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Once the moon was round and full, proud of her gentle light. 
She did not fear the darkness around her. She danced across the sky, 
laughing as she twirled her skirts.  



But one day she danced across the face of the sun. The earth 
darkened, and the sun spoke angrily to the moon. “You ugly 
scarecrow! People on earth need me to grow their crops. But no one 
needs you. Get out of my way!” 



The moon stopped dancing and blushed 
very red. “I’m sorry,” she stammered. She slowly 
drifted away from the sun.

The moon tried to start dancing again, but the sun’s words 
tormented her. Her arms and legs seemed too heavy to twirl. She 
felt very alone in the heavens. She slowly walked along her skypath, 
hanging her head. Her body began to shrink until she was just a 
sliver of her former self. 



A comet saw the dwindling moon 
dragging herself across the sky. The comet 
worried about his friend. “I will go to visit 
the moon,” he decided. 



When the comet found out why the moon had gotten 
smaller, he told his friend, “There is a woman on earth named 
Round Arms who can restore you to health. She lives at the 
foot of a mountain.” The comet gave the moon directions to 
the woman’s home.




