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Leo loved the night more than any other time. Every evening
he climbed onto the roof with his little brass telescope and
counted stars until his eyes grew sleepy. His mustard-yellow
jumper kept him warm, and his red sneakers tapped softly on
the tiles. "Where do you all come from?" he whispered to the
twinkling sky. The stars only winked back, which Leo thought

was a very good answer.




One clear night, a soft whoosh swept over the rooftop. A great
owl landed beside Leo, its midnight-blue feathers speckled
with tiny golden and silver dots. The dots formed shapes — a
bear, a swan, a curling dragon — as if the owl wore the whole
sky. Its huge amber eyes blinked kindly. "You ask many
questions, little one," the owl said. Leo's mouth fell open.
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"You can talk!" Leo gasped. The owl dipped its head. "I am the
Star Owl, and I carry the constellations on my wings. But
tonight something is wrong. One small star has fallen out of its
place." Leo leaned closer, his hazel eyes wide. A tiny silver
chain around the owl's neck held a glowing star charm. "Can I
help?" Leo asked at once. "I have a telescope!"
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The owl spread its glowing wings. "Then hold on to my
feathers, curious boy." Leo climbed gently onto the owl's back,

and the rooftop dropped away below them. They flew over
sleeping houses and quiet trees, higher and higher into the
cool dark. The wind smelled of starlight, and Leo laughed out

loud. "Where are we going?" he called. "To a place few have
seen," the owl answered.



They landed on a round stone tower hidden behind the clouds.
A silver door curved like a crescent moon stood open. Inside,
Leo gasped. The secret observatory had a ceiling made of
glass, and beyond it the whole night sky glittered. Brass rings
and crystal lenses turned slowly on their own. "This is where I
keep watch," the Star Owl said. "And this is where our search
begins."



Leo pulled out his little telescope and peered upward. "How
will we know which star is missing?" The owl swept a wing
across the sky. "Every star has a home in a pattern. A gap
means someone is lost." Leo studied the shapes, tracing lines
with his finger. "There!" he cried. "The Swan has a hole in its
wing! One star is missing from the middle." The owl nodded

wisely.




"Where would a lost star go?" Leo asked, tapping his chin. The
owl's amber eyes gleamed. "Stars are curious, like you. When
one slips free, it tumbles toward whatever shines brightest
below." Leo thought hard. "Then we should look for lights —
lanterns, windows, fireflies!" "Clever boy," the owl said. "Climb
on. We follow the light."




They flew out through the glass ceiling and into the wide
night. Leo held tight and watched the world below. Windows
glowed like tiny moons. Street lamps made golden pools on the
pavement. "Is it down there?" Leo called. "Not yet," the owl
replied. "Keep asking, keep looking. Curiosity lights the way."
Leo's heart thumped with excitement, quick and happy.
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Over a quiet park, Leo spotted a flicker near the pond. "Wait!
Something's hiding in the reeds!" The owl swooped low and
landed softly on the grass. Leo crept forward on his red
sneakers. Within the tall green reeds, a small golden glow
pulsed like a heartbeat. He parted the stems carefully, slowly,
and peeked inside. Something tiny shivered there.
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It was a little star, no bigger than a marble, with five soft
points and a shimmering halo. A sleepy eye blinked in its
middle. Whenever it flickered, its light dimmed nervously.
"Hello," Leo whispered gently. "Don't be scared." The star
flickered faster. "It's frightened," said the owl. "Speak softly.
Stars understand kindness better than anything else."
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Leo knelt in the grass and held out his hand. "I'm Leo. We
came to take you home." The little star flickered, unsure. Then
it rolled onto his palm, warm as a sun-warmed pebble. "It
giggled!" Leo laughed, tickling it softly. "It likes you," the owl
said. The star's sleepy eye opened wider, and its shimmering
halo glowed brighter. "Let's take it back to the Swan," Leo
said.




The Star Owl lifted them high, higher than the rooftops, higher
than the clouds. Leo cupped the little star in both hands, and it
glowed warmly against his jumper. "Will it fit back in its
place?" he asked. "Every star remembers its home," the owl
said. "You just have to help it find the way." The observatory's
glass roof glittered ahead, and the Swan waited, one wingtip
still dark.
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Inside, the owl showed Leo a small silver nest shaped like a
star's empty spot. "Set it here, gently." Leo eased the little star
down. It wiggled, giggled once more, and settled in. With a
soft chime, it lit up — and the Swan's wing glowed whole
again. "You did it!" the owl said. The whole sky seemed to
sparkle brighter, as if it were clapping.
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From that night on, Leo still asked a hundred questions. He
asked about moon craters, comets, and why stars twinkle. The
Star Owl visited often, landing softly on the roof to share a
riddle or two. "What did you learn?" it asked one evening. Leo
grinned his gap-toothed smile. "That asking questions takes
you wonderful places." The owl hooted, sounding very pleased
indeed.




The little star still peeks down from the Swan's wing every
night, glowing extra bright when Leo waves his telescope. "It
remembers you," the owl said. Leo waves anyway. His curiosity
sent him across the night sky, and it brought a lost star safely
home. Some nights the owl's constellation feathers glow a
little brighter, as if to say: keep wondering, keep looking, keep
asking.




So if you ever lie on the grass and count the stars, ask a
question out loud. You never know who might answer. Maybe a
great owl with a midnight-blue sky on its wings will swoop
down beside you. Maybe a tiny lost star is waiting to be found.
After all, curiosity is a kind of magic — and it helps us discover
wonderful things.




