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Dedication

To my teachers: Thank you for your tireless patience and for proving that 'success' is empty without a soul. You didn't just teach us how to pass the test; you taught us how to be the kind of human the world actually needs. These stories are your lessons in disguise.

— Nemo

Welcome to Pugu’s World

Dear Reader,

Welcome to Maple Street — a place where winter mornings feel important, squirrels sometimes win races, and a golden dog named Sky runs faster than good sense.

These stories are about growing up.

Not all at once.

Not perfectly.

But steadily.

Pugu is learning that responsibility can feel heavy, mistakes can feel embarrassing, and wisdom often walks beside us in the form of a grandparent, a sister... or even a dog.

If you read closely, you may discover that the biggest lessons are hidden inside the smallest moments.

Thank you for stepping into this world.

I hope you enjoy walking alongside Pugu as much as I enjoyed writing about him.

— Nemo
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	The Hushed Canvas
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Snow always visited their town in December. It arrived like a ghostly artist in the dead of night, painting the rooftops in chalky white and stitching silver threads along the skeletal branches of the maples. But this year, the sky was undecided.

The ground lay bare; the trees stood waiting. The wind whispered, but no snow answered. It was as if the clouds were guarding a secret—as if winter had paused mid-step, holding its breath for a miracle.

Inside the cheerful yellow house on Maple Street lived Pugu. Ten years old, with eyes like searchlights and questions that arrived faster than answers. He was the kind of boy who would dismantle a clock just to see how time worked, then apologize sincerely while helping fix it. His sister, Sana, was twelve. She was calm where Pugu was stormy; she was the steady flame to his erratic spark.

It was a full house. It was a happy house. But there was a silent crater in the center of it—a space Pugu felt every time a bark echoed across the street. Pugu didn’t just want a dog; he dreamed in paws.

“Please?” he would ask, his voice a hopeful tremor. “I’ll wake up early. I’ll feed it. I promise!”

His parents would exchange that look—the one where love and practicality wrestle behind the eyes.

“A dog is a responsibility,” his father would say gently.

Pugu understood. But understanding did not quiet the dream.

	The Architecture of a Choice
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That December, Pugu’s savings jar was a glass cathedral of coins. Clink. Chime. Clink. He had enough for the remote-controlled car—the one with the predatory headlights and tires that could conquer mountains.

But one evening, watching Grandpa patiently polish his spectacles and Grandma stitch a stray button onto his coat, a question crystallized in his mind: What lasts longer? A toy that entertains the hands, or a gift that warms the soul? A car that zooms in circles, or a gesture that travels in a straight line from heart to heart?

He looked at his jar. To keep is to have; to give is to be.

The next day, Pugu went shopping. He didn't buy plastic; he bought intent.

III. The Morning of Small Wonders

Christmas morning arrived with a brittle, sun-drenched cold. The gifts Pugu handed out were wrapped in slightly crooked paper, but they held the weight of mountains.

For Grandpa: a compass bookmark. “So your stories never lose their way.”

For Grandma: a tiny potted jade. “Because you are the one who helps us grow.”

For Sana: a gold-edged journal. “For the thoughts too big for talking.”

The room fell into a reverent silence. Tock, tock went the wall clock. Grandpa cleared his throat—a dry, raspy rattle. Grandma pressed the plant to her chest as if it were a heartbeat.

“You spent your car money?” his father asked softly.

Pugu nodded, a strange lightness in his chest. Generosity is a paradox: the more you empty your pockets, the fuller you feel.

IV. The Golden Envelope

As dusk painted the sky in strokes of lavender and bruised purple, Pugu’s parents called him to the hearth.

“We noticed something this year,” his mother began, her voice a warm hum. “We saw that you didn’t just grow taller; you grew deeper.”

His father handed him a slender envelope. Inside was a card featuring a golden Labrador puppy and a single, shattering sentence: Tomorrow, we bring home a new member of the family.

For three seconds, Pugu was a statue of salt. Then—

“WHAT?!”

He did not walk that night; he launched. He did not move; he ricocheted. He was a human tornado, spinning through the kitchen, skidding across the rug with a shirr-shirr of socks, and designing a twelve-year plan before his head hit the pillow.
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