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CHAPTER ONE: THE STAR WITH THE CURIOUS HEART
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It was the kind of night where dreams tiptoed in quietly, not rushing, not roaring, just fluttering like soft feathers brushing against the sky. A sleepy breeze whispered through the trees, carrying the scent of lavender and something else—something curious and almost glittering, if such a thing could be.

Nestled in a small house with butter-yellow curtains and a porch that creaked kindly when stepped on, a little girl named Luma Bell was brushing her teeth in front of the mirror. She was seven and three-quarters years old, which she insisted was practically eight. Her hair was the color of warm caramel, a bit frizzy, a bit fabulous, and always full of tiny wishes tangled up from the day.

Tonight felt different. Not scary different—sparkly different. Like the moon was holding a secret, just for her.

“Mama,” Luma called out between spits of minty foam, “why does the sky feel like it’s watching me tonight?”

Her mother peeked her head in the bathroom, towel still around her shoulders from washing dishes. “Because maybe,” she said with a playful wink, “tonight the sky has a whisper just for you.”

Luma grinned, the kind of grin only seven-and-three-quarters can make—part mischief, part wonder, and a tiny bit of biscuit crumbs from earlier still caught in the corner of her mouth.

She bounced into bed, pulling up her favorite blanket—the one covered in stars that almost glowed in the dark. Her stuffed bunny, Moonsprout, was already tucked under one arm. He had one floppy ear and a belly that squeaked when you hugged him just right. Her room was full of the gentle hum of bedtime: a ticking clock, the soft fizz of a nightlight, the distant tune of crickets.

But just as Luma was about to close her eyes and count backward from ten like she always did, something... shimmered.

Not outside the window. Not under the bed. Inside her pillow.

A soft, humming glow lit up around the edges. She pressed her cheek into the fluff and heard it—a voice no louder than a dandelion’s sigh:

"Come find me where your giggles live,
Where kindness grows and stars forgive.
In dreamland deep, your wish has weight,
Come softly now—don’t hesitate."
Luma gasped, but in the happy way, like when you find out pancakes are for dinner. She sat up straight, whispering urgently to Moonsprout, “Did you hear that? Did you hear that rhyme? The pillow’s alive! Kind of.”

And just like that, her blanket tugged her downward—not over her toes, but under them. The bed melted like warm marshmallow and swallowed her with a swoop, as if it were saying, “Let’s go!” The stars on her blanket twinkled brighter, and the whole room folded like a storybook shutting gently.

Luma landed on her feet in a field of silver grass. Above her, the sky blinked with millions of sleepy eyes—stars shaped like hearts, teacups, dragons, even pickles.

And waiting there, floating just a few inches off the ground, was a glowing figure. Not a fairy. Not an angel. A Wishling.

“Welcome, Luma Bell,” it said, voice soft and sparkly. “I’m Caliandra, Keeper of the Curious Hearts.”

Caliandra looked like a comet had curled into a hug—swirls of light and kindness, with laughter stitched right into her smile. Her eyes twinkled with the secrets of the universe, and her dress was made of dreams—literally. Little threads of sleeping children’s wishes danced along its hem.

Luma felt her knees do the jelly-jump.

“I’m dreaming, right?” she whispered.

“Well of course you are,” Caliandra replied gently. “But that doesn’t mean it isn’t real.”

She extended a hand. It was warm and pulsing with gentle light. “We have much to explore, and your first Wishling Trial begins now.”

“Trial? Wait, is it a test? I didn’t study—unless... are we spelling things?”

Caliandra laughed, and it sounded like wind chimes learning a new song.

“No, no. This is a test of something much more powerful than spelling.”

“Math?”

“No. Even stronger.”

Luma thought hard. “Kindness?”

The Wishling bowed slightly. “Yes, little star. Tonight, we will discover the courage of kindness, the magic of being brave, and the wild wonder of wishing not for more... but for better.”

Luma didn’t totally understand, but something inside her chest—the part where giggles live—started to glow.

With a flick of her fingers, Caliandra opened a glowing doorway made of mist and music. “Walk with me, Luma Bell. Into the Garden of Gentle Things.”

They stepped through together, and suddenly the world turned soft and bright. Trees made of tickles. Grass that hummed lullabies. And animals—not scary ones, but gentle ones with big eyes and shimmering coats—began to peek from behind glowing leaves.

“Every night, children’s whispers come here before they sleep,” Caliandra explained. “We catch them in star-nets, wrap them in moon-light, and grow them into blooms of hope.”

Luma twirled in the air as little whisper-flowers bloomed beneath her toes.

“Look there,” Caliandra pointed. “That one is yours.”

A tiny flower glowing a golden pink, warm and brave, opened its petals.

Luma leaned close and heard her own voice inside it, like a memory wrapped in cotton:

“I wish I didn’t feel so shy in class.”

Her heart squeezed. “I didn’t say that out loud,” she whispered.

“You don’t have to,” Caliandra said gently. “True wishes don’t need loud voices.”

Luma bent and cupped the flower. “Can I take it?”

“Even better,” said Caliandra. “You can plant it back into yourself.”

She tapped Luma’s forehead, and the golden pink light sank into her. A warm courage bloomed inside, not noisy or flashy—just ready.

A group of small, soft animals gathered nearby—one shaped like a cloud, one like a puddle, and one that giggled like a ticklish feather. They wobbled nervously.

“They're whisper creatures,” Caliandra explained. “They’ve lost their wishes and feel forgotten.”

Luma knelt beside them. “Hi,” she said softly. “Do you want to be my friends?”

The cloud-puff blinked. The puddle quivered. The feather-thing nuzzled her cheek.

And something amazing happened.

Each creature glowed, just a little. Then more. Until one by one, they bloomed with color and whispered their wishes again.

“I wish I could be brave.”
“I wish I was seen.”
“I wish someone believed in me.”
Luma felt her chest grow too big for her ribs. “You’re all perfect just like you are,” she whispered. “You don’t need to be louder to matter.”

The whisper creatures danced, their giggles like bells on wind. And far above, the stars shimmered even brighter.

“Luma Bell,” Caliandra said, “you’ve passed the first trial.”

“But I didn’t do anything.”

“You listened, child. You believed. That is the beginning of every magic.”

The world around them began to fade, gently, like a soft song ending. The garden of gentle things folded itself back into stars.

Caliandra took Luma’s hands. “There are seven more whisper-trials before sleep. Each one will carry you further—not away from who you are, but into who you’re meant to become.”

Luma felt her toes lift, the stars welcoming her back into the folds of her bed, her blanket, her sleepy world.

The last thing she heard was a soft rhyme in her ear:

“A whisper of courage, a sparkle of grace,
Sleep now, dear heart, in your favorite place.
Tomorrow brings more wishes to keep,
But for now, brave dreamer... fall into sleep.”
Luma awoke to the smell of waffles and honey drifting through the sliver of her bedroom door, sunlight creeping in just enough to kiss her cheeks. Her eyes blinked open slowly, and for a moment, she wasn’t sure if it had all been a dream or something else—something realer than real.

Her pillow felt warmer than usual, and her heart still glowed like a lantern had been lit right behind her ribs.

Moonsprout, as always, was tucked loyally beneath her chin, one ear askew like he’d been on an adventure of his own.

Luma sat up quietly, not wanting to disturb the magic in the air. She tiptoed to her window, pressing her nose against the cool glass. The morning sky was pink-laced and yawning. No sign of Caliandra. No whisper creatures. No fields of silver grass.

But... on the windowsill, just there, sitting quietly between her rock collection and her little cactus named Spike, lay a tiny glowing flower.

Golden-pink. Just like the one she had planted in herself.

She reached out, and the flower pulsed gently under her touch—warm like a sunbeam, gentle like Mama’s voice when she read stories at night.

“I remember,” she whispered. “I remember all of it.”

Downstairs, the sound of a spatula against a pan and the soft thump of plates stacking meant breakfast was waiting, but Luma wasn’t quite ready to return to the regular world of syrup and napkins.

She sat on the edge of her bed, the flower glowing faintly in her palm, and closed her eyes.

“I’m still me,” she said softly. “Just... a little more me than before.”



Later that day at school, the courage inside her bloomed again.

Her teacher, Mr. Willow, asked a question about clouds—how they floated, why they changed shapes, why some rumbled like giants.

Normally, Luma would’ve stared down at her desk, counting the polka dots on her shoes.

But this time, her hand rose.

Not too fast, not too high—just enough.

“Yes, Luma?” Mr. Willow asked, surprised and pleased.

“I think clouds change shapes because they’re dream-walkers,” she said, her voice barely trembling. “They collect our wishes and carry them around until they’re heavy with hope. Then they rain them back down.”

The class went quiet. A few giggled.

But Mr. Willow smiled with his whole face. “That,” he said softly, “is the most magical answer I’ve ever heard.”

And just like that, something inside Luma settled into place.

She walked taller at recess.

She shared her crackers with Jamal, who’d dropped his.

She picked up Ivy’s paper when it flew across the field.

She whispered kind things to herself when no one else was listening.

And each time, the glow inside her chest hummed a little brighter.

That night, after brushing her teeth and telling Mama










d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





