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Sometimes the scariest things are the softest friends...[image: Heart cartoon Images, Royalty-free Stock Heart cartoon Photos &amp; Pictures |  Depositphotos]

I dedicate this book to each and every child and parent in the world with love and compassion...[image: Heart cartoon Images, Royalty-free Stock Heart cartoon Photos &amp; Pictures |  Depositphotos]
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Author’s Note

Once, I searched for truth as if it were hidden in distant stars.
I wandered through silence and sleepless nights,
believing that wisdom waited somewhere beyond pain.
But in the end, I found it where I had not looked —
in the questions of a child,
in the hush before a dream,
in the courage to feel and to wonder.
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I learned that every shadow carries a whisper of light,
and every sorrow hides a seed of meaning.
Life does not speak in thunder — it speaks in echoes,
through stories, through songs,
through the hearts that dare to listen.
These tales are my way of listening —
and of helping others hear what life has always been trying to say.
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Prologue

I had another crazy dream last night, but I cannot tell anyone.
I’m not sure why, but the boring people around me just do not get my dreams.
They say, “Isy, stop imagining things,” or “Why do you always dream such weird stuff?”
Weird? Weird?! I think they’re fun, even fantastic!
I mean, imagine this; I go to Disney World as soon as I close my eyes.
I ride candy-striped rollercoasters that twist through clouds,
eat ice cream that sparkles like tiny fireworks,
and sometimes the animals in the zoo start talking to me.
What could possibly be more magical than that?
And yes, maybe my family rolls their eyes.
Maybe they sigh and call me silly.
But I write down every single dream, because some day, someone will understand.
Someone will read these pages and think...
“Oh! That’s incredible! That’s exactly how dreams should feel!”
So tonight, I’ll write again.
And tomorrow, I’ll close my eyes and jump right back into my crazy, wonderful dream world,
where anything can happen,
even meeting a Big Dog with Marshmallow Teeth.

Isy and Marshmallow
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Isy was not like other kids. She was tall for her age, with long legs that seemed to reach the clouds, and wavy hair so long it trailed behind her like a river.
Her mouth and lips were a little big for her face, and her teeth were so sharp maybe as sharp as the teeth of a shark, like tiny sparkling mountains when she laughed.

[image: ]

Isy had a secret: she always had unusual dreams, dreams that sounded like crazy, colourful movies. Her family sometimes sighed when she told them about her dreams; a mix of tiredness and curiosity. Some people at home secretly thought Isy was extraordinary, but they didn’t want her to be. So they would belittle her dreams or make fun of them just to feel better about themselves.

But Isy didn’t mind, she didn’t care. She wrote them down, capturing every twist, every magical creature, every strange, wonderful moment.
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And tonight, she was about to have another dream... one that would make her heart race and her laughter bounce like a trampoline. Little Isy snuggled under her cosy blanket, her eyelids heavy as pillows. She didn’t know she was going to travel to Disney World again without any hassle or ticket.
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She yawned, blinked, and drifted into a dream; a dream where streets twisted like candy canes, and houses sparkled in every colour she had ever imagined...
and some colours she had never imagined!
“Where am I?” whispered Isy, her voice tiny and curious.
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The streets were quiet... almost too quiet. Houses were beautiful and colourful. 
Then... thump! thump! THUMP!
A huge, enormous, absolutely enormous dog appeared. It was so big that its paws looked like giant bouncing trampolines. Its tail swished like a giant broomstick, knocking flower pots into the air! And its teeth... oh, those teeth
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“We are addicted to story.
Even when the body goes to sleep,

the mind stays up all night,
telling itself stories.”
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