
TA L K  A B O U T  T H E  S T O R Y

What can make a
wobbly moment feel a
little safer?
Who helped Maya? How did Maya
help the star? Name one small brave
step you could take. ✦

Maya and the Moonlit
Map

A gentle adventure about a girl, her corgi, and a lost
little star who discover that courage can begin with

asking for help.

A finished example created by the Children's
Storybook Agent in Spaces.
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A story about finding courage one small step at a time

For every brave heart that has ever neededFor every brave heart that has ever needed
a friend, a map, and one more try.a friend, a map, and one more try.
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By breakfast, the map was only
paper again. Maya spread it beside
her toast. No trail glowed. No
whisper rustled.

Still, one folded corner felt warm
beneath her fingertip.

Pip slept in his basket, snoring tiny
thundercloud snores. On his teal
collar, one speck of stardust
blinked.

Maya smiled. Somewhere above the
bright morning, a new star was
shining—and two friends were
braver than they had been
yesterday.

29 30

O
T H E  Q U I E T E S T  T U E S D AY

n the stillest night of the year,
when rain tapped softly and

even the clocks seemed sleepy,
Maya heard a rustle beneath her
bed.

It was not a mouse. It was not a
sock. It was a folded map glowing
like warm milk under moonlight.

Pip sniffed one silver corner. His
flopped ear stood straight up.

Across the paper, a tiny golden trail
curled over rooftops toward a star
drawn at the very edge.

Bring someone brave, whispered
the map.

3 4
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O N E  L A S T  S M A L L  S T E P

The moon-road faded behind them.
The rooftops were ordinary again—
slippery tiles, sleepy pigeons, and
laundry waiting for the morning
wind.

Maya no longer minded the wobbly
feeling in her knees.

She knew what to do with it now:
look for the next safe place, ask a
friend to stay close, and take one
small step.

The attic window was waiting.

27 28

A  W I N D O W  W I D E R  T H A N  A  W I N D O WA  W I N D O W  W I D E R  T H A N  A  W I N D O W

Maya tucked the map into herMaya tucked the map into her
cardigan. “I am not sure I am thecardigan. “I am not sure I am the
brave one,” she told Pip.brave one,” she told Pip.

Pip wagged as if to say, Pip wagged as if to say, BraveBrave
enough to open the window.enough to open the window.

The attic window opened widerThe attic window opened wider
than any window should. Beyond itthan any window should. Beyond it
waited the sleeping city and a roadwaited the sleeping city and a road
stitched from moonlight.stitched from moonlight.

Maya took one breath, then oneMaya took one breath, then one
step. The map warmed in herstep. The map warmed in her
pocket.pocket.

5 6
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On the highest roof, Maya set downOn the highest roof, Maya set down
the basket. “Ready?” she asked.the basket. “Ready?” she asked.

The star trembled once. Maya heldThe star trembled once. Maya held
out her hand. Pip gave one small,out her hand. Pip gave one small,
encouraging encouraging woofwoof..

Then the star rose.Then the star rose.

Up it sailed, past the chimneys andUp it sailed, past the chimneys and
the fading moon, until an emptythe fading moon, until an empty
place in the constellation openedplace in the constellation opened
like a welcome.like a welcome.

The star settled in. The whole skyThe star settled in. The whole sky
sparkled hello.sparkled hello.

Pip howled goodbye—quietly, forPip howled goodbye—quietly, for
once.once.

25 26

The first roof smelled of rain and
chimney smoke. The second was
crowded with sheets that snapped
like sails.

A gust lifted the map from Maya's
hands. She caught one corner. Pip
caught another with his teeth.

T H E  W I N D ' S  R I D D L E

“Hold on!” cried Maya.

Together they leaned backward
until the gust gave up. The map
fluttered open and drew a new
arrow through the dancing laundry.

“Teamwork,” Maya said. Pip
sneezed proudly.

7 8
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T H E  R O A D  H O M ET H E  R O A D  H O M E

Maya carried the star in the lanternMaya carried the star in the lantern
basket. Its light made every cloud-basket. Its light made every cloud-
step firm beneath her slippers.step firm beneath her slippers.

Behind them, the glass gardenBehind them, the glass garden
became a tiny jewel in the night.became a tiny jewel in the night.

The eastern sky turned coral. PipThe eastern sky turned coral. Pip
hurried, then stopped to waithurried, then stopped to wait
whenever Maya fell behind.whenever Maya fell behind.

“We go together,” Maya reminded“We go together,” Maya reminded
him.him.

The star glowed brighter, as if thoseThe star glowed brighter, as if those
were the words it had needed most.were the words it had needed most.

23 24

Next came the Chimney Forest: tallNext came the Chimney Forest: tall
ones, crooked ones, and one thatones, crooked ones, and one that
puffed smoke rings whenever Pippuffed smoke rings whenever Pip
barked.barked.

Maya wanted to hurry, but theMaya wanted to hurry, but the
silver trail vanished between thesilver trail vanished between the
bricks.bricks.

Pip lowered his nose. A dusting ofPip lowered his nose. A dusting of
moon-sparkles tickled it.moon-sparkles tickled it.

“You found it!” Maya whispered.“You found it!” Maya whispered.

They wound through the chimneysThey wound through the chimneys
slowly, laughing each time anotherslowly, laughing each time another
smoke ring floated past like asmoke ring floated past like a
doughnut for the moon.doughnut for the moon.

9 10
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First one point brightened. ThenFirst one point brightened. Then
another. Soon gold rippled acrossanother. Soon gold rippled across
the pool and woke every sleepingthe pool and woke every sleeping
flower.flower.

The star rose, smiling. “I thoughtThe star rose, smiling. “I thought
being brave meant doingbeing brave meant doing
everything alone.”everything alone.”

“I thought so too,” Maya admitted.“I thought so too,” Maya admitted.

Pip bounced on his back paws as ifPip bounced on his back paws as if
he had understood that all along.he had understood that all along.

The star laughed—a bright, bell-likeThe star laughed—a bright, bell-like
sound—and the map-lanternsound—and the map-lantern
opened a golden road home.opened a golden road home.

21 22

W H E R E  T H E  R O O F  E N D E DW H E R E  T H E  R O O F  E N D E D

The trail stopped at empty air. FarThe trail stopped at empty air. Far
below, a thousand windowsbelow, a thousand windows
dreamed warm yellow dreams.dreamed warm yellow dreams.

Maya's knees felt fizzy. “Maps areMaya's knees felt fizzy. “Maps are
supposed to show roads,” she said,supposed to show roads,” she said,
“not places where roads are“not places where roads are
missing.”missing.”

The map folded itself into a lantern.The map folded itself into a lantern.
Its light touched the clouds.Its light touched the clouds.

One by one, pale steps bloomedOne by one, pale steps bloomed
across the sky—soft, shining, andacross the sky—soft, shining, and
just wide enough for two friends.just wide enough for two friends.

Pip placed one careful paw uponPip placed one careful paw upon
the first.the first.

11 12
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Maya tried lifting the star. ItMaya tried lifting the star. It
flickered and sank back into theflickered and sank back into the
flowers.flowers.

She tried giving a speech aboutShe tried giving a speech about
courage. The star yawned halfwaycourage. The star yawned halfway
through.through.

“Maybe,” Maya said, “you do not“Maybe,” Maya said, “you do not
need a push. Maybe you need aneed a push. Maybe you need a
rest.”rest.”

Pip curled around the star like aPip curled around the star like a
warm orange comma.warm orange comma.

Maya hummed the song herMaya hummed the song her
grandmother used when stormsgrandmother used when storms
rattled the windows. Therattled the windows. The
moonflowers swayed. The little starmoonflowers swayed. The little star
breathed in, then out.breathed in, then out.

19 20

“Brave does not
mean never feeling
wobbly.”
I T  M E A N S  C H O O S I N G  T H E  N E X T  S M A L L  S T E P.

The bridge carried them above
steeples and sleepy pigeons until a
glass garden appeared in the
clouds.

Its door was covered in moonflower
vines. The map-lantern chimed
once, and every blossom opened at
the same time.

13 14



“Brave does not
mean never feeling
wobbly.”
I T  M E A N S  C H O O S I N G  T H E  N E X T  S M A L L  S T E P.

The bridge carried them above
steeples and sleepy pigeons until a
glass garden appeared in the
clouds.

Its door was covered in moonflower
vines. The map-lantern chimed
once, and every blossom opened at
the same time.

13 14

Maya tried lifting the star. ItMaya tried lifting the star. It
flickered and sank back into theflickered and sank back into the
flowers.flowers.

She tried giving a speech aboutShe tried giving a speech about
courage. The star yawned halfwaycourage. The star yawned halfway
through.through.

“Maybe,” Maya said, “you do not“Maybe,” Maya said, “you do not
need a push. Maybe you need aneed a push. Maybe you need a
rest.”rest.”

Pip curled around the star like aPip curled around the star like a
warm orange comma.warm orange comma.

Maya hummed the song herMaya hummed the song her
grandmother used when stormsgrandmother used when storms
rattled the windows. Therattled the windows. The
moonflowers swayed. The little starmoonflowers swayed. The little star
breathed in, then out.breathed in, then out.

19 20



A  V O I C E  I N  T H E  F L O W E R S

At the center stood a round pool.
Moonflowers leaned over it like
worried neighbors.

From beneath their petals came a
sniff, then a hiccup of light.

A tiny star peeked out. One point
drooped. Its glow was scarcely
brighter than a firefly.

“I fell before I learned the way
back,” it said.

Maya knelt. “Then we will learn
together.”

17 18

Inside, moon-moths floated fromInside, moon-moths floated from
flower to flower. They gatheredflower to flower. They gathered
above Maya's palms, warm as tinyabove Maya's palms, warm as tiny
candle flames.candle flames.

“Do you know where the lost star“Do you know where the lost star
is?” she asked.is?” she asked.

The moths swirled into an arrow.The moths swirled into an arrow.
Pip trotted beneath them through aPip trotted beneath them through a
curved glass door.curved glass door.

Beyond it, the greenhouse grewBeyond it, the greenhouse grew
quiet. Even the leaves seemed to bequiet. Even the leaves seemed to be
listening for something very small.listening for something very small.

15 16
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