An Icicle
The girl was sitting near the fireplace. She was sad. She had pain in her feet. She could neither run nor jump. Once she saw an icicle hanging from the roof. Day by day the icicle became larger and larger. It was glittering, like a magic stick. The girl was watching it, got accustomed to it and at last she began to say ‘Good morning’ to it.

The winter was coming to an end, the Sun began to shine more brightly. The girl saw the drops on the end of the icicle. It seemed to her that the drops were like tears while the icicle was melting. 

The girl couldn’t stop crying, she didn’t want to loose her icicle.

One day the icicle cried for the last time and poured on the ground. The girl was very upset.

But then she looked at the ground and saw a beautiful flower which appeared on the place of the stream-line. It was a tender snowdrop with green leaves. The snowdrop winked the girl as if it said, ‘Don’t be upset, little girl! The life is going on!’ And the girl smiled.
