
Once, there was a small village on the edge of an ancient forest.  And in this small village was a small girl 

named Sasha.  

Sasha was known by all who lived in the village for her insa�able curiosity and her wandering feet.  With 

hair as wild as the adventures she craved and a heart that beat in rhythm with the world around her, it 

was no surprise when the village awoke one morning to find Sasha’s bed empty.  

Though the sun was barely peeking over the horizon, Sasha’s wandering feet had carried her deeper into 
the forest than anyone had traveled before.  

Between the shadows of the trees, Sasha caught sight of a small, flickering light dancing like a 
mischievous firefly.  Intrigued, she followed it deeper and deeper into the woods un�l, at last, she 

reached a small clearing.  

It was the most extraordinary clearing Sasha had ever seen, overflowing with flowers of every color of 
the rainbow.  And there, nestled right in the middle of the vibrant blooms, was a lantern, intricately 

carved with the most enchan�ng designs.  

Sasha could not see a flame, but the lantern glowed with a so�, ethereal light that sent shadows dancing 
across the grass like playful spirits.  

As Sasha was about to take a cau�ous step forward, a �nkling laugh like a litle bell rang through the 
clearing.  There was a sudden burst of sparkles, and then standing before Sasha was a sprite no bigger 
than her hand with wings that shimmered like a thousand dew drops.  

“I am Luna,” the forest sprite chimed in a merry, musical voice.  “I see you have discovered the 
Enchanted Lantern!” 

“Enchanted?” Sasha gasped, awestruck.  “What does it do?” 

Luna giggled.  “This lantern will grant you one wish.” 

“But heed my words, young traveler,” she con�nued, “A wish granted is a wish earned.  Every wish comes 

at a price, and your inten�ons when you make the wish may affect the outcome in surprising ways.  

Sasha’s heart beat in her chest like the wings of a startled bird.  She considered the lantern for a 

moment, then took a deep breath and squared her shoulders in determina�on.  

“I wish,” she said, “for my village to be blessed with abundance.  That we will always have a plen�ful 
harvest of fruit all year long and that the shadow of hunger will never again darken our doorsteps.” 

The lantern began to shiver and ratle like a tea ketle about to boil over.  Suddenly, it exploded with 
blinding white light.  When the glare subsided, Sasha found herself alone in the clearing with just the 
gentle glow of the lantern as her companion.  

Sasha turned towards home, leaving the lantern and the clearing behind her.  Litle did she know that 
the threads of fate, set in mo�on by her wish, had already begun to weave a tapestry of challenges.  

By the �me Sasha emerged from the forest, the village was already in a commo�on.  The trees already 

hung heavy with all sorts of fruits of unimaginable flavors.  The villagers laid down their tools and their 

weaving and their trowels to celebrate their good fortune with a feast.  



For days on end, laughter and music echoed through the cobbled streets.  Sasha’s heart swelled with 
pride to know she was the cause of this joy.  

But as days turned to weeks, a lethargy setled upon the village.  No one wove, or painted, or even 
played music anymore.  The cows mooed in discomfort, for no one had milked them.  Sheep sweltered 
under their unshaven wool.  Weeds choked the crops in their fields.  

Sasha’s joy turned to confusion, then to concern, then to guilt.  Her wish had banished hunger from the 
village, but the villagers had become so dependent on the magic that they had lost all their crea�vity and 
industrious spirits.  This, Sasha realized, was its own type of suffering, just as harmful as any famine.  

Determined to make things right, Sasha found herself venturing into the woods before daybreak once 
again, just like she had on that fateful morning so many weeks ago.  She tried desperately to retrace her 

steps back to the clearing, searching for the familiar flicker of light within the trees.  

“Luna!” she called out.  “I need you to show me the way back to the clearing.  I need to undo my wish!”  

The lantern cannot help you now, an ancient voice whispered in her ear.  Sasha whipped around but saw 
no one.  

But Elder Oakheart, who lives in the very heart of the forest, can tell you how to set things right, the 

voice con�nued.  

“How do I find him?” Sasha asked.  

This way, the voice called, seemingly a litle farther off now.  

Sasha followed the whispers through the trees un�l she reached a towering oak, its gnarled branches 
reaching for the sky like ancient fingers trying to stroke the stars.  

“Are you Elder Oakheart?” Sasha asked in a so�, trembling voice.  

In response, the ground began to tremble under her as a deep, rumbling laugh echoed through the 
forest.  “Indeed, child.  I am the keeper of the Enchanted Lantern’s tales.”  

With a heavy heart, Sasha’s story came pouring out of her.  She told him of the clearing, her wish and the 

unintended consequences it had had on the village, and her desire to make things right.  Elder Oakheart 

said nothing as he listened, but his leaves rustled like pages in a long-forgoten storybook.  

“You wish for your village to find harmony between leisure and industry,” the ancient oak said at last.  

“To think not only about their own comfort but the needs of the world around them.”  

Sasha nodded.  

“If you want to restore balance,” Elder Oakheart con�nued, “you will need to perform a selfless act of 
your own.” 

Sasha pondered his words on the long walk back through the forest.  By the �me she reached her village, 
she knew exactly what she had to do.  She went to the fields and began to clear the weeds.  As the sun 
rose higher in the sky, the villagers began to no�ce.  

“We can’t let that litle girl do all that work herself,” they said.  “We should go help her.”  



And so the villagers began to tend the fields again, and care for the animals, and pick up the work they 
had discarded.  The days were longer, and the work wasn’t always easy, but the people were happier 
than ever before.  

With every sunrise, Sasha felt a renewed sense of hope.  Her village was flourishing again!  

And so, one a�ernoon a�er the work was finished, Sasha ventured into the woods.  This �me, her feet 
knew exactly where to go, and before long, she found the clearing where the lantern s�ll glowed so�ly.  
There was a shower of sparkles as Luna appeared, beaming with pride.  

“You’ve learned the importance of inten�ons, Sasha,” the forest sprite said.  “True magic is not the 

gran�ng of a wish.  True magic is learning to live for others and consider how our choices will affect 
them.”  

Knowing that her adventure had come to an end, Sasha smiled, bid Luna goodbye, and le� the forest 
sprite and the lantern and the clearing behind.  The sun dipped below the horizon, cas�ng a warm glow 
over the path in front of her.  

And so, the people of the village told the story of Sasha and the Magic Lantern from genera�on to 
genera�on.  It reminded them that the most magical things in life aren’t wishes and forest sprites but the 
choices made with an empathe�c heart, hands that toil with determina�on, and a shared sense of 

purpose.  

 


