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  For every child who has ever felt too small

  to make a difference.


  You are not too small.

  You never were.






  About This Book

  There is a kind of magic that lives in meadows. You can feel it on summer evenings when the air is warm and still and the last light of the day turns everything gold — when the fireflies blink on one by one and the flowers hold their colour long after the sun has gone. It is not a dramatic, thunderclap kind of magic. It is quiet. It is patient. And it has been there all along.

  Fern and the Lost Sparkle is a story about that kind of magic — and about a very small fairy who discovers, in the most surprising way possible, that the most powerful light in the meadow was never somewhere out there waiting to be found.

  It was in her the whole time.

  This is a story about courage. About the friends who appear when you need them most. About the moment you stop searching outside yourself and find the spark that has always been yours.

  Read-Aloud Tip: This is a wonderful story to read slowly, with pauses. When Fern closes her eyes and believes, let the silence linger for a moment before turning the page. Let your child feel it too.

  [Illustration: A glowing meadow at twilight, flowers lit from within, fireflies rising, the whole scene soft and magical and full of quiet wonder]






  The Meadow of a Thousand Lights

  Deep inside a forget-me-not meadow, in the soft space between one heartbeat and the next, lived a fairy named Fern.

  She was smaller than a raindrop and brighter than a firefly on a midsummer night. Her wings were the colour of dragonfly wings — transparent and iridescent, catching whatever light was available and giving it back tenfold. Her hair was the deep green of fern fronds in a shaded wood, and her eyes were the amber of autumn leaves held up to the sun.

  Every evening, Fern’s meadow glowed. Not with artificial light — not with torches or lanterns or anything made by hands — but with a thousand tiny sparkles that lived in the petals of the flowers, in the wings of the moths, in the dewdrops that formed on the grass after dark. One sparkle for every flower. One for every star that watched overhead. And one for every wish that had ever been whispered into the evening wind by someone who needed it to come true.

  It was the most beautiful place in the whole wide world. Fern had never been anywhere else, and she did not need to go. Everything she needed was here, in the soft golden light of her glowing meadow, where the magic was as natural as breathing.

  [Illustration: The meadow at its most glorious — thousands of tiny golden lights among the flowers, moths drifting through the glow, Fern a tiny bright shape at the centre with arms outstretched]






  Oh No! The Sparkle is Gone!

  But one morning, Fern woke up and knew, before she even opened her eyes, that something was wrong.

  The air felt different. Thicker. Less alive. The usual sound of the meadow — that soft, almost-musical hum that came from a thousand small magical things all existing happily at once — was absent. In its place was a silence that felt not peaceful but empty.

  She opened her eyes.

  The meadow was dim.

  The flowers that should have been glowing were only flowers, their petals closed as though they were cold. The fireflies sat still on the grass stems, their lights out, looking confused and out of place in the daylight. Even the dewdrops, which should have held tiny prisms of captured light, looked dull and flat and ordinary.

  “The Great Sparkle is gone!” gasped Fern, her voice very small in the sudden quiet.

  The Great Sparkle was the oldest and most powerful magic in the meadow — a single blazing point of pure golden light that had burned at the heart of the meadow since before anyone could remember. It was the source. The seed from which all the other sparkles grew. Without it, the meadow’s magic would not merely fade; it would extinguish, flower by flower, firefly by firefly, dewdrop by dewdrop, until nothing was left but an ordinary field.

  Fern stood up straight. She spread her wings — both of them, all the way out. She took the deepest breath her small chest could hold.

  “I’ll find it,” she said. Not loudly. Not dramatically. Just clearly, in the way you say something when you mean it completely. “I promise.”

  [Illustration: Fern standing in the dimmed meadow, flowers drooping around her, the usual glow entirely absent, her wings spread wide and her expression set with quiet determination]






  The Wise Old Mushroom

  Fern flew first to the edge of the meadow, where the grass grew longer and the ground sloped down toward the roots of an ancient oak. There, on a flat patch of damp earth, sat the Wise Old Mushroom.

  He was very old. His red cap was faded to the colour of a sunset seen through fog, and the white spots on it had mellowed to cream. His face — for he had a face, in the way that very old and wise things often do — was deeply lined and wore the particular expression of someone who has seen many things and been surprised by very few of them.

  “Excuse me,” said Fern, landing on a nearby stone and folding her wings politely. “Have you seen the Great Sparkle? It’s gone from the meadow. Everything is going dim.”

  The Mushroom hummed. It was a long, rolling, considered hum — the kind that means serious thinking is being done. Then: “I have not seen it, exactly. But I felt something pass by in the night. Something bright and bouncy, chasing a raindrop down the Whispering Hill. That’s the direction I’d look.”

  “The Whispering Hill!” said Fern, her wings lifting with sudden hope. “Thank you!”

  “One more thing,” said the Mushroom, as she rose into the air. His voice was quiet but it carried. “Take courage, little fairy. Magic always finds the brave. Remember that when things get harder than you expect.”

  Fern looked at him for a moment. Then she nodded, and flew.

  [Illustration: The Wise Old Mushroom on his patch of damp earth, red-capped and ancient and knowing, Fern hovering before him on her iridescent wings, the dim meadow visible behind]






  The Butterfly Sisters

  The path to Whispering Hill led through a stand of tall wildflowers — foxgloves and ox-eye daisies and something purple and fragrant that Fern had never learned the name of. And there, dancing in and out of the flowers with the completely untroubled joy of creatures who have nothing urgent to do, were three butterflies.

  The first was Rose: deep pink with darker edges to her wings, trailing a faint sweet perfume as she moved.

  The second was Violet: purple shading into blue, with tiny white spots near the wing-tips that looked like a scatter of stars.

  The third was Blue: a pure, clear, sky-on-a-perfect-day blue, with wings that caught the light and threw it back twice as bright.

  They were sisters. You could tell by the way they moved in loose coordination — not quite in sync, but aware of each other at every moment, the way people are when they have grown up together and know each other completely.

  “A sparkle?” said Rose, when Fern explained. “Oh! Something absolutely glittery came tumbling past us this morning while we were having breakfast. It moved very fast, in quite a bouncy way, toward the Old Pond.”

  “We’ll come with you,” said Blue immediately, and snapped her wings together with a decisive snap that sent a small shower of wing-dust into the air. “Quests are always better with company.”

  “Always,” agreed Violet. “Especially the difficult ones.”

  So now there were four of them heading toward the Old Pond, and Fern felt the weight of the task lighten just slightly — the way things do when you stop carrying them alone.

  [Illustration: Fern flying alongside Rose, Violet, and Blue — all four of them above a winding path through tall wildflowers, the butterfly sisters bright and cheerful against the dimmed sky]



