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The Curiosities came at dawn.


By the time Miro woke, they had 


already chosen their nesting space.















At first, the Curiosities were quiet. 


They blended in. 


At first, Miro didn’t even notice 


them, perched on his shoulders 


and nuzzled in his hair.


At first, Miro thought the tingle he 


felt was just the warmth of the sun 


or the murmuring of the wind.



























The Curiosities would point and chirp and pull him towards places 


hidden away from everyday eyes. They showed him how to swim 


with the stars and tickle the songs from the earth. 


But slowly, Miro began to see things differently. 


He began to feel things differently, 


and do things differently too.















They showed him how to whisper up 


waves and weave clouds to make 


stories for the wind.















Miro had never noticed 


all the oddments and 


snippets before, all those 


wonders and possibles 


waiting in the shadows 


where no-one else looked.
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