


Anya laughed as she painted,  but her glitter jar 
tipped over whoosh! Sparkles flew everywhere. "Oh 
no!" classmates gasped. Anya covered her mouth.





Anya  stared  at  the  swirling  glitter  on  the  floor, 
feeling  nervous.  Ms.  Rose  walked  closer,  gentle 
smile on her face. Anya's hands trembled.





Suddenly a tiny glowing creature floated up: Oops! 
Rainbow flecks danced as Oops hovered by the 
sparkly mess. Anya blinked in surprise.





Oops grew into a tall, wobbly shadow, but shrank 
into  a  bright  shimmer  again.  "Fixing  is  magic," 
whispered Oops softly. Anya listened carefully.





Oops pointed at a paper plane stuck high above. 
"Shadow makes us hide, but light helps us try," Oops 
whispered. Anya grinned, understanding.





Oops showed a book with juice stains—sneaking 
away or cleaning up? Anya nodded, hugging the 
book. "Good choices sparkle," said Oops.





Anya  stood,  looking  at  the  glitter.  Oops 
floated beside  her,  twinkling.  "Your  turn,"  Oops 
encouraged. Anya took a deep breath.





Anya looked at her friends. She looked at Ms. Rose, 
waiting kindly.  Oops smiled, hope shining. What 
would Anya do?





"Ms. Rose, I spilled the glitter," Anya said. Her voice 
wobbled, but Ms. Rose smiled warmly. "Thank you 
for telling me, Anya," she replied.





Classmates hurried to help sweep glitter. Laughter 
sparkled brighter than the floor. Oops spun happily, 
leaving a rainbow twirl. Every friend helped fix the 
mess.





After  cleanup,  Oops  glowed  gently  in  Anya’s 
hands. "You fixed much more than glitter," Oops 
whispered. Soft golden light filled the room.





Anya skipped to the playground, a shimmer peeking 
from her pocket. Friends waved, and Anya smiled 
wide. Above, a rainbow arched across the sky.






