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"There are winters that chill the world... but set the heart alight. And Zowy discovered that when you dance with hope, even the snow learns to shine."
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    For every child who has ever felt the world change around them,for those who dance even when the stage is quiet, and for the hearts that keep shining—even in winter.
May you always find hope in your steps,kindness in your pauses, and courage to keep dancing with your soul.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "There are winters that chill the world… but set the heart alight. And Zowy discovered that when you dance with hope, even the snow learns to shine."
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Prologue
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Zowy had always believed that Christmas was like a dance: twinkling lights, gentle songs, warm hugs, and steps taken without thinking too much. But this year, something was different.

First came the hurricane. Classes were suspended, trees lost their leaves too early... and the Miami sky turned gray for days. Then came the news: there would be no end-of-year performance, no school party, and no long-awaited rehearsal with Alani, who would be traveling with her family to Colombia.

And just when Zowy thought the stage of her Christmas would be left empty... an unexpected invitation changed everything.

A trip to New York. A city that shone like a giant stage. A family with three cousins: one very quiet, another who asked questions about everything, and one who never stopped moving to the rhythm of any melody.

What seemed like a simple visit slowly turned into something bigger:
a new stage, a new idea, and a hope that was lit once again, like those lights that never fully go out.
Because when the heart is ready to dance, even snow can become music.
And even winter... can bring warmth.
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1
The November Hurricane
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The wind had changed.

For a few days now, the clouds over Miami were no longer the same. They gathered as if whispering something important, something everyone could feel, even though no one quite knew how to explain it.

Zowy looked out the window of her classroom. Outside, the palm trees swayed forcefully. The children spoke in low voices. The teachers walked quickly through the hallways. Something was happening.

“They say it’s a hurricane,” whispered Alani, sitting beside her. “One of the big ones.”

Zowy didn’t answer. She only pressed her dream notebook against her chest and tried to imagine another place, another climate, another moment. But she couldn’t. The present was blowing too hard.

That same afternoon, the school principal gathered everyone in the auditorium. The voice over the loudspeaker sounded more serious than ever.

“For safety reasons, classes are suspended until after the Christmas holidays.”
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A murmur ran through the room. Some children celebrated. Others hugged each other, confused. And Zowy... felt a knot in her stomach.

“Until after Christmas...,” she repeated in her mind. That meant many things.   That there would be no winter performance. That she wouldn’t see Alani again for weeks. That this December would not be like the others.

At home, her parents watched the news closely. The hurricane was on its way. It wasn’t the end of the world, but it was a warning: plans had to change.

“Zowy, sweetheart,” her mom said at dinner, “we’ve decided to travel to New York to spend Christmas with Aunt Sofía and her children. It’s safer than staying here.”

“And Alani?” Zowy asked, her voice slightly broken.

“Her family is traveling to Colombia. She said she’ll send you lots of videos and that she’ll bring you a surprise gift.”

Zowy swallowed hard. Tears wanted to appear, but she didn’t let them fall. She looked at Bruno, asleep beside the table, and sighed.
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“And what will we do there?”

“You’ll get to know the snow, sweetheart,” her dad said. “And your cousins: Matías, the oldest, who is very quiet; Nico, who asks questions all the time; and Luca... who never stops dancing.”

Zowy tried to smile. It wasn’t what she had dreamed of for these holidays... but maybe, just maybe, winter had other plans for her.

That night, she wrote in her notebook:
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“El viento cambió. Y con él, todo lo demás. Pero si hay algo que no cambia, es mi amor por bailar...aunque sea con abrigo y bufanda.”
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2
Lights in the City
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New York was... something else.

From the airplane window, Zowy watched as the world turned white. The streets, the rooftops, the trees... everything looked as if it had been sprinkled with sugar. But it wasn’t sweet. It was cold. Truly cold.

“We’re here!” her mom said, wrapping Zowy in a scarf that covered almost up to her nose.

As soon as they stepped out of the airport, the icy air pinched her cheeks. Bruno, who was traveling in a comfortable little crate, poked his nose out reluctantly. He was confused too.

Aunt Sofía greeted them with warm hugs and a ridiculous hat with bear ears.

“My little Zowy! Look how big you are!”
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Aunt Sofía’s house was narrow, tall, and full of lights. Everywhere there were Christmas decorations: garlands, snowmen, reindeer, and a huge tree that looked as if it had been decorated by three people with very different tastes.

“That was the boys’ doing,” Aunt Sofía explained, laughing. “Each one put up whatever he wanted.”

And there they were: Matías, the oldest, sitting in a corner with headphones on, moving his fingers as if playing an invisible piano. Nico, who appeared out of nowhere with a notebook and asked without taking a breath, “Do you think dogs dream? How many turns does a dancer do in a professional pirouette? How many snowflakes fall per second?” And Luca, the youngest, who ran in wearing unicorn slippers, did a somersault on the couch, and shouted, “Are you the cousin who dances?! Teach me how to spin like a tornado!”

Zowy didn’t know whether to laugh or hide behind her suitcase. But something inside her felt... happy.
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That night, they went out for a walk through the city.

Times Square was a spectacle of lights. Store windows shone like fairy tales. People were bundled up to their eyes, but everyone was smiling. The air smelled of hot chestnuts and hope.

“Have you ever seen anything like this before?” her dad asked.

Zowy shook her head.

“It’s like everything is dancing... but in slow motion.”

Bruno walked along wearing his new scarf. Luca tried to imitate Zowy’s steps, spinning with his arms open among the icy puddles.

In the middle of their walk, they passed in front of a small theater, with its sign turned off. “Riverlight Theater – Closed for Renovation,” it said.
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But on the door, there was a handwritten notice: “Dreams wanted to bring this stage back to life.”

Zowy stood staring at that sign longer than necessary.
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And that night, in her notebook, she wrote:

“Sometimes the lights aren’t on the tree... they’re in the eyes of those who still believe that something beautiful can begin again.”
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