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For those who find new friends

and discover a little more of the world along the way.
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The Song She Couldn’t Name

Mandy woke slowly, as if the morning had found her before she was ready to be found, the soft hush of early light already settled across her room in a quiet way that made everything feel gentle and still.

Sunlight slipped through curtains the color of pale coral, brushing softly along the walls where small painted flowers climbed in delicate patterns, and along the windowsill where her seashells rested in a careful row some smooth and white, others spiraled and pink, each one gathered from days that had felt simple and bright, days that had ended with sandy feet, quiet smiles, and lots of laughter. Her quilt, stitched in shades of ocean blue and soft gold, lay loosely around her, warm but not heavy, like it knew exactly when to hold and when to let go.

And yet, something did not feel the same.

A sound lingered in a way that made her pause before she even opened her eyes fully, as though it had followed her out of a place she could not quite return to.

Mandy lay still, listening, her breath soft as she tried to catch it.

It wasn’t a voice, and yet it felt like it had been meant for her to hear. A melody, quiet and drifting, like something carried a long distance just to reach her, though she could not make out where it began or where it ended.

She sat up slowly, her fingers pressing into the quilt as if to steady herself, her head tilting slightly as she listened more carefully, hoping it might become clearer if she stayed still long enough.

But there were no words to follow.

Only the feeling of it.

Gentle. Repeating. Familiar in a way she couldn’t explain.

The room around her remained quiet, unchanged, yet the stillness felt different now, as though it was holding something just beneath it.

“Was I dreaming?” she whispered softly, though the question seemed to settle into the room without an answer.

She turned her gaze toward the window, where the shells caught the morning light just as they always had, their smooth surfaces reflecting small glimmers of gold, but even they seemed different somehow though they, too, had heard something and were keeping it to themselves.

The melody faded again, slipping just out of reach.

By the time the sun had climbed higher, the house had filled with movement and warmth, the quiet of morning giving way to familiar sounds that settled easily into place.

“Beach day,” her Aunt Emma called out brightly as she moved through the hallway, already reaching for her wide-brimmed hat, her voice carrying the kind of excitement that made the day feel decided before it had even begun.

Aunt Freda’s laughter followed from the kitchen, warm and easy, blending with the soft rhythm of cabinets opening and closing. “I thought you’d never say it.”

Mandy’s mother stood near the door, folding towels with practiced ease, her movements steady and calm in a way that made everything feel exactly as it should be.

Mandy lingered in the doorway for a moment, watching them.

Everything looked the same.

Everything felt the same.

And yet, beneath it all, the melody returned. It was softer now, but still there, like something just beneath the surface waiting to be noticed again.

She pressed her lips together, unsure whether to say anything, unsure whether she even could explain it.

So, she didn’t.

Instead, she followed them out into the day.

The beach stretched wide and open before her, the sky spilling into the ocean in one endless line of blue, the air filled with the scent of salt and sun as the breeze moved lightly against her skin, lifting strands of her hair as she stepped onto the sand.

It was warm beneath her feet, just enough to remind her where she stood as she made her way toward the shoreline, the sound of the waves growing fuller with each step, folding, and unfolding in a rhythm that felt almost like breathing.

When the water reached her toes, she paused, letting the coolness settle around her feet as it slipped between her toes and then pulled gently before returning again in that steady, familiar motion.

Mandy smiled.

She had always loved the water glided over her feet.

She began to walk along the edge of the water, her eyes scanning the sand for shells; the small ones, the perfect ones, the ones that felt as though they had been left just for her to find but today her attention did not settle the way it usually did.

Something pulled at her.

The melody stirred again.

Clearer now.

Closer.

Mandy slowed her steps, her gaze shifting ahead of her, toward something resting near where the water met the sand just beyond the reach of the waves, yet close enough that the tide brushed against it now and then, as though it were trying to claim it.

It caught the light in a way that made her stand still.

She tilted her head slightly, her eyes narrowing as she tried to understand what she was looking at, curiosity drawing her forward one step at a time as the water slipped around her ankles again, cooler now, more insistent, as if it were urging her closer.

The melody began again.

Mandy’s breath slowed as she moved nearer, close enough now to see the shape of it; the curve, the stillness, the way it rested against the sand as though it did not quite belong there.

And then she saw it clearly.

It wasn’t a shell.

It wasn’t a piece of clothing.

It was a girl.
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The Girl Who Came with the Tide

Mandy stood at the edge of the water, the tide slipping in and out around her feet in that steady, familiar rhythm, yet nothing about it felt quite the same anymore, as though the ocean had shifted just enough to place something new before her and wait to see if she would notice.

The shape ahead of her moved slowly, as if it were arriving rather than appearing, and Mandy felt herself drawn forward, her curiosity carrying her closer before she had even decided to take a step.

The girl lifted herself from the sand with careful effort, her hands pressing lightly into the ground as though she expected it to move beneath her, her long, dark hair still damp and catching the light in soft, shifting strands that shimmered faintly like water in motion.

Mandy stepped closer, the cool edge of the tide brushing her ankles again. “Hello,” she said, her voice quiet but steady.

The girl turned toward her, her eyes wide with a bright, searching curiosity that made Mandy pause, as though she were being seen in a way that felt new. “You can stand like that?” the girl asked, her voice filled with wonder.

Mandy blinked. “Like what?”

“On your feet,” she said, watching closely as Mandy shifted her weight without thinking, her gaze following the simple movement as if it were something remarkable. “Without the water holding you.”

Mandy let out a small laugh, unsure how to explain something she had never needed to question. “I’ve always done it this way.”

The girl tried to stand fully, her balance uncertain at first, her feet pressing into the sand as though she expected it to give, to move, to respond the way water would but it didn’t, and she laughed softly, surprised, catching herself as she wobbled slightly.

“Oh, careful,” Mandy said, has she reached out and steadied her, and for a moment their hands met warm and cool, certain, and curious.

The girl’s smile widened, bright and unguarded. “It’s solid,” she said, her voice lifting with excitement as she pressed her toes deeper into the sand. “It stays where it is.”

Mandy smiled. “That’s kind of the point.”

The girl turned then, slowly at first, then with growing curiosity, her gaze moving across everything the stretch of shoreline, the scattered shells, the line of trees farther up the beach, their leaves shifting in the breeze. “They don’t drift,” she said softly, almost to herself, as she looked toward the trees. “They stay rooted.”

Mandy followed her gaze. “Those are trees.”

The girl stepped a little closer toward them, her steps still careful but growing steadier, her attention catching on every detail, the way the leaves moved but didn’t leave, the way the branches held their shape, the way shadows rested instead of shifting away. “And them,” Marisol said, her voice lowering with fascination as she noticed people walking along the shore
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