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    To my son, Rourke—my greatest inspiration and my favorite adventure partner.
Thank you for filling my world with imagination, curiosity, laughter, and more adventures than I ever could have dreamed up on my own. Your excitement, your questions, and the incredible way you see the world inspired the heart of this story.
Every adventure with you reminds me that a little imagination can turn an ordinary day into something extraordinary. This book exists because of you, and I hope that whenever you read it, you'll always know just how much of its magic came from the adventures we've shared.
Keep exploring. Keep imagining. Keep being wonderfully you.
Love always,Mom
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Introduction
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The summer sun was just starting to warm the edges of Maplewood Park when Rourke noticed something that didn’t belong - bright as a wink, quiet as a secret, and tucked where only curious eyes would look. He followed the odd sparkle past ferns and fallen leaves, listening to the hush of the trees like it was whispering a map.

But a shiny discovery is never only a discovery. When Rourke and a mysterious new “friend” begin to leave clues through the park, a bigger question starts to buzz in his chest: what happens when your secret is real, and the world has rules? Find out how Rourke and the hidden dino in Rourke And Dilly  turns one daring moment into a mystery that won’t let go.
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Rourke Finds a Shiny Egg
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Rourke poked through the creek bank with a smooth stick. Water gurgled over round stones, and the air smelled of wet leaves and warm mud. Sun warmed the stones and dragonflies flitted low, perfect weather for exploring.

At eleven, Rourke knew the creek better than most people did. He knew where tiny frogs hid and where minnows flashed like silver buttons. Today, he was looking for a lost blue marble.

“Come on,” he whispered. “You have to be here somewhere.”

His stick tapped something hard beneath a fern. Rourke brushed away the leaves and found a round, greenish egg. It was the size of a beach ball, greenish all over, streaked with shiny gold veins.

He lifted it with both hands. The shell felt warm.

“That is not a chicken egg,” he said.

A soft bump came from inside.

Rourke nearly dropped it. He hugged the egg close and listened. Bump. Bump.

Footsteps crunched on the path above the creek.

“Rourke?” called a voice.

It was a curious neighbor from down the street. Rourke ducked behind a wide tree root. He set the egg in the hollow and piled leaves over it. One leaf stuck to his nose.

“Rourke, are you down there?” the neighbor called again.

“I’m looking for my marble!” Rourke said.

The neighbor leaned over the bank. “Find anything else?”

Rourke glanced at the hidden egg. Its gold lines gave a tiny gleam through the leaves.

“Nope,” he said quickly. “Just mud.”

The neighbor looked around, then walked on. Rourke waited until the footsteps faded. He tried to lift the egg, but it slipped against his shirt. The creek bank was too steep, and the stones rolled under his shoes.

“I need a better way,” he murmured.

He wrapped the heavy egg in his old sweatshirt like a blanket, hugged it tight, and lowered it into his backpack. The bag groaned. The bag bulged like a sleepy turtle. Rourke climbed slowly, holding the straps with both hands.

At home, he carried the backpack to his room and placed it beneath his bed. The egg made one quiet bump.

Rourke knelt beside it. He wanted to tell someone, but he couldn't risk anyone finding a dinosaur egg by the creek.

Then he saw a folded note under his door.

Rourke opened it. The writing was neat and round.

P.S. I saw you hide something by the creek. What did you hide?

Rourke read the note twice.

He gripped the note, heart thudding; he had the thing he'd been searching for, and a secret that felt heavier than the egg. Sometimes kindness meant protecting a small wonder until you knew what it needed.
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Naming the Hatching Secret Friend
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The tapping under Rourke’s bed grew louder after supper.

Bump. Scrape. Bump.

Rourke picked up the backpack and carried it to the garage. The workbench stood beneath a bright lamp. It smelled of sawdust, soap, and the old wool blanket he used for camping. He folded the blanket into a soft nest, cupping the warm, gold-streaked egg gently inside.

A thin crack appeared along the shiny gold line.

“Uh Oh,” Rourke whispered.

The egg wobbled. He reached for the note, then froze, worried someone might see the egg and take it away. He thought about telling someone, because a grown-up might know what to do. But what if the egg was taken away? What if the tiny creature inside never saw the creek or felt the sun?

Another crack appeared.

“I’ll keep you safe,” Rourke said. “I just need to be brave and careful.”

The shell gave a soft pop. A small nose pushed through. Then two bright eyes blinked at him. A little dinosaur wriggled free, wet and wobbly, its scales gleaming and a few tiny feathers ruffling.

Rourke smiled so wide his cheeks hurt.

The hatchling shook its head. Two slim bumps rose above its eyes. A frill opened along its neck like a tiny fan.

“You’re a dilophosaurus,” Rourke said. He had seen pictures in his dinosaur book. “A very small one.”

The little dinosaur sneezed. A drop of water landed on Rourke’s hand.

Rourke laughed, then quickly put a finger to his lips. “Quiet, friend. Nobody can see you.”

The dinosaur tilted its head.

“Friend,” Rourke repeated. “You need a name.”

He looked at the gold lines on the broken shell. “Dilly. Your name is Dilly.”

Dilly chirped. Then Dilly took a deep breath.

“Hissssss!”

The sound filled the garage. A box of nails rattled. Rourke ducked behind the workbench as a delivery van rolled past the open garage door. The driver turned his head toward the noise.

Rourke held the blanket around Dilly. "Shh, please," he whispered.

Dilly’s frill folded down. The tiny dinosaur tucked close to Rourke’s knees.

The van moved on. Rourke waited until its tires faded, then let out a slow breath. He made a little pen from empty boxes and placed a dish of water inside. Dilly stepped in and curled beside the blanket.

Rourke rested his hand near Dilly’s warm back.

He was still nervous. But he was not hiding from his new friend. He was caring for him.

Being brave and kind felt like looking after someone and figuring out what they needed, one careful step at a time.
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