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Maia and the Boy with the Quiet Stories

A story about stories, and the courage it takes to share them.

By Belinda Chavremootoo
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First Edition

Dedication

To every shy heart hiding a story:

You don’t have to be loud to be brave.

Keep whispering your magic—

You are already the wave.

And every time you share,

it grows bigger, braver, louder... together.

––––––––
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The Circle of Storytellers buzzed beneath the old oak tree like it always did—voices overlapping, laughter bursting like popcorn, and the soft scuffle of notebooks opening, pages full of dreams and dragons.

But on a rainy afternoon that smelled like wet leaves and new beginnings, someone arrived who did not say much at all.

His name was Adam.

He was tall, quiet, and seemed stitched together from shadows and stillness. A worn leather notebook rested in his hands like a secret. Raindrops clung to his hoodie. He hovered at the edge of the group, as if crossing the invisible boundary into their world might break something.

Maia spotted him instantly.

Her heart tugged.

Not just because she remembered what it felt like to be on the outside—but because something about Adam shimmered with almost-story. The kind that lives just under the skin, waiting to be invited out.

She walked over slowly, umbrella tucked under one arm, her notebook balanced on the other.

“Hi,” she said gently, her voice more like a ripple than a wave. “I’m Maia. Welcome to the Circle.”

Adam looked up, eyes the colour of storm clouds. He gave the smallest nod but did not speak. His fingers tightened around the notebook’s edge.

She did not push.

Instead, she sat beside him on the mossy bench at the edge of the circle.

Others told stories—some wild and funny, others soft and strange. Maia noticed how, even without words, Adam leaned in during certain parts. Like when a girl spoke about a boy who bottled starlight in jars, or when someone shared a poem that rhymed with sadness and sunflowers.

Something flickered in his eyes. Curiosity. Maybe even wonder.

When the circle ended and the kids scattered like leaves, Maia turned to him.

“You don’t have to share today,” she said. “Or even next week.”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out something tiny—a golden acorn, warm and humming faintly. She pressed it into his hand.

“But just know—your story matters too. Even if it’s still whispering.”

Adam’s fingers curled around the acorn like it might slip away. He did not speak, but for a second, he smiled—barely. A small one. The kind that happens right before a seed begins to grow.

As Maia walked home, Bella flitted down onto her shoulder, wings glimmering in the fading light.

“New leaf?” the ladybug asked, antennae twitching.

Maia smiled up at the tree branches above. “No,” she whispered. “New story.”
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That evening, the rain had quieted into a hush, and the sky looked like it had been smudged with charcoal and stars. Maia sat at her desk; pen paused above a blank page. But her mind wasn’t with her own story—it was still sitting under the oak tree, beside a boy with storm cloud eyes and a notebook that did not want to speak.
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