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In the heart of the desert, where the sand glowed like gold
under the sun, lived a girl named Mira. She was eight years
old, with warm brown skin, curly black hair in two puffy buns,
and a gap-toothed grin. Mira loved to read the stars. Her little
brother Sami, just five, had a round face and a cowlick that
never stayed down. Each night, they watched the sky from
their rooftop and dreamed of faraway places.
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One evening, a letter arrived from their cousin. 'Come to the
Star Festival!' it said. 'Follow the brightest stars to our oasis.'
Mira's dark brown eyes sparkled. She pulled on her teal
hooded cloak and tucked her star chart into her leather
satchel. Sami put on his mustard-yellow tunic with the moon
emblem and wrapped his red scarf around his neck. 'We can do
it,' Mira said. 'The stars will guide us.'
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The desert was cool and quiet as they set out. Sami looked up
at the sky. 'The stars are twinkling like tiny lanterns,' he
whispered. Mira nodded. 'Those three bright ones point the
way,' she said, pointing. 'And the moon is almost full.' Sami
skipped beside her, his worn sandals leaving little prints in the
sand. 'l wish we had a boat to sail on the sand,' he said. 'A
moonboat!




Mira smiled. 'Let's imagine one!' she said. 'Close your eyes and
picture it.' Sami squeezed his eyes shut. In his mind, he saw a
long, curved boat with a silvery hull that glowed softly. Its
prow was shaped like a crescent moon, and its sail shimmered
like starlight. Tiny lanterns twinkled along the rail. 'I see it!" he
cried. 'It's beautiful!' When he opened his eyes, something
sparkled on the sand ahead.



There, resting on a dune, was the moonboat. It looked exactly
as Sami had imagined: a glowing crescent prow, a sail woven
from starlight, and a trail of sparkles behind it. 'It's real!' Sami
gasped. 'Well,' Mira said with a grin, 'our imagination made it
real.' She helped Sami climb aboard, then took her place at the
front. 'I'll steer,' she said. "You keep spotting shapes in the
stars.' The boat glided forward, smooth as a whisper.
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The moonboat sailed over the dunes, leaving a trail of sparkles
on the sand. Sami leaned over the side, his big dark eyes wide.
'Look, that cloud looks like a camel!' he said. Mira laughed.
'‘And those stars look like a fish!' she added. They played the
shape game until the sky was full of animals. "We're making
good time,' Mira said, checking her star chart. 'The brightest
star is straight ahead.'
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After a while, the wind picked up. The starlight sail fluttered,
and the boat slowed. 'The stars are hiding behind clouds,'
Sami said, his voice small. Mira looked at her chart, but the
clouds covered the sky. 'Don't worry,' she said, though she felt
a little worried too. 'We can use our imagination to find the
way.' She closed her eyes and pictured the star pattern. 'The
festival is that way,' she said, pointing. 'I'm sure.'
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They sailed on, but the desert looked the same in every
direction. Sami's lip trembled. 'Are we lost?' he asked. Mira
put an arm around him. 'Remember the story of the
moonboat?' she said. 'It always finds its way when we believe.'
She looked up. 'Wait! I see a star peeking out.' She pointed.
‘There! The one that twinkles three times. That's the festival
star!' The boat seemed to glow brighter.
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The moonboat picked up speed, gliding toward the twinkling
star. Sami spotted more stars appearing. 'The sky is waking
up!' he cheered. Mira steered carefully, calling out directions.
‘A little left! Now straight!' The boat swerved around a tall
dune and slid down a sandy slope. 'Wheee!' Sami shouted.
"This is fun!' Mira grinned, her gap-toothed smile wide. "We're
almost there!" she said. 'I can hear music!"
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In the distance, they saw twinkling lights and heard the beat of
drums. 'The festival!' Sami cried. The moonboat sailed toward
the oasis, where palm trees swayed and lanterns glowed.
People were dancing and laughing. Mira guided the boat to a
gentle stop near the water's edge. 'We made it!"' she said. They
stepped off, and the moonboat faded into sparkles. 'Thank you,
moonboat,' Sami whispered.




Their cousin ran to greet them. 'You followed the stars!' she
said, hugging them. 'And we imagined a moonboat to carry us,'
Sami said proudly. Mira showed her star chart. 'Navigation
and imagination work together,' she said. 'The stars guided us,
and our moonboat made the journey fun.' Their cousin smiled.

"You are both very clever,' she said. 'Now come and join the
festival!'




The festival was full of joy. There were stalls with sweet treats
and games. Sami won a little star-shaped cookie. Mira danced
with the other children. They watched a puppet show about a
brave desert mouse. 'That mouse reminds me of us,' Sami said.
‘We were brave too.' Mira nodded. 'And we helped each other;’
she said. 'That's what siblings do.' The stars above twinkled as
if they agreed.
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As the night grew late, Mira and Sami sat on a carpet and
looked up at the stars. 'Do you think the moonboat is still out
there?' Sami asked. 'l think it's always there when we need it,’
Mira said. 'In our imagination.' Sami smiled. "Then we can go
on more adventures!' he said. Mira hugged him. 'Anywhere the
stars lead us,' she said. 'As long as we're together.'

13




Their cousin brought them each a cup of warm cocoa. 'How
did you find your way?' she asked. "We used the stars,' Mira
said. 'And our imagination,' Sami added. 'The moonboat helped
us.' Their cousin smiled. 'That's a wonderful way to travel,' she
said. "You must be tired.' Sami yawned. 'A little,' he admitted.
'‘But happy.' Mira nodded. 'The best kind of tired,' she said.
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On the way home, they rode a camel, but in their minds, they
were still sailing on the moonboat. 'Look, the stars are saying
goodbye,' Sami said, pointing to a shooting star. '‘Make a wish!"
Mira closed her eyes. 'I wish for more adventures with you,'
she said. Sami wished the same. The desert was quiet and
peaceful, and the moon smiled down on them.
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Back home, they lay on the rooftop and looked at the sky. 'The
stars are still twinkling,' Sami said. 'Just like at the festival.'
Mira nodded. 'And our moonboat is always in our imagination,'
she said. ‘Whenever we need it.' Sami yawned. '‘Goodnight,
Mira,' he said. 'Goodnight, Sami,"' she replied. 'Goodnight,
moonboat.' They fell asleep under the shining stars, dreaming
of their wonderful adventure.




