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Tucked away on a narrow country road is a 
house that has no light. There are, of course, 
lights inside the home that the owners themselves 
control, but outside there is only darkness. 
There are no streetlights or porch-lit candles to 
illuminate the outside, the stars are concealed by 
bowls of clouds, and the moon is hidden by trees. 
Rarely would a lucky, sliver of its glare cut through 
the shaking leaves and peek through only for a hot 
minute. 

 The darkness that surrounds the home never 
scared May, she would simply grab a flashlight 
when she wanted to play in the night. May would 
explore the surrounding land, rich with butternut 
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trees, moon flowers, and ankle-breaking burrows. 
The flashlight was her scepter, a beacon of light 
separate from the shadow that covers the land, the 
only source of guidance. 

 Until the fireflies came. 

***
 
May was exploring the night they arrived. She 

was shining her flashlight into the creek, searching 
for hatching frog eggs and watching the soggy 
grass float in the direction of the sea. She was 
focused until she noticed a speck of gold floating 
outside the right of her eye. She swiveled to see the 
mysterious light, but it disappeared. 

She stared between the trees nearby and watched 
as the gold ball bounced forward. It was blinking! 
May grabbed her flashlight and chased after the 
golden shine. She had never seen a firefly in her 
woods before. It guided her through the forest, 
avoiding the homes of foxes and weaving her 
between the trees and bunches of moon flowers. 

Then, the light disappeared and left her alone in 
the dark. Her eyes searched for a sign of its golden 
glow. She dropped her flashlight onto the grass as 
she noticed thousands of lightening bugs pop up 
around her. They were zooming around a huge, 
colorful tree. May has never seen such a magical 
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sight! She ran among the gold bugs and threw her 
arms to the sky, as if to thank the dark for her night 
light. 

As she ran through the clearing, May noticed 
that the leaves were ribbons, paper, and cloth 
squares that hung tied all over its bark. Each leaf 
was a special handwritten note, a wish given to the 
tree. May spun beneath the hanging wishes in an 
effort to see them all. One read I wish I could see 
my grandma again. Another said I want to have 
pizza for dinner! May laughed, and decided she 
wanted to make a wish herself. I wish to become 
one of the yellow bugs, she voiced. She waited, but 
nothing happened. She did not begin to fly or glow 
a blinking gold. Nothing changed at all! As she 
opened her eyes, she realized that a wish had to be 
tied to the tree to come true!
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May ran back to her home in the dark. She 
snipped a yellow ribbon from her favorite dress 
and took a green marker from her desk, quickly 
running back to the tree. When she returned, the 
sun had settled in the sky and the tree was gone. 
May’s heart dropped to the center of her stomach. 
All that was left in its place was an ugly, brown 
stump. 

On top of the brown stump, however, sat a girl 
with wings who was holding her knees to her 
chest. May approached the girl from behind. As 
she moved closer, she saw that her wings were frail 
and gray. They seemed to be falling apart. May was 
a foot away from the mystery girl now, and she 
turned to look at May over her shoulder. The ring 
around her eyes had tears. She turned back to look 
at her toes on the dead wood. 

“Hello?” May questioned. The girl did not look 
up. “My name is May. Do you have a name?”

“Alma,” she muttered. 
“Hi, Alma! You have wings! Were you born with 
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them? Do you know what happened to the tree that 
was here last night?” 

“I was born with them. But they will be gone 
soon,” she said.

“Why?” May asked.
“People want them. They want to take them 

away.”
“Then don’t let them take them away from you!” 

May added.
Alma looked at May. She stared at her with 

wonder. The tears in her eyes remained.
“I was going to tell the tree to not let anyone take 

them from me anymore,” Alma said. “But the tree 
has decided to move.”

“The tree moves?” May questioned.
“Yes, wherever it wants to go.”
“Well, let’s go find it! It couldn’t have gone far.”
“I cannot fly. Do you see the holes in my body? I 

am too weak.”
“I will take you! You don’t have to fly, I’ll even 

carry you if I have to,” May replied.
Alma looked at May again, this time a single tear 

fell down her cheek and hit her bare shoulder. 
“No. Go by yourself. It is not worth it for me to 

go.”
“That is not true! It is worth it! It is a journey 

we-” Alma looked away from May and stared back 
at the dead stump. May wondered why she did that, 
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but then realized that sometimes people just float 
away. 

May walked away from Alma and the stump, 
determined to find the wishing tree. She went back 
home to pack an adventure bag, and then began her 
journey full of a golden hope. 

May began searching along a long dusty road 
that connected her house to other homes. She 

knew the road well, and walked it until noon. She 
ventured off the path to walk in a field of crabgrass 
that moved with the wind. She began to take off her 
shoes, but as she did so a voice asked, “Why would 
you do that?”

May looked around the field and saw no one, 
until a hand shot up from the grass to get her 
attention. 

“Over here,” the voice added. May ran to it and 
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found a boy laying in the greenery. He had brown 
hair that spilled from under a red baseball cap, and 
wore tennis shoes that were bunny-tied three times. 

“Why did you take your shoes off?” He asked.
“I want to feel the ground, it’s very soft here!” 

May exclaimed. She sat beside the boy and looked 
at him. 

“What are you doing?” May questioned.
“I’m laying in the grass,” the boy said. “It won’t be 

here soon.”
“Why?”
“I saw a sign that said it would. It was big and 

wooden and said coming soon.”
“That doesn’t mean the grass will be gone!”
“Yes, it does. It is going to be replaced. I miss it, 

and it’s not even gone yet.”
May ran her hands through the blades of grass 

and looked at the boy. “I’ll miss it too,” May said.
“I’m looking for a tree,” May added. “Its big and 

you make wishes on it. Have you seen it?”
“No,” added the boy bluntly. “That doesn’t sound 
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real.”
“But it is real. I need to find it, so I can become a 

firefly.”
The boy looked at May and smiled, “That’s what 

you’d wish for?” He stood up and looked at the 
stretch of grass and sighed. 

“I hope you find your 
tree. Let me know if you 
do. I’d wish for the grass 
to keep growing.”

The boy walked away 
from May, leaving her 
alone in the field. She 
slipped on her shoes and 
began walking towards 
the road. As she neared 
it, she saw a sign further up on the gravel that 
read “COMING SOON!” with a picture of a large 
building on it. There was no grass in the picture.

May continued her journey, always on the 
lookout for her wishing tree. She walked as the sky 
turned orange, and then faded to midnight blue. 
She thought of her parents, and the nightly berry 
picking that would begin around this time. The 
stars began peaking through the sky, each their 
own color. She walked while looking up, distracted 
by the night, and tumbled on top of someone lying 
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on the ground. May looked at the person, and saw 
that it was a girl.

“I am so, so sorry! I 
wasn’t paying attention! 
Are you hurt?” May 
blurted. The girl laughed. 

“No, I am fine. I should 
have noticed you!” The girl 
reached for May’s hand. 
“I’m Astrid.”

“I’m May,” she said, while 
shaking Astrid’s hand.

 “What are you doing, 
May?” Astrid asked.

 “Well when I fell on you I was looking at the 
stars.”

 “You were? 
I was too…” 
Astrid trailed. 
“No one really 
bothers to look 
up any more.”

 “I guess so.” 
May said. Astrid 
rolled onto her 
back and stared 
back into the 
night. The stars 
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reflected in her eyes. 
 “Aren’t they 

beautiful?” Astrid said. 
 “Yes, at my house 

they don’t shine like this,” 
May said. 

 Astrid looked at 
May and signaled for her 
to come closer. May laid 
beside her and looked up into the sky.

 “Do you see that star? A bit below the moon?” 
 “Yeah, why?” May said. The star was blue and 

brighter than the others around it. 
 “That’s my sister.” Astrid said.
 “That’s your sister?”
 “Yes, she went away last year. I visit her every 

night.”
 “You’re awfully lucky to have a star as a sister, 

but how do you know that’s her? There are so many 
stars!”

 “I just know. It looks like her,” Astrid said. 
“I’m afraid that I’ll lose her. I’m afraid that one 
night I’ll come out here and she’ll be gone, or I can’t 
find her.” 

 “That won’t happen.” May said. “She’s looking 
for you too.”

 Astrid glanced at May, only for a second 
before looking back at the sky. Tears gathered in 
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her eyes. 
 “Astrid, I’m looking for something too. I’m 

going to wish to become a firefly, so I need to find 
the wishing tree. Have you seen it?”

 Astrid smiled, and replied: “I haven’t seen it, 
I’m sorry.”

 “It’s okay! I just have to find it.” May stood up 
and looked up at the blue star below the moon. 

 “I’ll be looking at your sister too, okay? If you 
ever lose her, come find me and I’ll help you find 
her.”

 “Thank you, May.”
 May left Astrid to lay under the stars. She 

continued walking and walking and didn’t stop 
once. With time May felt lonely, and realized that 
she may never find the wishing tree. She walked 
back home with this thought and wept to herself 
silently. As she approached her home, however, 
she saw the glow of a firefly on the tree-line. She 
watched as it bounced forward, and followed it 
through the woods and back to the clearing. Her 
tree was there, and brighter than before.

May opened her bag and got out the yellow 
ribbon. She began to write her wish, but then 
stopped. She thought of Alma, the grass boy, 
Astrid, and what they would wish for if they had 
the chance. Her heart ached. May wrote for them, 
realizing that kindness is more important than 
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being able to fly and light up gold. She wished that 
Alma would always have her wings, that the grass 
would stay in the field for the boy, and that Astrid 
would never lose her sister. May tied the ribbon to 
the tree and walked back home.

May opened the door to her parents bedroom 
when she returned, looked at them slumbering and 
smiled. She climbed into bed and closed her eyes 
as soon as her head hit her pillow. She began to 
dream, but was interrupted by a silver light that fell 
upon her face. It was moonlight. May got up, and 
pushed back her sheer curtains and looked out onto 
her front yard. Fireflies were scattered across the 
land, illuminating the dark with a golden glow. May 
looked at them all, and then to the blue star below 
the moon. It quickly blinked, and May smiled.
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