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A Bedtime Story

  

Once upon a time, there was a little girl. She was kept inside at all times, in a room full of blankets and pillows. Occasionally she would ask her parents if she could go outside, but they would simply shake their heads. 

Since all she had in her room were things that were soft and fluffy, she never listened to music. Sometimes the little girl would dance in the silence, sometimes she would sing to fill the silence. She would create pictures in her head and sometimes she would paint them on the walls. She had stuffed animals that she would play with all the time, and make up stories about far off places where everyone lived in the sunshine. Sometimes she would simply lay in the sunshine spilling in from the window that was too high for her to see out of.

On her 6th birthday, she was brought a beautiful, rich cake with six lovely candles. The little girl made a wish and closed her eyes tight and blew with all her might. When she dared to peek at the candles, she was elated to see she had blown them all out. 

"Now my wish can come true!" she exclaimed.

In a flash her bedroom door flew open, and her parents gaped in horror. The little girl skipped through her bedroom door and outside. Behind her she could hear her parents begining to weep.

"Don't be sad, I'll be back soon!" she yelled over her shoulder. But her mother and father continued to weep, but would not say a thing. 

The little girl was amazed how much her skin sparkled in the sunshine like it never had while in her room. She skipped along through tall grass and ran her fingers through it. She played with bugs that jumped infront of her, and quietly watched a rabbit that grazed nearby. She listened to the wind blowing and laughed. When the birds nearby began to sing, she had something other than her own voice to dance to. 

She was amazed at just how large and beautiful the sky was. It blazed down to her as a hot and inviting blue. 

"I want to touch the sky," she said to herself, and ran to the nearest tree. She reached up and found it hard to grasp the branches, almost as if they were slippery. The little girl gritted her teeth and grasped the branches and drew herself up. The little girl smiled and laughed and couldn't wait to touch the blazing sky.

A few branches into the tree and she lost her grip and tumbled out. 

When she hit the ground she smashed into a thousand tiny pieces. She had never known that she was made of glass.

