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Chapter 1 – The Hill
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On the western edge of Ireland, where the Atlantic wind moved freely across the land, there stood a green hill that most travellers never noticed.

It was not the highest hill, nor the widest. Sheep grazed along its sides, and a narrow footpath curved across its lower slope. In spring, small white flowers opened among the grass. In winter, mist gathered around its crown like snow. 

The villagers in the nearby town of Larkspur called it KnocknaRath — the Hill of Quiet Roots.

They believed the name came from the ancient plants that once covered the land. No one suspected the name meant something far older. They really didn’t imagine it had greater meaning. 

Beneath the hill lived a leprechaun named Tarnin O’Dell.

Tarnin was not the sort of leprechaun who hid gold at the end of rainbows or played tricks on travellers. He preferred careful work, quiet observation, and steady routines. His coat was the colour of moss after rain, and his boots were soft, so his steps made no sound. Around his belt hung small tools: a measuring cord, a leaf-shaped key, a silver awl, and a notebook bound in bark.

Every morning before sunrise, Tarnin lit his acorn lantern and walked the winding passages beneath the hill.

The tunnels curved like the roots of enormous trees. Some were narrow and twisted. Others opened into small chambers where stones had been stacked long ago for reasons no one quite remembered.

At the centre of the hill lay a chamber older than any tunnel.

Stone arches rose overhead, shaped by time rather than tools. The air remained cool and still, untouched by weather or season.

In the middle of the chamber stood a low pedestal carved from pale granite.

Resting upon it was the object Tarnin protected.

A round glass vessel.

Inside it floated tiny lights — gold, blue, and soft green — moving slowly, gathering, drifting apart, and forming patterns that changed from moment to moment.

This was the Heart Treasure.

Long ago, when people lived closely with the land and cared for one another without being asked, every true act of kindness left behind a trace. Those traces gathered in hidden places like KnocknaRath, forming a quiet strength that helped the world’s old magic remain balanced.

The Heart of Dreamsdid not belong to Tarnin.

He was only its keeper.

Each morning, he placed both hands gently against the glass and listened.

If the lights moved strongly, the world above was well.

If they weakened, something had begun to change.

For many years, the lights had grown brighter.

Until the morning, they didn’t shine.

Tarnin leaned closer.

Near the bottom of the vessel, a small space had grown dim.

The lights there were thin and scattered.

He opened his notebook and checked his last entry.

Village harmony is strong. Cooperation steady. Shared work is observed daily.

He waited.

The glow did not return.

A faint chill moved through the chamber.

Tarnin straightened slowly.

For the first time in many years, the Hill of Quiet Roots didn’t feel the same. 
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Chapter 2 – Larkspur Village
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Larkspur Village rested at the foot of the hill beside a small harbour. White cottages faced the sea, their gardens bright with herbs and climbing flowers. Fishing boats moved in and out with the tide, and narrow streets curved between shops, homes, and workshops.

From a distance, everything looked peaceful.

Tarnin climbed the hidden root stair that opened behind a hawthorn tree and stepped quietly into the early morning light.

He wore his camouflage cloak. Most humans would not see him at all. Those who did would only notice a movement they quickly forgot. It was a special kind of magic. 

He walked slowly through the village, watching.

At the bakery, a woman stood outside holding a coin purse.

“I’m short today,” she said softly. “I’ll pay tomorrow.”

The baker hesitated, then shook his head.

“Come back when you have enough,” he replied. 

The woman nodded and walked away.

Tarnin wrote in his notebook.

Assistance refused.

Further along the street, two farmers argued over the position of a boundary stone. Their voices grew sharp. Neither offered to measure the land properly. Each insisted that the other move the marker first.

At the harbour, a young boy struggled to carry a crate of fish. Three adults walked past him. None stopped.

Nothing terrible had happened.

No cruelty.

No harm.

But Tarnin noticed something else.

No one was paying attention to anyone else. They seem only to care about themselves and their business. 

By afternoon, he had filled two pages.

Small refusals. Delayed help. Increased impatience.

When he returned to the chamber beneath the hill, the Heart of Dreamshad dimmed further.

The lights were still present, but they drifted slowly, as if uncertain where to gather.

Tarnin placed his hands on the glass.

“Kindness has not vanished completely”, he said quietly.

“But it has become scarce,” he continued. 

The chamber grew colder.

A voice answered from the shadows.

“And inconvenience is where I begin.”
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Chapter 3 – The Collector
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Tarnin turned.

At the edge of the chamber stood a tall, thin figure formed from grey mist and faint shadow. Its shape suggested a person, but its edges shifted constantly, as if it could not fully settle.

Two pale lights marked where its eyes should be.

“I am Sevrin,” the figure said. “Collector of what people abandon.”

Tarnin stepped between Sevrin and the pedestal.

“This treasure is protected,” Tarnin said. 

Sevrin leaned its head.

“Protected? By whom? The people above have already begun to empty it,” he said. 

The Heart of Dreamsflickered weakly.

Sevrin moved closer. Wherever it passed, the air cooled, and the lights inside the vessel drew inward, shrinking slightly.

“I do not steal,” Sevrin continued calmly. “I gather what is left unattended. Forgotten promises. Delayed kindness. Small moments no one chooses. This is my job.”

Tarnin struck the pedestal lightly with his leaf-shaped key.

At once, roots rose from the stone floor, wrapping gently around the vessel like protective fingers.

Sevrin paused.

“Ah,” it said. “You still have some strength.”

“I will not allow you to take it,” replied Tarnin. 

Sevrin stepped back into the shadow.

“You misunderstand. I do not need to take it,” Servin said. 

The pale eyes brightened.

“When the light fades completely, it becomes mine,” Sevrin continued. 

The chamber suddenly became silent.

Sevrin’s form dissolved slowly into the darkness.

The cold remained.

Tarnin turned back to the Heart Treasure.

The lights were weaker than before.

For the first time since he had become a keeper, he understood something clearly.

He could protect the treasure.

But he could not refill it.

That depended on the village.

And the village no longer seemed to notice what it was losing. The things that were truly valuable were sold to become ordinary and worthless. 
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Chapter 4 – A Little Child Shall Lead Them 
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The next morning, Tarnin left the hill earlier than usual.

If the Heart of Dreamsdepended on human kindness, then he needed to find someone who still noticed small things — someone who acted without waiting for a reason.

The village streets were already busy. Shop doors opened. Carts rolled toward the harbour. Voices filled the air with plans and complaints.

Most people walked quickly, eyes forward.

Then Tarnin saw her.

Near the village well stood a girl holding a wooden bucket that was clearly too heavy for her. She adjusted her grip, lifted again, and managed to carry it a few steps before stopping to rest.

No one nearby offered to help.

Tarnin stepped closer.

The girl looked straight at him.

Not through him.

At him.

She was about ten years old, with dark hair tied loosely behind her head and sleeves rolled past her elbows. There was no surprise in her expression — only curiosity.

“You’re not supposed to be invisible, are you?” she said.

Tarnin froze.

Very few humans could see through a camouflage cloak. Fewer still spoke calmly when they did.

“What is your name?” he asked.

“Eira Linden,” she replied. “You live on the hill,” she continued. 

Tarnin blinked.

“How do you know that?” he asked. 

Eira shrugged. “The birds fly there and come back brighter. And sometimes the grass grows faster on one side than the other,” she replied. 

She set the bucket down.

“So, are you going to help me, or just stand there?” she
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