The Dream-[us/

The gicls had settled info a vintlm: each dawn they patvolled the thin places where human sidewalks
met old voots, mendng lnse beliet lice gardeners pull weeds. Rosie lved the guiet vounds—she'd hover

over 4 oracked playground hopscotth and huim, and the chak would glow 4 second bnger

One vight, mid-patrol, Rosie's wings drooped She'd been tracing the park's perimeter co bng her

thougints slipped info 4 deeam

She stood on 4 stage of moss, singing a word-less lullaby she'd vever learned ks her wice vose, the
frees behind her lost their green. Bark went brown, leaves curled, and the whole forest cracked live
dry clay. & warm breeze—metalic, ot wid—tok the powder and hurled i outward: one qust vorth, one
east, one suth, one west. Rasie turned and saw tiny spires—tairy ilages pevthed in holbows—flatten info

dust under each wind
She wike gasping on EmiNs shoulder, the chime apiet for the first fime.

M breaktact, she told them hsh frowned: her hair, Which usual drank negativity, felt heavy. 'k

wami\ng?" Jane asked, but the animals she consulted only twitched nersusly

That aftervoon the cky tok on a faint sepia fone. The girls folowed Rosie's instinct o the old pine
grNe outside town. The frunks were paler, needes britle. When Jemima brushed one, a puft of
brown powder fell Panic vose—until LI lifted her hands, split the light into four beams, and they saw
t: the dust wasnt desteuction; it was migration. The forest was shedding its old ckin 1o seed new fairy

retuges at the four cardinal winds—places the girls hnad exer been

The "crushing' Rosie saw was the ilages' od shells colapsing, making voom. It hurt, but it wasit

mdi\ngzi’( Was moning,



Rosie's dream hadnt been a prophecy of bss; it was 4 map. The girls spent the nett weeks folowing
each breeze, finding seedings of wilages taking voot in a desert canyon, a coastal cliftf, 4 northern
birch stand, and a city vooftop garden. Rosie's song—she hummed  abud a5 they flew—seemed to coax

the dust to settle genthy

She dfill hated b@iwg the omallest, but that night she dreamed 0900 same stage, same song, but this
time green shorts pushed up through the brown, and she wike smiing. The pb wasit just
M@V\dmg’eomoﬁme it was liefcvnwg to & dream and frusting the forest to crumble <o it could 9row

eleewhere.
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