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    To every young explorer who believes that magic can be found in the whisper of the trees, the sparkle of the stars, and the kindness of a brave heart—
May this story inspire you to face every challenge with courage, treat others with compassion, and remember that even the smallest act of kindness can help protect something truly precious. The greatest adventures begin when you dare to believe in hope.
May your imagination always shine brightly, your friendships grow strong, and your heart forever remain open to the wonders waiting just beyond the next path.
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten Forest
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The village of Green Hollow rested peacefully between rolling hills and a wide stretch of woodland that seemed to go on forever. In spring, colorful wildflowers covered the meadows, and in autumn, the forest blazed with shades of red, orange, and gold. Most people visited the woods only to gather firewood, pick berries, or enjoy a quiet afternoon walk.

To twelve-year-old Ethan Parker, however, the forest was far more than a collection of trees.

It was a place filled with endless possibilities.

Every Saturday morning, while many of his friends played games in the village square or rode their bicycles along the country roads, Ethan packed a small backpack and disappeared beneath the towering oaks. He carried a notebook for sketches, a magnifying glass, a compass, a water bottle, and a small camera his parents had given him on his last birthday.

He loved discovering things other people overlooked.

One afternoon he found a family of tiny hedgehogs sleeping beneath a pile of leaves.

Another day he spotted a rare blue butterfly that no one else in the village had ever seen.

Sometimes he simply sat quietly beside a stream, watching dragonflies skim across the water while squirrels chased one another through the branches overhead.

His favorite part of exploring wasn't finding something valuable.

It was finding something unexpected.

His parents often smiled when he returned home covered in dirt, pine needles, and muddy footprints.

"Another adventure?" his mother would ask.

"The best one yet," Ethan always replied.

His grandfather, Thomas Parker, understood him better than anyone.

Grandpa Thomas had spent most of his life exploring forests, mountains, and rivers around the country. His small cottage at the edge of Green Hollow overflowed with books, maps, old journals, pressed flowers, polished stones, and curious objects collected during countless adventures.

Whenever Ethan visited, they spent hours talking beside the fireplace.

His grandfather never laughed at Ethan's questions.

Instead, he encouraged them.

"What do you think made that bird build its nest there?"

"Why do you suppose this stream always stays cool, even during summer?"

"If you could ask a tree one question, what would it be?"

Those conversations made Ethan see the world differently.

One rainy afternoon near the beginning of autumn, dark clouds covered the sky, making it impossible to explore outside.

Ethan decided to visit his grandfather instead.

Grandpa Thomas welcomed him with a cheerful smile.

"I was hoping you'd come."

"I think the weather had other plans for my adventure."

His grandfather chuckled.

"Perhaps today's adventure is indoors."

They drank warm cocoa while rain tapped gently against the cottage windows.

The shelves surrounding the cozy room were filled with hundreds of worn books.

Old globes rested beside dusty lanterns.

Paintings of distant forests decorated the walls.

Everything smelled of cedar wood and old paper.

After finishing his drink, Ethan wandered toward a tall bookcase.

One shelf held dozens of weathered leather journals.

Each carried a year written in faded gold letters.

"You wrote all these?"

Grandpa Thomas nodded proudly.

"Every journey deserves to be remembered."

Ethan carefully selected one from the middle of the shelf.

Its cover looked older than the others.

Tiny silver vines had been pressed into the leather many years before.

The pages inside contained beautiful sketches of mountains, rivers, rare birds, unusual flowers, and handwritten notes describing places Grandpa Thomas had explored long ago.

"This is amazing."

"I filled that journal during one of my favorite expeditions."

Ethan slowly turned another page.

A folded piece of yellowed parchment slipped from between the pages and fluttered onto the wooden floor.

He picked it up carefully.

"What is this?"

Grandpa Thomas looked genuinely surprised.

"I haven't seen that in years."

The old parchment felt unusually smooth despite its age.

As Ethan unfolded it, intricate drawings appeared across its surface.

At first it looked like an ordinary map.

Then he noticed something strange.

The mountains shimmered faintly.

The rivers glowed with pale blue lines.

Tiny silver stars marked hidden locations.

Near the center stood a drawing of an enormous forest unlike any Ethan had ever seen.

Instead of ordinary trees, every tree glittered with sparkling crystals.

Across the top of the map, elegant letters curved gracefully beneath a crescent moon.

The Crystal Forest.

Ethan read the words twice.

"The Crystal Forest?"

Grandpa Thomas quietly stared into the fire.

"I wondered when you'd find that map."

"You know about it?"

"I've heard stories."

"Is it real?"

His grandfather smiled thoughtfully.

"Some people believe it is."

"And you?"

"I've learned that the world often hides extraordinary things from those who stop believing."

Ethan studied the map more carefully.

It showed Green Hollow near the bottom.

A narrow winding trail stretched northward into unfamiliar woodland before disappearing behind a series of mountains.

Beyond them lay the Crystal Forest.

"There aren't any forests like this on modern maps."

"No."

"So where is it?"

Grandpa Thomas leaned back in his chair.

"Long ago travelers told stories of a hidden forest where every tree grew crystal instead of bark."

Ethan looked amazed.

"Crystal trees?"

"They sparkled beneath the sun by day and beneath the moon by night."

"What happened to it?"

"No one knows."

"Did people stop looking?"

"Perhaps."

He smiled gently.

"Or perhaps they stopped believing."

Ethan traced one finger across the ancient map.

Near the forest he noticed another drawing.

A figure stood among the crystal trees.

Long robes flowed around its feet.

One hand rested upon a shining crystal.

Above the figure appeared unfamiliar symbols.

"What does this mean?"

Grandpa Thomas carefully examined the writing.

"I could never translate those symbols."

"So you tried finding it?"

The old explorer nodded.

"Many years ago."

"What happened?"

"I reached the mountains."

"And?"

"The trail disappeared."

"It simply... ended."

Ethan frowned.

"Maps don't just stop."

"This one did."

"Did you ever go back?"

"I intended to."

His grandfather smiled sadly.

"But life has a way of leading us toward different journeys."

Rain continued falling outside.

Ethan couldn't stop looking at the shimmering map.

Something about it felt different from ordinary paper.

The tiny silver stars seemed brighter every time lightning flashed outside.

As the afternoon passed, Grandpa Thomas shared every story he remembered about the Crystal Forest.

According to ancient legends, every crystal tree stored memories of the natural world.

The rivers carried healing waters.

Animals lived peacefully beneath glowing branches.

No greed.

No fear.

No unnecessary destruction.

At the center of the forest rested a magnificent Crystal Heart that filled every tree with life.

"And who protected it?" Ethan asked.

His grandfather looked thoughtfully toward the old map.

"The legends speak of a Guardian."

"What kind of guardian?"

"No one knows."

"Some described a powerful spirit."

"Others believed it was an ancient fairy."

"A few claimed it was simply someone who loved the forest enough never to leave it."

Ethan smiled.

"I'd like to meet someone like that."

Grandpa Thomas chuckled.

"I thought you might."

As evening approached, the rain finally stopped.

Sunlight streamed through the cottage windows.

Tiny beams illuminated the old map.

Suddenly something unexpected happened.

One of the silver stars near the Crystal Forest began glowing.

Ethan blinked.

"Did you see that?"

Grandpa Thomas looked over.

"It certainly wasn't glowing before."

The light slowly spread across the ancient trail.

Silver lines appeared one after another, creating a path leading north from Green Hollow.

"It's changing."

The glowing trail continued for several seconds before stopping.

Then everything became still again.

The map returned to ordinary parchment.

Neither Ethan nor his grandfather spoke.

Finally Ethan whispered,

"I think it wants someone to follow it."

Grandpa Thomas smiled quietly.

"I believe you're right."

That evening Ethan carefully rolled up the ancient map.

His grandfather placed it inside a protective leather case.

"If you choose to follow this journey one day," he said, handing Ethan the case, "remember something."

"What?"

"The greatest explorers aren't the ones who discover the most."

"They're the ones who respect what they discover."

"I will."

"And never forget that courage should always walk beside kindness."

"I promise."

The following morning dawned bright and clear.

Golden sunlight filled Green Hollow.

Ethan woke earlier than usual, unable to stop thinking about the mysterious map.

He packed his backpack carefully.

Notebook.

Compass.

Camera.

Water bottle.

A flashlight.

Several sandwiches.

His grandfather's map.

Before leaving home, he told his parents he planned to spend the day exploring the northern woods.

"Don't wander too far," his mother reminded him.

"I'll be careful."

His father smiled.

"And enjoy the adventure."

Ethan followed familiar woodland paths for several hours.

Birds sang cheerfully overhead.

Gentle streams crossed the trail.

Occasionally he checked the ancient map.

At first nothing happened.

Then, shortly after noon, the silver trail glowed once more.

It pointed toward a narrow path hidden behind thick ferns.

"I've never noticed this before."

He carefully pushed aside the branches.

A faint trail stretched into dense woodland.

The farther he walked, the quieter everything became.

Birdsong gradually faded.

The breeze softened.

Sunlight filtered through unusually tall















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





