchard came alive. Silver
apples appeared on every branch, glowing bright and
beautiful. They shimmered like stars brought down to earth.
Luna gasped. 'They're here!' she cried. The gardener smiled.
'‘Now you may pick them, but remember: share with everyone.'
Luna and Pip carefully picked the shiny apples, placing them
in a woven basket. The owl hooted softly, keeping time.
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As they picked, other forest friends arrived: squirrels, mice, a
badger, and a family of foxes. They all waited patiently for
their share. Luna felt a warm glow in her heart. She handed
each friend a silver apple, and their eyes lit up with joy. Pip
bounced around, making sure no one was left out. 'Here you
go!' he cheered. The gardener watched, his amber eyes
twinkling with pride.




When every friend had an apple, the orchard began to glow
even brighter. The silver light spread from tree to tree, until
the whole orchard shone like a magical lantern. The forest
friends sat together, munching their sweet apples and
laughing. Luna realized that waiting and sharing had made the
apples taste even better. She looked at the gardener, who
nodded. 'You see?' he said. 'Patience and sharing reveal hidden
wonders.'




From that night on, Luna visited the magic orchard often. She
learned to wait for midnight and to share the silver apples with
all her friends. Pip always came along, his red scarf flapping as
he hopped. The owl kept watch, and the gardener tended the
trees. Luna's grass bracelet reminded her of the lesson she
had learned: good things come to those who wait, and they are
sweeter when shared.




One evening, as Luna sat under the stars, she thought about
how much she had changed. She was no longer the impatient
fawn who tried to pick apples too early. Now she understood
the orchard's special cycle. She knew that patience and
respect for nature's rhythm brought wonderful rewards. The
forest friends often gathered to share stories and apples, and
Luna felt grateful for the magic that surrounded her.
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The gardener sometimes joined them, his straw hat tilted back
and his wooden rake in hand. He would tell tales of the
orchard's beginnings, and everyone would listen with wide
eyes. Luna learned that the silver apples were not just fruit—
they were a gift of kindness. Sharing fairly made the orchard
glow with joy, and that joy spread to every corner of the forest.
Luna's heart felt full.




And so the magic orchard remained a place of wonder,
watched over by the kind hedgehog spirit. Luna and Pip grew
up, but they never forgot the lesson of patience and sharing.
They taught it to the younger animals, just as the gardener
had taught them. And every midnight, when the silver apples
appeared, the forest friends gathered to share them, and the
orchard glowed with happiness.
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