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Dedication

 

To every shy heart hiding a story:

 

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

Keep whispering your magic.

 

You’re already becoming the wave.

And to the circles we build — to the ones who spoke in their own ways, and the ones who hold space until they do.
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🌿Chapter One: Whispers Under the Oak
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Maia sat cross-legged beneath her oak tree, a notebook in her lap and sunlight dancing through the leaves above her. Around her, the Circle of Storytellers had come alive — not just with words, but with laughter, snacks, and scribbled pages flapping in the breeze.

Ava was sharing a poem about a moon that lost its glow. The twins were acting out a story where two foxes opened a bakery. Jamie sat quietly at the edge, nibbling a granola bar and listening with wide eyes.

Maia smiled. The circle had grown since the day she first gathered a few shy friends to share their stories. Now, it felt like a second home — a place where voices could stretch and stumble and shine.

But even as her chest swelled with pride, Maia remembered what it felt like to be new. To wonder if your story was good enough. To think maybe your voice should stay tucked away, just in case.

She glanced at Jamie, who caught her eye and looked down quickly.

“Your turtle story is still my favourite,” she whispered to him with a grin.

Jamie blushed but smiled back.

The breeze picked up, and a small acorn dropped beside her foot. Maia picked it up and turned it over in her hand.

A familiar warmth bloomed in her pocket.

“Still with me?” she whispered.

From inside, a soft voice buzzed. “Always.”

Bella was still there. And so was the magic.
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🎪 Chapter Two: Mrs. Turner’s Surprise
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Maia didn’t think anything could surprise her anymore during circle time. After all, she’d seen foxes tell jokes, turtles find courage, and a boy who once wouldn’t say hello now couldn’t stop narrating his life like a superhero.

But when Mrs. Turner walked up the path to the oak tree with a wide smile and a clipboard under her arm… something was definitely up.

“Hello, my darlings,” she said, tucking a strand of grey hair behind her ear. “I have some news.”

The circle went quiet. Even the twins stopped trying to balance apples on their heads.

“There’s going to be a festival in town next month,” Mrs. Turner continued. “It’s called the Festival of Voices. It’s a big celebration — music, poetry, storytelling, songs, all shared in the town square.”

Maia had heard of the festival before. Her mum had taken her once, and they’d listened to a woman tell ancient legends while a man played a cello behind her. Everyone had clapped and cried and bought cookies shaped like microphones.

“It’s usually for grown-ups,” Mrs. Turner went on. “Or older students from the big schools. But this year…” She smiled wider. “The organizers want something new. Something different. Something from younger voices.”

Everyone leaned in.

“They’ve asked if the Circle of Storytellers would like to perform.”

Silence.

Ava dropped her pencil. Jamie stopped chewing mid-bite.

“Perform?” Maia said.

“In the festival?” Ava squeaked. “But… but people will be watching.”
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