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Helena KraljičYou‘re a star. The star is the way.

There aren’t all that many realistic stories for children that shed light on the problems the youngest among us have 
as they grow up; most often, stories for this group of young readers are classic fairy tales or modern tales in which a 
child travels between the real world and the world of imagination. But even children in the first grade need literary 
texts that open the door to the real world, that portray childhood, family life, tiny or tremendous misunderstandings, 
joy, sadness, fear and distress. For life is not just a fairy tale – it would be nice if it were. But it isn‘t.

This book by Helena Kraljič, with illustrations by Tina Dobrajc, is a a realistic depiction of life, which means that 
word and image come together in a credible, realistic, manner – everything that the book speaks of could actually 
happen in a world where children and adults meet day after day, talking, reading, playing and quarrelling, heading off 
to school or to work. The main characters in Under a Lucky Star are Clara and Felicity – and each of their parents sees 
them as a true star when they’re born, like every child, every being. It’s just that Clara is a hero who bravely makes her 
way about the world, while Felicity prefers not to. There’s nothing she feels like doing: she doesn‘t feel like learning to 
walk, to count, to listen to fairy tales. No wonder that, by the time she enters first grade, there’s not much she knows. 
There’s nothing star-like about her, and perhaps she’d say she was born under an un-lucky star! It’s true – laziness will 
never lead to success (as she’d be sure to read and realize when she’s older).

But does Felicity set out to change? Change her life? Who helps her? Will she become a star? What is the cover telling 
us, with the girl by the window? Read this fabulous picture book and you’ll find out why Felicity, in spite of everything, 
is happy indeed by the time it ends.

May each and every one of us shine like a star.

Igor Saksida, Ph.D.

Under   a   
Lucky Star



Mommy Katya and Daddy Kevin 

were looking down at their new-born baby:

     “She’s lovely!”
     “She’s wonderful!”
      “She’s gorgeous!”

Mommy Fiona and Daddy Philip 

were also gazing down at their new-born girl:

         “She’s lovely!”
                     “She’s wonderful!”
                  “She’s gorgeous!”



Katya and Kevin named their baby Clara. 

Soon after she was born, she began to look curiously out into the 

world. And by the time she was three years old, she was already 

running across the meadow and asking, 

Fiona and Philip called their baby Felicity. As time went by, they saw
their daughter was in no hurry to walk. Mommy Fiona said to her,   
                                                              “Come on! Give me your hand. 
                                                                  Let’s go for a stroll.”

“Eh,” 
said Felicity, looking lazily up at her mommy.  

“I don’t feel like it. I’ll catch up. 
I was born under a lucky star. 

Grandma says Felicity means lucky one.”                    

“Mommy, what’s behind that mountain?”
“Daddy, why is the sea salty?” 

“Mommy, where do Eskimos live?”



Sometime later, Katya and Kevin proudly watched their 
daughter as she counted blocks:  

“You left out some numbers. It goes: 

                         1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10 ... 
Clara wanted to know everything. 

Fiona and Philip had a suggestion for Felicity: 

“Why don’t you count the number of toys you have?”

1, 2, 3, 4, 7, 9, 20 ...

“Daddy, what’s the next number?” 

“Eh,”  
said Felicity, wrinkling her nose.  

“Not now! I'll catch up. 
You know, I was born under a lucky star.” 

“Mommy, why do numbers have to go in order?”

“Daddy, what are clouds made of?”

“ ”

”



Soon enough, Clara was already spelling
                 

“IN THE ROOM,”  corrected her Mommy and Daddy, who 
were growing prouder and prouder each day. 
Clara never got tired of asking things:

“JOHN SLE EPS IN THE ROON,” she read.

Mommy Fiona took her daughter up onto her lap on day and said, 

“Come on, let’s read a fairy tale together.”

Felicity yawned in boredom. 

“Later, Mommy, I don’t feel like it right now. I’ll catch up. 
Don’t forget: I was born under a lucky star.”

“Mommy, what’s that letter?” 

“Daddy, why do we call a room a room?” 
“Mommy, where does sugar grow?” 



Soon Clara and Felicity were old enough to go 
to school. They were both looking forward to 
making a whole bunch of new friends.

The very first class they had was gym. 
         The teacher set up three logs to hop over. 
                and asked the pupils:
                     “Who will be the first to try?”

Clara raised her hand:  
  “Can I try, please?”

She easily hopped over the obstacles. 
And for some extra fun, she hopped 
over a few of the other pupils. 

Felicity watched her in wonder. 
When she tried to hop over the obstacles,
she tumbled clumsily to the floor.



During math class the teacher asked the pupils: 
“How many dragons are there in the picture?”

   The pupils counted and counted…

Clara was the first to finish. She raised her hand up high:  
                       “Can I answer, please?”
 “Of course,” the teacher smiled.

      

                                             Felicity looked 
down glumly. She 

could only count to ten.

said Clara, beaming. 

 “There are 12 dragons in the picture,” 

The teacher praised her.



During English the teacher asked: 
            “Who knows how to spell their name?”

Clara proudly raised her hand up high and went to write 
her name on the board. All the other pupils also knew 
how to write their names.
   That is, everyone except Felicity.  
        “Bravo,” said the teacher, to the rest of them.

Felicity didn’t even want to look up. She stared at the floor 
and started to think.

She wasn’t able to hop over obstacles. 
      She wasn’t able to count all the dragons. 
          And she had no idea how to write her name.

     She went home with her head down.



“Why so sad, Felicity?” Daddy asked her.

“I wasn’t able to hop over the obstacles at school,” she said.

“Come on,” said Daddy. “I’ll teach you to jump really high.”

They spent a long time springing up off the ground.

“We’re jumping so high we can reach the sun,” 
laughed Felicity.



“At school I wasn’t able to count all the dragons,”
Felicity admitted to her Mommy.

“That’s not so bad,” said her Mommy, comforting her. 

“Come on,” she waved. “I‘ll teach you to count.” 

They lay down on the grass, 

laughed, and counted loads 

and loads of daisies.



After a while, Felicity said, 

“Mommy, what about spelling?”
As evening fell, Felicity looked at 

her Mommy and pleaded, 

“Will you teach me how to write my name?” 
Fiona was proud of her daughter. Finally she 

wanted to learn something! 

Mommy looked for Felicity’s favourite fairy tale and 

they started to read, letter by letter. Long into the night.

Until they both nodded off.



       Felicity could hardly wait to go back to school. 

Now she too knew how to spell her name.

“Bravo!” clapped the teacher.
And she could count all the dragons in the picture. 

“Bravo!” clapped the teacher, along with her friend Clara.

And she was able to hop over all the obstacles. 

“Bravo!” clapped the teacher, 

Clara and all the other pupils.



After school, Felicity raced home, happy as could be.

Felicity gave them a great big hug. 

         “A great day!” 

She laughed. 

     She felt PROUD.

            Of HERSELF. 

               Of her MOMMY. 

                   Of her DADDY.

And even of the LUCKY STAR 

she‘d been born under.

“Did you have a good day at school?” 

her Mommy and Daddy asked her. 





The main characters in Under a Lucky Star are Clara and Felicity – and each
of their parents sees them as a true star when they’re born, like every child, 
every being. It’s just that Clara is a hero who bravely makes her way about 
the world, while Felicity prefers not to. There’s nothing she feels like doing: 
she doesn‘t feel like learning to walk, to count, to listen to fairy tales. No 
wonder that, by the time she enters first grade, there’s not much she knows. 
There’s nothing star-like about her, and perhaps she’d say she was born 
under an un-lucky star! 

But does Felicity set out to change? Change her life? Who helps her? 
Will she become a star? What is the cover telling us, with the girl by 
the window? Read this fabulous picture book and you’ll find out why 
Felicity, in spite of everything, is happy indeed by the time it ends.

May each and every one of us shine like a star.

                                                                                                                                                         
                                                                                                                              Igor Saksida, Ph.D. 


