

For the child whose imagination first sparked this tale -
and for all children, may your own light always guide you.
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CHAPTER 1 — The Amulet of Light

In the land of everlasting frost, where snow whispered beneath every step and the night sky shimmered with dancing auroras, there lived a boy named Kayu. 
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His small house stood at the very edge of the village, beside a frozen bay that glittered silver in the moonlight. Inside, the home was warm and filled with treasures Kayu had gathered over the years—shards of icy stone, feathers from rare birds, and peculiar pebbles polished smooth by the sea. 

Kayu had something… unusual about him.

He could never sit still.

While other children slept, he often perched on the wooden steps outside, staring up at the swirling lights above. And on this particular evening, he sat there again, completely forgetting about the warm bowl of soup steaming beside him.

Colors spiraled across the sky—green, blue, violet—turning slowly like great, silent dragons.

“If only I knew where they were going…” he murmured.

Then—

a knock at the door.
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Three soft taps.
A pause.
One final knock, crisp as a drop of ice striking wood.



Kayu frowned.
No one ever visited at this hour.


He opened the door a crack.

An old man stood in the snowy doorstep, wrapped in a coat covered with swirling symbols. He was thin, with long white hair, his breath like mist against the cold. But his eyes—his eyes held a strange glow that made Kayu’s own breath catch in his chest.

But it was the object in the man’s hand that held Kayu frozen in place.


A glass amulet.
Inside swirled soft light—moving gently, like a tiny piece of aurora trapped within.


“Good evening, Kayu,” the old man said, as if they had known each other forever.


Kayu stiffened.
“W-how do you know my name?”



The old man smiled.
“The wind knows it. And the wind rarely makes a mistake.”


He extended his hand, revealing the amulet.

“I have been searching for someone like you,” he said. “Someone whose heart shines as brightly as the winter stars.”

Kayu glanced at his own hands, unsure what to say.

“Why me?” he whispered.

“Because the world needs you,” the man answered gently. “And though you don’t yet know it—you need the world as well.”

He placed the amulet in Kayu’s hand.

It felt cool, yet its light pulsed like a tiny heartbeat.

“When the time comes,” the stranger said, “this amulet will show you the path. A map that only those who know how to dream can see.”

Kayu opened his mouth to ask more, but—


the wind stirred.
The old man lifted his head.
A sudden gust of white blew through the doorway.


Snow whirled in a brilliant spiral—

and then the man was gone.

Only fading footprints remained, quickly swallowed by fresh falling snow.
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