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For Jessi, Finn, Antonia and all the others whose parents became astronauts far too early and whose stars are therefore shining particularly brightly.
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Anton was playing quietly in his nursery. His favorite toys were scattered all around him: Colorful play figures, shiny cars and a small, handmade tent made from old scraps of fabric. Today he was once again setting up a small campsite, a miniature replica of the place where he and his family had spent their last unhappy holiday just over a year ago. Whenever he was sad, he reenacted his family’s last holiday together.
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Anton replayed his holidays, reminiscing how he went swimming in the lake with his mum and dad and how they tried to catch crabs. The sun was always shining, and they laughed all day long. In the evening, they made a campfire and often looked up at the stars for a long time. They marveled at the shining stars and the distant galaxies. Anton soon recognized the North Star, the Little Dipper and even the Pleiades, a distant constellation of stars.


Afterwards, they would fall asleep in their tent, exhausted and content. It was the happiest time Anton could remember.


Anton's room was full of pictures from this camping holiday, which his mum had lovingly put in colorful frames. One photo showed him proudly holding a small crab he had caught himself up to the camera.
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Another showed the whole family laughing around the campfire, their faces lit up by the glow of the flames, behind them the starry sky they had gazed at so often. In the corner of the room stood a small wooden box in which Anton kept all his treasures from the holiday: shells from the beach, a glittering marble and a homemade map of the campsite. Each of these little things told a story that made him very happy whenever Anton took them out.
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And so, today he built the little campsite again. Anton's mum had even made him a little lake out of felt for his figures to swim in. And his dad had recreated the campsite playground with little sticks. Anton smiled sadly as he let a play figure dive into the lake.


[image: ]


Anton had a sad smile because at some point shortly after this happy holiday, dark clouds moved in front of the sun. Anton's mum became very ill. Mum's illness was like a shadow that had quietly and unrelentingly settled over the house.


The cheerful laughter that was usually heard so often in the house became less and less, although no less hearty. Anton's mum often had to go into the hospital for treatment. During this time, Anton missed his mum terribly. When she returned home, she needed a lot of rest and was very exhausted.
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Anton missed the times when they used to go cycling or swimming together. This often made him sad and even a little angry. He so wished he could experience such great and fun days with his mum again, like all his friends did with their mothers.


His dad took over many of the things that mum used to do. He took care of the cooking, Anton's schoolwork, and looked after Anton's mum. He always did it with a smile, even if his eyes sometimes looked worried and tired. It was also Dad who often helped Anton set up the little campsite and made up stories with him to make the days happier. Anton wanted to be strong and of course help his dad however he could, but sometimes he was just very, very sad.
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That evening, while Anton was playing in his room, Dad came in. "Anton, will you please come? We have something for you." Anton was very unsure, because there had been too much bad news recently. Anton slowly followed his father into the living room, where his mum was already sitting on the couch, smiling happily.


A new, large picture lay on the living room table. The picture was as big as the whole table. Anton was amazed. It showed the starry sky as they had seen it while camping, with the North Star, the Little Dipper and the Pleiades.


"Your mum and I thought you might like that," said Dad with a warm smile.
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Together, they spent the evening counting stars and making up stories about distant galaxies and adventures in space. For a brief moment, it felt like the old days - when the family was happy and carefree.


Since that evening, the picture has hung above Anton's bed. He often looked at it and sometimes he felt as if the stars were twinkling at him. He began to read books about astronomy, drew pictures of stars and rockets and hung them on the wall next to his bed.
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