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Introduction

	 

	To the Curious, the Quiet, and the Slightly Lost—

	Beyond the Yellow Brick Road and far from the polish of Emerald City lies a part of Oz that rarely holds still long enough to be remembered. This is Gillikin Country, where maps misplace themselves, trees hum lullabies to mushrooms, and stories prefer to unfold sideways.

	Somewhere in these shifting woods is a hollow called The Forest of Fancies—a place not found, but stumbled into, usually by accident, often by wonder.

	It’s not a land of dragons or daring. There are no heroes here in the traditional sense. Only a Foolish Owl who speaks in riddles, a Wise Donkey who listens more than he speaks, and a girl named Lumira, who arrives clutching a blank book and a half-formed question.

	This story doesn’t ask you to solve puzzles or grow up too fast. It only invites you to do three things:

	✨ To wonder, just a little
✨ To listen between the lines
✨ And to recognize that even the quietest stories can carry the loudest truths

	 

	So if something stirs as you read—if you feel a sigh that isn’t yours, or a thought you forgot you forgot—know this:

	You’ve found the right book. Or perhaps, it’s found you.

	With mischief and meaning,
✨ Dr. T. M. Wells



	




	
[image: Image]




	


Chapter 1 – The Hush Behind the Hush

	[image: A black feather with a white background]Where silence hides more than secrets—it hides beginnings
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B


	efore our story truly begins, before the first riddle is asked or the first page turned, there’s something you really ought to know about The Wonderful Land of Oz.

	Most travelers speak of its famous parts—Munchkinland, with its candy-colored cottages and symmetrical cheer, or Emerald City, with its glimmering towers and overly enthusiastic shine. Even the Yellow Brick Road, curling through the land like a sentence trying very hard to be well-behaved, gets far more attention than it likely deserves.

	But far to the North, where maps get lost on purpose and time occasionally pauses for a nap, lies Gillikin Country—a wilder, quieter corner of Oz that doesn’t fit neatly into any one tale. It is the Northernmost quadrant of the realm, bordered on one side by the vast and yawning Impassible Desert, and on the other by the ragged edges of reason itself. Unlike the precisely peculiar chaos of Munchkinland or the humming industriousness of the Winkie and Quadling regions, Gillikin hums only when it thinks no one is listening.

	Here, mountains shuffle themselves like decks of daydreams. Rivers meander, then nap. Clouds twirl into wind chimes, paper boats, and jars of honey—sometimes all three. And the trees? The trees remember things the stars themselves have forgotten.

	Long ago—or perhaps only last Tuesday—the Foolish Owl and the Wise Donkey wandered up from Munchkinland. Whether it was by accident or an intention is debatable (and the Owl loves a good debate). 


Some say the Owl misjudged the arc of a question about falling stars and misplaced intentions. Others insist the Donkey slipped away when the laughter echoed too brightly for silence to stay.

	Whatever the cause, they found themselves in The Forest of Fancies—a hidden glade tucked within Gillikin’s more peculiar folds. A forest not of simple trees, but of stray parables, sleepy sonnets, and riddles that prefer to be pondered, not solved. It is not a place one finds. It is a place that finds you.

	Cartographers have tried, of course, but their maps tend to blush and smudge themselves into gibberish. 

	The Forest of Fancies resists definition. It blooms in metaphors and mossy mood swings. Noon here doesn’t arrive by the clock—it tiptoes in sideways, balancing on one slipper and humming a lullaby only daisies understand. The sun favors jazz. Time naps between syllables.

	[image: Image]And fancies—those glowing wisps of almost-thoughts—drift like dandelion wishes waiting to be remembered. They flutter through the air like secrets too shy to speak aloud, shimmering with the colors of forgotten ideas and feelings that never found their names.      Some fancies sparkle with dreams not yet dreamed, others hum faintly with memories misplaced but not lost. They brush against shoulders, tickle the tips of ears, and sometimes—if you’re very still—curl gently around your heart, hoping to be noticed.



	



	[image: A cartoon of squirrels and mushrooms]In a sun-dappled clearing woven from shadow and birdsong, the Foolish Owl perched on his favorite crooked branch. Round as a pastry and twice as puffed with pride, he blinked—left, right, and then both at once—and proclaimed with delight: “What hums when it’s hungry, flutters when it’s full, and never finishes a sentence?”

	No one replied. Not the squirrels deep in debate about acorn ethics. Not the beetles polishing punctuation under mushroom caps. Not even the sky, which was sulking over a misplaced comma. “A whisper in a teacup!” the Owl exclaimed grandly. A breeze paused. A mushroom snorted. The sky rolled its eyes. 

	Below, beneath a fern the size of a forgotten secret, stood the Wise Donkey. He was gray as a sigh, steady as a bedtime promise, and slower than a sentence searching for the right word. He didn’t speak. He rarely did. But his ears twitched—once, twice—which meant he was listening.

	The Owl flapped once, feathers ruffling with emphasis. “Oh, Donkey!  Bearer of broccoli-brain and sage-sense! Clearly, the answer was balancing on the edge of the question’s elbow!” The Donkey did not respond, at least not in the usual way. He sniffed a mushroom, set it on a sun-warmed stone, and nodded once. In Donkey-speak, this could mean anything from perhaps to please stop yelling. The Owl, naturally, took it as applause.
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