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​Part I, Chapter 1
A Prayer to the Moon 
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It was a night held in stasis—a seaside village where even the wind had ceased its breath under the pallor of a full moon.

Beneath the sprawling boughs of an ancient tree, two women remained anchored in prayer. It was the hundredth night. The younger woman, her hands clasped in a desperate knot, prayed with a silent ferocity. Beside her, an old mudang—a spiritual medium who served the gods and carried their stories—guided the young woman’s supplication.

The young woman clutched a white cloth received from the old mudang. Embroidered upon the fabric was a pattern of ‘three stars’—a sigil of the old world, passed down in secret through generations of mudang.

The first star symbolized ‘gods and spirits,’ the middle star ‘the human who connects with the divine,’ and the final star ‘the world.’ Thus, it was a glyph whispering of the union where god, human, and the world are woven into a single tapestry.

As their prayer neared its end, the young woman murmured into the stillness, her voice a fragile thread.

“Grant me a child... I will raise him for the gods.”

At once, the silence shattered. A breeze, heavy with an otherworldly fragrance, began to stir. It wasn't merely air in motion; it was as if every blade of grass had caught a glimmer of light, and the branches overhead began a rhythmic, spectral song.

A presence, unseen yet radiating a brilliant luminescence, drew near and spoke.

“I accept your prayer. I shall send you a child!” “He will be the one to fulfill the will of the divine, the architect who rebuilds the world through imagination.”

As the light faded, the young woman bowed her head and closed her eyes, a serene acceptance washing over her features, as if she had long anticipated this prophecy. With that decree, she was finally ready to welcome the child.

Ten months later, Johnny was born.

The moment he entered the world, Johnny’s eyes snapped open. He gazed up at his mother with a look that suggested he already knew the secret of his own making. From that day on, whenever the white full moon rose, Johnny would reach out, his small hands stirring the air as if conducting an orchestra, and wherever his fingers trailed, faint motes of light shimmered in their wake.

In the year Johnny turned five, the anomaly began.

He was playing alone in the courtyard beneath the great tree where his mother had once offered her prayers. For a fleeting moment, as Johnny drifted into a doze, reality pleated like paper. Space folded and then unfurled.

It was the threshold between dream and reality—the ‘Door of Dreams.’ The portal floated in mid-air, pulsing with a translucent glow. Drawn by instinct, Johnny approached it.

He paused, tilting his head. “Can I go in?”

No voice answered, yet the door swung open of its own accord. The light spilling from the crack was warm, inviting. Johnny took a step forward. In that instant, a sensation washed over him—the distinct feeling of being watched by a luminous existence, observing him from a great distance.

Time flowed on. One day, when Johnny was eight, he slipped into a dream and spoke to an entity of that realm for the first time. It was neither friend nor family. It felt like a being born purely from the whims of imagination.

Johnny, eyes wide with wonder, asked, “Who are you? Where did you come from?”

“Me? I’m Flip. You summoned me, didn’t you?”

Flip wore the face of an eternal prankster. He was counting numbers backward, his feet shuffling in reverse, defying the logic of movement.

Johnny blinked. “I just... had a mischievous thought, that’s all...”

Flip grinned, locking eyes with Johnny. “Exactly. That was the summons.”

The dream snapped shut.

From that day forward, the scenes in Johnny’s dreams grew increasingly bizarre. One night, a girl soared through the sky, riding a cluster of soap bubbles. She laughed as she flew, glancing back as if evading a pursuer.

The girl looked down at Johnny and shouted, “Hi there! I’m Elira. Bit of a rush right now, catch you later!”

Johnny sensed something rapidly approaching. His instincts screamed hide. Is there anywhere to hide...?

A white cave materialized ahead. Johnny sprinted and dove inside, peering out to see what was chasing Elira. It was a bar of red soap, fuming with rage. The soap, in its blind fury, skidded and slipped, losing sight of Elira entirely.

The soap huffed, screaming into the air, “You scrub me that hard one more time, and I’ll trap you in a bubble forever!”

As the soap retreated, Johnny stepped out of the cave. Nearby, he noticed another child creating a second cave, mimicking Johnny’s movements perfectly. This child was crafting small caverns of various colors, stuffing soap inside them to force bubbles out of the entrances.

Johnny approached the child. “Who are you? What are you doing?”

The child answered softly. “I’m Rika... I’m just echoing what you made...”

Rika was quietly observing other objects, sketching them into existence. Johnny found Rika’s drawings fascinating. Perhaps feeling shy under Johnny’s gaze, Rika quickly sketched a hole in the ground and hopped inside, vanishing from sight.

Johnny mimicked the action, creating his own hole and jumping in. The sensation jolted him awake.

From that day on, Johnny began to manifest his desires within the dreamscape through the sheer force of his imagination. He was beginning to grasp the mechanics of the impossible—the principles of weaving dreams.
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​Part I, Chapter 2
The First Communion 
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It was a day when heavy clouds suffocated the sky, blotting out both moon and stars. The power grid had failed, plunging Johnny’s village into absolute darkness. It was as if all life had fallen into a deep, suspended slumber.

One by one, flickering candlelights began to prick the blackness of the village. Johnny’s mother, too, lit a small candle.

But the flame was too feeble to push back the encroaching dark. Johnny’s mother rummaged through the old storeroom until she found a massive, unused candle. The moment she struck a match to its wick, a brilliant starburst of light exploded, scattering in all directions. From within that blinding radiance, the Star Spirit emerged.

Terrified, Johnny’s mother gasped and tried to blow out the flame. But the Star Spirit only blazed brighter, its voice resonating into the void.

“Ancient God of Spirits, I bestow the starlight upon the child of the divine... Now, fulfill the promise of two thousand years!”

At those words, a tremor ran through every tree in the village. Tiny lights, like fireflies, began to rise from the sea, the moonless sky, and the shivering branches. They drifted toward a single point in the air, weaving together until the blinding luminescence took form—an old man with a long white beard.

“The Star Spirit is now free. From this moment on, this child shall guard the starlight.”

As the Grandfather Spirit finished speaking, the Star Spirit dissolved into a transparent breeze and scattered into the heavens. Overwhelmed, Johnny’s mother fell prostrate on the floor, her body trembling. The Grandfather Spirit looked down at her.

“I am the Spirit of Spirits, the God of them all.” “I heard your prayer to raise a child for the gods, and so I sent him to you... He will soon become a child for the divine!”

A cold fear seized her—the terror that her son might be taken away. Trembling, she dared to ask the spirit.

“Then... what should I do from now on...? Can I... can I still raise him?”

“He is the one who will redraw a scattered world. All you must do is wait for his choice!”

With those cryptic words, the Grandfather Spirit vanished. Slowly, the heavy clouds began to peel away, revealing the stars and the moon once more. Before long, a beam of moonlight found its way through the window, bathing Johnny in its glow.

Moments later, the oldest grandmother in the village approached Johnny. Her voice was a hush of reverence. “The most ancient Grandfather Spirit has come... He is protecting and watching over this child...”

From that night on, the village began to change. The sea teemed with fish, so no net ever came up empty. Even when typhoons raged, the waves never swallowed the village, and the ocean claimed no more lives.

The villagers sensed this was Johnny’s doing, though no one spoke of it aloud. Far from fearing his strange aura, they loved and cherished him all the more.

Johnny was different. He spoke earlier than other children and began to draw before he could run. One day, he sketched a massive door on the beach sand. A sudden gust of wind whipped up, erasing it instantly. It became a pattern: whenever Johnny drew a large door, the wind would rise to wipe it away.

Johnny just found it funny. But one day, as he was drawing doors all over the village as usual, a voice echoed in his mind.

“Not yet, Johnny...”

Startled, Johnny placed his hands on the door he had just drawn. In an instant, his consciousness was pulled away. He found himself standing in a different space. It was a memory from yesterday—the moment he was telling his mother a funny story.

Then the scene shifted. He was back at the beach a few days ago, gathering clams with his friends. As Johnny looked around in bewilderment, the voice returned.

“Go back! Johnny, not yet!”

Johnny snapped back to reality. Shaking his head, he decided to stop drawing doors and dismissed the incident. Time flowed on until the night he met the Grandfather Spirit again—this time, in a dream.

The dreamscape mirrored his village perfectly, but with one difference: all the doors Johnny had drawn since childhood were floating in mid-air. Suddenly, every closed door began to rattle and shake.

A presence materialized behind him. A hand rested gently on his shoulder.

“It starts now, Johnny! The world of dreams behind those doors needs your help.”

It was the Grandfather Spirit. He pressed something small into Johnny’s hand. It was a thimble—the kind used to protect fingers from needle pricks.

“This will help you. With this, draw whatever you wish to see, whatever you wish to have, whatever you wish to create, whatever you wish to become. Draw it, and it shall appear before you!”

Just then, one of the doors Johnny had drawn creaked open. A girl popped her head out.

“Hi, Johnny! Hurry, come help me!”

The Grandfather Spirit dissolved into a swirl of sand and vanished. The door the girl had opened swung wide, releasing a wave of warmth, the scent of freshly baked bread, and the sound of laughter. The girl grabbed Johnny’s hand and pulled him through the threshold.

It was a dream space, crammed with whimsical and ridiculous imaginations. But there was a problem.

The girl had wished for an abundance of delicious bread. She had imagined the bread duplicating itself endlessly. Now, the space was overflowing, buried under an avalanche of loaves.

Beside the girl, a boy with an innocent face lay sprawled atop a mountain of bread, grinning at her.

“It’s okay, Elira! I love your imagination! I think we can fill it up to the sky!”

“Toby! You should have stopped me! The bread keeps multiplying... I can’t imagine anything else... I can only think of bread!”

Johnny watched the chaos and muttered to himself. “If we eat all this, we’ll be sick of bread forever! I think just one loaf, remembered as the most delicious bread ever, would be enough...”

Elira turned to him, desperate. “So what should we do? Johnny!”

“Let’s hold a Bread Flavor Olympics! The breads can taste and judge each other, and we’ll rank the most delicious one!”

As Johnny voiced the idea, Elira imagined the competition. Immediately, the breads began to taste one another. The losers of the flavor battle faded away, one by one, until only a single chocolate cake remained.

Elira’s dream space returned to normal. Grateful, she offered the chocolate cake to Johnny as a gift. But Johnny shook his head; he couldn’t take the only cake. Remembering the thimble from the Grandfather Spirit, he used it to draw two chocolate cakes in the air.

Two cakes materialized instantly. He handed one to Elira and one to Toby. And so, Johnny stepped into the world of dreams, beginning to manipulate his own dreams—and the dreams of others—with the power of imagination.
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​Part I, Chapter 3
The Dream Weavers 
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Johnny jolted awake the moment he parted ways with Elira and Toby. But his hand, curled into a fist, still clutched the thimble—the real thimble. The events of the dream felt so visceral, so undeniable, that they haunted him throughout the day like a ghost of a memory.

Night eventually fell. Johnny closed his eyes, his heart fluttering with a single wish: I want to go back. He toyed with the thimble until the very last second before sleep took him, remembering how he had drawn the cakes into existence.

Eyes shut, he traced the shape of a door in the darkness with the thimble. Instantly, a door swung open, revealing a path paved with starlight. Stars that had been drifting in the distance floated closer, whispering affectionate encouragements.

“Keep going, Johnny! The real journey starts now!”

Johnny realized then—yesterday wasn’t just a dream. It was a tangible, special world, and he felt a powerful conviction that he could return to it. The magic of the night before wasn’t a fluke; it was a promise.

Summoning his courage, Johnny stepped onto the path of starlight. As if responding to his presence, the stars shifted and reformed, creating shapes before dissolving back into light. Walking along the path, he saw fields bathed in moonlight, clouds drifting low, and puppies frolicking across the celestial terrain.

Scattered along the road were toys he had imagined long ago, rolling alongside the bread loaves Elira had conjured yesterday.

“It really is... the same place.”

Far ahead, atop a hill in the field, a large, brilliant star pulsed as if guiding him. Squinting, Johnny saw another door standing at the summit. He decided to climb.

Everything around him—the shift of the wind, the texture of the soil, the breath of spirits rustling through the grass—reacted to his emotions. But as he crossed the field, he noticed something strange.

Littered across the grass were doodles he had never drawn and toys he had never seen.

This isn’t... my memory. Someone else has been here!

The realization sent a jolt through him, and the dreamscape rippled in response. Traces of joy, scars of pain, and echoes of loneliness were etched into the scattered objects. They seemed desperate to tell him something.

In that moment, Johnny knew. I’m not dreaming alone... I can feel other people’s emotions here!

He understood that this dream was a nexus, connecting his past dreams to the dreams of others. As if sensing his awakening, the scattered fragments of other dreams drifted closer, whispering.

“We are fragments of dreams... When a dreamer faces trouble, we are ejected like shards.”

“Is that so? Then... whose dream is beyond that door?” Johnny asked.

The fragments murmured, “We don’t know... only that we came from there...”

Johnny looked up at the door on the hill. A powerful gale was blowing through the cracks. It didn’t feel welcoming.

But Johnny knew he possessed the power to create anything he could imagine. He resolved to open the door and help whoever was trapped inside.

He climbed the hill and gripped the handle. The moment he pulled, a violent wind blasted out. It hit him like a typhoon, knocking him backward off his feet.

Johnny woke up with a start.

Regret washed over him. He hadn’t made it inside. What kind of world is behind that door? Who is there? What’s happening?

Lost in thought, he barely registered his mother’s voice. “Johnny! It’s your first day of school. Wake up, hurry!”

Even on his way to school, the dream lingered. Johnny decided to record it in his mind. He imagined a notebook, and within its mental pages, he scribbled down everything he could remember. Then, he added a new entry.

The door on the hill! The typhoon wind... Must find a way to open it!

As he walked into the schoolyard, a boy fell into step beside him. “Hey! You... look like you’re thinking about something fun.”

It was a boy named Ernest. He was taller than Johnny, with a sturdy, dependable build.

“Yeah, just... had a weird dream yesterday,” Johnny answered, hesitating.

“A dream? No way! My dream was weird too.” Ernest pulled a compass from his pocket and showed it to Johnny. “Look at this. The needle keeps spinning. It always does this when something big is about to happen...”

Just then, a girl reading a book in the corner of the playground turned to look at them. A sudden breeze flipped the pages of her book, stopping at a specific passage. She read the line aloud, her voice quiet but clear.

“A person finds their way through another person!”

She closed the book and marched straight up to Johnny and Ernest. “Hi. I’m Sage! The book says we should be friends.”

Johnny was taken aback, but he didn’t want to show it. “Uh, hi, Sage! I’m Johnny!”

Ernest, realizing he hadn’t introduced himself, chimed in. “Oh, right. I’m Ernest. Nice to meet you, Sage! Nice to meet you, Johnny!”

And just like that, the three became friends. They spent every recess together, and after school, they would meet in the garden behind the building to talk and draw.

Sage was overflowing with wisdom, and Ernest was the type to protect the weak. Together, no problem seemed unsolvable, and their days were filled with laughter. Caught up in the joy of friendship, Johnny almost forgot about the world of dreams.

Then, one night, Johnny dreamed again. He found himself back in front of the ‘door on the hill.’ He tried to open it, and once again, the typhoon-force wind blasted him backward. But this time, he didn’t lose consciousness. through the crack in the door, he glimpsed faces.

He intuitively knew—they possessed the same ability to manipulate dreams as he did. He desperately wanted to meet them, but the wind was too strong for him to overcome alone.

Suddenly, the dream fragments scattered around the door spoke up. “Find someone to help! You can draw any door, can’t you? Draw a door that connects to the dreams of those who can help you!”

Someone to help? A connecting door?

Johnny thought for a moment, then drew two new doors on the hill. As he flung them open simultaneously, the dreamscapes of Ernest and Sage unfolded before him.

Johnny stepped through the doors, one by one. In their respective dreams, Ernest and Sage saw Johnny appear. Their dreams were no longer solitary islands.
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​Part I, Chapter 4
Bound by Imagination 
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Johnny wanted to enlist Ernest and Sage’s help to open the door on the dream hill. But Ernest and Sage still had no idea that dreams could be shared. So, Johnny decided that today was the day he would let them in on his secret.

The moment Ernest arrived at school and spotted Johnny, he blurted out, “Johnny! I had the weirdest dream last night. You were in it, out of nowhere!”

Sage, eyes wide, chimed in. “Me too! It was a recurring dream I’ve had since I was little... but suddenly, your face was there.”

Johnny smiled calmly. “Actually, I did enter your dreams. I can travel through them...”

“Johnny, what kind of nonsense is that? Traveling through dreams? You mean you literally came into our heads?” Sage asked, incredulous. Johnny just gave a knowing, gentle smile, as if he had expected this reaction.

Johnny told them everything that had happened to him. The kids were intrigued, but their faces betrayed a lingering skepticism. So, Johnny led them to the garden, slipped his thimble onto his finger, and began to draw on the ground.

He sketched a hill, and then a door atop it. Instantly, the door in the drawing began to rattle and shake. Ernest and Sage gasped, stumbling backward in shock. They had always sensed something special about Johnny, but they never imagined a power like this.

Johnny explained that he could manifest whatever he desired in dreams and even manipulate the dreamscape itself. He told them he needed their help to open a specific door in his dream—one he couldn’t open alone—and that was why he had visited them in their sleep.

Sage asked, “Then how exactly can we help you?”

Johnny looked at them both. “Let’s put our heads together and find a way.”

Hearing this, Ernest glanced down at his compass. “My compass is spinning again. Wait a second...” “Uh... now it’s pointing in one direction! It must be completely broken...”

Johnny peered closer. “Wait, Ernest. It’s pointing at my thimble.”

A realization dawned on Johnny. “Guys, let’s meet in the dream tonight! I’ll come find you.”

Johnny sprinted home, leaving Ernest and Sage exchanging bewildered glances before heading to their own houses. The moment he finished his homework, Johnny dove into bed. As his eyes closed, the world of dreams unfurled instantly before him.

In the dreamscape, Johnny created doors leading to Ernest and Sage. He tried Ernest’s door first, but Ernest wasn’t asleep yet. So, Johnny stepped into Sage’s dream instead.

“Sage! It’s me, Johnny. Follow me!”

Sage was stunned to see Johnny actually appear in her dream again. But deciding to trust him, she followed without question. Johnny opened a door within Sage’s dream, leading them back into his own dream world.

Gripping Sage’s arm, Johnny then led her into Ernest’s dream. Luckily, Ernest had just drifted off. He was busy eating cotton candy in his sleep when he saw Johnny and Sage appear. His jaw dropped. “What? It was real!”

Johnny brought both Sage and Ernest back to his own dream space. Slip-ping the thimble onto his finger, he gathered handfuls of starlight from the sky and cast them toward his friends.

The starlight rained down on Ernest and Sage, wrapping them in a luminous glow. As the light soaked in, their postures shifted, radiating a newfound confidence.

Johnny watched them and smiled. “This is a bit of an experiment. Try imagining something you want!”

Sage hesitated. “Imagine something? That’s sudden... Okay, then. I’ll imagine the smartest book in the world!”

Moments later, a book thicker than a boulder erupted from the ground. Sage screamed in delight.

“You did it, Sage! It worked!” Johnny cheered, then turned to Ernest. “Ernest, you try too. Anything you want!”

Ernest closed his eyes and mumbled, “I want a cloud that tastes like cotton candy... I really want cotton candy...”

Above them, a cloud transformed into a massive pink puff of spun sugar and floated down to Ernest’s side. Johnny’s experiment was a success; he had amplified his friends’ imaginative powers to their peak.

Beaming, Johnny told them, “Now, I need your help.”

Sage asked, “With what, exactly?”

“There’s a door here in my dream. I saw faces behind it! I want to know who they are, but whenever I try to open it, a typhoon-force wind blows me back...”

Sage frowned. “Why do you want to know who they are?”

“Because they’re people who can change dreams with imagination, just like us...”

“Really? Now I’m curious too! Let’s go to that door!” Ernest declared boldly, taking a bite of his cloud cotton candy.

The three of them climbed the hill. Johnny stood to the left of the door, cracked it open slightly, and then slammed it shut. Even that small opening released a blast of wind that forced Ernest and Sage to lean forward, bracing themselves.

As the wind subsided, Ernest began practicing a stance to withstand the gale, but Sage fell into thought. “No... brute force isn’t the answer. We need wisdom!”

She placed her hand on the boulder-thick book she had summoned. “What can withstand the wind? How can we change the wind’s direction...?”

While Sage muttered to herself, Ernest looked at her massive book and remarked, “Even a typhoon couldn’t flip the pages of a book that heavy...”

Sage’s eyes lit up. “That’s it! Let’s plant our feet in the ground! Like rocks buried deep in the earth! And maybe... we can use Ernest’s cotton candy cloud to lure the wind away?”

Johnny and Ernest clapped at the idea. They immediately put the plan into action. They buried their feet deep into the hill, imagining themselves as immovable boulders. Ernest sent his cotton candy cloud spinning high into the sky, and Johnny threw open the door.

The typhoon blast hit them. Johnny, Ernest, and Sage were pushed back slightly, but they held their ground.

Suddenly, the wind swirled in place, then shot upward, chasing the spinning cotton candy cloud in the sky. Seizing the moment, the three pulled their feet from the earth and dashed through the open door.

In that instant, crossing the threshold, Johnny realized a fundamental truth. Imagination travels further when you’re not alone.
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The Blings in the Realm of Dreams 
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Having barely survived the typhoon-force winds of the threshold, Johnny, Sage, and Ernest stumbled into someone else's dreamscape. It was a world of breathtaking scope, where dozens of rainbows arched across the sky and waterfalls cascaded into infinity.

As Johnny marveled at the surreal vista, he spotted a familiar face in the distance. It was Elira. She had seen them, too. Riding a bubble drifting from the mist of a waterfall, she floated toward them.

"Johnny! How did you get in here?"

"I opened a door in my dream and walked through!" Johnny replied.

Elira blinked, confused. "No, I mean... I set up a barrier so no one could enter. How did you get past it?"

"Ah... no wonder there was a typhoon when I opened the door... My friends and I had to use our heads!" Johnny grinned. "But Elira... I have a question too. How do you know my name?"

Elira smiled. "An old man appeared in my dream once. He told me that if I ever ran into trouble I couldn't solve, a boy named 'Johnny' would come to help. And then, the day I had that bread disaster, you actually showed up! So I figured you must be Johnny. But who are they?"

Johnny realized he hadn't introduced his companions. "Right! These are my friends, Sage and Ernest. Say hi, guys."

Elira gestured to her own group. "This is Toby. And that troublemaker over there is Jeyo."

Toby gave a polite nod, while Jeyo spun in mid-air, defying gravity. "So you're the Johnny the stars talk about! Heard you're a big deal."

Johnny felt a bit flustered that they already knew him, but strangely, being with them felt effortless. It was as if he had known them for years.

"Actually, we're the Blings. Basically, a team that shines!"

As soon as she introduced the team, Elira closed her eyes, deep in concentration.

A moment later, she opened them. "I just imagined something. It should appear right in front of you any second!"

From the distant sky, clusters of stars drifted down toward Johnny and his friends. "We breathe life into imagination with starlight. That way, the imagination stays alive!"

"You breathe life into imagination?"

At that moment, the stars gathered around Elira. As she touched them, they pulsed with brilliant light and floated back up into the sky.

Johnny remembered the things he had drawn in his past dreams. They had seemed inanimate at first, but they moved according to his emotions, and sometimes even changed shape on their own.

"Is that what you mean by giving life to imagination?"

Elira nodded at his question. "When imagination is shared and passed on to others, it gains life! That way, it can survive for a much longer time!"

That day, Johnny and his friends officially met the Blings, the partners who would share their future adventures. In the sprawling garden of Elira's dreamscape, they spent hours talking about their imaginations and bringing them into reality right before their eyes.

Jeyo launched speech bubbles filled with laughter into the sky, causing the clouds to giggle. They quickly bonded while laughing at Jeyo's creations, throwing the laughter-filled bubbles back and forth in a festival of joy.

Elira used soap bubbles as hard as diamonds to build a bridge connecting the door Johnny had entered through to the doors of the Blings' dreams. It was a link that made visiting each other's dreams effortless. Now, they could truly share their dreamscapes.

Johnny watched the shimmering stars Elira had created. Using his thimble, he drew a line connecting the stars in the sky. The stars aligned into a single beam of light and shot off into the distance like a lightning bolt.

In an instant, the beam was sucked into another dream door far away. Johnny intuitively knew that beyond that door lay another world, other Dreamers, and a vast, interconnected universe of imagination waiting to be explored.

Seeing this, Elira suddenly touched Johnny's thimble and closed her eyes again. The remaining stars in the vicinity drifted toward Johnny. When Elira opened her eyes, the stars, glowing in unison, absorbed themselves into Johnny's thimble.

"Johnny! Now, all the imaginations you create will have their own life, too."

Elira spoke as if casting a spell with her hands. "Imagination disappears quickly if it stays in your head, but if you feel it with your heart, it moves and lives."

Johnny slowly nodded, absorbing her words.

Then, Elira leaned in and whispered. "By the way, Johnny, you know you're a Dreamer, right? All of us here are."

Sage tilted her head. "Dreamer?"

Elira explained the concept to Sage and Ernest. "Dreamers are people who are awake even in their dreams. We can change the content of the dream or create something entirely new. It's not magic; it's the power to control your own mind."

Sage's eyes sparkled. "Control your own mind? And that becomes the dream?"

Elira nodded. "When we sleep, we dream! If you can't control your mind then, you're forced to see only what the dream shows you. But a Dreamer controls their mind to build the dream through imagination."

Johnny asked, "So... does that mean I can make anything I imagine in a dream?"

Toby smiled and added, "We're always practicing too. Imagination isn't just belief; it seems to be effort."

Hearing this, Sage and Ernest began to decorate the dream garden even more elaborately.

Flower petals sang, and clouds vibrated with sound. Seeing this, Johnny used his thimble to draw, summoning golden butterflies that formed rings of light above the garden.

Ernest muttered to himself, "This isn't just a dream. It's a place to train imagination. A place to forge our minds and dreams..."

Dawn was approaching, and a door of soft light appeared in the dream garden. Without thinking, Johnny drew a large door in the air with his fingertip. Space expanded wide, and countless dream doors floated up within it.

It was more than Johnny had expected. Everyone looked up at the sky in awe.

Elira spoke, her voice hushed. "This is... another dream space. I've never seen so many doors. If we open them, I think new worlds and new imaginations are waiting for us!"

Jeyo, the troublemaker, spoke with unusual seriousness. "But be careful, Johnny. There are many dangers for Dreamers. Controlling dreams means changing your entire world."

Johnny nodded. "I know. But... the dream world I believe in is a bright place. Even if someone messes it up, I'll make it bright again."

Elira held out her hand. "Then let's promise. No matter what difficulties we face, we won't give up."

Sage and Ernest placed their hands on Johnny's, and the Blings joined in. The moment their hands met, a multitude of stars shone together, sending blinding light toward all the dream doors. In that light, Johnny saw every imagination he had ever created.

Johnny whispered to himself. "Now, the imagination we made can change this world..."

With those words, Johnny's thimble glowed softly. In that moment, Johnny realized.

Imagination possesses a stronger life when shared than when it is alone.
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​Part I, Chapter 6
The Bleeding of Worlds 
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Since meeting the Blings, Johnny’s dreams had broken free of their old constraints. No longer just conjuring objects, he could now summon plants, animals, and even specific, cherished memories. He could warp the very fabric of his dreamscape, transforming it into entirely new worlds at will.

Every night brought a fresh metamorphosis, a limitless horizon of possibility. But then, a creeping unease began to settle in. His imagination was growing heavy, a burden rather than a gift. The reason lay scattered around his bed each morning: objects uncannily similar to the ones he had forged in his sleep.

"Strange... I made this in my dream last night..." Johnny murmured, turning a star-shaped pebble over in his hand.

The infection spread to the school. To Johnny’s eyes, the hallways seemed to twist and warp, the air shimmering as if the dream world were leaking through the cracks of reality. While other children laughed and played, oblivious, Johnny watched the phenomenon with growing dread.

The tremors widened, rippling through the village until they reached the sanctuary of his own room. Johnny pressed his ear to the silence, listening to the vibration. A whisper slithered from behind the wall.

"Johnny... do you know where the dream ends and reality begins?"

"Who... who's there?" His shout echoed into emptiness. But the answer came not in words, but in a manifestation. A pale mist seeped into the room, swirling in response to his question before turning pitch black and scattering into the corners.

Then came the day the impossible became undeniable. Outside the classroom window, giant soap bubbles—Elira’s creations—drifted lazily through the air. On the soccer field, star-shaped stones the size of balls were laid out in a perfect line, mimicking the constellations Johnny had connected in his dream.

Terrified, Johnny found Sage. "The things from my dreams... they're crossing over!"

Sage nodded, her face grave. "I saw them too. It’s like the dream is spilling into reality."

Ernest joined them, holding out his compass. "Look at this. It's been spinning all day, but now it's locked onto one spot—the garden behind the school!"

Without a word, Johnny and Sage sprinted to the garden. There was no wind, yet the grass swayed in a hypnotic dance, and birds circled overhead in endless, dizzying loops.

Johnny pulled out his thimble and tentatively drew a door in the air. A sudden gust of wind whipped up. The fabric of space tore open, revealing a dream door slightly ajar.

Johnny stared, his mind reeling. Is the beam of light I made by connecting the stars leaking out?

Through the crack in the door, a voice hissed. "Your dreams will plunge reality into chaos... Stop bringing the dream here... Reality will shatter... Imagination has become dangerous..."

Fear clawed at Johnny's chest. The realization hit him with the force of a blow: he had been creating recklessly, unaware that his unguarded imagination was now invading the waking world.

He began to dread falling asleep.

That very night, the dam broke. The ceiling of his room dissolved into starlight, and ocean waves rolled across his floor. He was awake, yet he was drowning in a dream. Then, the world flipped—ceiling became floor, floor became sky—and the voice returned.

"Look, Johnny. This is the anxiety your imagination has birthed. I found the fear in your heart. Just as light casts a shadow, the world isn't made only of brightness."

"I never wanted this..." Johnny whispered, his blood running cold.

"But it exists. You made it, Johnny."

Images flashed through his mind—starlight, laughter, joy... and then, a crushing anxiety. The fear of his dream world collapsing.

The owner of the voice materialized. A small boy with a pale face, dressed in white. His mocking tone shifted to one of calm seduction.

"I can change this for you." "If you need me, call my name! I am Flip!"

The dream was growing monstrous, beyond his control. He had to stop it. Johnny stared at Flip, who lay casually by his bedside, and made his choice.

"Flip, what should I do? I need help!"

Flip smiled. "Sure, I'll help. Just call my name once. And if you want to go back, call it again. That’s the contract."

Johnny nodded slowly. "Flip!" he whispered, and lay back on the bed.

Instantly, the ordinary boy melted into the shadows. His white clothes turned vantablack, his face swallowed by darkness. He leaned in, whispering ice into Johnny’s ear.

"From now on, you will sleep a dreamless sleep..." "Goodnight, Johnny..."

Johnny was pulled into a void. A hollow dreamscape where nothing existed. He stood alone, his eyes dull, his mind fogged, sinking deeper into a grey oblivion. A place where imagination was dead, and nothing ever happened.

That night, Sage and Ernest entered their own dreamscapes, only to find them dimming, infected by the same encroaching darkness. Instinctively, they knew—something terrible had happened to Johnny.

They raced through the dream garden, heading straight for Johnny’s realm. But his world was submerged in a thick, impenetrable shadow. In the blinding darkness, Ernest pulled out his compass.

"That way! Sage, the compass is pointing west!"

Trusting the needle, they ran. In the distance, a faint figure emerged from the gloom. They sprinted harder, screaming his name.

"Wake up, Johnny! Wake up!"

At the sound of their voices, Johnny’s eyelids fluttered in both worlds. Just as they reached him, Flip materialized from the shadows, blocking their path.

"Aren't you afraid of this dream? I can solve that fear for you! My name is Flip. Just call my name once!"

Ernest opened his mouth to speak the name, but Sage grabbed his arm. She stared at Flip, her mind racing.

Call it only once...? That sounds suspicious.

She looked Flip in the eye. "Why only once? Can't we say it twice?"

Flip faltered. The hesitation was all Sage needed. A line from her book of wisdom flashed in her mind like lightning.

Constant repetition brings conviction!

Sage grinned. "What happens if I call your name twice in a row? Flip means to turn over... so two flips would mean returning to the start, right? Let's try repeating it!"

"Flip, Flip!"

As the words left her lips, Flip shot into the air and spun a full circle. Sage, delighted by the reaction, began to chant.

"Flip, Flip, Flip, Flip!"

Ernest joined in, shouting with her.

"Flip, Flip, Flip, Flip!"

Flip spun wildly in the air, dizzy and disoriented, losing his grip on the dream. Seizing the chance, Sage rushed to Johnny and shook him. Johnny opened his eyes, but they were vacant, his spirit still lost.

Sage grabbed his hand and pressed his thimble against his chest. The starlight trapped within the thimble surged out, a brilliant flood of light pouring straight into Johnny’s heart.

Light ignited in Johnny’s eyes. He gasped, his soul returning to his body.

"FLIP!!!"

At his shout, color rushed back into the dreamscape. The darkness receded. Flip, stripped of his shadow, turned white again. Shaking and defeated, he glared at Johnny.

"You can't handle fear. You don't trust yourself yet."

Johnny’s voice was steady, his gaze clear. "You're right. I'm not perfect. But I won't be afraid of my dreams anymore! And you... you're just a shadow my heart created."

With those words, Flip vanished completely. The dream world was whole again. Johnny let out a long breath. Ernest walked up and handed him the compass.

"This compass shakes, but it always finds the way. We might shake too, but like this needle, we'll find our direction in the end. Because we decide our own path!"

Sage summoned her book of wisdom and read a passage aloud.

"When faith wavers, look slowly at your heart again."

"Johnny, a mind can flip... but if we repeat our resolve, that belief becomes unbreakable."

Johnny smiled at Sage’s words and nodded.

The next morning, the line between dream and reality was still blurred. Thousands of stars lingered in the morning sky. It was a bizarre sight, but Johnny felt no fear. He looked up at the impossible sky and whispered.

"When my heart wavers, I'll look at myself again. Because I decide my dreams, and I decide my reality!"

Amidst the trembling of worlds, Johnny was finding his way again.
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​Part I, Chapter 7
The Signal of the Dream League 
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The long night with Flip had passed, and Johnny finally slept a restful, dreamless sleep. When he opened his eyes again in the dream, the Garden of Dreams was glowing with a strange, new luminosity. But this time, the atmosphere was different. The scent of the air had shifted, and the entire garden seemed to be holding its breath, waiting for something.

"What is this...?" Johnny whispered, looking around.

The sky was streaked with pink and gold, and starlight moved in synchronized lines, dancing across the heavens. The trees swayed their leaves gently, whispering to everyone present. The murmur reached Johnny's ears.

"It will begin soon... The competition of dreamers..."

Just then, massive shimmers rippled across the surface of the garden's pond. The waves converged at a single point, shooting a pillar of light straight into the sky. Within that column of radiance, life forms began to materialize—countless birds made of pure light spread their wings and soared upward.

Sage appeared beside him. "Johnny, did you see that? It's a signal!"

"Huh? What kind of signal?" Johnny asked.

Elira, who had been standing near the pond, walked over. "That's right. It's the signal that the Dream League season is about to start! The Dream League is where you can meet Dreamers who control their own dreams!"

"Dream League? Is it... like a tournament?" Ernest asked.

Elira answered quietly, her voice tinged with awe. "Yes. But I've heard the Dream League isn't just about winning or losing. It's a nexus connecting a Dreamer's dreams and emotions. And it's not about who has the 'better' dream, but who creates something more creative and harmonious!"
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