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Childhood

By Peter Parker

I once believed that childhood was a place — a distant land you sailed away from the moment you grew taller, wore bigger shoes, or signed your first bank form.

But the truth, as I’ve now come to see, is simpler — and more magical.

Childhood isn’t a place you leave behind.

It’s a voice that whispers beneath your thoughts.

A giggle trapped under your seriousness.

A pair of muddy shoes hiding beneath your polished ones.

It lives quietly inside us all — no matter our age, race, profession, or pain.

We’re taught that growing up means outgrowing wonder. That becoming an adult requires abandoning the child. But that’s not true. Growing up is not about silencing the child within — it’s about learning how to listen to them again.

This book is a journey through that very rediscovery.

It follows Daniel Moore — a man of seventy, whose life, like most of ours, became wrapped in the routines of adulthood. Until one forgotten day, a forgotten box in the attic opens more than just cardboard flaps. It opens memories, laughter, questions, and regrets. And with it, the return of someone he thought was long gone — his eight-year-old self.

Together, they don’t just revisit the past — they reimagine the present.

Some parts of this story may make you smile. Others might remind you of someone you were before the world got too loud. You may even hear a little voice in your head — playful, brave, sometimes mischievous.

Listen closely. That’s your inner child.

And if you haven't heard them in a while, don’t worry.

They’ve been waiting patiently.

Peter Parker
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Chapter 1: The Box in the Attic
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The attic had always been Daniel Moore’s least favourite place in the house.

It was cramped and dusty, smelled of old cardboard and forgotten winters, and had a ceiling so low that it forced him to hunch like a thief stealing moments from the past. In all his years living alone in the cottage after Margaret’s passing, he had rarely ventured up there. What was there to see, anyway? Just old Christmas decorations, broken photo frames, and boxes filled with things he hadn’t needed in decades.

But that morning — for no reason he could understand — something called to him.

Maybe it was the stillness of the Sunday air, or the way the sun poured through the sheer curtains and lit the hallway like a spotlight on a stage waiting for its actor. Or perhaps it was the soft creaking of the attic door overhead, shifting slightly in the heat, like a whisper from an old friend.

Daniel found himself standing at the base of the wooden ladder, hand reaching for the chain, before he’d even decided to go up.

With some effort, and the cautious grip of a man in his late sixties, he climbed the creaky steps. Every joint in his body reminded him of its age, but there was a strange sense of urgency in his chest, a pull he hadn’t felt in years.

The attic greeted him with shadows and silence.

Dust floated in the air like suspended time. The only sound was the soft thud of his footsteps on the wooden floorboards and the occasional distant chirp of birds outside.

He clicked on his old flashlight, its dim beam cutting through the gloom. Boxes were stacked haphazardly along the wall — most of them labeled in Margaret’s neat handwriting: Holiday Wreaths, Old Curtains, Books to Donate, China (Fragile!). He moved slowly, lifting lids, peering inside, memories rising like warm mist from a cold lake.

But then he saw it.

A box, pushed far into the corner beneath a tattered canvas sheet. Unlike the others, this one was labelled in bold, childish scrawl with a blue crayon:

“Danny’s World — DO NOT TOUCH!”

He stared at it, heart pausing for the briefest moment.

Danny.

No one had called him that in over fifty years. Not since his mother’s last birthday song for him. Not since the summer before high school. Not since he himself had decided that “Danny” was too childish, too soft, for the serious man he was becoming.

With slow reverence, Daniel pulled the box toward him, brushing off the dust. The cardboard groaned slightly, but held firm. He sat down cross-legged — surprising even himself — and opened the flaps like uncovering a buried secret.

Inside, time had been waiting.

A slingshot with its rubber band long cracked and hardened. A plastic dinosaur with one leg missing. Several crayon drawings, bright and reckless — one of a dragon breathing rainbow fire, another of a boy in a cape riding a rocket. A paper plane folded with care, its wings covered in tiny scribbles: To The Moon — Launch Date: Someday.

There was a school report card folded neatly and slightly yellowed. He chuckled at the remarks: “Daniel is intelligent but distractible. Talks a bit too much. Excellent imagination.”

At the bottom of the box lay a letter, folded in two, with “To Future Danny — From Me” written on the outside.

Daniel hesitated. His fingers trembled slightly as he unfolded it.


Hi Danny (that’s you in the future!),

If you’re reading this, then you’re old. Like, really old.

I hope you still do fun stuff like drawing dragons and eating cereal at night. Do you still run really fast? Or climb trees? Or build space stations out of chairs and blankets?

If not, that’s okay. I forgive you.

But maybe... just maybe... you can try again.

Don’t forget me. I’m still here. Just close your eyes.

Yours forever,

Me (age 8 — and awesome)



Daniel read it twice.

The words hit him like soft bricks — not painful, but weighty. They stirred something inside, something he couldn’t quite name. A warmth and a sadness all at once.

He exhaled slowly, blinking back unexpected tears. Not the kind that fell for tragedy, but the kind that came from recognition — from rediscovering something you didn’t know you’d lost.

He reached into the box again and found a small tape recorder — the kind with clunky buttons and a handle on the side. To his surprise, it still held a cassette. Written on the label in faint pencil:

“Captain Danny — Moon Log #1”

Back downstairs, Daniel placed the box beside his reading chair and made a cup of tea. But his mind wasn’t on the warmth of the mug or the silence of the room. He sat staring at the recorder.

Then, curiosity won.

He pressed play.

A moment of static. Then, a voice — high-pitched, excited, and full of life:


“Captain’s log: I’m on the moon and I just met a dinosaur named Captain Crunch. He has a spaceship made of jellybeans and he gave me a cookie and told me I was the new Moon King. I said okay but only if I get Fridays off.”



Daniel laughed. Not a polite chuckle, but a real laugh — cracked and unexpected. He covered his mouth like someone catching himself doing something embarrassing, then laughed again.

The voice on the tape wasn’t just from another time — it was from another world. His world. Before mortgages. Before funerals. Before “Daniel” became more serious than “Danny” ever was.

Later that night, he climbed into bed, mind still full of dragons and space logs. He stared at the ceiling fan as it turned slowly above him, hypnotic in its rhythm.

Sleep came, and with it, a dream.

He was in the town park from his childhood. The trees were taller, fuller. The sun was warm. And there, near the swings, stood a boy in a cape made from a towel, holding a stick like a sword.

The boy looked up, smiling. Freckles on his cheeks. Socks slightly mismatched. Bright eyes.

“About time,” he said. “You finally opened the box.”

Daniel woke with a start. His bedroom was quiet. The ceiling fan hummed softly.

Then he heard it — not from a tape, not from the dream, but from somewhere within him.

A small, clear voice.


“Hey, Danny. Remember me?”



He sat up slowly. He was alone. And yet — he wasn’t.

He smiled.

And for the first time in years, he whispered back,

“Yeah. I remember.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: The Question Factory
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The next morning arrived like any other.

Daniel woke at 6:45 sharp — not because he had to, but because his body had memorised the habit over decades of punctual teaching schedules and weekday alarms. No one was waiting for him anymore, and yet his eyes fluttered open to the same sliver of morning light squeezing past the curtain’s edge.

He sat up, rubbed the sleep from his eyes, and reached for the slippers tucked neatly beside the bed. Left foot first. Then right.
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