From one perfect star, light filtered down to the earth.  Through layers of space, sky, sunshine and clouds, one gleaming silver strand reached down to touch one boy.  

The boy couldn't see the star, of course. Few people can see starlight in the day. 

Voices on the silver strand called to him, but he couldn't hear them, either. High, sweet voices; low, rich ones, all of them called to him in a warm, friendly way. They had travelled on the strand many times and would keep calling, until he could hear.

"Climb up"

"Find the message"

"There is one rule, which is many"

"There are many moments, but few"

"There are few struggles, but one"

"Climb up"

"Climb up"

"Climb up"

The boy stretched in the grass. Today would not be the day he would see the strand or hear the voices.   He was thinking too hard about his troubles. 

The afternoon sun was soft and pleasant; the boy's felt sleepy.  A steady stream of light soaked into his bare arms and for a moment, he felt warm and protected.  Nothing mattered but the field and the sunshine.  It was beautiful and relaxing.  His eyelids drooped;  they grew heavier and heavier.  

Then, just before they completely closed, something flitted past him.    It was like a cobweb, yet thicker, stronger, travelling upward, free.  Glints of silver sparks jettisoned over his head.  His eyes flew open.

The silver strand had disappeared;  only white, perfect clouds were above him in late afternoon sky.  He lay awake hoping to see the silver again, and drifted off to sleep, feeling strangely peaceful, despite his worries.

The strand, softly attached itself to his back and stretched up to the sky.
