
Meera Feeds the Stray Dog

​Chapter 1: The




Hungry Visitor
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On her way home from school, Meera skipped along the lane, humming a happy song. The sun was warm, and butterflies danced around the flowers. But suddenly, she stopped.
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Near the school gate sat a thin brown dog. His fur was dusty, and his ribs showed through his skin.

​[image: ]

​His tail gave a small wag when he saw her, but his eyes looked tired and hungry.

Meera’s heart felt a little pinch.

“Oh, poor dog,” she whispered. “Is anyone feeding you?”

She opened her school bag and found half of her roti left from lunch. She placed it on the ground and stepped back. The dog sniffed it, then ate it quickly, licking the last crumbs with joy.
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Meera smiled softly. “You were really hungry,” she said.

The dog looked up and wagged his tail again, as if to say, thank you.

That night, Meera couldn’t

stop thinking about the brown dog with the sad eyes. She decided that tomorrow, she would bring him some food again.
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​Chapter 2: Meera Shares Her Lunch
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The next morning, Meera woke up early. She told her mother about the hungry dog near the school gate. Her mother smiled kindly.

“That’s very thoughtful, Meera. Let’s pack a little extra food for him today.” Together, they wrapped an extra roti and poured some warm milk into a small steel bowl. Meera placed them carefully in her school bag.

​All through her classes,

Meera kept thinking about the dog. As soon as the bell rang, she hurried to the gate.
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There he was — the same brown dog, waiting in the shade of the wall. When he saw Meera, his tail began to wag fast, thump-thump-thump against the ground. “Hello again!” Meera said cheerfully. She set the food down gently on the ground. The dog sniffed the bowl, then began to eat happily, licking every drop of milk.
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Meera laughed softly. “You must really like milk!” she said.


The dog wagged his tail as if to say, Yes, I do!



BEFORE SHE LEFT, MEERA whispered, “I’ll see you tomorrow, little friend.” And for the first time in a long while, the brown dog

felt loved.

That evening, Meera

named him in her mind —

Buddy.
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