


Rain tapped against the attic window while Ewa 
searched  through  a  cedar  chest  for  a  missing 
jigsaw piece. Beneath a patchwork quilt lay a slim, 
ancient book bound in midnight-blue leather, with 
tiny  silver  stars  pressed into  the cover.  Curving 
letters shimmered across the front: THE SECRET 
SPELLBOOK.  When Ewa brushed away the dust, 
the  moon-shaped  clasp  opened  by  itself  and  a 
warm breeze smelling of cinnamon curled through 
the  room.  Wonder  pushed aside  every  sensible 
thought, but Ewa paused before turning the first 
page, listening carefully to the quiet house below.





Across  the  first  page,  ink  arranged  itself  into  a 
friendly message: magic grows best where curiosity 
walks  beside  care.  Ewa  read  every  line  twice, 
noticing pictures of floating lights, singing flowers, 
and doors leading to impossible places. The safest 
beginning, the book explained, was not a spoken 
command but a kind thought held very clearly. Ewa 
chose a wish for the gloomy attic to feel less lonely 
and touched one silver star in the margin. A tiny 
golden question mark rose from the paper, bowed 
politely, and waited in the air as if asking whether 
the lesson should begin.





With a steady breath, Ewa nodded to the hovering 
question mark. The mark spun into a bright ribbon, 
and dozens of paper stars lifted from the spellbook, 
filling  the  attic  with  a  gentle,  golden  twilight. 
Constellations linked themselves above the rafters, 
while a pocket-sized moon rolled across the rug 
and chimed like a bicycle bell. Delight bubbled into 
laughter  as  Ewa guided the moon away from a 
teetering stack of boxes. The spell felt marvellous, 
manageable, and completely harmless—until the 
ancient book gave a tremendous hiccup and every 
painted creature in the margins blinked awake.





Out  sprang  a  scarlet  paper  fox,  three  blue 
butterflies, and a silver moonfish swimming through 
the air  as  though the attic  were an ocean.  Ewa 
reached for the spellbook, but the pages fluttered 
too  quickly  to  read  and  the  moonfish  bumped 
the window latch open. A cool draught swept the 
magical visitors towards the stairs, leaving sparkling 
commas  in  their  wake.  The  fox  paused  to  tug 
playfully at Ewa's slipper, then bounded after the 
others.  Surprise  sharpened  into  concern:  if  the 
creatures scattered through the whole house, the 
tiny paper visitors might be damaged or lost.





Ewa  caught  the  spellbook,  carried  it  onto  the 
landing, and discovered that the wandering magic 
had awakened the whole hallway. Framed portraits 
whispered riddles, striped socks waltzed in pairs, 
and the old clock announced the time backwards 
while the butterflies applauded. Chasing everything 
at  once  only  made  the  fox  dart  faster,  so  Ewa 
stopped,  watched,  and  noticed  a  pattern.  Each 
enchanted thing turned whenever the moonfish 
rang a clear silver note. Setting the book on a hall 
table, Ewa held a cushion like a gentle gate and 
guided the lively procession away from the front 
door, one musical chime at a time.





Most  of  the  magic  followed,  but  the  paper  fox 
squeezed  behind  a  bookcase  and  refused  to 
come out. The spellbook showed only blank pages 
now, except for one mirror-bright sentence: every 
surprise wants something. Ewa sat very still, letting 
the dancing socks settle and the backwards clock 
find its proper tick.  Beneath the rustle of paper 
came a thin, lonely whistle, answered at once by 
the  fox's  soft  bark.  Ewa  realised  the  creatures 
were not escaping at all; the strange parade had 
been searching for whoever was calling from the 
shadows.





Behind the bookcase crouched a tiny ink dragon, no 
bigger than a mitten, with folded wings and a tail 
shaped like a question mark. The dragon explained 
in squeaky bursts that the opening spell had shaken 
the guardian loose from the book, but the page 
containing the way home was missing. Each nervous 
sneeze scattered harmless punctuation across the 
floor, and the paper fox patiently gathered every 
dot. Ewa felt the creature's loneliness more strongly 
than any fear. Kneeling nearby, Ewa offered a silver 
bookmark as a bridge and promised to help find a 
new doorway.





Back in the attic, Ewa placed the bookmark across a 
blank page while the ink dragon watched from the 
spellbook's edge. A bold command spell appeared, 
yet ordering the magic home felt wrong when the 
guardian had never been welcomed. Instead, Ewa 
drew a small arched door, added a cosy cushion, 
and wrote the simplest invitation:  YOU BELONG 
HERE. The moonfish chimed, the butterflies circled, 
and the paper fox touched its nose to the drawing. 
Golden light flowed along the bookmark, turning the 
handmade doorway into a warm entrance that fitted 
the tiny guardian perfectly.





One by one, the magical visitors returned to their 
painted  places,  leaving  the  house  peaceful  and 
brighter  than  before.  The  ink  dragon  stepped 
through the new doorway, then popped back out 
to press a star-shaped mark onto Ewa's hand—a 
thank-you  that  glowed  without  heat.  At  once, 
shelves unfolded between the attic rafters, filled 
with  miniature  maps,  bottled  moonbeams,  and 
books  whose  titles  changed  whenever  curiosity 
stirred. The ancient spellbook opened to a fresh 
page labelled FIRST SPELL COMPLETE. Beneath it 
appeared the real lesson: a magician's finest gift was 
not making wonders obey, but noticing what those 
wonders needed.





By morning, the attic looked ordinary again, apart 
from one cosy reading nook and a faint cinnamon 
scent. Ewa tucked the silver bookmark inside the 
spellbook and placed the ancient volume beside 
the family's favourite stories, where no lonely book 
would be forgotten. From between the pages came 
one  contented  dragon  purr  and  a  soft  flicker 
of  golden  light.  Ewa  went  downstairs  to  share 
warm  toast  and  the  extraordinary  tale,  feeling 
brave enough for whatever chapter came next. The 
greatest surprise was no longer the magic itself, but 
the happy knowledge that kindness had turned an 
accident into the beginning of a friendship.






