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In the forest stands a tree unlike any other.
Its bark glistens with pearl-like sweat, and its branches

stretch wide, cradling the sky. This tree does not grow
fruit or flowers. It gives birth to birds.

They gather slowly, as if drawn from the very air around it,
forming from light and wind. Their feathers blooming, wings
unfolding with colours never seen before.

One by one, they arrive and settle, as if the tree had always
been waiting for them.

To the tree, every bird is its own. And the forest knows;
without this tree, the sky would be a quieter place.
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In a hidden part of the forest, near a waterfall,
ared horse roams. It is seen only from a distance,
shimmering in the soft spray of water.

Those lucky enough to spot it stand in awe, but as soon
as they try to approach, the horse fades away, vanishing
like a dream just beyond reach.
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Whispers speak of a magic that keeps it hidden from those

who seek it too eagerly, showing itself only to those who
are meant to see it.

No one knows for sure; only that the red horse appears
when it wishes and disappears just as quickly,
leaving behind a sense of wonder and a story to tell.
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A moth from the sky who uses its magic to protect the forest

High above the rainforests, soars a Moth-From-The-Sky who
uses its magic to protect the forest, it is a quiet guardian of the
vanishing colours. As the world’s forests fade, so do the butterflies
and their vibrant hues.

Each night, the moth collects the dying colours- faded shades of
wings and flowers and in the folds of her glowing wings,

holding them safe from the world’s changes.

When the earth needs them, it returns, gently releasing the
colors back into the air, breathing life back into the rainforests.
It is the keeper of nature loses, a friend from the sky who
ensures that beauty never truly disappears.




A moth from the sky who uses its magic to protect the forest

High above the rainforests, soars a Moth-From-The-Sky who
uses its magic to protect the forest, itisa quiet guardian of the
vanishing colours. As the world’s forests fade, so do the butterflies
and their vibrant hues.

Each night, the moth collects the dying colours- faded shades of
wings and flowers and in the folds of her glowing wings,
holding them safe from the world's changes.

When the earth needs them, it returns, gently releasing the
colors back into the air, breathing life back into the rainforests.
It is the keeper of nature loses, a friend from the sky who

ensures that beauty never truly disappears.
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Interactive Activity illustrations







