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    For every young reader who believes in a little bit of magic, the power of friendship, and the joy of finding the secrets hidden just beyond sight.
May your curiosity always be your map, and may your friends always be by your side.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The world is full of obvious things which nobody by any chance ever observes."
— Adapted from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

      

    

Lily Bright skipped along the damp sidewalk, her yellow raincoat swaying with each step. The air smelled of fresh rain, and tiny droplets clung to the curling leaves. Max Turner, Sophie Green, and Oliver Finch hurried to keep pace, their shoes splashing through shallow puddles. Water rippled like silver coins tossed onto the street.
At the corner of Maple Street, Lily slowed, her eyes catching a faint glimmer in an old shop window. It winked at her like a secret. She stopped so suddenly that Max nearly bumped into her. Sophie tilted her head, curious. Oliver squinted past the streaked glass. The glow seemed to come from deep inside, calling Lily closer. She felt a flutter in her chest, as though adventure had just brushed her fingertips.
[image: ]

Inside the dusty little shop, the air smelled faintly of old paper and polished wood. Shelves held curious objects—porcelain birds, brass clocks, and jars of marbles—that seemed to whisper stories from another time. Lily wandered between them, fingertips brushing cool surfaces.
Near the back wall, she stopped. A tall, silver-framed mirror leaned against crooked boards, its glass shimmering like moonlight spilling across calm water. Sophie Green stepped beside her, eyes wide. “It’s beautiful,” Sophie said, her voice hushed, as though afraid to break the spell. Max peered over Lily’s shoulder, drawn to the light dancing on the glass. Oliver shifted closer, the mirror’s glow reflecting in his eyes. The shop felt suddenly smaller, as if the mirror had
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