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    To my beloved grandchildren — Juan, Janicke, Noah, Amelia, Zak, Regan, Naomi, and Liam.
You are the tiny sparks that light up every corner of my imagination. Each of you carries your own kind of magic — brave, curious, gentle, wild, and it is your laughter, your wonder, and your beautiful little hearts that inspire every creature, every adventure, and every whisper of enchantment in these pages.
May you always find gardens where kindness grows, friends who stand by you, and courage that rises quietly inside you when you need it most.
This story is for you — my forever fairy lights.

      

    

For every small creature who has ever needed rescuing,

and every gentle soul who answered the call.

Magic lives wherever kindness grows.

*  *  *
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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Misty and the Bunny Babies

[image: ]

Misty was stressed. So stressed that her tiny wings fluttered faster than a hummingbird's heartbeat. She zoomed through the moonlit garden, nearly crashing into the glowing Moonflower as she darted toward the one person she trusted most.

Caleb. The gentle giant.

Now, Caleb wasn't a normal giant. He was simply much taller than the fairies and elves of their little town—tall enough to reach the top branches without climbing, tall enough for Misty to sit comfortably on his knee. He was eccentric in the most lovable way: a long beard braided into neat little pleats, each tied with the tiniest blue ribbons; glasses perched on the tip of his nose; and sleeves rolled up as if he were always ready to help someone.

And he was. Caleb never said no. Not once. Not ever.

He heard Misty long before he saw her. "Caleb! Caleb!" Her voice carried across the meadow, trembling with panic. By the time she reached him, she collapsed onto his knee, gasping for breath. Caleb puffed gently on his chamomile pipe, and the soft, sweet scent wrapped around her like a warm blanket.

He touched her tiny cheek with a fingertip. "Now, my dear... what is the matter?"

Misty gulped. "Caleb... oh Caleb... the bunny is in trouble. No—not she... the babies..." She burst into tears.

Caleb's heart dropped. "Oh my dear... oh my dear." "The mommy is... dead," Misty whispered.

Caleb stood immediately, mind already racing. "We must act quickly." He placed two fingers in his mouth and blew a long, low whistle—the special whistle meant only for Hazel, the hummingbird.

Hazel arrived in a blur of shimmering feathers, her expression shifting the moment she heard the news. "Oh no... what are we going to do?" she chirped anxiously.

"Hazel, you will fly Misty to Bella—the housecat. She has newborn kittens. She is the only one who can save the bunny babies now." Hazel blinked twice. Flying past those terrible dogs... entering the house... This was going to be dangerous. But she lowered herself anyway. "Climb on, Misty."

Hazel shot into the air, Misty clinging to her back, and together they zipped toward the house. Just as Caleb predicted, Bella lay curled on the soft blanket in the main bedroom, her tiny kittens nestled against her warm belly.

"BELLA! BELLA! WE NEED YOU!" Bella opened her eyes slowly. "What is the problem, friends?" she asked lazily.

"The mommy bunny is dead," Misty cried, "and her babies are cold and hungry!" Bella sat up straight, eyes wide. "Let's go get them."

She leapt from her warm bed, paws hitting the floor with purpose. Down the stairs she ran, out the back door, and into the garden. Misty and Hazel shot out the window behind her, wings buzzing with urgency.

Caleb was already at the bunny's burrow, sleeves rolled up, glasses sliding down his nose, ready to work. Without a word, he knelt and began lifting the babies out one by one—each tiny, trembling bundle no bigger than a handful of moss.

Bella ran back and forth—four times—carrying each baby gently in her mouth, her steps quick and careful. Only when the last little one was safe did she return to her warm bed, curling her body protectively around her kittens and the bunny babies.

Hazel and Misty flew up to the balcony to check on Bella's new family—and what they saw made their hearts melt. All the babies—kittens and bunnies alike—were snuggled together, suckling happily. Little paws. Little ears. Little noses. All mixed in a warm, wiggly pile of life.

"Oh dear, they are so cute!" Hazel chirped. "Look! There's a caramel-coloured bunny among the white ones!" Bella smiled lazily, licking each tiny head—kitten and bunny—with the same gentle love.

And in that warm bedroom, under the soft afternoon light, a new kind of magic settled in—the magic of unexpected love.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Day the Rain Came
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It started as the happiest morning. Misty and the elves were painting the brunfelsia blossoms—each petal a deep, velvety purple that shimmered like midnight silk. The air smelled of warm earth and sweet pollen, and Misty hummed as she dipped her brush into the paint pots.

Then the sky growled. A low, rolling rumble that made the leaves tremble. Before anyone could react, the first raindrop fell—fat, cold, and tasting like silver on Misty's tongue. Then another. And another. Within seconds, the heavens opened.

The rain poured down in shimmering sheets, splashing onto the freshly painted petals. Misty gasped as the colours began to run—dark purple melting into soft lavender, lavender fading into pale white. "Oh no! The colours!" she cried, wings fluttering wildly.

Caleb came thundering down the path, soaked from beard to boots, carrying tiny cans of paint in both hands. His glasses fogged up instantly, and the blue ribbons in his beard dripped rainwater like tiny fountains. "Hold on, little ones! I'm coming!"

He ran up and down, trying to repaint the blossoms before the rain washed everything away. But the harder he worked, the faster the colours changed—purple to lilac, lilac to white, white to something entirely new.

The elves panicked and hid under mushrooms. Misty tried to shield the flowers with her wings, but the raindrops were too heavy. Caleb finally collapsed onto a rock, chest heaving. "I... can't... run... anymore..."

And then—the air shifted
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