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    This book is dedicated to every child who sees worlds where others see walls,who dreams without permission,and who is told—directly or quietly—to be smaller.
To the ones whose imaginations are misunderstood, underestimated, or ignored:your mind is not too much.It is a gift.
And to my own journey—every hard place, every quiet prayer, every moment I was told I couldn't—this story exists because imagination carried me when nothing else could.
May this book remind you to protect your wonder,trust what God placed inside you,and never let the world talk you out of who you are meant to be.


    



  	
        
            
            "Imagination is not an escape from reality.It is how the soul remembers what it was created to see."
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​As Jacob closed his eyes beneath the sprawling branches of the old oak tree, a warm breeze gently tickled his face. The familiar rustling of leaves faded into a soft murmur, becoming the background to his imagination as it whirled like a kaleidoscope of colors and dreams. The stillness of the backyard melted away, replaced by a vibrant world bursting with life and wonder.

HE OPENED HIS EYES, and his heart raced with excitement. Instead of grass and dirt, he found himself standing on a soft, golden path that meandered through a forest bathed in sunlight. The air was sweet with the scent of blooming flowers, and all around him, creatures flitted playfully.

There, just a few steps away, stood a magnificent lion, its golden mane shimmering like sunlight. The lion looked at Jacob with wise, gentle eyes, and it stepped forward, nudging him with its massive head.

“Follow me, young one,” the lion said, its voice deep yet friendly. Jacob’s mouth fell open in surprise. A talking lion? This was new, even for his extraordinary imagination.

“Um, okay,” Jacob stammered, feeling a spark of courage. He stepped forward, the path beneath him now glowing with each footfall. The lion led him deeper into the woods, guiding him down a trail that twisted between tall trees with leaves that sparkled like emeralds in the sun.

“Where are we going?” Jacob asked, his heart pounding with both excitement and a hint of nervousness.

“To the waterfall,” the lion replied. “But first, you must listen carefully to the voices of the forest. They carry important messages.”

Jacob glanced around, noticing that the trees seemed to sway to a rhythm, whispering secrets to each other. Suddenly, from within the rustling leaves, a soft, melodic voice broke through. “Come, son, where I am. You are not alone.”

He paused, confusion wrapping around him. “Who said that?” he wondered aloud, looking at the lion, who simply nodded encouragingly.

“Keep walking, dear friend. You will find what you seek,” the lion said, moving ahead with a graceful stride.

With each step closer to the waterfall, a feeling of peace settled around Jacob like a warm blanket. The voice beckoned again, “Come here, Jacob, where I am.”

“How do you know my name?” he called into the breeze, curiosity bubbling within him.

The trees parted ahead, revealing a breathtaking sight: a vast, crystalline pool of water sparkling under the sun, cascading into a gorgeous waterfall that tumbled like ribbons of silver.

“Wow!” Jacob gasped, momentarily forgetting his questions as he took in the magnificent scene.

There, standing in the shallow water, was a man with kind eyes and an outstretched hand. His robes were as white as clouds, and his presence radiated warmth and love that filled Jacob’s heart with a light he had never known before.

“Come, my son,” the man said with an inviting smile. “I am Jesus Christ.”

Jacob felt a flutter of disbelief wash over him. “Jesus?” he whispered, barely able to believe his eyes. “You... you know me?”

The man nodded, drawing Jacob closer with his open palm. “Yes, Jacob. I know you, and I want you to know me too. You are loved beyond measure.”

“Why me?” Jacob’s voice cracked with emotion. “I’m just... different.”

“Different is beautiful,” Jesus replied, his voice soft yet powerful. “It is through your differences that
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