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    Thank you for opening this book. The magic only exists because you chose to see it.
— Fizza Bukhari

      

    



  	
        
            
            Magic hides in stars, colours, rivers, and forests. All you need is courage to see it and a heart to help it shine.
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The Magic in Every Day
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Dedication:
For every child who still believes in magic,
and for every adult who secretly wishes they did.
~ Fizza Bukhari
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The Boy Who Borrowed A Star
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Milo was a small boy with a big problem.
He could not sleep.
Not even a little.
Every night, he looked out of his window at the sky. One night, something strange happened. A tiny star fell from the sky and landed right on his windowsill.

The star blinked.
The star sneezed.
The star said, “Hi.”
Milo almost fainted.
“Did you just talk?” he asked.
“Yes,” said the star. “And I need your help. I fell out of the sky. I cannot climb back.”
Milo felt brave for the first time ever.
“Come with me,” he said.
He picked the star in his hands. It was warm like a baby chick. Together, they sneaked outside. The night was dark, but the star glowed soft yellow light that made everything look magical.

The adventure began.
A grumpy owl blocked their path.
“Owl, we need to pass,” Milo said.
“Say the Night Riddle,” the owl replied.
Milo thought.
The star whispered, “Try this.”
“What shines but is not gold?” Milo asked.
“You,” said the owl. “Go.”
Next, they reached the tallest hill.
The sky looked close.
But not close enough.
Milo looked at the star.
The star looked at Milo.
“Throw me,” the star said.
“I will not drop you,” Milo said.
“I trust you,” the star whispered.
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Milo swung his arms and threw the tiny glowing star toward the sky with all his strength.
The star flew higher and higher until it joined the other stars.
The sky sparkled brighter than ever.

“Milo,” the star called from above.
“You helped me. So I will help you.”
A soft beam of starlight touched Milo’s forehead.
Milo yawned.
For the first time in his life, he felt sleepy.
He walked home and curled under his blanket.
The star watched him from the sky.
And Milo finally slept.
Deep. Safe. Dreaming.
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Mira And The Colors 
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In a small town lived a girl named Mira. She loved colors more than anything. Her room was full of crayons, paints, glitter, ribbons... all mixed like a rainbow exploded.

But one morning, Mira woke up and screamed.

The whole world had turned gray.

[image: ]Her bedsheet.
Her walls.
Her window.
Even the sky looked tired.
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MIRA RAN OUTSIDE. PEOPLE were standing on the streets confused. Flowers looked pale. The fruit shop was full of gray bananas and gray oranges. Nothing looked alive.

Mira felt a small tap on her shoulder.
When she turned around, she saw a tiny paintbrush floating in the air.
The brush said, “Mira, help!
The colors are angry.
They ran away.”
Mira blinked. “Why would colors be angry?”

The brush sighed, shaking its bristles.
“They feel ignored. Kids don’t paint anymore. They only stare at screens. So the colors packed their bags and left for the Color Forest.”
Mira knew she had to bring them back.

She followed a gray path into the forest. But inside it was even scarier. Trees had no green. Flowers had no red. Butterflies were just shades of dust.

Finally she reached a giant gate made of rainbow stones.
The guards were living colors: Blue with sleepy eyes, Yellow glowing faintly, and Red pacing angrily.
Red shouted, “Why should we return? No one cares about us.”

Mira took a deep breath.

“I care,” she said softly.
“I still draw. I still paint. I still dream in colors. And I promise... I’ll bring others with me. The world needs you.”
Yellow stepped closer. “Do you really think they’ll notice us again?”

Mira smiled.
“I don’t just think. I’ll make sure.”
For a moment, everything was silent.
Then Blue yawned and said, “Fine. Let’s go home.”
[image: ]And just like that, the colors flew back into the air. Red rushed into the trees, Yellow ran through the sunlight, and Blue splashed across the sky.

Mira walked back to the town as color returned around her.
Flowers woke up.
The fruit shop looked alive again.
The sky shone bright and proud.
Everyone cheered for Mira.

That night, Mira sat in her room, painting a giant picture.
Because she knew one thing now.
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COLORS AREN’T JUST colors.
They are friends.
And friends need to feel loved.
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