The Ballerina Box by Solveig Alpkvist 

It was the spring holiday. I was spending it at my grandma's house as usual. She lived in a lovely cottage in the countryside with roses in her garden that were yet to bloom. That afternoon, we were playing cards when we were interrupted by my little brother Kian, "I'm hungry!"

"Zoey, let’s pack up and get dinner ready.” I tidied away the cards and skipped off to follow Grandma. On the way there, I paused. It was Grandma’s wooden cupboard under the stairs – I had walked past it many times, but this time it was open (usually it was locked)! A tickle of curiosity ran down my spine. I peered inside, studying its contents intently. My eyes were drawn to a little wooden box.

"Gramma, what's this?". There was an awful moment of silence. Finally, she spoke, "It was your mother's". You see, my mother had died when I was only one, so I never really got to know her.  Grandma motioned for me to sit beside her and she opened the box. Inside was a tiny ceramic ballerina figurine dressed in a candyfloss tutu and dainty pink slippers and a golden crown. My grandma turned a key and she began to spin as a lovely tune poured out from the box. It didn’t last long as we were interrupted by Kian again. Grandma snapped the box shut and asked me to put it back. I decided I had a much better idea, I raced upstairs and slid it under my bed.

At bedtime, I waited for the house to fall silent. I reached under the bed, feeling for the box with my hands. I opened it gingerly. The tiny ballerina figure stared back at me as I studied her every detail. Finally, I turned the key once again and the melody filled the room. It was soft, sweet and magical.

The music transported me to a theatre hall and I was on stage! I was wearing the same candyfloss tutu as the ballerina figure, my feet wrapped in the same delicate slippers, and a gold crown on my head. My body moved to the music as though I had danced to it many times. It was wonderful. The stage lights were bright but my eyes adjusted and a lady in the front row came into view. It was my mother smiling and cheering me on. She threw a single red rose at my feet. The dance ended with a beautiful arabesque and I picked up the rose.

“Zoey! Breakfast!” I was jolted awake. It must have been a dream. A lovely dream. I picked up the wooden box to return it to its rightful place and made my way down. As I looked out the window on the landing, a dash of colour caught my eye. The first rose of spring had bloomed and it was red. 





My World-confuzzling is my lot! Olivia Brown 
 
 
ADHD Monday-I need 5 alarms!
It's the start of the never-ending week.
I'm tired out of my mind and I have tons of energy?
Confuzzling is my lot.
I'm similar to you,but not.
 
 
Confuzzling is my lot.
I'm similar to you,but not.
Dyslexia Tuesday-I need 4 alarms!
It's a mind-numbing start today.
I don't like noise and I don't like silence?
 
 
ADHD Wednesday-I need 3 alarms!
There's still two more long days of school- that's 16 hours!
Confuzzling is my lot.
I'm similar to you, but not.
I want to focus and I can't lock in?
 
Dyslexia Thursday-I need 2 alarms!
Confuzzling is my lot.
I'm similar to you,but not.
Double science and double English-confuzzalation overload!
I always want to be with my mates and I always want my space?
 
ADHD Friday-I need 1 alarm!
But I need to brace my brain for the next confuzzling week.
I love to sleep but I have to be awake?
Confuzzling is my lot.
I'm similar to you,but not.
