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Ten-year-old Ezra Moonwhisper catches fallen stars in the deep pockets of his grandmother's coat during a meteor shower — and discovers each star is a lost dream belonging to a real person nearby who gave up on something precious. He must journey through magical landscapes to return each dream before it fades forever. 
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The Night the Sky Fell Into His Pockets

[image: ]


Nobody in the little town of Lumenvale thought it was a very special night. Mrs. Pickwick across the street was already asleep by eight o'clock. The baker was kneading tomorrow's bread. Three cats on three different fences were ignoring one another in the dignified way that cats do.

But ten-year-old Ezra Moonwhisper was lying flat on his back in the meadow behind his house, staring straight up at the sky, and he knew — the way you sometimes just know things — that something extraordinary was about to happen.

The meteor shower had been announced in the newspaper for weeks. Ezra had circled the date in red pen, then in blue pen on top of the red pen, just to be absolutely certain he wouldn't forget. His grandmother, who everyone called Nana Wren, had knitted him a wool coat with deep pockets — the deepest pockets you ever saw, so deep that once Ezra had put his hand in one and not found the bottom for a full ten seconds.

"Pockets like those are for keeping important things," Nana Wren had said, pressing the coat into his arms. Her eyes sparkled with something that was either mischief or wisdom, and with Nana Wren, it was usually both.

Ezra wore the coat now, even though the night was warm. He wore it because Nana Wren had told him to, and because Nana Wren was almost always right.

At exactly eleven minutes past ten o'clock, the first meteor scratched a golden line across the sky. Then another. Then fifty at once, and the whole sky became a great scribbling of light. Ezra gasped and sat up, his mouth wide open, his eyes reflecting every spark and streak.

And then — very quietly, very gently, with the tiniest sound like a whispered secret — something fell into his left pocket.

Then his right pocket.

Then both pockets at once.

Ezra looked down. A soft golden glow was coming through the fabric of his coat, painting the meadow grass in warm amber light. Slowly, not entirely sure he was breathing, he reached into his left pocket.

His fingers closed around something small and warm, smooth as a river stone, and glowing like the last ember of a dying fire.

A star. A tiny, perfect, real star — right there in the palm of his hand.

He stared at it for a very long time. It pulsed gently, like a sleeping heartbeat.

"You'll know what to do with us, the star seemed to say, though it had no mouth and made no sound. You're the right sort of boy."

Ezra wasn't entirely sure he was the right sort of boy for anything. He was average at mathematics and hopeless at football and he always forgot to hang up his towel. But the star glowed on in his hand, steady and certain, and for just that moment, looking at it, he believed.
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The Morning Everything Glowed
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He told no one.

This was harder than it sounds, because Ezra was not very good at keeping secrets. He was the sort of person whose face announced things before his mouth did. But the stars felt different — they felt like a secret that needed protecting, the way a nest of birds' eggs needs protecting, carefully and quietly and with great seriousness of purpose.

He laid them out on his desk that night in a row, all seven of them, each one the size of a large marble and each one glowing its own particular colour. One was deep blue. One was pale green. One was the colour of a rose at sunset. One was silver-white. One was amber. One was a soft, pulsing violet. And the last one — the seventh and smallest — was a colour Ezra could not name, because it seemed to change depending on how he looked at it.

Each one made a tiny, different sound when he held it close to his ear — not quite music, not quite speech, something in between. Like a song trying to remember its own words.

In the morning, when sunlight came through his curtains and painted rectangles on the floor, Ezra expected the stars to have disappeared. Magic usually disappeared with sleep. That was the rule.

But there they were. Still glowing. Still warm.

He tucked them back into his pockets and went downstairs for breakfast.

"You look different," said Nana Wren, without looking up from her porridge.

"Do I?"

"Mm. Brighter." She took a slow spoonful. "As if someone lit a candle behind your eyes."

Ezra looked at his hands under the table. The faintest trace of gold light was still on his fingertips.

"Nana Wren," he said carefully, "do you think dreams can fall out of the sky?"

She put down her spoon. She looked at him for a long time with her sharp, warm eyes. Then she said something that would stay with Ezra for the rest of his life:

"Everything important falls from somewhere, my love. The question is only whether you're the sort of person who picks it up."

Ezra finished his porridge and decided he was, in fact, exactly that sort of person.
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The Map on the Ceiling
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That night, when the stars came out of his pockets and onto his desk, something new happened. They rose into the air — all seven of them — floating at the level of Ezra's nose, spinning very slowly like tiny planets.

Then they moved to the ceiling.

And on the ceiling, they arranged themselves into a pattern: a dotted line of light connecting them, like a map drawn in fire. The dotted line wove through familiar shapes — the meadow, the town, the great Whispering Woods to the east, the River Arroway that ran upward against its own gravity on days when it was feeling peculiar, the Mountain of Lumen that watched over all of Lumenvale like a very old, very patient guardian.

And at each star on the map, a small picture formed out of light. A woman weeping at a piano she no longer played. An old man staring at a garden gone to weeds. A girl standing silent at the edge of a crowd, her mouth open but no sound coming out. A boy standing at the bottom of a cliff, looking up at what he would never climb.

Ezra understood then, the way you understand things in dreams — with your whole body, not just your brain.

The stars were not just stars.

They were lost dreams. Someone's lost dreams. Real people in real places who had once wanted something so badly it had lit up inside them like a tiny sun — and then, for whatever reason, had let that light go out. The dream had left them. Gone wandering. And somehow — through the meteor shower, through the deep pockets of his grandmother's coat, through whatever invisible machinery the universe uses to arrange important things — they had come to him.

He had to return them.

He pulled out his notebook, the green one with the owl on the cover, and began to write. He drew the map. He wrote down the faces from the pictures of light. He wrote, in large letters at the top:

"Mission: Return Seven Dreams Before They Fade Forever."

He paused, then added below it:

"Estimated Time: Unknown. Companions: None Yet. Chances of Success: Quite Good, Actually."

He wasn't sure about that last part, but it helped to write it.
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Before he could leave, there was Old Marigold.

Old Marigold was the oldest person in Lumenvale. Nobody was sure exactly how old, because she had stopped counting at a hundred and said it was nobody's business after that. She lived in a yellow house at the edge of town with seventeen plants and a dog named Philosophy, who was so old he mostly just sat and contemplated things. She had a habit of knowing things she shouldn't know and of saying them to people who needed to hear them at precisely the right moment.

Ezra found her in her garden, which was extraordinary in the way only very old gardens are — full of plants that had no business growing in the same soil, all of them thriving in magnificent chaos.

"You're going to carry them back, aren't you?" she said, without turning around. She was pruning something purple.

"How did you—"

"I lost a dream once too," she said quietly. "A long time ago. It left me in the night, just floated right out the window." She turned then, and looked at him with eyes the colour of old amber. "They don't always want to come back, you know. Lost dreams are slippery things. They've got used to being free."

"What do I do if they won't go back?" Ezra asked.

Old Marigold was quiet for a while. Philosophy lifted his ancient head and regarded the sky with deep philosophical interest.

"You can't force a dream into someone," she said
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