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    To the the person reading this, 

 

You have found a door disguised as a book.

Within these pages lie whispers of forgotten dreams,

seeds of magic waiting to grow,

and the secret language of imagination

that only true dreamers can hear.

Read bravely.

Wonder wildly.

The world you're about to enter remembers you, even if you have forgotten it.
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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Saw the Wind
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Sambuca wasn’t like the other children in her town.

While others kicked footballs across the cracked pavement or scrolled endlessly on tablets, Sambuca sat cross-legged in her garden, eyes closed, hands in the grass, whispering to ants. She wore mismatched socks and a threadbare raincoat no matter the weather. Her hair, the colour of rust and rose petals, was always a little tangled. Her notebooks were filled with strange drawings: spirals that never ended, eyes with stars inside them, and unicorns — but not the pink kind with glittery horns.

No, hers were black, ancient-looking things with manes like smoke and hooves that left ash behind.

She didn’t have many friends. Adults said she was “imaginative” the way some people say “troubled.” Her teachers marked her as quiet and distracted. Her parents, who loved her but didn’t quite understand her, tried to “bring her back to Earth” with puzzles, piano lessons, and supervised playdates that always ended in awkward silence.

But Sambuca had a secret.

She saw things no one else did.

Faces in the walls. Patterns in the puddles. Wind that sometimes shaped itself like claws or wings. She didn’t tell anyone, because she’d tried once — when she was six — and it earned her a visit to someone called a child psychologist. He had kind eyes but a clipboard that made her skin crawl.

Since then, she learned to smile politely and keep the magic to herself.

But the world noticed her anyway.

Especially on the night everything changed.
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