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High above Lily's house, past the sleepy clouds and the quiet

wind, lived a little moon owl. Her feathers were soft and

silvery-white, tipped with pale blue like frost. Her huge golden

eyes blinked slowly as she looked down at the world. A thin

blue ribbon was tied around one tiny ankle, and it fluttered

whenever she flew.
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Lily could not sleep. She sat by her window in her yellow star-

patterned pyjamas, her small blue blanket cape around her

shoulders, and her soft red slippers on her feet. Her two curly

black hair puffs bounced as she leaned forward. "The sky is so

big," she whispered. "I wish I knew what all those sparkles

are."
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Just then, a gentle glow floated down and landed on the

windowsill. It was the little moon owl, no bigger than a teacup,

round and plump with small tufted ears. A faint crescent shape

shimmered on her chest. "Hello," she hooted softly. "I am the

moon owl. I heard you wondering about the stars."
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Lily's big dark brown eyes went wide. "You can talk!" she

gasped, her gap-toothed smile spreading across her round

cheeks. The owl gave a tiny, playful bow. "I can, and I love

questions," she said. "Would you like to see the stars up close?

I know a magical way." Lily nodded so fast her hair puffs

wiggled.
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The moon owl led Lily to the garden, where the grass was cool

and the air smelled of flowers. "Where is the magic?" Lily

asked, her freckles crinkling with curiosity. The owl lifted one

wing toward an old brass telescope standing under the apple

tree. "Right here," she said. "But it only sparkles for children

who ask questions."
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Lily peeked into the telescope. Suddenly the sky blazed with

sparkling light! Stars twinkled and shimmered, and some

seemed to dance and come alive. "Oh! They're moving!" she

cried. The moon owl perched on the telescope's rim, her

golden eyes glowing. "The stars have been waiting for

someone curious," she said warmly. "Let's see what pictures

we can find."
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"Look there," said the owl, pointing a wing at seven bright

stars. "That is the Big Dipper. It looks like a giant spoon." Lily

squinted and giggled. "It does! But who left a spoon in the

sky?" The owl laughed, a soft hooting sound. "That is one of

your first questions," she said. "Every answer leads to

another."
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Next the owl showed Lily a pattern of stars shaped like a flying

swan. "Some people call it Cygnus," she said. Lily tilted her

head. "It looks more like a big letter V with wings," she

decided. "Can we name it ourselves?" The owl's golden eyes

sparkled. "Of course! Curious children can name the star

pictures they find."
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Lily traced the stars with her finger. "I name this one the

Dancing Swan," she announced proudly. The stars seemed to

twinkle brighter, as if they liked the name. "And what about

that one?" she asked, pointing at a cluster of tiny lights. The

moon owl leaned closer. "What do you think it looks like?" she

asked gently.
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Lily studied the stars carefully. "It looks like a little cat curled

up!" she said. "Then it is the Sleepy Cat," the owl declared.

The constellation shimmered and seemed to stretch like a real

cat waking up. Lily clapped her hands. "It moved! Did you see

it move?" Her blue blanket cape slipped off one shoulder in her

excitement.
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"Why do stars sparkle?" Lily asked, snuggling back under her

blanket. "Why are some bright and some dim?" The moon owl

answered each question patiently, her little blue ribbon

swaying. "The dim ones are farther away," she explained. "And

they sparkle because their light dances through our air." Lily

gasped. "So the sky is dancing!"
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"I have so many questions," Lily said, her eyes shining with

wonder. "Can we look at more?" The moon owl nuzzled her

cheek gently. "We can look every night," she promised. "And

every night you will learn something new." Lily hugged the

telescope. "Then I will never stop asking questions," she said.

"Good," the owl hooted happily.
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As the sky began to pale, the moon owl spread her glowing

wings. "I must go now," she said softly. "But I will come back

tomorrow." Lily waved from the garden gate. "I'll be waiting!"

she called. The little owl flew up and up, her silver feathers

sparkling, until she was just a tiny light among the stars.
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That morning Lily told her family about the dancing swan and

the sleepy cat. "The moon owl taught me," she said proudly.

"And I named them myself!" Her parents smiled. "It sounds

like you had a wonderful adventure," they said. Lily nodded.

"Being curious is fun," she said. "Every question makes the

world bigger."
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Night after night, the little moon owl returned. Together they

found new constellations and gave them playful names, like

the Jumping Fish and the Happy Bear. Lily learned about

bright stars and dim stars, about patterns and pictures in the

sky. Each question she asked opened a new door of discovery,

and the stars sparkled just for them.
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The moon owl perched on Lily's windowsill one last time that

season. "You have learned so much," she said warmly. "And

you taught me something too." Lily tilted her head. "What?"

she asked. "That asking questions makes the stars come alive,"

the owl said. "Keep being curious, little friend." Lily smiled her

gap-toothed smile and promised she always would.
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