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On a rainy afternoon, while the windows tapped with drops,

the child sat at the kitchen table with a roll of tape and a stack

of paper. "I will make a lighthouse," the child said, "a tall one

with a bright light." The child's warm brown skin glowed in the

lamp light, and a gap-toothed smile spread across the round

cheerful face. Freckles danced across the nose as the child cut

and folded.
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The child rolled white paper into a tall, slender tower and

painted red stripes around it. A round paper lantern went on

top, glowing softly. "There," said the child, setting it on the

floor by the window. "Now we need a sea." The child spread a

blue blanket across the rug, and the imaginary sea began to

ripple and shine.

2



The child placed the paper lighthouse at the edge of the blue

blanket. It stood knee-high, with a tiny paper door and a gentle

smile drawn on it. A paper pennant flag fluttered on its roof.

"You will keep watch," the child said. "You will shine for

anyone who is lost." The lighthouse's lantern glowed warm and

bright, as if it understood.
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From the front pocket of the blue overalls, the child pulled out

three little paper boats. One had a red stripe, one had blue

dots, and one was plain cream. The largest boat had a tiny

paper flag. "Time to sail," the child said, and set them on the

imaginary sea. The boats bobbed and dipped, their tiny ink-

drawn eyes wide with excitement.
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"Off we go!" squeaked the boat with the red stripe. "To the far

edge of the sea!" The boat with blue dots spun in a circle.

"Catch me if you can!" The plain cream boat just smiled and

drifted along. The child laughed and clapped. "Stay close to

the lighthouse," the child called. "It will keep you safe."
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But the imaginary sea grew wild. A gust of wind—just a puff

from the open window—sent the little boats tumbling. Waves

of blue blanket rose and fell. The boat with the red stripe spun

around. "Where is the harbor?" it cried. The boat with blue

dots tipped sideways. "I cannot see the lighthouse!" The cream

boat bobbed alone, far from the others.
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The child watched with wide round eyes. "Oh no!" The little

boats were lost in the waves. They sailed this way and that,

but the imaginary sea was big and confusing. The child's heart

thumped. "I must help them," the child said. "But how?" The

glue stick in the pocket felt cold and useless.
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The child looked at the paper lighthouse. Its lantern glowed

softly, waiting. "You need to shine brighter," the child said.

"Much brighter." The child fetched a small flashlight from the

drawer and carefully placed it behind the lantern. "Now

shine!" The lighthouse beam burst out, warm and golden,

sweeping across the imaginary sea.
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The beam danced over the waves. It found the boat with the

red stripe first. "Follow the light!" the child called. The little

boat turned and sailed toward the glow. The beam swept on

and found the boat with blue dots. "This way!" The boat with

blue dots righted itself and followed. The cream boat saw the

light too and happily headed home.
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The little boats bobbed into the harbor, one by one. "You found

us!" they cheered. "The lighthouse saved us!" The child

scooped them up gently. "You are safe now," the child said. The

paper lighthouse seemed to smile even wider, its tiny drawn

eyes twinkling. The child gave each boat a little pat.
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"Thank you, lighthouse," said the boat with the red stripe.

"Your light was so bright!" The child beamed. "I just made it

shine a little more," the child said. "Sometimes a small change

makes a big difference." The child set the boats back on the

imaginary sea, close to the harbor, where the waves were calm

and gentle.
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The child looked at the paper lighthouse and had an idea.

"Let's make the harbor safer for everyone," the child said. With

scissors and tape, the child cut out a little paper breakwater

and placed it around the harbor. "Now the waves cannot push

you away," the child explained. The boats clapped their tiny

paper flags.
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The child turned to the little boats. "If you ever get lost again,

just look for the light. I will always leave it on for you." The

boats nodded, their ink-drawn smiles wide. "We will

remember," they promised. The paper lighthouse glowed

steadily, a warm friend in the corner of the room.
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That evening, the child placed the paper lighthouse on the

windowsill. Its beam shone out into the dark, though the real

sea was far away. The child knew that somewhere, someone

might need a light. "Creativity can solve problems," the child

whispered, "and kindness makes it shine." The little boats slept

peacefully on the blue blanket sea.
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The next morning, the child brought the paper lighthouse to

school for show-and-tell. "This is my lighthouse," the child

said. "It guides lost boats home." The other children leaned in

to see the glowing lantern and the tiny smiling door. "Can you

make one for us?" they asked. The child grinned. "We can all

make one together!"
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And so, on a rainy afternoon, the whole class built paper

lighthouses. Each one had a bright lantern and a kind smile.

The child smiled, freckles crinkling. "See?" the child said.

"When we use our imagination and care for others, we can

turn a simple craft into a safe harbor for everyone." The little

boats sailed happily on many imaginary seas.
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