
		
			
				
					NOAH: The Wish  

					of Paris  

					2025  

					Author: Bianca Lívia Sriubas  

					Publisher: Clube dos Autores  

					Table of Contents  

					Intoduction  

					Chapter 1: A Wish in Paris  

					Chapter 2: Lunch at the Tower  

					Chapter 3: The Magic of Paris  

					Chapter 4: A New Look in Alaska  

					Chapter 5: The Book’s Mission  

					Chapter 6: A Cozy Night in Alaska  

					Chapter 7: The Journey Begins  

					Chapter 8: Alaska’s Wild Road  

					Chapter 9: Whales, Caves, and Alaska’s Call  

					Chapter 10: Encounter on the Peninsula  

					Chapter 11: The Sacred Bear’s Liberation  

					Epilogue  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					Introduction  

					Picture a night in Paris, where the Eiffel Tower’s lights  

					twinkle like captured stars, and the Seine’s murmur  

					carries secrets older than the city itself. Now, envision  

					the wild roar of Alaska, where snow-draped mountains  

					guard mysteries that defy time. In A Wish in Paris,  

					you’ll be swept into a whirlwind of magic, courage, and  

					discoveries that will quicken your pulse and set your  

					imagination ablaze.  

					Noah, a 12-year-old boy with eyes hungry for  

					adventure, tosses a coin into a hidden Parisian fountain,  

					whispering a wish we’ve all felt: to grow up, to be free,  

					to live unbound. But when the fountain’s magic  

					awakens, Noah is hurled into a 16-year-old’s body and a  

					mission that pulls him to the untamed heart of Alaska.  

					There, a Tlingit legend whispers of a sacred bear  

					trapped in a cave, a curse that freezes the heart of a girl  

					named Lana, and a destiny only a pure-hearted stranger  

					can unravel.  

					Between Paris’s seductive charm and Alaska’s raw  

					natural force, this story is an invitation to race alongside  

					Noah, feel the biting chill of the forest, hear the echo of  

					an ancient roar, and question what it means to be a hero.  

					Each page is a doorway to a world where wishes come  

					alive, past and future collide, and love, courage, and  

					magic intertwine in an unforgettable dance. Clutch your  

					curiosity, take a deep breath, and dive into this  

					electrifying journey—because when a wish is made, the  

					universe is never the same.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
				
			

			
				
					Chapter 1: A Wish in Paris  

					The summer sun bathed the streets of Paris in golden  

					light, reflecting off the windows of boulangeries and the  

					calm waters of the Seine. Noah, a 12-year-old boy with  

					messy brown hair and curious eyes, walked alongside  

					his parents, Sarah and Daniel, on the cobblestone  

					sidewalks of the 7th arrondissement. It was the last day  

					of the family’s vacation in the City of Light, and the  

					plan was simple: visit the Eiffel Tower before catching  

					their flight back home.  

					“Noah, hurry up!” Sarah called, adjusting her bag’s  

					strap while snapping a selfie with Daniel in the  

					background, who was juggling a croissant and an  

					espresso. “We want to get to the tower before the  

					crowds.”  

					“I’m coming, Mom!” Noah replied, distracted, as he  

					fiddled with his phone, trying to capture the facade of  

					an old building with ornate ironwork. Paris was unlike  

					anything he’d ever known. The streets seemed to  

					whisper stories, and every corner brought a new scent:  

					fresh bread, flowerbeds, or the sweet aroma of crepes  

					from a nearby stall.  

					After a few streets, the Eiffel Tower loomed  

					majestically ahead, its iron silhouette cutting through  

					the blue sky. Noah paused, awestruck. He’d seen the  

					tower in photos and movies, but in person, it was  

					something else—like it pulsed with the city’s energy.  

					“Let’s take a family photo!” Daniel suggested, handing  

					his phone to a kind Japanese tourist who offered to help.  

					Noah grimaced but stood between his parents, the tower  

					behind them. Sarah laughed and ruffled his hair.  

					“Smile, Noah! You’ll want to remember this when  

					you’re older.”  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					“Fine, fine,” he mumbled, forcing a smile. At 12, Noah  

					felt caught between being a kid and craving more  

					freedom. The Paris trip had been amazing, but he  

					couldn’t stop thinking about how much cooler it would  

					be to explore the city alone, without his parents  

					dictating every step.  

					After the photo, the family ascended to the tower’s  

					second floor. Noah pressed against the railing, gazing at  

					the city sprawling below: the Seine snaking through,  

					gray rooftops, pristine gardens. He imagined wandering  

					those streets at night, maybe hitting a café or a party,  

					like the teens he saw in movies.  

					“Noah, don’t lean so far!” Sarah warned, gently pulling  

					him back.  

					“Relax, Mom, I’m not gonna fall,” he replied, rolling  

					his eyes.  

					After descending, they strolled through the Champ de  

					Mars, the park stretching at the tower’s base. Couples  

					picnicked, kids chased pigeons, and vendors hawked  

					keychains and Eiffel Tower miniatures. While Sarah  

					and Daniel debated buying a bottle of wine to take  

					home, Noah wandered ahead, drawn to a glint on the  

					ground.  

					It was a small fountain, almost hidden among  

					flowerbeds. Its crystalline water reflected the sunlight,  

					and the bottom sparkled with coins. A bronze plaque  

					beside it read, in French and English: “Wishing  

					Fountain – Toss a coin and make a wish.”  

					Noah dug into his jeans pocket and found a two-euro  

					coin, featuring a tree and the word France engraved. He  

					twirled it between his fingers, pensive. His parents were  

					a few meters away, distracted, laughing at something  

					Daniel said. Noah glanced at the fountain, then the coin,  

					and felt a surge of boldness.  

					“Why not?” he muttered.  

				

			

		






