

    
        
          Boy Who Collected 'Almost' Things

        

        
        
          Luna Dream

        

        
          Published by Kali-Ann Warrington, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      BOY WHO COLLECTED 'ALMOST' THINGS

    

    
      First edition. April 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Luna Dream.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230681649

    

    
    
      Written by Luna Dream.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Button with Just a Little Chip

Chapter 2: A Feather Missing Its Very Tip

Chapter 3: Almost a Whole Toy Car

Chapter 4: The Nearly Full Jar of Marbles

Chapter 5: Alex and the Perfectly Shiny Penny

Chapter 6: Why "Almost" Was Good Enough for Alex

Chapter 7: The Story the Broken Tip Told

Chapter 8: Finding a Use for a One-Wheeled Wonder

Chapter 9: The Day Alex Shared His "Almost" Collection

Chapter 10: Almost Perfect, Perfectly Special

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: The Button with Just a Little Chip

[image: ]


Alex had a very particular way of looking at the world. While other kids might search for the shiniest new toy or the smoothest, most perfect stone, Alex’s eyes were drawn to things that were... almost.

His collection started innocently enough, with a bright red button he found under a park bench. It was a cheerful, vibrant red, the kind that made you think of firetrucks and juicy strawberries. But if you looked closely, and Alex always looked closely, you’d see a tiny chip right on the edge, like a little nibble had been taken out of it.

Most people would have tossed it aside. “It’s broken,” they might say. But Alex saw it differently. The chip, he thought, gave the button character. Maybe it had fallen off a brave explorer’s coat during a daring adventure, the chip a souvenir from a close call. Or perhaps a mischievous squirrel had tried to bury it, mistaking it for a giant, shiny nut.

The button with just a little chip became the first resident of Alex’s special box. It wasn’t a fancy box, just an old shoebox his mom was going to throw away. But to Alex, it was a treasure chest. Soon, the button was joined by other “almost” things. There was a smooth, grey feather he discovered near the pond. It was beautifully striped, but the very tip was broken off, as if it had once soared through a fierce wind. Then came a small, plastic toy car, a speedy-looking race car in bright blue. It was perfect in every way, except for one missing wheel. Alex imagined it had been in a thrilling race and lost a wheel in a dramatic turn.

His friends sometimes teased him. “Why do you keep all that broken stuff, Alex?” they’d ask, holding up their own collections of shiny coins or perfectly formed seashells.

Alex would just shrug and smile. He didn’t seem broken. He saw stories. He saw uniqueness. He saw things that, in their own “almost” way, were perfectly special. And the button with just a little chip, his very first “almost” treasure, always held a special place in his heart.
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​Chapter 2: A Feather Missing Its Very Tip
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The feather was a study in soft greys and delicate whites, with subtle stripes that looked like tiny brushstrokes. Alex found it nestled amongst the fallen leaves near the edge of the park pond. He carefully picked it up, his fingers tracing the smooth, velvety texture. It was almost perfect. Almost.

Right at the very end, the feathery barbs were broken off, leaving a slightly jagged edge. Most people might have overlooked it, or considered it damaged. But Alex held it up to the sunlight, turning it slowly. He imagined the bird it had belonged to. Had it been a majestic swan, gliding gracefully across the water? Or perhaps a swift pigeon, soaring high above the rooftops?

He decided it must have been a bird of great adventure. Maybe it had been caught in a sudden downpour, the force of the rain snapping off the very tip. Or perhaps it had brushed against a tall, swaying tree during a daring flight through the woods. The missing tip, in Alex’s mind, wasn’t a flaw; it was a mark of experience, a tiny testament to the bird’s journey.

He carefully placed the feather in his shoebox, next to the button. The red of the button and the grey of the feather made a nice contrast. He liked how different his “almost” things were, each with its own unique look and, he was sure, its own fascinating tale.

That same afternoon, while walking home from school, Alex spotted something else lying on the sidewalk. It was a small, round, plastic container, the kind that sometimes held little toys in vending machines. The plastic was a bit scratched, and the lid was cracked in one place, so it didn’t close all the way. Inside, Alex could see a tiny, brightly colored bead.

He picked it up. The bead itself seemed perfect, a vibrant swirl of blue and yellow. But the container... the container was definitely “almost.” It was almost a perfect little home for the bead, but the crack meant it wasn’t quite right.

A smile spread across Alex’s face. He opened his backpack and carefully added the slightly cracked container and its perfect little bead to his growing collection. The bead might be flawless, but its “almost” home made it fit right in. To Alex, even the things that held other things could have their own special story to tell.
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​Chapter 3: Almost a Whole Toy Car
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The toy car was a sleek, bright blue race car, the kind that looked fast even when it was standing still. Alex found it half-buried in the sand at the playground, just beside the swings. He carefully brushed away the grains, revealing its sporty shape and the number "7" printed boldly on its side. It was a fantastic find, a real treasure!

Except... it was missing a wheel. The front left wheel was gone, leaving a little empty space where it should have been.

Any other child might have been disappointed. A car with a missing wheel wasn't very good for racing. They might have kicked it back into the sand or left it lying there. But Alex’s eyes lit up. A car with a missing wheel? That was even more interesting!

He picked it up and examined the empty socket. He imagined the thrilling race this car must have been in. He pictured it zooming around a track, neck and neck with other speedy vehicles. Maybe it had taken a sharp turn too quickly, pushing the limits of its tires. Perhaps it had even been involved in a dramatic crash, the missing wheel a casualty of a daring maneuver.

In Alex’s mind, this wasn’t just a broken toy. It was a veteran racer, a car with a story to tell. The missing wheel wasn’t a flaw; it was a badge of honor, a sign of an exciting past. He made engine noises as he held it, imagining the roar of the crowd and the thrill of the chase.

He ran his fingers over the smooth plastic body and the remaining three wheels, which still spin freely. He decided this car was a champion, even if it was a slightly imperfect one. It had probably won many races before its unfortunate accident.

Carefully, Alex tucked the blue race car into his shoebox, nestled between the red button and the grey feather. He imagined them all having little conversations when he wasn’t around, sharing the tales of their “almost” perfect lives. The button would tell of its adventurous owner, the feather of its soaring flights, and the blue race car would undoubtedly boast of its incredible speed and the legendary race where it lost its wheel.

Alex smiled. His collection wasn’t just a bunch of discarded things. It was a gathering of unique stories, each imperfection adding a new and exciting chapter. And the blue race car, almost a whole toy car, was a thrilling new addition to his world of “almost.”
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​Chapter 4: The Nearly Full Jar of Marbles
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One sunny afternoon, Alex visited his grandma. She had a big box of old things in her attic, and she always let Alex rummage through it. This time, tucked away in a corner behind a dusty lampshade, he found a small glass jar.

The jar was filled with colorful marbles – swirling reds, deep blues, bright yellows, and greens that looked like tiny emeralds. Alex’s eyes widened. He loved marbles! He carefully picked up the jar and shook it gently. The marbles clinked together, a cheerful, tinkling sound.

But then he noticed something. The jar wasn’t completely full. There was a little space at the top, enough room for maybe five or six more marbles. It was a nearly full jar of marbles.

Most kids might have wished the jar was completely packed, brimming with colorful spheres. They might have wondered where the missing marbles had gone. Had they been lost? Has someone taken them?

But Alex just smiled. A nearly full jar of marbles was perfect in its own way. He imagined a child long ago, carefully selecting their favorite marbles to put in this jar. Maybe they had started with just a few, adding more over time. Perhaps they had even shared some of their marbles with a friend, leaving a little space behind.

The emptiness at the top wasn’t a lack to Alex; it was a possibility. Maybe, if he had been the one to own this jar long ago, he would have eventually found
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