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On a rainy Tuesday after school, Mira pulled on her yellow
raincoat and red rubber boots. She splashed through puddles
with her canvas satchel of snacks. Behind the garden shed,
something tiny glowed. It was a puppy the size of a loaf of
bread, with soft cream-white fur that shimmered pale gold. Its
floppy ears twitched, and a stubby tail left a faint sparkle trail.
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Mira knelt in the wet grass. The puppy had big round sky-blue
eyes and tiny star-shaped markings on its forehead and back.
A thin silver collar held a little star charm that jingled. The
puppy shivered and gave a tiny whimper. Mira whispered,
"Don't worry, little one. I've got you." She scooped it up and
tucked it inside her raincoat.



Inside Mira's warm kitchen, she dried the puppy with a soft
towel. She found an old basket and lined it with a blanket. The
puppy lapped up milk from a saucer and ate tiny bits of biscuit.
Its glow brightened. Mira giggled. "You twinkle like a star," she
said. "That's what I'll call you—Twinkle." Twinkle's tail
wagged, scattering sparkles across the floor.
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Every day after school, Mira and Twinkle played together.
They chased a red ball across the yard, and Twinkle's sparkle
trail traced loops in the air. At night, Twinkle curled on Mira's
pillow and glowed like a night-light. Mira told it stories about
the moon and the stars. Twinkle listened with its head tilted,
as if it understood every word.
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One evening, Twinkle sat by the window and stared at the sky.
It let out a long, soft whine. Mira saw a single tear roll down
its furry cheek. "What's wrong, Twinkle?" she asked. Twinkle
lifted a paw and pointed at a cluster of stars shaped like a
puppy. Mira's eyes widened. "Is that your home?" Twinkle
nodded and whimpered again.




Mira hugged Twinkle close. "You miss your family," she said
softly. Twinkle's glow dimmed. Mira thought hard. She loved
Twinkle, but she knew what it felt like to miss someone. "We'll
find them," she promised. "Tomorrow, we'll start looking."
Twinkle's tail gave a hopeful wag. That night, Mira packed her
satchel with snacks, a flashlight, and a map of the stars.
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At dawn, Mira and Twinkle set off. They followed a path
through the woods, where tall trees dripped with dew.
Twinkle's glow lit the way. They crossed a stream on stepping
stones. Mira slipped once, but Twinkle grabbed her sleeve and
pulled. "Good boy!" Mira laughed. Twinkle barked, and
sparkles danced on the water.




By afternoon, they reached a hill covered in wildflowers. Mira
checked her star map. "The constellation should be right above
that tall pine," she said. But the sky was still bright blue.
Twinkle whined and pawed at the ground. Mira sat down
beside it. "We'll wait for nightfall," she said. "Then we'll see
your family." Twinkle rested its head on her lap.
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As the sun set, a gentle voice called from the trees. "Little one,
you have traveled far." A tall figure stepped out—Nana Star,
with deep midnight-blue skin scattered with tiny stars, and
long silver-white hair flowing like starlight. Her twilight-purple
robe shimmered with constellations. Twinkle yelped happily
and ran to her. Nana Star smiled. "I am the guardian of the
star puppies."




Nana Star knelt and picked up Twinkle. "You have been so
kind, Mira," she said, her amber eyes warm. "Twinkle
wandered too far from our constellation. I have been searching
for it." Mira's heart felt heavy. She had hoped to keep Twinkle.
But she saw how Twinkle licked Nana Star's cheek. "It belongs
with you," Mira said, her voice small but sure.
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Nana Star touched Mira's shoulder. "True friendship means
helping others find where they belong," she said gently. "You
have done a brave and loving thing." Twinkle jumped down
and ran to Mira, licking her face. Mira hugged it tight. "I'll
miss you," she whispered. Twinkle's tail sparkled one last time,
then it trotted back to Nana Star.
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Nana Star raised her hand, and a beam of starlight lifted them
both into the sky. Twinkle looked down and barked goodbye.
Mira waved until they were tiny dots among the stars. That
night, she looked up and saw the puppy constellation shining
brighter than ever. One star twinkled and seemed to wink at
her. "Goodnight, Twinkle," she said.
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Every clear night, Mira went outside to look at the sky. The

star puppy constellation always twinkled back. She knew
Twinkle was safe and happy with its family. And she knew that
their friendship was still strong, even across the miles.
Sometimes, a tiny sparkle drifted down from the sky and
landed on her windowsill—a little hello from her star puppy
friend.




Mira kept the red ball and the old basket. She often thought
about Twinkle and the lesson she had learned. Helping a friend
find home was the best gift of all. She told her friends at
school about the star puppy, and they listened with wide eyes.
"You're so lucky," they said. Mira smiled. "I know," she said.
"And Twinkle is lucky too."
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One evening, Mira wrote a letter to Twinkle. She folded it into
a paper star and placed it on the windowsill. The next
morning, the paper star was gone, replaced by a tiny silver
charm shaped like a bone. Mira wore it always. She knew
Twinkle had received her letter. Some friendships are written
in the stars, and they last forever.
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And if you look up at the night sky, you might see the star
puppy constellation. Watch for the brightest star in the cluster
—it twinkles just a little more than the rest. That's Twinkle,
saying hello to Mira. And Mira, in her yellow raincoat, waves
back, knowing that true friendship means helping others find
where they belong, even if it's far away.
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