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- Dedicated to my daughter, [illian,
b malkes life worth living.
I love you to inﬁnity

and all the stars beyond.
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~ thought she did.
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It Landed softly on her windowsill, glowing (' o
tiny Lantern.



~“Liby, would you Lik
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	Written and Illustrated by Kallie Metcalf
	Once upon a time, in a quiet little town, there lived a bright and curious girl named Lily.
	Every night, she loved to look out her window and count the stars.
	She knew each one by heart—at least, she thought she did.
	One evening, as she whispered goodnight to the stars, something magical happened.
	A single star twinkled brighter than all the rest and shimmered down toward her window.
	It landed softly on her windowsill, glowing like a tiny lantern.
	The star spoke in a warm, gentle voice: “Lily, would you like to go on a journey tonight?”
	With wide eyes and a brave heart, Lily nodded. The star sparkled brighter, and suddenly, a glowing bridge of light stretched across the sky, leading high above the clouds.
	Hand in hand with the little star, Lily stepped onto the bridge. It felt soft, like walking on warm moonlight.
	As they traveled, she could see all of Earth below—forests, rivers, and even the twinkling lights of towns.
	The star who guided her whispered, “I watch over you every night. But tonight, you’re the first Earth-child allowed to visit.”
	The star kingdom shimmered with floating lanterns, singing constellations, and clouds made of soft stardust.
	Lily played hide-and-seek with fireflies that glowed like tiny suns,
	rode on the tail of a comet that zipped across the sky, and even met the
	Moon herself—who gave her a glowing pearl as a gift for courage.
	But as dawn approached, the star said gently, “It’s time to go home now.”
	“Remember, whenever you feel alone, just look up—we’re always watching over you.”
	With a blink, Lily was back in her cozy bed, the pearl glowing softly on her nightstand as proof it hadn’t been a dream.
	She snuggled under her blankets, heart full of wonder, and whispered:
	“Goodnight, stars. I’ll see you on the bridge again.”
	And when morning came, the world felt a little more magical.

