The Perfect Day


By Mike Quesnel

Note:  I wrote this little story for my daughter, who was approximately 6 years old at the time.

The rain was falling heavily when Danielle awoke that Monday morning.  It made loud splotchy noises when it hit her window, and the bit of sky she could see through her curtains was gray and gloomy.


“Aw, it’s always raining here,” she complained.  “I wish it was a warm, sunny day.”


Suddenly, the rain stopped and the sun came out, and by the time Danielle left the house for school with her Daddy, it was a beautiful sunny morning, and it was warming up.


At school, in the playground, two of Danielle’s friends got into an argument over who sang better; Christina Aguilera or Hilary Duff.  Danielle became frustrated because she wanted to play with her two friends, and they were too busy arguing.


“You two should just stop fighting,” she said.  “I wish you’d just get along.”


To her surprise, both girls said “Ok,” and they didn’t argue any longer.  “Hilary and Christina are both good singers,” they agreed, and they played with Danielle until it was time to go home.


Soon it was supper time, and Danielle thought she’d be having Brussels sprouts and salad, because she had seen those things on the counter earlier.


“I wish we were having chicken wings and potato smiles,” and then she went to play with her new Kitty Fun Barbie.


“Danielle, come on for dinner,” her Daddy called, and she washed her hands and went to the kitchen.  There on the table were chicken wings, potato smiles and a big glass of chocolate milk.


Danielle ate every bite of her dinner and then played Pictionary Junior with her Mom and Dad.  When it was time for bed, Danielle silently wished she could stay up to watch the Simpsons.


“Dani, would you like to stay up for the Simpsons?” her Mommy asked.


“Oh, yes, please,” Danielle replied, and she watched the very funny episode until it ended.


While she was being tucked-in, she said to her Mommy and Daddy, “I wish every day could be as perfect as this day was.”


“Maybe it will be,” said her Daddy.


“Good night, sweetheart,” said her Mommy.


And every day after was just as perfect, even if they’re weren’t always chicken wings or happy friends or the Simpsons or Kitty Fun Barbie, and Danielle, her Mommy, her Daddy, and her new baby sister, Justine, and their pets, lived happily ever after.

The End.

