Millie Ford

Fireworks
	She missed her daddy. He went to heaven before the weather changed from spring to summer. She missed him every day. It was almost bedtime, and she was getting tired, but Mommy said, “We’re going to see the fireworks.” She yawned but didn’t tell Mommy she was too tired to go.  She wasn’t sure what fireworks were or why she wanted to see them, but Mommy wasn’t mad, so she thought OK. 
	Uncle Joe drove them, and when the car stopped, he and Mommy both held her hands. She was glad because there were more people there than she had ever seen. All walking in the same direction. They all seemed happy, waving flags, but she was nervous. It would be very easy for a little girl to get lost with so many people crowding around her. She held on tight.
	“This is Soldier Field,” Uncle Joe said when we sat down. She wondered if she would see real soldiers. She was standing on her chair, in between Mommy and Uncle Joe, and she rested her head on his shoulder as the sky turned black.
	BAM. She shook to attention. BAM. It sounded like when Mommy hit the table. BAM. The dark sky was streaked with so many colors. One after another, they exploded in front of her. Where did the lights go when they faded away. This one looked like a dandelion puff. The next one looked like a field of flowers. That one looked like birds when they flew away. The big one had lights that seemed to come toward her, like the scary hands that tried to grab her when she went to sleep. Were they tiny monsters or angels?
	BAM. It looked like someone took all her crayons and scribbled hard across the sky with all the colors, red, blue, green, and white. BAM again. There were some on the ground that looked like bushes, and some from the ground flew up straight into the sky. Everyone was saying, “Wow,” and “Oh,” but she didn’t know what to say. Mommy said, “Look over there,” and she saw the lights that looked like a box. She pointed to the one that looked like the strings of a mop. The green one looked like broccoli, the little trees Grandma made her eat. Some light balls went away quickly. Some stayed in the sky before they squiggled away. They left behind little puffs of smoke. Some looked like the stars she saw in books her daddy read to her, “Twinkle, twinkle, little star,” he would sing. He said we can’t see stars in the sky because the sky where we lived was too bright. We would take a drive, he said, when we bought a car so we could see the dippers. The lights kept coming faster and faster, like when she spun around over and over, until she plopped on her butt laughing.
Soon, the sky went back to black. The big noises stopped, and the people were clapping. Uncle Joe carried her to the car, and she slept all the way home. That night, when Mommy put her into bed, she wondered if Daddy could see the fireworks from heaven. She really hoped he could. 
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