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"Every lantern carries a wish, every wish carries a light,

and every light carries us forward into tomorrow."



​Dedication

FOR THE DREAMERS WHO look to the stars,

for the wish-makers who send their hopes skyward,

and for every small heart that wonders if its light is enough—

this story is for you.

May you always remember that courage doesn’t need to be loud,

that strength can be gentle,

and that even the quietest shelter can be a lantern to someone else.

And may every step you take, no matter how small,

leave a ribbon of light for tomorrow.

Introduction

Come closer. The lanterns are being lit, and the Hollow is waiting.

Every season, when the days lean into twilight and the stars grow restless, the creatures of Bramblewood Hollow gather for the Festival of Lanterns. Wishes are written, ribbons are tied, and small flames can drift into the night. The sky fills with light, and for a while, it feels as if tomorrow itself is glowing above us.

But lanterns do more than shine. They carry things—hopes, promises, even the gentle truths we’re sometimes too shy to say aloud. And sometimes, when the Hollow leans in and listens, a lantern may bring back something unexpected: a mystery, a gift, or a lesson meant to be shared.

This is the tale of three friends:

Tibby, with her bright ribbons and braver heart than she knows.

Bart, whose strength is as gentle as it is steady.

And Morrow, a drifting cloud who learns that even quiet shelter is a kind of light.

Together, they will follow the spiral of lanterns into places where echoes speak, fireflies dance, and the very heart of the Hollow beats beneath their paws. Along the way, they will learn what every child of Bramblewood comes to know:

That light is never lost.

Those wishes are meant to rise.

And that tomorrow’s lanterns always carry us forward.

So take this story as you would a lantern—hold it carefully, let it glow gently in your hands, and release it into your own sky when you are ready.



​Prologue

BRAMBLEWOOD HOLLOW, the evening before the Festival of Lanterns

The evenings in Bramblewood Hollow had begun to glow differently. Not just with the lanterns strung between branches or the fireflies weaving threadlike paths, but with something Tibby could feel in her whiskers and paws—a hush that sounded like a held breath.

The Festival of Lanterns was coming.

Every year, the Hollow gathered beneath the tall oaks and kindly pines to tie ribbons to wicker frames and whisper wishes into the soft bellies of paper light. Some said the lanterns rose high enough to nuzzle the stars; others swore they drifted toward lost places and carried messages that only the heart could hear. Tibby believed something simpler and truer: that lanterns listened. If you were gentle with your words, careful with your hope, a lantern would keep it safe until the right moment found you.

This year, though, the wind moved like it had somewhere to be. Leaves fell in curious spirals, not straight down, and the creek sang a new note tucked inside its old melody. Even Bart noticed, and Bart the bear was not usually a noticer of tiny, tingly things.

“Feels like the Hollow’s got a tickle,” he murmured that afternoon, balancing a basket of honeycakes on his shoulder. “Like it’s trying not to laugh.”

Tibby twitched her nose. “Or like it’s about to tell a secret.”

They were walking the Lantern Path—an old footway that ran from Tibby’s burrow, past Bart’s favorite blackberry bramble, and toward Meadow Green, where the Festival would bloom tomorrow. Along the path, lantern frames hung in neat rows, waiting. A few had already been dressed in gauzy papers: flame-kissed orange, moonlit cream, berry red. Spools of ribbon sat like patiently coiled snakes: gold, elderberry, cloudblue. The Hollow’s littlest ones had chalked wishes on the stones—crooked hearts, stick-figured families, a lop-eared rabbit with a crown.

Tibby set down her bundle of twine and breathed in the evening—smoke from a distant chimney, cinnamon from Ms. Wren’s buns, moss after a shy drizzle. The sky above the trees had turned the tender color of a peach’s underside.

“Bart?” she asked softly. “Do you ever feel like the Hollow remembers things we haven’t learned yet?”

Bart blinked. His eyes were the color of black tea when the sun shines through it. “Can’t say I’ve said that, Tibs. But I can say it feels true.”

They reached the bend where the ivy wall began—an old stone rise swallowed kindly by green. In summer, the ivy glinted like a thousand tiny shields. It curled and loosened in autumn, showing the stone’s scars and secrets. A wooden sign, hammered by the Lantern Keepers many festivals ago, leaned just so: TIE A RIBBON FOR TOMORROW.

Tibby touched the sign with her paw pads, as she always did for luck. “Tomorrow,” she whispered.

A breeze came, long and low. The lantern frames clinked together like soft bells. Somewhere, a thrush counted three notes and fell quiet.

“Listen,” Tibby said.

They did. At first, only the ordinary sounds of a Hollow evening—crickets stitching, leaves telling stories to the ground. Then, a brightness. It is not exactly a sound but a feeling of a sound, like the moment just before someone says your name. It seemed to come from the ivy itself, from a spot lower than Tibby’s shoulder and a little to the left of the Lantern Keepers’ sign.

Bart tilted his head. “Hollow tickle,” he decided, but he said it in his hush-voice, which he used for library corners and sleeping fawns.

Tibby crouched. The ivy had loosened there, peeling back in a shy curl. Behind it, the stone wasn’t stone but wood—weathered smooth, traced with thin iron vines. A circle, no bigger than Tibby’s paw, sat in the center like a closed eye.

“Oh,” Tibby breathed. “Hello.”

Bart set down the honeycakes so carefully that not a single one jostled. “Well,” he said, “that’s new.”

Tibby’s heart pattered. Not fear—more like the quick-toe steps she took when she discovered the first ripe berry of the season. “It’s... a door,” she said, though saying so out loud felt shy and secret. The lantern frames gave a little shiver as if they, too, had heard.

The circle in the center flickered. Only for a blink, only the smallest candle-fly’s worth of light. Tibby’s whiskers tingled. She looked at Bart, and Bart looked back, and between them was a whole conversation that didn’t need words.

“Should we fetch the Lantern Keepers?” Bart asked.

Tibby thought of Keeper Thimble with her clever keys and Keeper Reed with his careful ways. She thought of how sometimes grown-ups saw problems where children saw puzzles. She pressed her paw to the wood. It was warm—no, not warm, listening. The same feeling she had when a lantern caught her wish and held it close.

“Not yet,” Tibby said. “Let’s listen first.”

They stayed very still. The Hollow seemed to stay still with them.

“Maybe it’s part of the Festival,” Bart whispered. “A surprise the Keepers forgot to tell us about. A new game. A... honeycake cupboard.”

Tibby smiled. “Bart.”

“What? I’m a bear who thinks with his stomach.”

Another flicker. The circle brightened and dimmed, and when it dimmed, it left behind a shape that had not been there before—a thread-thin carving that curved like a question mark. Tibby leaned closer. The little carving wasn’t random. It was a vine. And at the tip of the vine hung a leaf in the shape of a teardrop.

“Do you see it?” she whispered. “It’s a mark. Like an invitation.”

Bart tried to whisper and came out with a rumble. “Invitations usually say where to meet and what to wear.”

“Maybe this one says when,” Tibby murmured. “Maybe it only opens for the Festival.”

They stared. The evening deepened. Fireflies lit their lanterns, one by one. Over the meadow, someone tested a single paper lantern; it swelled with light, rose a rabbit’s height, and then changed its mind and settled back down, as if deciding to wait until tomorrow, too.

The circle didn’t open. The vine didn’t move. But in the hush of that not-happening, Tibby heard it again: the name-sound that wasn’t a sound at all, the feeling of being expected and welcomed.

She thought of her ribbon, still in her pocket—a small strip of cloudblue she’d saved from last year, soft as a sigh. She had not written her wish yet. She had not even settled on words. Wishes were shy things for Tibby; they liked to be courted and teased out slowly with thank-yous, maybes, and if-it-pleases.

Tibby drew the ribbon from her pocket and tied it to the Lantern Keepers’ sign. Her paws made the bow neat and snug. She didn’t speak her wish aloud. She breathed it, the way you breathe on a mirror to see your face a little clearer.

Let the light find who needs it most.

Beside her, Bart tied a ribbon of gold. He said his wish out loud because that was Bart’s way. “Let everyone have enough honeycake,” he whispered, adding, “and enough of the other kinds of sweet.”

The circle glowed again—once, twice—like a heartbeat learning its rhythm. The glow settled into the wood and seemed to drift down, as if the door were a lantern carrying someone else’s wish.

Tibby felt the Hollow’s quiet settle around them like a shawl. She pressed her paw over her chest and made herself a second promise, the kind you tuck under the first like a second blanket.

I’ll be ready. And I’ll be kind with my wish.

A moth brushed her ear and was gone. Bart cleared his throat softly, meaning he was full of something he didn’t know how to say.

“Tibs?” he asked.

“Mmm?”

“If the Hollow is remembering something... do you think it wants us to remember it, too?”

Tibby thought of the door-that-wasn’t-a-door-yet, the quiet glow, the feeling of being expected. She thought of lanterns listening. She thought of how sometimes you found a path only by promising to walk it.

“Yes,” she said simply. “I do.”

They gathered twine, ribbons, honeycakes, and chalk and started along the Lantern Path. Behind them, the ivy hugged the wood again, tender as a friend wrapping another’s shoulders. The door did not open. The circle did not shine.

But somewhere beneath root and stone, a small golden light stirred and turned, like an eye waking in the dark.

Tomorrow, the Hollow would crowd Meadow Green with lanterns and laughter. Wishes would lift into the velvet sky tomorrow, a hundred small suns rising. Tomorrow, the Festival would begin.

Tonight, Tibby carried a secret between her paws and her heart, warm as a candle cupped from the wind.

I’ll be ready, she told the night.

And the night, which was very old and kind, seemed to nod.
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​Chapter One: The Hollow Awakens
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Morning stretched softly across Bramblewood Hollow, spilling golden light through the trees. The air hummed with the quiet excitement when something long-awaited is finally near. Today was no ordinary day. Today was the Festival of Lanterns.

The Hollow had a way of waking differently on festival mornings. The grass seemed taller, sparkling with dew like it wanted to be part of the celebration. The brook, usually content to gurgle lazily over its stones, sang a brighter tune as it hurried to meet the meadow. Even the clouds above seemed to move more gently, like sails trimmed for a steady voyage.

Tibby the rabbit was the first to stir. Her small paws padded across her burrow as she fussed with a bundle of ribbons. They were not just ordinary ribbons, but the bright berry-red and golden-yellow ones she had been saving for weeks. She twirled them carefully around each lantern frame, tying them into bows that fluttered when she shook them.

“Oh, they must be just right,” Tibby muttered to herself, ears twitching. “The lanterns must look as though they’re carrying joy itself.”

Her whiskers quivered with both excitement and worry. Tibby loved the festival more than anything, but this year she felt a tickle of nervousness deep inside, as though the shadows near the forest’s edge had been whispering secrets only she could hear.

Meanwhile, across the meadow, Bart the bear lumbered out of his den with a yawn so wide a sparrow nearly flew into it. He stretched, scratched his back against the oak by his door, and hoisted a crate filled with lantern oil onto his shoulder.

“Strong shoulders, strong lanterns,” Bart grinned, though his thoughts were quieter than his voice. Deep in his heart was a wish—tender, secret, and fragile as a butterfly wing. He hadn’t dared write it down yet. Wishes were meant for lanterns, but some wishes felt too heavy to trust to flame.

Still, Bart's eyes softened as he set the crate beside the gathering place. This year, he may be brave enough to let his wish rise.

Morrow drifted above them, a cloud as white as spun thistle-down, trailing faint curls of silver. Of all the Hollow’s friends, Morrow was the calmest, though this calm often disguised the way he worried about things no one else thought of. He looked down at the bustle below—Tibby with her ribbons, Bart with his crates, neighbors carrying bundles of reeds and rolls of paper—and felt something shift in the air.

It wasn’t the usual festival anticipation. It was something new, like a tremor in the breeze.

Morrow lowered himself toward the meadow and sighed. “Today feels... different,” he said softly, though no one quite heard.

By midmorning, Bramblewood Hollow was alive with activity. Foxes wove reeds into lantern frames, hedgehogs carried pots of paste, and robins darted overhead with messages, chirping reminders of who needed what. Children tumbled through the grass, giggling as they tried to chase floating scraps of paper that slipped from the worktables.

The great oak at the meadow’s edge stood tall, its branches strung with garlands of ivy. It had witnessed every Festival since Ellin’s first lantern, and if you pressed your ear against its bark, you might hear it creak the old stories. Today, it seemed to hum with pride.
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