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 To the Dream That Lives in You

[image: ]

 

To the quiet dreamers,
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 the deep feelers,
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 and the brave hearts

 who carry questions no one else sees.

To every child who ever wished for more,

 and every grown-up who quietly still does—

 This story is your whisper in the dark,

 your spark in the stillness.

For those who wonder silently,

 for those who love without needing words,

 and for those who keep walking

 even when the road disappears...

May you find yourself between these pages,

 not as someone waiting for magic—

 but as the magic itself.

With all my heart,

 The Wishkeeper
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Introduction
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Some occurrences in the world go unnoticed—

A leaf falls, no one sees.

A creaking step no one hears.

A moment quietly slips by when it wants no attention.

Zayan was a boy who lived in a village.

He never noticed the pocket before.

It wasn't sewn with different thread or made unique with a

particular stitch. It sat quietly inside his jacket, pressed

against the lining; it looked as if it had always been. It

hadn't. At least... it hadn't been here yesterday.
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He couldn't remember it.

 

 

It was a jacket his grandmother gave him years before,

well-loved, warm, and a little too big. He wore it on days

the wind was too sharp, or the rain whispered against

the windows. The old jacket smelled like cinnamon and
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