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Chapter 1: Racing to the Garden 
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The evening was stretching slowly across the sky, painting it in soft shades of purple and gold, like the day was gently folding itself away. Inside the house, however, things were not gentle at all.

“Zavi, if you don’t finish that right now, I’m going without you!” Zara said, tapping her pencil impatiently on the table.

Zavi looked at his homework like it had betrayed him. “I am trying, Zara. But this question is emotionally complicated.”

Zara sighed. “It’s not emotional. It’s math.”

Zavi pointed at the page. “It asked me, ‘What is 8 times 6?’ but didn’t even say please.”

Zara stared at him. “The answer is 48.”

Zavi blinked. “Oh. So it was serious.”

Zara quickly finished her own work and leaned over to check his. “Come on, hurry. The sky is already changing.”

Zavi scribbled the answer dramatically. “There. Done. My brain has officially retired for the evening.”

Zara smiled, closing her notebook. “Good. Now let’s go.”

Zavi jumped up instantly. “Finally! Freedom!”

They rushed out of the house, their footsteps quick and excited as they ran toward the garden. The air outside felt cooler, fresher, like the night was just beginning to wake up. The sky above them shimmered softly, not fully dark yet, but already dotted with a few early stars blinking awake.

Zavi slowed down just a little, looking up. “Do you think he’ll be there already?”

Zara smiled gently, walking beside him. “Maybe. Or maybe he’s waiting for us to arrive first.”

Zavi folded his arms. “If he’s late, I’m filing a complaint. This is very important friendship time.”

Zara laughed. “I’m sure Babloo doesn’t even understand what ‘late’ means yet.”

Zavi nodded thoughtfully. “That’s true. Time is probably still confusing for him. Like... everything else.”

They reached the garden and settled onto the soft grass, the world around them growing quieter as the evening deepened. A gentle breeze moved through the trees, and more stars began to appear, one by one, like tiny lights being turned on across the sky.

Zavi leaned back on his elbows. “You know, I kind of missed him.”

Zara looked up at the sky, her eyes calm and bright. “Me too.”

Zavi turned his head slightly toward her. “Do you think he remembers everything we taught him?”

Zara thought for a moment. “Maybe not everything. But I think he remembers how it felt.”

Zavi smiled a little. “Yeah... he asks a lot of questions, but he listens too.”

The sky above them grew darker, deeper, fuller of stars now.

Zavi suddenly sat up. “Okay, when he comes, I’m telling him a new story.”

Zara raised an eyebrow. “Another one of your ‘scientific’ stories?”

Zavi grinned mischievously. “This one is very advanced. It involves a chicken, a sock, and extreme speed.”

Zara laughed. “That sounds completely incorrect already.”

Zavi shrugged. “That’s what makes it fun.”
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Chapter 2: Laughter That Starts It All 
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The garden had grown quiet in the soft glow of night, as if the world itself was waiting for something to begin. Zara sat calmly on the grass, her eyes moving across the sky, watching the stars appear one by one. Zavi, on the other hand, was not calm at all.

He sat up suddenly. “Okay, this is suspicious.”

Zara glanced at him. “What is?”

“He’s late,” Zavi said, narrowing his eyes at the sky. “Babloo is never this late. I think he has forgotten us.”

Zara smiled gently. “Or maybe he’s just learning something new.”

Zavi crossed his arms. “Well, he better learn faster. I prepared a very important story today.”

Zara laughed softly. “I’m sure the universe is excited.”

Zavi pointed upward. “Babloo! If you are hiding, this is not funny!”

For a moment... nothing happened.

Then...

A small wobble appeared in the sky.

Like a tiny ripple in the darkness.

And slowly, gently, Babloo floated into view.

“B... b... I am here!” he blabbered happily. “Garden friends! I found you again!”

Zara’s face lit up. “Hi, Babloo.”

Zavi stood up immediately, pointing dramatically. “There you are! Do you know how long we have been waiting?”

Babloo tilted. “Time is confusing. It stretches and folds.”

Zavi paused. “Okay... that answer is too smart. I don’t like it.”

Zara laughed. “He’s learning.”

Babloo wobbled excitedly. “I missed talking! I missed questions! I missed... everything!”

Zavi grinned. “Good. Because I brought a story.”

Zara shook her head. “Of course you did.”

Babloo spun in the sky. “Tell! Tell! I am ready for story!”

Zavi sat down like a storyteller, clearing his throat dramatically.

“Once upon a time,” he began, “there was a very brave chicken...”

Zara interrupted, smiling. “Why is it always a chicken?”

Zavi ignored her. “...who wanted to become the fastest flyer in the world.”

Babloo wiggled. “Flying chicken! I like already!”

Zavi nodded. “But the chicken had a problem. It didn’t believe in itself.”

Zara folded her arms. “That sounds surprisingly deep.”

Zavi pointed upward. “Wait, it gets better.”

He leaned forward. “So the chicken found a boy...very intelligent, very handsome...”

Zara coughed. “Very imaginary.”

Zavi continued, “...and the boy said, ‘I will help you fly faster.’”

Babloo was already giggling. “How?”

Zavi held up an invisible object. “He gave the chicken... socks.”

Babloo burst into laughter. “SOCKS?!”

Zara laughed too. “This is your solution?”

Zavi nodded proudly. “Speed socks.”

Babloo spun in the sky, laughter bubbling out of him. “HAHA! Speed socks! Chicken with socks!”

Zavi stood up, acting it out. “The chicken looked at him and said, ‘I have wings!’”

Zara added, laughing, “And the boy said?”

Zavi pointed dramatically. “‘Wings are good... but socks are faster!’”

Babloo’s laughter grew louder, wobblier, more uncontrollable.

“HAHAHA! Fast socks! Flying chicken! This is best story ever!” he blabbered.

Zara wiped a tear of laughter. “I cannot believe I’m laughing at this.”

Zavi bowed slightly. “Thank you. I am very talented.”

Babloo kept laughing, spinning a little faster now. “Tell more! More funny things!”

Zavi grinned. “Oh, I have more.”

He leaned closer, lowering his voice. “The chicken tried to fly... but instead, it slipped on the socks and...”

Babloo burst again. “HAHAHA! Slipping chicken!”

Zara shook her head, laughing. “Poor chicken.”

Zavi continued, “And then the chicken said, ‘I trusted you!’”

Babloo’s laughter echoed through the sky now, light and happy and full of wonder.

“HAHAHA...this is too funny...HAHA...”

And then...

“HIC!”

Everything stopped.

Zavi froze mid-pose.

Zara’s smile faded into surprise.

Babloo blinked.

“...what was that?” Zavi whispered.

Babloo wobbled slightly, confused. “I... I do not know.”

Zara looked up carefully. “Was that... a hiccup?”

Babloo tilted. “Hiccup?”

Zavi pointed at him. “Did you just... hic?”

Babloo paused.

“I think... I did,” he said slowly.

Zavi blinked. “That was not normal.”

Zara nodded softly. “No... that was new.”

Babloo tried to laugh again, a little unsure now.

“Maybe it is funny-sound?” he said.

Zavi took a step back, eyes still on him. “I don’t trust that sound.”

Babloo opened his mouth to speak...

But didn’t because he was still processing what just happened...
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Chapter 3: The Strange Hiccup Magic 🌌✨
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The garden had gone quiet. Not the soft, peaceful quiet from before... but a curious kind of silence, like the night itself had paused to watch. Babloo floated in the sky, completely still. Zavi stood frozen on the grass, one hand still in the air from his storytelling pose. “Okay... I don’t like that sound.”

Zara looked up carefully, her eyes thoughtful. “Let’s not panic. It might just be something new.”

Babloo blinked slowly. “I did not mean to make strange sound. It came by itself.”

Zavi nodded. “That’s exactly how trouble starts.”

Zara smiled a little. “Zavi...”

But before she could say more...

“HIC!”

This time, the sound was clearer. It was clear to know what exactly it is...

With that a tiny shimmer of light...one of the smaller stars nearby...trembled... and then moved just a little. But it was enough to notice.

Zara’s eyes widened slightly. “Did you see that?”

Zavi turned quickly. “See what?”

“That star,” Zara said softly. “It moved.”

Zavi squinted at the sky. “Stars don’t move like that... right?”

Babloo wobbled nervously. “I did not touch it. I promise. My hands are... non-existent.”

Zavi pointed at him. “You don’t need hands. You’re already suspicious.”

Zara stood up slowly, still watching the sky. “Let’s observe carefully.”

Babloo floated very still, as if even moving might make things worse.

“I will not hic again,” he said seriously.

Zavi crossed his arms. “That’s not how hiccups
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