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Hidden at the edge of a silver forest, where the trees grow pale and tall and the air smells of old paper and something sweeter that has no name, there stands a library unlike any other.

Its shelves glow softly at night. Its ladders move on their own. Every book it holds is quietly magical, and some of them shimmer when they are needed most. At the heart of the library lives a silver unicorn named Silvana, who is wise and kind and who has been welcoming visitors for longer than anyone can remember.

Inside these pages you will find fifteen stories set in that library. Some stories follow children who discover the library for the first time. Some follow the unicorns who live and work there, including Pip, who is practical and warm hearted, and Calla, who is learning, and Blossom, who notices everything. All of the stories happen in the same magical world, and if you read them all, you will begin to feel as though you know the library yourself, its warm hallways and velvet chairs and the particular smell of its tea.

Each story stands on its own, but together they form something larger: a place you can return to whenever you like, whenever the world feels a little too ordinary and you are in need of wonder.

The library is always there. For those who need it most.

Welcome.
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The Door That Appeared in the Rain
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The rain began at half past three, when the sky turned the colour of old pewter and the first fat drops landed on Elara's boots like tiny cool kisses. She had been walking home from school, her satchel bumping against her hip, when the shower became a proper downpour and she ran for cover beneath the wide arms of the oldest oak tree at the edge of the silver forest.

She pressed her back against the rough bark and watched the rain fall in silver curtains across the meadow. Everything smelled of wet grass and pine and something else, something warm and sweet that she could not quite name. That was when she noticed the door.

It had not been there a moment ago. She was quite certain of that. But between two roots of the great oak, set into the mossy bank as naturally as if it had always existed, stood a small round door painted the colour of forget me not flowers. A tiny lantern hung beside it, glowing with a soft golden light that did not flicker even in the wind. Above the door, carved into a smooth piece of driftwood, were the words: The Unicorn Wish Library. Visitors welcome. Especially on rainy days.

Elara stared at the door for a long moment. Then she reached out and knocked three times.

The door opened at once, swinging inward on perfectly silent hinges, and a warm golden light spilled out into the grey afternoon. The sweet smell grew stronger, a mixture of old books and honey cake and something that reminded Elara of her grandmother's garden on a summer evening. She stepped inside.

The hallway beyond was tall and wide and lined on both sides with glowing lanterns that hung at different heights, each one casting a soft circle of amber light. The floor was polished wood, smooth and warm beneath her boots. Bookshelves rose on every side, so tall that their tops disappeared into a gentle haze, and the books upon them were every colour imaginable, some with golden spines, some wrapped in velvet, some that seemed to glow faintly with their own inner light.

And the books were moving.

Not falling, not tumbling, but drifting gently along the shelves as though they were floating on a very calm river, rearranging themselves with quiet sighs. A ladder made of silver wood glided past her without anyone pushing it, paused at a certain shelf, then continued on its way. Elara watched with her mouth open.

"You came just in time," said a voice like moonlight on water, warm and clear and absolutely certain. "I was hoping someone would."

Elara turned. Coming toward her down the hallway was the most beautiful creature she had ever seen. She was a unicorn, silver white from the tip of her graceful horn to the ends of her long tail, and she moved with the quiet certainty of someone who has never needed to hurry because everything always works out exactly as it should. Her eyes were the deep violet blue of an evening sky, and they looked at Elara with such genuine kindness that Elara felt, almost at once, that she was not lost at all.

"I am Silvana," said the unicorn. "I am the librarian here. And you are very welcome, Elara."

"How did you know my name?" Elara asked.

"The library knows," Silvana said simply, as though this explained everything, and in a way it did. "Come. Let me show you where you are."

They walked together along the hallway, and Silvana explained in her gentle voice that the Unicorn Wish Library had stood at the edge of the silver forest for a very long time, longer than anyone could remember. It appeared on rainy afternoons, she said, and on quiet evenings, and sometimes in the early morning when the mist was thick. But it appeared most reliably to children who needed a little extra hope.

"Do I need extra hope?" Elara asked.

Silvana glanced at her with those deep violet eyes. "You have been feeling worried lately," she said. It was not a question. "You have been wondering whether you are brave enough for something that is coming."

Elara was quiet for a moment. It was true. There was a recital at school next week, and she had been chosen to play first violin in front of the whole assembly, and every time she thought about it her stomach knotted itself into something that felt like a very uncomfortable scarf.

"I keep thinking I will forget the tune," she said quietly.

Silvana nodded as though this was entirely reasonable. She led Elara into a round reading room where velvet chairs in deep blue and green sat beside low tables, and a fireplace crackled with a fire that gave off golden light and no smoke at all. On one of the tables sat a teapot and two cups, and the tea inside smelled of cinnamon and something even better.

"Sit," Silvana said kindly. "Drink your tea. And then, if you like, you may make a wish."

Elara sat down in one of the velvet chairs, which was the most comfortable chair she had ever sat in, soft and deep and exactly the right size. She wrapped her hands around the warm teacup and looked around at the shelves that lined even this cosy room, at the books that drifted gently on their shelves like sleeping fish.

"What kind of wish?" she asked.

"Any kind," Silvana said. "The library does not grant wishes in the way you might imagine. It does not wave a wand and make things different. But it helps. It shows you something, or gives you something, or reminds you of something you already knew. The wish tells us what kind of help to find."

Elara thought about this. She looked down at her tea and watched the tiny curls of steam rising from the surface. Then she said, very quietly: "I wish I could feel brave."
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