






​The Lantern That Learned to Glow

Imprint

Responsible for the content pursuant to § 5 TMG and § 55 RStV:
Tamara Weber
Paulusstr. 7
33428 Harsewinkel
Germany
Contact:
E-mail: webertamaratoma@gmail.com
Copyright:
© 2025 Tamara Weber. All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, whether print or digital, without the prior written permission of the author.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Lantern That Learned to Glow

Evening drifted over Whiskerwood. Crickets tuned their strings. Wind slipped down the lanes and smelled like clean water and sweet grass. Along a willow fence hung a row of paper lanterns. Some shone like peaches. Some shone like lemons. In the middle hung a small round one, plain and pale. Her name was Laney.

A mouse family passed on their way to bed. “Look at the pretty lights,” the youngest whispered. Laney wished her paper cheeks carried the same warm color. She felt light as a leaf and quiet as a cup.

Wind brushed her rim. “Come along,” Wind said. “Night has work to do.” Laney’s string lifted from the peg. She floated over clover heads and followed the silver path that moonlight left on the grass.

On a gatepost sat an old owl with soft edges and calm eyes. “Good night, Orla,” Wind said.

“Good night,” said Orla. “Who is our gentle traveler?”

“Laney,” Wind answered. “She hopes for a glow.”

Orla tipped her head. “Glow grows where quiet lives. Listen.” She closed her eyes. “Slow breath in. Slow breath out.” Laney did the same. Night air slid across her thin ribs. The air smelled like cedar. It felt cool and kind. A tiny blur of warmth gathered at her center.

“Seed glow,” Orla said. “Small and sure.” Laney felt it. It sat no bigger than a pea. It did not leave. It waited like a shy friend.

Wind lifted Laney again. They followed a path of low stones to the edge of a pond. Water held the moon like a round coin. By the bank stood a turtle with a smooth shell. His name was Tully. He moved one foot, then the next, careful and steady.

“Hello, travelers,” Tully said. “Night walks best in a rhythm. Step-rest, step-rest.”

Laney rocked with the count. One sway, small rest. The seed glow answered with a tiny heartbeat. Step-rest, step-rest. It grew to a warm button.

Wind carried Laney to a cluster of reeds. A frog sat on a lily pad. His name was Rill. He puffed round cheeks and let out a single happy sound. The sound bounced off the water and returned with a sparkle.

“Try one,” Rill said. “A little hum. Not loud. Friendly.”

Laney made a hum deep inside her paper walls. “Mmm.” The pond caught it and tossed back a bubble. The bubble floated into Laney’s open top and popped with a starry pinprick. A point of light winked and stayed.

“Nice work,” Rill said. “You carry a start.”

They drifted past tall grasses where glow-worms hid. A few peeked out and blinked hello. “We blink to be seen,” one whispered. “We blink to help others see.” Laney listened. The idea sat beside her tiny star and felt right.

A hill rose at the curve of the path. Wind carried Laney to the top. The forest spread out, dark and safe. Off to the left, a fox family curled in their den. Off to
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