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Oliver lived in a village where the streets smelled of sugar and

cinnamon. Every day after school, he pressed his freckled nose

against the window of Grandpa Sugar's confectionery shop.

Inside, jars of sweets glittered like tiny stars, and the whole

shop hummed with warm, chocolatey smells. Oliver always

carried his little brown satchel, hoping for a treat to tuck

inside it.
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Grandpa Sugar was tall and a little stooped, with fluffy white

hair and a thick white moustache. He wore a striped pink-and-

white apron dusted with flour and leaned on his candy-cane

walking stick. One rainy afternoon, he waved Oliver inside.

"Come in, come in, my curious boy!" he chuckled, his round

spectacles twinkling. "I have something special hidden in the

back."
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From a dusty shelf, Grandpa Sugar lifted a telescope made

entirely of chocolate. Its barrel shone like dark cocoa, and its

lenses were clear sugar candy. Oliver gasped, his big hazel

eyes wide. "It's for looking at the planets," said Grandpa

Sugar, "but only if you have a good imagination." A small

sparrow with a red ribbon around her neck landed on Oliver's

shoulder and chirped.
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Oliver carried the chocolate telescope to his garden that

evening and pointed it at the sky. Instead of plain stars, he saw

something wonderful: a planet made of swirling marshmallow,

soft and white like a cloud. Beside it floated a moon of fluffy

cream dotted with sugar stars. He stared and stared, his

mouth falling open.
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"Marshmallow moons!" Oliver whispered, laughing out loud.

His little sparrow, Pip, tilted her head and chirped excitedly,

hopping from his shoulder to the telescope and back. Every

time Oliver turned the chocolate tube, a new planet appeared.

One was a round caramel and gold, with a sparkling tail of

spun sugar stretching behind it.
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"Caramel comets!" Oliver cried, scribbling notes in a little

notebook. He saw a planet that looked like a giant gumdrop,

wobbling and winking in the dark. Then came a ringed planet

made of striped peppermint candy, its rings looping round like

a ribbon. Pip tasted a tiny crumb from the telescope and

nearly sang with joy.
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Night after night, Oliver looked through the chocolate

telescope. Each candy planet gave him a brand-new dessert

idea. He saw clouds of pink cotton candy, a moon of bouncing

jelly, and a silvery planet of crunchy honeycomb. His notebook

filled with drawings, arrows, and wobbly lists of ingredients.

His imagination bubbled like fizzy sherbet.
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In the morning, Oliver hurried to Grandpa Sugar's shop. "I saw

candy planets!" he announced. "And I want to make them for

the village festival!" Grandpa Sugar's crinkly brown eyes

crinkled even more. "Then let's bake, my boy," he said warmly,

tying his striped apron. "I'll help, and Pip can taste-test."
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They worked for days. Oliver stirred marshmallow moons,

shaping them soft and round. He stretched shiny caramel into

long comet tails and sprinkled them with sugar sparkles.

Grandpa Sugar taught him to press peppermint rings into a

striped planet, and together they built a wobbling gumdrop

world. Flour dusted Oliver's messy chestnut-brown hair, and

his red sneakers grew sticky.
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Pip perched on Oliver's shoulder, nibbling crumbs and chirping

advice. "A little more honey," Oliver would say, and Grandpa

Sugar would nod. Sometimes the caramel dripped and the

marshmallows sagged, but Oliver tried again, patient as a little

baker. He packed every finished treat carefully in his brown

satchel for the festival table.
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On the day of the festival, the whole village gathered in the

square. Flags fluttered and music played. Mayor Plum arrived

in her purple velvet coat, gold buttons shining, her plum-

coloured feather bobbing on her hat. She looked stern, but her

rosy cheeks twitched whenever she passed a sweet stall.

"Judging begins soon," she announced.
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Oliver set up his display on a wide wooden table. He arranged

his candy planets in a dark-blue sky of icing: marshmallow

moons, caramel comets, peppermint rings, gumdrop worlds

and honeycomb stars. Just before judging, one gumdrop planet

wobbled and began to slide. Pip fluttered over and squeaked,

and Oliver caught it just in time.
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He steadied the display with a careful hand, then stepped back

and waited, his gap-toothed smile hopeful. Mayor Plum walked

slowly past each table, her sharp dark eyes taking everything

in. When she reached Oliver's sweet planets, she stopped. Her

proud smile softened. "Well now," she said quietly, leaning

closer to look.
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The crowd gathered round. Children pointed at the

marshmallow moons. "Look, a caramel comet!" someone

shouted. Mayor Plum lifted a peppermint ring and took a tiny

bite. Her eyes went wide, and then she laughed, a rich,

delighted laugh. "These sweet planets," she declared, "are the

most imaginative display in the whole festival!" Everyone

cheered.
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Oliver's cheeks turned pink with happiness. Grandpa Sugar

leaned on his candy-cane stick, beaming beneath his white

moustache. "You see, my boy?" he said gently. "A little

imagination can turn a chocolate telescope into a sky full of

joy." Pip perched on Oliver's shoulder, her red ribbon bright,

chirping as if to say, I helped too!

15



That night, Oliver climbed to his garden and looked through

the chocolate telescope one last time. The candy planets

glittered above, and he smiled. He had learned that

imagination is a wonderful gift: it sparks creativity and can

bring joy to everyone. And somewhere in the sky, a

marshmallow moon seemed to wink back at him.
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