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Clara was a young stagehand at the old Grand Theater. She

was small and wiry, with light brown skin, short curly dark

auburn hair, and warm hazel eyes. She wore blue work

overalls with rolled cuffs, a yellow T-shirt, and red sneakers.

On her finger was a small bandage from a tiny hammer

mishap. Clara loved exploring every corner of the theater, and

today she was curious about the attic.
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She climbed the creaky wooden stairs with her toolbox in one

hand and a small flashlight in the other. The attic was dusty

and full of old props. Cobwebs hung like silver curtains. Clara

sneezed. Then she saw a door she had never noticed before,

small and hidden behind a stack of painted boards. She turned

the rusty handle and pushed it open.
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Inside was a cozy room with a little stage, velvet curtains, and

rows of tiny seats. On the stage sat a group of puppets, still

and quiet. Clara's eyes widened. She stepped closer and saw a

grey felt mouse in a red polka-dot dress and a straw hat. Next

to her was a big brown plush bear in a purple vest. And a

green velvet dragon with a sparkly silver scarf and a tiny bead

crown.
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"Hello?" Clara whispered. The mouse's stitched pink ears

twitched. "Oh! A visitor!" she squeaked, jumping up. "I'm

Pippa, the announcer!" The bear blinked his mismatched

button eye and gave a shy wave. "I'm Barnaby," he said softly.

The dragon lifted her golden embroidered eyes and declared,

"I am Marlow, the star!" Then she added, "But no one has

watched us for years."
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Pippa explained that long ago, children loved their shows. But

the theater closed, and everyone forgot the puppets. "We've

been waiting for someone to remember us," she said. Barnaby

nodded, patting his patched seam. "We have so many stories to

tell," he added. Marlow sighed dramatically. "I have a talent

for dazzling, but no audience." Clara's heart felt full. "I can

help!" she said. "Let's put on a show!"
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The puppets cheered. Pippa began writing a script with her

tiny tail. Barnaby carried old scenery pieces, his strong arms

lifting them easily. Marlow practiced her poses, puffing a tiny

orange yarn flame from her mouth. Clara repaired loose

threads and tightened strings. She found a box of old costumes

and a working spotlight. The attic room buzzed with happy

activity.
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But then Clara remembered something. "The theater is

closed," she said. "How will anyone see the show?" Pippa's

whiskers drooped. Barnaby sat down with a thump. Marlow's

sparkly scarf seemed to lose its shine. "We could invite the

neighborhood," Clara thought aloud. "I'll make posters and tell

everyone at school!" The puppets brightened. "A real

audience!" Pippa squeaked.
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Clara worked hard. She cleaned the attic, polished the little

stage, and hung a sign that said "Puppet Show Today!" She

invited her friends, her teacher, and the baker down the street.

Barnaby carried chairs. Marlow practiced her grand entrance.

Pippa rehearsed her announcements. "Ladies and gentlemen,

prepare to be amazed!" she practiced. Everything was almost

ready. But Marlow looked worried.

8



"What if they only watch me?" Marlow asked. "I'm the star,

after all." Pippa put her paws on her hips. "Every act is

important!" she said. Barnaby nodded. "We all have talents,"

he added quietly. Clara smiled. "That's right. A show is a team.

Everyone shines in their own way." Marlow thought for a

moment, then nodded. "Very well. I shall share the spotlight."
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The big day arrived. The attic was packed with whispering

children and smiling grown-ups. Pippa bounced onto the stage.

"Welcome to the Theater of Lost Puppets!" she announced. The

audience clapped. Barnaby peeked from behind the curtain,

nervous. Clara gave him a thumbs-up. He took a deep breath

and walked out, carrying a tiny chair for the first act. His

mismatched button eye sparkled with courage.
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Marlow made a grand entrance, her silver scarf swirling. She

breathed a tiny yarn flame, and the children gasped with

delight. But then she stepped back and let Pippa tell a funny

story. The audience laughed. Barnaby did a silly dance, and

everyone cheered. Each puppet had a turn to shine. Clara

watched from the side, her heart swelling with joy. The old

theater felt alive again.
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At the end, all three puppets took a bow together. Pippa

curtsied, Barnaby waved shyly, and Marlow spread her wide

fabric wings. The audience clapped and clapped. Clara

stepped forward. "And remember," she said, "everyone has a

talent. Sometimes you just need someone to help you find it."

The puppets nodded. The children smiled. The attic room

glowed with warm light.
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After the show, children crowded around the stage. "Can we

come back next week?" they asked. Clara looked at the

puppets. Pippa nodded eagerly. Barnaby gave a happy growl.

Marlow tossed her scarf. "Of course!" Clara said. "The Theater

of Lost Puppets is open for everyone." The old theater had

found a new heartbeat. And Clara had found a new family.

13



From that day on, the attic room was never quiet. Clara visited

every afternoon. Pippa told new stories. Barnaby built new

scenery. Marlow practiced new tricks. Other forgotten puppets

appeared from dusty boxes, and each one got a chance to

perform. The theater was full of laughter and applause.

Everyone deserved a chance to share their talents, and now

they had one.
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Clara learned that even small stagehands can make big things

happen. She learned that friends come in all shapes and sizes,

and that kindness opens hidden doors. The puppets learned

that being remembered is wonderful, but being together is

even better. And on the little stage, under the twinkling lights,

everyone shone. The Theater of Lost Puppets was lost no

more.
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The old Grand Theater bustled with life again. Parents brought

their children, and children brought their friends. The puppets

performed every weekend. Clara painted a sign with Pippa,

Barnaby, and Marlow on it. Under the sign, she wrote:

"Everyone shines here." And it was true. For in that cozy attic

room, forgotten puppets had found their stage, and a young

stagehand had found her place. The end.
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