Miss Howell
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Lily, a girl with bright, inquisitive eyes and a
mop of curly red hair, peered out her window.
Rain tapped a steady rhythm against the glass
on this gloomy Tuesday afternoon. Most kids
her age would be playing indoors, but Lily felt a
strong pull towards the old library at the end of
Maple Ridge's quietest street. It stood like a
forgotten friend, its tall windows usually
reflecting the sky, but today, they looked like
sleepy eyes. "Today's the day," she whispered,
grabbing her bright yellow raincoat and a sense

of growing excitement.
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Pushing open the heavy wooden door, Lily
Y NN b stepped inside, the scent of old paper and dust
|‘ ? i lv il\\gl | tickling her nose. Sunlight, despite the rain,
I L “ — seemed to find its way through the highest
|l:'E /\“/“—= Ih i| - windows, casting warm, dappled patterns on the

1. worn wooden floor. Towering shelves, crammed
with books of every size and color, loomed
around her like silent giants. A hush filled the air,
broken only by the soft drip of rain outside and
the gentle creak of the floorboards beneath her
sneakers, making the library feel like a secret

waiting to unfold.
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As Lily wandered deeper, her fingers trailing
along dusty spines, she noticed a faint,
shimmering glow coming from a shadowed
corner. Her heart thumped with excitement as
she carefully navigated around a grand, ancient
globe. Tucked away behind it, she found a small,
intricately carved wooden box. Inside, nestled
on velvet, was a single, leather-bound book with
no title, its pages softly glowing with a warm,
inviting light. A tiny, mischievous sparkle danced
within its covers, promising adventures beyond

Imagination.
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