The child continued riding on Notches’ back as he followed the ghost through the place, passing
by statues and railroads.

Steam locomotives were placed at random points of the place the child noticed, some with
statues inside the coaches.

Even diesels, electrics, and many others scattered around Sodor as Notches passed everything,
looking like everything was frozen.

The child sits up a little to look at the surroundings as they head towards what looks like a
mountain, and Notches feels his fur tugging a little.

“Is something wrong back there?” Notches asked.
“No, nothing is wrong,” the child answered. “I’m just looking at my surroundings.”
“Mhh,” Notches nodded as he continued following the ghost. “Sodor is famous for its vehicles.”

“Really?” the child asked.

“Yeah,” Notches nodded. “They all work on Sodor to help many people and even take visitors
from different countries to travel.”

The child stayed silent after Notches explained, looking thoughtful about what he said before he
stopped when he entered a vast forest filled with animal statues and then stopped at the
mountain.

Stephanie hopped off Notches’ shoulders and took off her necklace, transforming back into her
human self as she scooped him up into her arms, allowing him to climb into her sweater’s hood.

The ghost transformed into
their human form and pointed
at a tree trunk near the
mountain before disappearing
into thin air.

“...That was weird.” Notches
frowned.




2

She walked up to the tree trunk and felt around it curiously with her hands, feeling something in
front of her that was a little loose.

“What do you feel?” Notches asked, walking up next to her.
“I feel a door,” the child responded.

She pushed on the log and heard a click before a door opened when she moved her hands back,
revealing the inside.

“A secret compartment!” Notches perked.

“It’s almost like the desk back at Shining Time Station!” the child exclaimed.

“That’s right!”” Notches nodded. “What'’s inside?”

They poked their heads into the log and discovered a worn-out bag with a journal beside it.

The child reached in and took the items out from inside, placed the worn-out bag next to her,
and noticed it was filled with something heavy as she held the journal close to her chest, closing
the log’s secret door before sitting on top of it.

“What's that?” Notches asked, hopping on her lap.

“It looks like a journal,” the child responded.

The child opened the journal and noticed handwriting from someone with a dark blue ribbon as
a bookmark and a small flower symbol.

Strangely, it looked like the same symbol on the pocket watch she had found, as Notches cocked
his head a little in curiosity.

The child went to the first page of the journal, and the page reads;

November 2lst, 1987

You wouldn't believe what happened today at the Shining Time Station!
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I was told to wait as my dad went off o take a train to a meeting, and while waiting, I met a

small man the size of a doll!
He fold me his name was ‘Mr. Conductor,” and he lives on the Island of Sedor.

I asked what the Island of Sedor was, and Mr. Conductor said the Island of Sedor is a magical
world where steam locomotives, diesel locomotives, and any type of vehicle reside and work

+09e+her to make Sedor a better place.

I felt excited and curious as Mr. Conductor explained further about the Island of Seder, felling

me some details about the island.

T wanted to ask if I could come with him to the Island of Seder, but my dad, unfortunately,
arrived before I could ask Mr. Conductor.

Mr. Conductor disappeared after my dad appeared, and I was surprised and a little sad when
he disappeared and started to leave the station.

I fold my dad everything about what Mr. Conductor told me, but my dad scoffed and told me

that I ‘shouldn’t believe in a stranger’s imagination.
But it is reall

JIs it

I need fo see Mr. Conductor fo see if that island is real and prove it to my dad o make him

believe it!

Tl come to the station fomorrow since that is when Dad is busy with work, and there is no

schoo| +hat day either!

I just hope Mr. Conductor is there, though.



From: Avril Uriel.

The child cocked her head slightly after noticing the written page and flipped to the next,
reading what the stranger named ‘Avril’ wrote.

November 22nd, 1987

When my dad was busy with work, I snuck out of the house and went to Shining Time Station,
searching for Mr. Conductor as I had hoped in the previous diary entry.

And o my luck, Mr. Conductor appeared at that exact moment after T asked, “Mr. Conductor?

Are you here?”

I told him what I wanted and how much I felt curious about the Island of Seder, wanting to

see it.

Mr. Conductor calmed me down and +old me he could +ake me +o the Island of Seder, as he had
done o other children he met.

I was curious about who the children were, but I followed Mr. Conductor’s words as he used

his whistle, and we were magically teleported into the mural of the train tunnel.

The tunnel was beautiful and had shimmers, almost like we were wading through the ocean’s

water.

To my surprise, Mr. Conductor had me shrink down to his size as we fraveled through the

tunnel and soon exited from it as we had popped out of the buffers.

After the ride through the tunnel, Mr. Conductor led me up the hill and showed me the Island
of Sedor, which ook me by surprise.
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Millions of vehicles were around, mainly locomotives, as they were taking rucks filled with

goods across the rails, and cars were driving 'H\rOugh.

After finally arriving on the Island of Sedor, Mr. Conductor fook me to the rails, and a train

came over.
But it was not a normal steam train like the one back at Shining Time Station.
I+ was alive and had a face on the front!

I didn't scream when the train appeared but was surprised to see the live train.

Mr. Conductor helped me board the coaches the train arrived with, and we rede through the

island.

During the ride, I was very excited about riding in a steam locomotive coach as I dreamed of

experiencing it long ago.

We arrived at Knapford, and Mr. Conductor introduced me to Sir Topham Hatt the Second, who

was with his $win sons, Bertram and Lowham.

Bertram was shy when I was intreduced to him, as Lowham was confused about me, but I

was patient and introduced myself.

When the aduls talked in the office, T asked Bertram and Lowham about Seder, causing
Bertram to perk as Lowham started talking.

Lowham told me Seder was a part of the Mainland (England), and he and his brother usually

saw their cousins whenever Christmas or Thanksgiving came.

Of course, Berfram asked if T was American, and I said yes, even telling them it was my first

time arriving in Sedor.



Lowham got excited and ook me to their grandfather while Bertram followed, telling him they

wanted o show me around Sedor.
And that is how I learned most about Sedor, from traveling with their Grandfather.

He soon took me to a playground and introduced me to his friends, a big group of people, to
be honest.

They were friendly towards me and showed me games to play, and somehow I managed to win

hide—and-seek.

I love being in Sedor and meeting with my friend, who we call the ‘Dream Team,” having dreams

of being a firefighter, a postman, a conductor, an engineer, a builder, and for me?
I have a dream of solving Sedor’s mysteries!

It was a surprise for my friends, but they agreed with my dream, and we ook this picture
with the help of Bertram’s grandfather’s photographer.

For my father, I decided to keep this world a secret since he would never believe my words if I

told him.
Ooh, we're qoing to play a new game!
Tl write later!

From: Avril Uriel.

A soft smile appeared on the child’s face as she continued reading the pages written in the diary,
explaining how close friends Avril was to his friends, from playing little pranks to showing
them what he had discovered.
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His relationship with his dad was strained because of his disbelief in Sodor and because he
always forced him to become a business worker instead of pursuing his dream.

It almost sounds familiar...

But the picture the page said was missing, causing her to feel confused about where the picture
could be.

Searching through the island could help her find it.

She flipped through the pages as the handwriting got better and more cursive before stumbling
upon a page that perked her interest.

January 15, 1997,
JWW nwaténmedéb/ezw

cﬂsea/wheotnu/ Wuiﬁathe/p’s hau/se/aé—te/phe/fzwssedmuaz/&wmsmm and 4 stumbled upon o secrel
cemfm/zfnm:f/nea/vhubeo&

TM&MWWW/@MIM@MWMWWWWMWst and o letler
thal Teld me it was neuk/w/.sswtd&umt&hm which he had crealed.

Jmmwmmsmwwmqﬁmm when we mel; te//mgzﬂwwwhatmq%mndﬁaﬂ»m
had wrilten To me.

There was wmesws/axlcésnﬂwtd;cedd/’uobmén/w, and/neﬂm»g/wa/.s weirnd aboul &

(ﬂaocefiedwhatﬂml telotnwanotdwdeott&m&ﬂwp&cketwa&hﬁ%ﬁw'&nw n&&cmyﬂwwnawa/s

et night

B@WWWWWWJMWdM% arms To The exact time; and when &
pressed the Top, & had Transfsrmed énlba/haléfysat, halj-human hybrid



ﬂﬁ'wo'l WWW hybrid; pesple started To panic, mdo'l/&uwdﬂwmbybufzwwe/vmqnwk
/egzs and/mukm?anmwlnws%

J 5WWWW%WMW%M@U@@MW W/L/W?/(rackwnmnw/ when

had Transformed me inle o goal hybrid.

gue/u/me/te/d/me/cﬂ should hide the pockel walch since i was dange/ww&ﬁefvaxteena?e/bandcwwde/v
cl&tln,%smwﬂbéngze/w

But 4 was am,a/}edatdz WWW@M@J&%W WWWW some concern
So, that is hewr § discovered Thal The pockel walch my Wudﬁnﬂw/vgouf@mow a/fwwe/zéu/ dem used
“Hey, that’s the pocket watch I found!” the child perked.

“It does sound like it,”” Notches nodded. “Avril might be the guy I saw transforming and saving
me t00.”

“Really?” the child perked.
“Yep,” he nodded. “He was a very nice man. I wish you could meet him someday.”
The child nodded in agreement after Notches told her before looking at the next page curiously.

She came across the end of the journal, looking confused as it read;



Januanry 25th, 1997,
Something amagzing happened Today!

As we were walking dewn The palh, d suddenly Tripped over something in The ground and nearly fell
sver The side, bul Henry cau?hfzm@(m&smcﬂ wulct&n.// entirely.

)hen 4 wa/s/aul/eotuplgr/zmﬂw 5@@95»#1@17:@/ J mped’eotwlm,tgq had Tripped over, 5@@019/wh017
losked lihe o massive C/u/éta,/./

Jthaotsplwuzt&dWFam W#WWWWM wcﬂteokﬂwfm/d}s wilh me as o
mnglac/uptal,

wal‘e/uérva/wwlw/mmﬂwdwt&/w«m%

Th@phsmo/um?/ J umlkedawaqé—/wmﬂwchqslh/wamwe/wt and Kolhleen called To Tell me aboul her

day.

The call weni;a//(iﬂezlenge/z/ﬂmno’l anlicipated, anctsenwﬂuﬁgzhafszfwdwhélexwlkéng«wdhmeﬁmq
Ar/ulmd/s.

So when § returned to the crystal, oll the color had drained; and it was new sunrsunded wilh gliller,
where The waler used To be.

Somehow the crystal daself abssnbed The waler and Transformed wmwgmw
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dnenically, § was excited aboul what § had discovered and kidnapped Bertham and Lowham,

They wene nighthully mad aften being kidnapped; but § shoused them what happened even showing the

same Wtene/ amtﬂwp/wce/u.

This time; § watched as the crystal’s color drained and absorbed inte The water, Tansforming it inte
9/%/2/.

Mr. Conductor, uras 5u/zfm'wec£t&leafmﬂwtﬂwm75w0‘l WWW nwole/ogrgﬂlo&dwst/wnuwm,
whbdbheﬂwughtmlq;fadq weuld produce.

But this proved.Tor be complelely diffenent jrom, whal we oll theught;

& could losk further inte This olwstfw/z,tsgr,S’edsfu, and § would like T know if There are any other
dusts like The Gold Dust.

Jo nemind me, #W&Wwpmoﬁpapmémmkm?GddDmtwdhqu5 whenever § encounter
am/DwstC/u,stajs.

After reading the journal, the child cocked her head slightly as she said, “‘Dust Crystals?’”

“I never heard of that before,” Notches responded as the child closed it.

The child looked thoughtful as she placed the journal into her sweater’s pocket before picking
up the worn-out bag next to her.

She noticed it was worn down from age and was heavy when she picked it up, but it did not rip
when she lifted it... for the moment until it did so and the contents fell on the ground.

10



11

“Well, that works,” Stephanie sighed as she placed the bottomless bag to the side as Notches
was chuckling.

Notched jumped off the child’s lap after the bag ripped and looked at the worn-out bag’s
contents on the ground.

There were tools inside, ranging from a screwdriver with the tip covered in dirt, a hammer, a
water sprayer, and a small journal.

‘How many journals does this Avril write?’ the child thought as she took out the small journal.

She opened the small journal, seeing the same handwriting from Avril and the process of
making this ‘Gold Dust.’

A small note on the side read;

J hauameated/ﬂw&mt[)u/.st(,{/huﬂeﬂwtaﬂm me To Trhavel (mﬁuemS’ed&/pand/ShumL? [ime
Statien, even to aveid my dad whenever he comes arsund.

M(/W&x/sw helped me creale the Dust (|Jhistle and test it with the Gold Dust Soder Thrives on,
which s o success!

(%—uw’/w/uc/u/, mmnwk&nudW@DuAt(,{/hx}sﬁeA ﬁ%cencludb/w t&u/.se/ésfvbmue/ wfﬂwuf//uuuung/
lour on Gold, Dust!

But § can’t stone The (Gold Dust anyuwrhere withoul the Dust ({}histie; & is The only wu/we/&sﬁ/keep,mgz i
other Than The conduclor whistles helped them nwk@émﬂwm/.se/m.

The child looked thoughtful and reached up to the Dust Whistle around her neck, looking at it
thoughtfully as she looked at the gold symbol.

But it does not make any sense with the other symbols on it.

She shrugged as she put the Dust Whistle away, placing the journal into her sweater’s pocket,
and turned to the mountain with Notches, watching as the ghost reappeared and pointed at
something in the rock before disappearing.

11
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“Theres another secret compartment?” Notches asked, mostly muttering.
“Mhbh, that could be,” the child nodded.

The child and Notches approached where the ghost pointed and looked, seeing something
golden stuck within the rock.

“Hey,” Notches perked. “Is that what I think it is?”
“It looks like it,” the child nodded.

She pushed her glasses into place and picked up the water bottle, spraying at the section where
it was sticking out.

After a few sprays, the child placed the bottle away, took out the hammer, and aimed her
screwdriver, using it as a chisel as she chipped at the rock from the crystal.

The chipping lasted a few minutes before finally removing all the rock around the golden item,
coming across a hand-sized golden crystal!

The child took the crystal out of the rock and stared at it with surprise, finally seeing what this
‘Dust Crystal’ was.

“This is what a Dust Crystal looks like?” the child asked.
“It doesn t say much, does it?”” Notches asked as the child looked at him.

“Yeah,” the child nodded. “I’1l get a journal of mine and try sketching them out to let others and
maybe Avril know what they look like.”

“Good idea.” Notches nodded.

She placed the Dust Crystal into her sweater’s pocket before stopping when she noticed
something else sticking out of the rock.

“What’s that?” The child looked confused.

12
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The child took out the sprayer and sprayed at the section before using the hammer and
screwdriver to chip at the rock.

She sees something silver underneath, so the child continues to chip at the rock and pauses a
few times to spray it with water.

Eventually, the child finally uncovered what was silver and took out another gemstone, except it
was a Dust Crystal itself!

“Another one?” the child blinked. “I thought there was supposed to be only Gold Dust.”

She stared at the crystal with confusion before placing it into her sweater’s pocket,
double-checking if any more Dust Crystals were poking out.

After double-checking, the child watched as the ghost transformed into an orb and toward one
of the buildings.

“I think he wants us to enter that home,” the child perked, picking Notches up before following
the ghost with the items and Dust Crystals she had collected in her sweater’s pocket.

But it was a little heavy for her to carry them all, and she was worried about her pocket ripping,
reminding herself she needed a bag.

The child followed the ghost while carrying Notches in her arms and approached the house as
the door automatically opened, signaling they could enter.

There was some hesitation as the child stared at the door, but she took a deep breath and
entered, closing the door behind her.

She turned back to the ghost as the ghost mentioned the stove in the kitchen as it was connected
to the dining room before disappearing into thin air.

“He wants me to cook something?” the child said out loud.

“I don t think he means literally cooking something.” Notches spoke as the child placed him
down. “I think he is trying to show us something else.”

The child perked after Notches explained before walking over to the stove and reaching into her
pockets, taking out the two Dust Crystals she found and placing them on the counter.

13
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She reached inside and removed the small journal from her sweater’s pocket, opening it to the
first page where the handwritten message was on the back of the front cover.

Only two pages from the journal were written, but the others were blank.

She wondered why this stranger only stopped on Gold Dust and did not write anything about
the silver Dust Crystal.

‘Maybe this is a good time to write down and draw sketches of different Dust Crystals,” the
child thought.

The first section of the page reads;

I Cathen pieces of crystals from Muffler Mountain andl be careful notto- break any spen to get
sich fpom the (il Dust

The child looked over at the crystals worriedly, wondering what is ‘Wild Dust,” flipping to the
second page as it reads,

Black Goo: This Black Gos nesulls from mixing lwe sr mone diffenent Dusts together while crealing
Tthem and (s very alan?e/wwst&wse.

thd/co/z/zufztam/ /WWWWWJM%W%MWWW@WW

Bl/ ma/wngxﬂws ennsry the user will alse become corrupl.

Processed Duste Processed Dmtmbbamﬁafzm/ any electhonic on vehicle inte ha/é'-hwnanom tﬁtmchw[/
ot consumed, in/.sttmﬂt/.

I can be neversible %wsedfszfwdq Dust revenses ﬂw%iw‘bs

14
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However, There ane many %e/mtcele/ﬂypa and results gmwch,%mmmum some are moie
wpéq,u&ﬂw/voﬂwu.

Wid Dust: (|)ild Dust dees MWW much, /Wbehbzdwmm, nese dawmedum% and,
o coughing i

Jtcazvl‘/zamﬁemme/edhem and vehicles mlbhalkhunw/wm %'@u@h@dmwmumwma/weekm
(,{/é//net/azst/ongza/wtwé// 5/&(0‘/(/%06’&@%%”@9%(’6&% poss and will seen lose Their sentience.

“Oh, okay,” the child sighed in relief. “So I need to be careful with accidentally breaking these
Dust Crystals open, and I would get sick. It’s better than getting COVID-19 back in 2019.”

She glanced at the camera from the corner of her eye with a slight grimace expression with
Notches but noted the ‘Black Gee,” not wanting to get herself corrupted if she accidentally mixed
the Gold and Silver Dust Crystals.

The child flipped over to the first page after reading the description of what the Dusts do, and
the second half of the first page reads;

2 Tak&w/any&ﬂand&d/ﬂwwtw&ﬂpdmwate@upwmm, andp/mﬂz@pstontsyw
stove.

The child placed the book down and searched the house, eventually finding a large pot and
going over to the sink.

She placed the pot in and started the water, filling it as she had one hand in to check if the water
was up to the rivets.

When she felt her fingertips touching the water, the child removed her hand and turned the
water off, picking the heavy pot up and placing it on the stove.

She dried her hands off and picked the book up, reading the second part of the first page;

15
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3 B/zmgxﬂw waler To o bodl and place The crystals inside the same color scheme, bul de net mix
Me/z/nw/wc/u/éta/é %WM@M mﬂw/wt

The child placed the book down and turned the stove on, watching patiently as the water soon
boiled after two or three minutes.

She picked up the golden Dust Crystal and placed it into the water, watching it sink to the
bottom, and picked the journal up as she had brought the boiling water down to a medium.

The second half of the first page reads;

4 S’G/z/ﬂwwale/vyaﬂq wilh o sposn and walch as & Twwns inle color unlil The crystals are
drained of Their colon sr until they ane tanslucent and The waler Thansgorms inls dust

The child took a wooden spoon and started to stir the water inside the pot, watching in
amazement as the water slowly transformed into golden glitter.

The crystal in the middle was drained from its color and glitter and was translucent.

The child turned the stove off after the water transformed into glitter and picked the journal up,
reading it as the next part of the first page reads;

5. Oncaﬂwcaqstals meﬂw/vdxzwwo&eﬁtkmwlm or Thanslucent, lh/wﬂwd/méneo&c/zqdhjs oul
mdpe%%@d%ﬁ&@wmﬂaeﬁqmmm%

The child placed the book down, picked up the Dust Whistle from around her neck, and turned
to the Dust curiously.

Suddenly, the Gold Dust lifted from inside the pot and went into the Dust Whistle, flipping it
with fresh Gold Dust, and each drop of the Dust filled the whistle to the top.

“I did 1t!” the child cheered.
“Fantastic!” Notches smiled.

“I can get back home now!” the child smiled back, then paused after mentioning ‘home” and
muttered, “But where can I go home now?”

16
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“What do you mean?” Notches asked.

She looked at the Dust Whistle around her neck thoughtfully, her expression a mixture between
worry and disappointment.

“Well,” she began as she looked at the Dust Whistle. “I was kicked out of my house by my

999

supposed ‘parents,’” she quotes with her fingers after releasing the Dust Whistle. “But if I do
return home... they’ll just continue controlling my life and make sure I do their bidding.”

She crossed her arms over her chest and slowly added, “And this world will be forgotten, and
these people will be stone statues forever.”

She forced herself to stop as she shook her head, mumbling, “No, no, no, no, I don’t need to
work myself up over that.”

Notches looked confused after the child muttered, but instead of pressuring her to explain more,
he just went silent to let her take her time.

When she noticed two extra written works on the page, she placed her Dust Whistle around her
neck and picked up the journal.

The two read;

6. ([se The dust ol your swn pace To help vehicles WWUMWW MWMFMW
sne spst To ansthen.
7. Hint: Moke sure you restock dust when you are lows:

After reading the two, the child blinked in confusion but noted the number seven, knowing she
needed to fill it if she ran low on Gold Dust.

“Hey, Notches?” the child spoke as Notches perked.
“Yeah?” Notches responded.
“Uh,” she showed the writing on number six to Notches and asked, “What does this mean?”

Notches read what number six read and responded, “I have no idea what that meant.”

17
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The child looked confused after Notches answered her question before, but it started to give
some curiosity at what the Dusts do.

A thought entered the child’s mind as she placed the journal down, looking at the Dust Whistle
around her neck.

She turned the knob at the end, and it switched from the Gold Dust symbol to the silver symbol,
wondering if it was Silver Dust.

So the child removed the drained crystal from the inside and repeated the same process as
before with the previous crystal.

It was lucky because the pot was already cleaned out from Gold Dust, and there was no sign of
any leftovers from accidentally mixing the Dust.

She placed the silver Dust Crystal inside once the water came to a boil and lowered the
temperature from overboiling, watching as the water transformed into Silver Dust.

The child used her Dust Whistle to absorb the Silver Dust, seeing that the capsule that showed
the amount of Dust inside was full.

“Okay,” the child noted with a nod. “Now two of the Dusts are filled. We need to figure out
what to do next.”

The child collected her items, returned everything to be polite, and picked up Notches before
watching as the same ghost appeared and exited the house.

She transformed into her rat form with the Zodiac Pocket Watch, pausing when she noticed that
her items had magically disappeared, but reminded herself animals do not wear clothes.

Once she had transformed into her rat form, Stephanie climbed onto Notches’ back, returning to
the station.

“Alright,” the child nodded as she climbed off Notches’ back. “I’ll return to the office and
transform into my human form inside, then let you in.”

“Good idea,” Notches agreed.
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So the child squeezed herself through the same hole and went through the maze before entering
the office, seeing nothing much that had changed inside.

She removed the necklace around her neck and transformed back into her human form before
walking over to the door and opening it just enough for Notches to squeeze through and close it
before any Nightmares entered.

Once they were both in the office, the same ghost appeared and looked over at Sir Topham Hatt,
mentioning the statue of Sir Topham Hatt with a hand, the man said in the letter before pointing
the Dust Whistle around her neck.

“You... want me to use the Dust Whistle?” the child slowly asked.

The ghost nodded after the child slowly asked and floated over to Sir Topham Hatt, having a
soft, sad expression before disappearing.

The child was confused and hesitant about using the Dust Whistle but took a deep breath and
took it out as she exhaled gently.

“Here goes nothing.” The child switched from silver to gold and blew into the whistle, watching
as the Gold Dust emerged from the whistle and went to the statue.

The statue soon came to life
after a whistle, and Sir

. Topham Hatt blinked,

. wobbling a little before falling
- out of the chair, causing the
child to scramble over to him
and grab him around his chest
before he could collapse as
Notches scrambled back in
startlement.

But his weight against her small frame was heavy, and she stumbled a little when he went into
her as his hat fell off, but she kept herself up as she helped him onto his bottom.

The child picked up his hat and knelt to his height, asking, “Are you alright, Sir?”
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Sir Topham Hatt blinked dizzily after the child asked and looked over at her, seeing her standing
with worry while holding his hat.

“I’m fine,” he answered before noticing the Dust Whistle around her neck.
He perked after seeing the whistle and asked, “Wait a minute! Where did you find the whistle?”

The child handed him his hat, and he placed it on his head as she explained, “I found it while in
a station. It was in a secret compartment-"’

“Underneath the ticket booth.” they both simultaneously finished.
Stephanie perked after Sir Topham Hatt finished her sentence with her.
“You’ve found the message left by Mr. Conductor?” Sir Topham Hatt asked.

“This?”” The child reached into the pocket of her blue jeans and showed the message to Sir
Topham Hatt, now understanding the term ‘Soke . the magic in the meuntain, and the Lady witl

smile. Shen watch the swills that spun so well.’
“Yes, that!” Sir Topham Hatt nodded. “Thank you for helping me.”

“You’re welcome,” the child nodded before holding a hand out to him.

He took her hand as she helped him up to his feet, surprising him when she successfully helped
him rise without strain.

Notches walked back up to the child as he looked up at Sir Topham Hatt, and the child bent
down to pick him up, holding him in her arms as he climbed onto her shoulders and into her
hood.

“Sir?” the child politely asked as Notches put his head on her shoulder. “What is happening?
Where did those ‘Nightmares’ come from? Who is leaving these messages? When did this all
happen? Why is this happening? And how did I get here in the first place?”

Sir Topham Hatt cocked an eyebrow after the child asked and was about to respond when she

said, “I added the last part because I wanted to finish the main questions, even though I know
how I got here.” she paused a little and added, “Somewhat.”
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“Well,” Sir Topham Hatt gently said. “Let me explain what is happening here, so I can give you
some information about this world and why these Nightmares are running loose. It may be long,
but we’ll take this time to explain.”

The child nodded after Sir Topham Hatt explained before he asked, “Oh, I forgot to introduce
myself properly, but my name is Sir Topham Hatt the Third.”

The child froze for a second, remembering she did nof have a name or even was named in the
first place!

So, she instead said, right off the bat, “Stephanie. Stephanie Allen is my name, Sir.”

Then she looked at Notches and responded, pointing to the cat with a finger, “And this is
Notches, my pet cat.”
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