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Moonflower

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In a little village tucked between grey hills, the sky always
seemed a bit cloudy. The people hurried with worried faces,
and even the birds sang softly. But at the edge of the village, a
girl named Sophie often wandered alone. With her chestnut
hair tied in a red ribbon and her mustard-yellow cardigan
wrapped tight, she searched for secret places.
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One misty morning, Sophie found a gap in an old stone wall.
Behind it lay a forgotten garden, tangled with weeds and wild
roses. In the middle stood a strange plant with silver leaves
and a single tight bud. Sophie knelt down and whispered,
"What are you?" The garden felt quiet but friendly, as if it had
been waiting for her.



At home, Sophie's grandmother Rose listened with wide eyes.
“That is the Moonflower," she said, adjusting her round
spectacles. "It blooms only once every hundred years, when
the full moon rises. Legend says its light can chase away
gloom and bring happiness back to a sad place. But it needs
care and patience from someone kind."
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Sophie's heart fluttered with hope. That evening, she returned
to the garden with a small watering can. She pulled the weeds
gently and sang softly to the bud. "Don't worry," she told it.
"I'll take care of you." The silver leaves seemed to shimmer in
reply, and a tiny glow flickered deep inside the bud.
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Night after night, Sophie visited the Moonflower. She brought
water from the stream and chased away hungry snails. She
told the flower stories and shared her dreams. The bud grew
bigger and brighter, and Sophie's patience bloomed too. But
she didn't know that someone was watching from the shadows,
with icy eyes and a jealous heart.
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The frost sprite was a tiny creature with pale blue skin and
spiky white hair like frost crystals. It wore a ragged cloak of
snow and icicles. For a hundred years, it had waited for the
Moonflower to bloom, hoping to steal its light. Now Sophie
was always there, and the sprite's cold heart burned with
anger.




One night, the sprite crept close and breathed a freezing
breath. Frost crackled over the leaves, and the bud shivered.
"Stop!" cried Sophie, stepping in front. "Please don't hurt it."
The sprite hissed, "It's mine! I found it first!" But Sophie didn't
run. She stood tall, her freckled face determined, and shielded
the flower with her warm cardigan. The sprite paused,
surprised by her courage.




The next night, the sprite returned with a colder wind. Sophie
wrapped her arms around the plant and said, "Why are you so
angry? Don't you want to see it bloom?" The sprite's glowing
eyes flickered. "No one ever cared about me," it whispered.
“I'm always alone." Sophie's kind heart ached for the lonely
creature, and she said, "Stay with me. We can watch it
together."




The sprite didn't answer, but it stopped blowing cold air. It
hovered nearby, watching as Sophie cared for the flower. She
brought extra blankets and warm stones to keep the roots
cozy. The sprite crept closer, curious. "Why do you do this?" it
asked. Sophie smiled. "Because hope is like a seed. It needs
patience and kindness to grow."
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The full moon was only three nights away. Sophie and the
sprite worked side by side. The sprite used its frost to make
tiny ice patterns that reflected the moonlight, and Sophie
gathered soft moss for warmth. The bud glowed brighter each
day. The sprite's sharp features softened, and it began to hum
a frosty tune. Sophie's kindness was slowly melting its cold
heart.
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On the night of the full moon, the garden sparkled with silver
light. The Moonflower bud trembled, ready to open. But the
frost sprite looked worried. "What if it doesn't like me?" it
whispered. Sophie held out her hand. "It will. You helped me."
The sprite took her hand, and a tiny drop of water—like a
melting tear—rolled down its cheek.
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Then, with a soft pop, the Moonflower burst open. Petals of
shimmering white unfolded, and a gentle light poured out like
liquid moonlight. The glow spread through the garden, over
the wall, and into the village. People stepped outside, their
worried faces lifting. The frost sprite gasped. "It's beautiful," it
said, and for the first time, it felt warm inside.
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The light reached every corner of the village. The grey clouds
parted, and the stars twinkled. Neighbors smiled at each other
and shared warm bread. Children laughed and danced in the
glow. Grandmother Rose came to the garden, her lavender
shawl wrapped tight, and hugged Sophie. "You did it," she
said. "Your patience and kindness brought hope back."




The frost sprite looked at Sophie. "I'm sorry I tried to stop
you," it said. "I was jealous and lonely." Sophie hugged the tiny
creature. "You're not alone anymore," she said. "You can stay
with me and help me care for the garden." The sprite's icy eyes
sparkled. It nodded, and a tiny icicle crown formed on its head
—a sign of its new, warm heart.
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From that night on, the village was never gloomy again. The
Moonflower's light lingered in people's hearts. Sophie and the
frost sprite became the best of friends, tending the garden
together. The sprite learned to make frost flowers that
sparkled in the sun, and Sophie taught it how to laugh. They
discovered that kindness can soften even the coldest heart.
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And so, the legend grew: deep in a forgotten garden, a
Moonflower blooms once every hundred years. But the real
magic isn't just the flower's light—it's the patience and hope of
a kind child. Sophie learned that even the smallest acts of
kindness can change the world, and that hope, like a seed,
grows best when shared with a friend.
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