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Star Fairy
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High above the clouds, where the air smells like honey and
fresh rain, there is a secret place called the Star Garden. It is a
meadow of soft silver grass, and all around it float the stars—
big and small, bright and dim—waiting to be polished until
they shine. This is where Stella lives, the youngest fairy in the
garden.



Stella is tiny, no taller than a teacup, with warm peach skin
and short curly honey-gold hair that always has one little
cowlick sticking up. Her eyes are large and round and sky-
blue, with tiny freckles across her nose. Her delicate wings
have silver veins that shimmer when she flies. She wears a soft
midnight-blue tunic with tiny embroidered stars, a silver belt,
and matching pointed shoes.



One evening, Gran—the oldest and wisest fairy—calls Stella
over. Gran has pale lavender skin, long silver hair in a braided
bun, and warm amber eyes. Her violet robe is covered with
gold stars, and she holds a wooden staff with a crystal tip that
glows softly. "Stella," Gran says gently, "tonight you have your
first big job. You must polish all the stars before nightfall."
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Stella's heart leaps with excitement. "Me? All by myself?" she
asks. Gran nods and gives her a small silver polishing cloth.
"Remember," Gran says, "even small responsibilities are very
important." Stella tucks the cloth into her pocket and flies off
to the first star, ready to make it shine like never before.
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But as Stella starts polishing, a tiny glowing sprite zips past
her ear. It is Twink, a round little star sprite the size of a
firefly, with big curious dark eyes and a trail of sparkles. "Tag!
You're it!" Twink giggles, and before Stella knows it, she is
chasing Twink through the star field, laughing and forgetting

all about her job.




They play hide-and-seek behind big stars, and Twink shows
Stella how to slide down a moonbeam. Stella's polishing cloth
stays in her pocket, untouched. "Just one more game," she
keeps saying. The afternoon slips away, and the stars wait
patiently, still dull and dusty. Stella does not notice the time
passing.




Then, far below, the sky begins to darken. Nightfall is coming!
Stella gasps. "Oh no! I forgot to polish the stars!" She flies to
the first star and rubs it with her cloth, but it stays dim. She
tries another and another, but her polishing cloth is not
enough now. The stars have lost their starlight, and the sky
grows darker and darker.




Stella's wings droop. "What have I done?" she whispers. Just
then, Gran appears beside her, her staff glowing softly. "Do not
worry, little one," Gran says kindly. "The lost starlight has
scattered across the heavens. You must travel and collect it
before the moon rises. Take Twink with you—he knows where

the starlight hides."




Stella and Twink fly off into the darkening sky. They swoop
past the Big Dipper and search among the Pleiades. Twink's
golden glow lights the way. "Look!" Twink cries, pointing to a
tiny sparkle caught in a comet's tail. Stella gently cups it in her
hands, and it feels warm and tickly. "One piece of starlight
found!" she cheers.
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They find more starlight hiding in the rings of a far-off planet,
in the swirl of a silver nebula, and even in the craters of the
moon. Each time Stella catches a sparkle, she tucks it into her
silver belt pouch. The pouch grows heavier and heavier,

glowing brighter and brighter. Stella forgets to be tired—she is
on an adventure!




At last, the pouch is full. "Now we must put the starlight back,"
Stella says. She flies to the first star and sprinkles a little
starlight on it. The star twinkles! She does the same for the
next star, and the next, until the whole sky begins to sparkle.
Twink zips around, adding extra sparkles wherever he goes.
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With each star that shines, Stella feels a warm glow inside.
She realizes that polishing the stars was not just a chore—it
was a way to bring light to the world. "I should have listened
to Gran," she says. "But now I understand. Even small jobs
matter." Twink nods. "You did it, Stella! The sky is beautiful
again!"
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Just as the last star begins to glow, the moon peeks over the
horizon. Stella has finished in time! She flies back to the Star
Garden, where Gran is waiting. "You see?" Gran says with a
smile. "You forgot your task, but you also fixed your mistake.

That is what responsibility means—doing your best, even when
you stumble."




Stella hugs Gran. "I will never forget again," she promises.
Gran pats her head. "I know you won't. And now, look at the
sky—it is more beautiful than ever, because you worked hard
to make it shine." Stella looks up and sees the stars twinkling
brightly. She feels proud and happy, and very, very sleepy.
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That night, Stella curls up in her little bed of stardust and falls
asleep with a smile. Twink snuggles beside her, glowing softly.
The stars shine on, and Stella dreams of her adventure. She
knows that tomorrow she will polish the stars again—and this
time, she will not forget.




And from that night on, Stella always remembered her
responsibilities. She learned that even the smallest fairy can
do important things. And whenever you look up at the night
sky and see the stars twinkling, remember: somewhere, a little
fairy named Stella is polishing them, making sure they shine
for you.




