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    Chapter 1: The Sleeping Forest

    [BGM: soft wind through ancient trees, a single distant bell chime]

    Once upon a time, in a forest filled with silver flowers and talking butterflies, something had gone very wrong.

    Every single flower had stopped glowing. Every butterfly had gone quiet. Even the little stream that used to giggle and splash had fallen perfectly still, like a mirror left on the ground.

    At the edge of this sleeping forest stood a small cottage with a crooked chimney. Inside, a child named Casey knelt beside an old wooden box and pulled out a shimmering wand no bigger than a pencil.

    Casey turned the wand over slowly in both hands. It was the last magic wand in the whole forest. All the other spellcasters had gone away, one by one, and nobody knew how to wake the forest back up.

    [Determined] "I'll figure it out," Casey whispered, pressing the wand gently to one cheek. "I have to."

    Casey stepped outside and looked at the silent trees. The silver flowers drooped sadly. A butterfly sat completely still on a stone, its wings folded shut like a tiny closed book.

    Casey took a deep breath and walked in.

    ---

  

  
    Chapter 2: The Riddle in the Roots

    [BGM: deep humming earth, hollow wood knocking, mysterious and slow]

    Deep inside the forest, where the oldest trees grew, Casey found something surprising. At the base of the tallest tree, carved right into the bark, were three pictures.

    A sun. A drop of water. A hand.

    Casey crouched down and stared at them. The pictures seemed to glow just the tiniest bit, like embers almost gone cold.

    [Excited] "It's a riddle!" Casey said, jumping up.

    But riddles are not always easy. Casey tried pointing the wand at the sun first and said a rhyming spell. Nothing happened. Then Casey waved the wand at the carved water drop and hummed a little song. Still nothing.

    Casey sat down on a root and hugged both knees.

    Maybe I'm doing it wrong. Maybe I'm not good enough.

    But then Casey looked at the butterfly on the stone nearby. Its wings were still folded shut. It looked so lonely.

    Casey stood back up.

    [Calm] "One more try," Casey said softly. "I'm not leaving you all alone."

    Casey looked at the three pictures again. The sun. The water. The hand. And then, like a puzzle piece clicking into place, Casey understood. They didn't mean three separate spells.

    They meant one thing: warmth, kindness, and a helping hand.

    Casey pressed a palm flat against the bark of the old tree, held the wand to its heart, and this time didn't say any fancy words at all. Casey just thought about how much the forest was missed, how much everything in it was loved.

    The wand grew warm.

    ---

  

  
    Chapter 3: The Forest Wakes Up

    [BGM: rising strings, birdsong blooming, gentle rushing water returning]

    A tiny hum started deep inside the tree. Then it spread, like a yawn, from root to root, from tree to tree, across the whole quiet forest.

    The stream began to giggle first.

    Then one silver flower opened, then another, then ten, then a hundred, glowing softly like little nightlights popping on one by one.

    The butterfly on the stone twitched its wings. It flapped once, twice, and then it rose into the air. It circled Casey's head three times and landed gently on Casey's nose.

    [Happy] "Oh!" Casey laughed, going cross-eyed trying to look at it.

    The butterfly fanned its wings open, and they shimmered gold and blue.

    All around, the forest filled with colour and sound. Leaves rustled. Birds sang. Two rabbits came hopping out from behind a bush, their noses wiggling with curiosity.

    Casey looked around at all of it, at every glowing flower and splashing drop of water, and felt something warm and full settle right in the middle of the chest.

    The wand in Casey's hand glimmered once, like a little star winking.

    [Calm] "I didn't give up," Casey said quietly, to no one and to everyone all at once.

    The forest sang back, in its own leafy, rustling way.

    And the last spellcaster smiled, and stayed a while longer among the silver flowers, just to listen.

    The End
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