
The Sun & The Moon 

The sky used to be empty. The moon – non-existent. The stars were the only light for the 

young planet, and it was only ever night. For this, a time before modern Earth, was the time 

of ancient deities. Beings with the powers of Gods and Goddesses, wielding the abilities to 

shape and change the world as they please, creating the template for the world to grow 

upon. 

 It is from these times that come many things we’ve now grown accustomed to – the stars, 

the wind, even simple things like water. 

But this story tells the tale of two strangers, and how they came to be two of the final pieces 

in the puzzle that would become Earth. 

 

 

The Sun sat one day, alone, in a clearing of charred trees, where a lake nearby was sizzling 

gently from the heat that seeped from her skin. The night sky was empty today, as it always 

was. A few stars speckled the darkness – but trying to spot one was difficult. 

The Sun was lonely, so she started fantasizing about the day she would ascend. Surely, she 

would get her wish soon. Every being before her had been met with a challenge, and then a 

reward – their task in the world. The wind’s challenge had been to roam the New World and 

discover every hidden paradise – and he was transformed before he was finished, allowing 

him to freely explore for evermore. The Sun didn’t know what her task would be. Perhaps to 

create something amazing, or to assist another being. With no one able to come near her for 

the fear of being burned, however, her hopes of ascending were fading at a quick rate. 

She felt tears sizzling on her skin - before she heard a rustling in the bushes behind her. 

“Hello?” she called out as her eyes dried, almost instantly. She was curious, yet unafraid. 

Moments passed before a small, dull boy appeared from the leaves.  

“Hello. Who are you?” she asked.  

“I am the Moon,” he replied after a moment where he seemed lost for words, his eyes 

widening. The Sun paused, confused. She had never heard of such a being.  

“What do you do?” she asked, curious. He seemed more than happy to answer, but she 

couldn’t help but notice how lost he sounded, and the way his eyes drifted to the ground as 

he answered.  

“I don’t know yet,” his sigh like that of a ghost, “I am still to discover who, or what, I will be in 

the sky. If I go on the way I am now, no one will be able to see me.” 

That seemed true. The Sun’s skin glowed bright, a mixture of warm oranges and yellows. 

Someone across the forest would be able to spot her with no difficulty. But the Moon looked 

sickly – pale and dull by comparison. 

The Sun listened, and the Sun thought.  

“Will you have an important role?” she questioned, her voice gentle. 



“I would like to think so, yes,” the Moon nodded in reply. The Sun thought for a while, smiled 

warmly and then sat down next to the water – which was now bubbling from such 

unavoidable heat. 

“Sit with me for a while,” she requested. He sat. 

They both watched the water for what turned out to be days on end. A couple of times, 

woodland creatures greeted them from across the water – but they soon fled for fear of 

being burned. 

The Sun knew what she was doing, and how long it would take, yet still, she sighed. 

 

On the eleventh day, she sighed again.  

“I am sick of being so bright,” she complained. Did she not have a right to complain? She 

had been alone since she had discovered her purpose, and her ‘abilities’ had shone through 

– even if they wanted to, no-one could withstand the heat. Yet, here the Moon was. He 

smiled wistfully at her.  

“I would give up my time on this planet to shine half as brightly as you,” he said in a quiet 

voice - and she fell silent. The Sun leaned forwards and retrieved an acorn that had not yet 

burned away, and filled it with the bubbling water of the lake.  

And then, they resumed sitting in silence, disturbed only by the gentle water’s sizzling 

surface, or the meek critters on the other side. 

 

 

“I’ll never be able to join you in the sky,” the Moon whispered on the 6th day of the 8th month 

of the 3rd year. “You are so wonderfully luminous. This New World will be warm, and joyful, 

and bright. When the time comes, I will be hidden. I will be nothing.” His voice wobbled.  

The Sun, surprised, looked at him. Such a sudden outburst had shocked her. Her hand 

reached to his shoulder, but she hesitated, and instead gently spoke his name. His soft grey 

eyes met her burning orange ones.   

“Drink this,” she held out the acorn that held the sizzling water and he took it with shaking 

hands. It was hot to the touch and only when he held it did the water cool and cease to 

bubble. He took a sip, which turned out to be all there was, and felt shivers running down his 

spine. The Sun, knowing their task was complete, smiled. 

The Moon leaned forwards and found his eyes in the water’s reflection. He watched, 

awestruck, as his sickly complexion began to glow, silky and soft. 

“Now, some of my light rests in you,” she explained, sensing his being as if it were her own. 

The acorn she had been holding for these years had only been a conductor, as her energy 

flowed through it and into the water. “And you were right.” 

“About what?” The Moon’s reply seemed sudden, but his eyes were wide with curiosity.  



“You will have an important role,” the Sun said, reassuringly. “I think you will be the one to 

light the New World when I have gone, when all the world is dark. You will guide sea 

travellers, wanderers and those who have lost their way.” 

The Moon looked at her as she rose. She smiled that familiar warm smile, and offered her 

hand to him. Taking everything in, he noticed she wasn’t as blindingly bright as before.  

“Thank you,” the Moon whispered softly, as he took her hand in his, standing up. The heat 

didn’t burn, but was comforting instead.  

“Now, shall we go?” The Sun stretched. “We won’t be much use on the ground,” she finished 

with a chuckle, and the Moon softly reflected her joy. 

 

 

And, with their task complete, they ascended to the sky together. They spend their days – 

and nights – chasing each other around the sky until the one day, every so often, they get 

close enough to smile and laugh with each other once more. 


