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I woke one night, all hush and still,
With moonlight resting on my sill.
A shimmer soft as whispered air
Was curling up around my hair.
My blanket warm, my toes tucked in,
I heard a giggle on the wind.
A sparkle danced across my nose—
Then drifted down to touch my toes.
And there beneath my little head,
Not on the floor, not by the bed—
Beneath my pillow, tucked in tight,
There glowed a door of silver light.
It wasn’t big, just mouse-sized small,
But bright enough to light the wall.
Its tiny handle, shaped like stars,
Was glowing soft like fireflies in jars.
I blinked, I gasped, I sat up straight.
“Hello?” I called. The clock read eight.
Too late for dreams, too early too...
But then the door knob turned, and WOOSH—it flew!
A puff of dream smoke filled the air.
Out stepped a fox with velvet hair.
He wore a vest of woven thread,
A golden monocle, bow on his head.
“Ah!” he said with a flourish proud,
“You’re early, child. Not late, not loud.
Most don’t find this door 'til ten or more—
But here you are! Let’s not ignore!”
“Who... are you?” I tried to say.
He bowed so grand I laughed halfway.
“I’m Dream Fox, Keeper of the Keys,
Deliverer of Nights Like These.
This little door,” he said with pride,
“Opens a world that lives inside—
Not just your dreams, but bigger still—
A land called Reverie, past will and will.”
I stood up slow. “Is this a game?”
He shook his head. “Nope. Not the same.
This is your call, a quiet gift—
To go where minds and moons may drift.”
“But how do I fit in that door?”
He grinned. “With rhymes, of course—and lore.”
Then Dream Fox clapped and blinked just once—
And suddenly I shrank a bunch.
Now small as socks, I took his paw.
The door was warm. I felt no flaw.
Inside it opened wide and deep—
To fields of stars and sky asleep.
We passed through wind that carried names
Of sleeping kids and dragon games.
The clouds were curled like sleeping cats,
The night wore boots and velvet hats.
A jellybean moon hung in the sky.
An owl in boots came soaring by.
The stars were notes strung up like beads—
And some grew down instead of seeds.
We hopped across a dandelion
The size of Grandpa's couch recline’n,
And every puff that we stepped on
Played music like a lullaby song.
Then, up ahead, I saw a hill—
A glowing hill, all soft and still.
The path was lined with floating clocks
And golden keys and floating socks.
“That hill,” said Dream Fox, “is your start.
Each child begins with open heart.
The rest of this world you’ll come to see
Will grow from your curiosity.”
I blinked again, unsure and wide,
My hand still clutching Dream Fox's side.
“But why me? Why this door, tonight?”
He looked at me with calm delight.
“Because,” he said, “you dared to hear
The magic most won’t let draw near.
You asked what made the sky so deep—
You dreamed while others stayed asleep.
You noticed when the shadows danced,
And listened when your dreams romanced
The little thoughts that drift and spin—
The quiet truths that live within.”
Then Dream Fox knelt and gave a key.
“It fits all locks in Reverie.
Each poem you find, each place you go,
Will teach you more than you yet know.”
I took the key, it hummed with light—
A warm and ever-pulsing might.
I placed it gently in my heart,
And knew right then this was the start.
A breeze blew past and whispered, “See?
You’re part of more than just a me.”
The hill ahead was wide and tall.
The trees behind began to call.
So onward up the slope we trod,
Past sleepy frogs and blinking sod.
And as I climbed, the stars began
To write my name in sky-top sand.
Then Dream Fox said, “Now choose your path—
Each road a poem, each stop a laugh.
There’s tea in clouds, and books in seas,
And cities made of honey bees.”
My eyes grew wide. My heart grew bold.
The wind grew warmer, not so cold.
And somewhere in the dark-blue light,
I felt a new kind of delight.
A whisper, soft, across the breeze:
“Come learn from stars, from clouds, from trees...”
I looked behind—my bed was far.
Ahead: a dream, a glowing star.
And so, beneath a pillow’s door,
I stepped into forevermore.
The hill beneath my tiny toes
Was soft as socks and warm as prose.
Each step I took made colors bloom—
Like ink spilled out across a room.
The sky above was now a quilt
Of velvet stars and moonlight spilt.
And just ahead, I saw a light
That shimmered silver, soft and white.
“Where are we going?” I asked, eyes wide.
“To where your dreams and thoughts reside,”
Said Dream Fox, tail flicking low.
“Your first real stop is just below.”
We crested over the dream-spun rise—
And there, before my blinking eyes,
A river curled through fields of hush
Where trees stood tall and stars would blush.
“The River That Remembers,” said he.
“It sings in rhyme, it flows through me.
It holds the whispers, laughs, and cries
Of children’s thoughts and lullabies.”
The water glowed in shifting hues—
Pinks and purples, forest blues.
Reflections danced upon its glass
Of things I’d dreamed in seasons past.
I leaned in close. The river spoke:
A memory stirred, then softly woke.
🎶
“A paper crown made out of pie,
A cape of tulle, a cardboard sky,
A rainy day with boots too tall,
A hidden crayon on the wall...”
🎶
I gasped. “That’s mine! That’s from my room!”
Dream Fox just smiled and hummed a tune.
“The river knows what you forget—
And holds it here so you don’t fret.”
We climbed aboard a boat of leaves
That drifted on the dreaming breeze.
No paddles moved, no wind did shove—
It floated forward through self-love.
Each ripple glowed with memories sweet—
Of dances made with slippered feet,
Of whispered songs to toothless bears,
Of made-up games on carpet stairs.
Then just ahead, the waters stilled.
The boat slowed down. My chest was filled
With something soft and something sad—
A memory of when I felt... bad.
A moment where I’d shouted loud,
Then cried alone beneath a cloud.
The water turned a shade of gray—
And even Dream Fox turned away.
“I didn’t mean it,” I whispered small.
“I didn’t want to hurt at all.”
The river pulsed, then shimmered bright—
Its surface kissed by silver light.
🎶
“Mistakes are part of all you do,
The truest path is learning through.
Let tears be ink, and hugs the glue,
To stitch the ‘me’ back into you.”
🎶
I breathed in deep. My eyes welled wide.
A warmth lit up my inner side.
The boat resumed, the skies turned gold.
The story sang and softly told
Of times I’d shown great care and might—
Of every hug, and every night
I’d held my stuffed whale close in bed
And whispered dreams into its head.
We reached a dock of woven reeds.
A signpost said: Plant here your seeds.
Beside the plank, a garden grew—
Of thoughts that kids once dared pursue.
Ideas floated like butterflies
With colored wings and blinking eyes.
One landed softly on my knee—
It looked like something close to me.
An idea I’d once drawn in chalk—
A jellybean-fueled moonwalker sock.
I’d made it up when I was five—
And here it was, still bright, alive.
I turned to Dream Fox. “Is it real?”

“It always was. That’s how you feel.
The River stores the truth we lose—
The parts we drop, the paths we choose.”
We lingered there for quite a bit.
I drew a thought and planted it.
A candy seed, a sunbeam shell—
A wish too weird for me to tell.
And then the breeze began to hum.
A distant voice said, “Now comes fun.”
The water swirled. The sky grew pink.
A giggle bubbled in the brink.
From out the river’s shining heart
Came floating shapes, a work of art:
A cloud-shaped book with wings of thread
And talking slippers dressed in red.
Dream Fox leapt and bowed his tail.
“The next part, child, you must unveil.”
I held the key close to my chest.
And felt my pulse. And took a rest.
“I think,” I said, “I understand—
This world was built by every hand
That dared to dream while eyes were closed—
And still believed in what they chose.”
The river sang a final tune.
The stars blinked softly to the moon.
And I, now full of sparkling light,
Stepped off the boat and into night.
But not alone—no, not quite yet—
The Dream Fox smiled and softly let
A firefly dance near my ear—
And whispered, “You belong right here.”
We climbed the hill where grass did sway.
The sky now hinted hints of day.
“Each poem,” he said, “each magic rhyme,
Will guide you through both space and time.”
“What comes next?” I dared to ask.

He grinned. “Oh child, your greatest task:
To learn from all that waits ahead—
Where poems breathe, and dreams are fed.”
And then, just past a silver tree,
I saw the next place calling me.
A gentle sound, like laughing streams—
The place where thoughts become bright beams.
And in the breeze, a voice would say:
“Come drift where memories softly play...”
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