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    To my beloved granddaughter, Annabelle,whose heart is full of wonder,whose hands are always ready to help,and whose kindness makes the world bloom.May you always plant seeds of lovewherever you go — and watch the beauty grow.
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Prologue
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The Garden Before Dawn

[image: Generated image]In a quiet neighbourhood in Swakopmund, behind a green wooden fence and a sand-covered sidewalk, lived a woman named Thalia with her three children. She was a stay-at-home mother who spent her days caring for her family, cooking from scratch, and filling their small home with love — and the scent of fresh bread. 
One crisp winter morning, Thalia stood barefoot in her backyard, eyes closed, soaking up the sunrise. Her youngest still slept, but her two older daughters, Elia and Maren, were by her side. The three of them knelt near a small vegetable garden — a patch they had planted together.

It had started as an idea to save money and eat healthier. But it had become much more. It became a place of laughter, muddy hands, and lessons in patience. The girls learned how to plant seeds, pull weeds gently, and water roots, not leaves. They named the carrots, sang to the spinach, and whispered secrets to the baby pumpkins.

“I think the tomatoes are blushing,” Maren giggled one morning.

That afternoon, Thalia had stood proudly, looking over the neatly growing rows. The first real harvest — cabbages, carrots, beets, and plump squash — was nearly ready.

But the next morning, something had changed.

When she walked outside, she stopped short.

The garden beds were empty.

No footprints. No broken fence. Just soil... and silence.

Everything that had been ripe for harvest was gone.

Thalia sat down in the dirt. Her hands trembled as she brushed away some remaining leaves. A single carrot top waved gently in the wind — cut clean, taken with care.

Whoever had come... had needed it. 

She didn’t call the police. She didn’t post a warning. Instead, she sat there for a long time, listening to the wind.

That evening, she made a decision.

The next morning, she went to the nursery and bought more seeds — twice as many. She cleared the front yard too and began digging under the bright desert sun.

And she made a wooden sign:

If your family is hungry, take what you need. No payment needed. If you wish to give back, place a token of thanks in the box.

With kindness,

Thalia’s Garden

She placed a small tin box beside the sign and returned to planting. 
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The Box of Wonders

It had been three weeks since Thalia replanted her garden — and this time, it grew like never before.

Maybe it was the extra compost, maybe it was the love they poured into it, or maybe it was something else entirely. But the new vegetables were thriving. Maren’s cabbage rows were full and leafy. Elia’s tomato vines curled skyward, bright with yellow blossoms.

People started to come — quietly, respectfully.

Thalia would sometimes peek from the kitchen window and see them: a mother with a toddler wrapped in a blanket, a man with a tired face and calloused hands, an elderly couple walking side by side. They would pause at the sign, then gently harvest a few vegetables, always taking only what they needed.

Sometimes, they left something in return.

The gratitude box filled slowly: a handful of coins, a few neatly folded notes, and once, even a small jar of homemade apricot jam.

But it was Elia who checked the box most often.

She liked the surprise of it — the mystery of what people might leave behind.

One breezy Tuesday morning, she skipped out the front door before breakfast, her braids bouncing behind her. A few minutes later, she returned running, eyes wide and cheeks flushed.

“Mama! Mama!” she cried. “You have to see this!”

Thalia met her at the door. “What is it, my girl?”

“It’s not money,” Elia said, catching her breath. “It’s... it’s seeds!”

She held up a small brown envelope. It was made of thick paper and sealed with wax. The seal had a strange symbol pressed into it — a spiral sun, like a swirl with tiny rays flicking outward.

Thalia opened the envelope gently.

Inside were five small seeds.

They didn’t look like anything she’d seen before. Oval-shaped, slightly glowing, and deep green with tiny silver specks, they seemed to shimmer in the morning light.

“Where did these come from?” Maren asked, appearing behind her sister.

“The box,” Elia whispered. “They were just... there.”

Thalia frowned thoughtfully. She fetched her seed guidebook and flipped through the pages, one by one.

Beans. No match.

Squash. Not even close.

Herbs. Definitely not.

She set the book down.

“I’ve never seen seeds like these,” she murmured.

“So what are they?” Elia asked.

Thalia smiled softly. “Only one way to find out.”

They went to the back garden together and cleared a small patch of soil.

“These go here,” Thalia said, carefully pressing each seed into the ground.

“Do you think they’ll grow?” Maren asked.

“They came to us for a reason,” her mother said. “We’ll just have to wait and see.”
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Things That Shouldn’t Grow

By the end of the week, something peculiar was happening.

Elia was the first to notice. She had gone out early, as she always did, to check the soil and whisper a few encouraging words to the new seeds.

That morning, she gasped.

“Mama! They’ve sprouted!”

Thalia wiped her hands on her apron and followed Elia to the back garden. Sure enough, five tiny green shoots poked up from the soil.

But they weren’t like the others.

These sprouts shimmered faintly — like dewdrops catching moonlight. The leaves were narrow and twisted slightly, and their edges had the softest trace of silver, like someone had painted them with the tip of a starlight brush.

Thalia crouched down, gently brushing the soil from the stem of one.

“Only five days,” she whispered. “That’s not normal.”

“Maybe it’s magic,” Maren said.

Elia grinned. “Maybe they’re moon carrots.”

“Or glow-beans,” Maren added, laughing.

Thalia didn’t laugh. She touched one leaf again, deep in thought.

“They're nothing I’ve ever seen,” she said. “But let’s care for them just the same.”

And so, the family watched the mystery plants grow.

They grew faster than anything else in the garden. By the next week, they were already knee-high, with curling tendrils that wrapped gently around the wooden garden stakes Thalia placed nearby.

At night, Elia sometimes peeked through her window and swore the plants gave off a soft glow — so faint you might miss it, but definitely there. It reminded her of how the ocean glistened just before dawn.

One afternoon, while Elia and Maren were watering the normal vegetables, their little brother Kobi wandered over to the glowing plants.

He reached out to touch a leaf.

“Eliaaaa,” he called. “This one is humming!”

Elia and Maren froze.

“What did you say?” Maren asked, setting down the watering can.

“It’s humming,” Kobi repeated, nodding seriously. “Like when Mama plays her lullaby music. But in my fingers.”

The girls leaned close.

At first, they heard nothing. But as they pressed their ears near the stems... there it was.

A soft, pulsing rhythm.

Whum. Whum. Whum.

Like a heartbeat.

Like the sound of the sea in a seashell.

That night, Thalia brought out her gardening journal and began a new page:

Strange Seeds – Entry #1

Found in box with spiral sun seal. Planted in back garden. Five total.

Sprouted in 5 days. Silver edges. Rapid growth.

Glowing faintly. Vibrating? Possibly resonating with child.

Unknown type. Continue observation.

She closed the journal and stared out the window, where the wind stirred the leaves of her new plants.

And somewhere — beyond the garden fence — someone watched from the shadows.
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