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Vincent was in class and the teacher was chattering like a little squirrel about something 

boring-Vincent didn’t know because he was not listening. He was busy hunched over his desk 

drawing the tree outside the school window. The tree seemed to be dancing to the sound of the 

wind. It whooshed back and forth, back and forth. 

 “Vincent!” The teacher shouted. “You should be paying attention, not daydreaming and 

scribbling.” She marched over to his desk, opened the window, and tossed his paper out. 

 After class Vincent rushed outside and found his drawing in the mud. A group of kids 

were stomping on it and laughing, “Vincent, Vincent, off in space!” they cried and chased him 

home. 

 That night Vincent sat in a chair beside his window and looked up at the stars. “I wish I 

were a star. They could not touch me if I were flying up there in the night sky.” 

 Blue, a big star in the sky, watched Vincent and sighed. The star was floating through 

space, alone.  When he passed other stars he could hear them laughing, “Look, there goes big fat 

blueberry.” Blue tried to ignore them but their laughing made him feel cold and dim. He wanted 

the dark to swallow him up so the other stars could not see him or laugh at him anymore. 

 As he floated through the sky, feeling fat and ugly, he passed Vincent who was sitting at 

his desk next to his open window. Blue wished he could see what the little scribbler was doing, 

but he was too far away to see.  

 The next day at school Vincent tried very hard to listen to his teacher but he could not 

stop thinking about painting the sky from last night, especially a bright, blue star that had been 



floating in the sky. His fingers itched to paint, but he did not want to get into trouble again and 

did not want the other kids to laugh at him anymore.  

 When the school bell rang Vincent ran home, the other kids chasing after him calling him 

names, shouting and barking like mean dogs. He hurried into his room, pulled his box of paints 

from underneath his bed, and began to paint.  

 When the night grew deep and the stars began to wake, Blue yawned and rubbed his eyes 

and looked down to see if the little boy was drawing again. The little boy was asleep in bed, but 

in the open window a painting was drying.  

 Blue crept closer and closer to the window to see the painting and when he did he 

sparkled in amazement. The boy had painted Blue in the night sky. Could the boy be right? Was 

he really not fat at all, but big, brilliant, and beautiful? Blue rushed over to a glassy lake and 

looked at his reflection and gasped. In the lake Blue saw the most beautiful star he had ever seen. 

The star in the reflection was so big, so bright, and shining a creamy blue light that sparkled like 

snow. Blue twirled about, happy as can be, sending sparks into the night sky like white 

snowflakes.  

 Vincent awoke to a shower of shooting stars racing through the night sky and the brilliant 

blue star from his painting seemed almost as big as the moon and glowed as bright as the sun. He 

grabbed his paint brush and ran out onto the grass in his bare feet and reached up to the star.  

 Blue dipped low and picked Vincent up and placed him on his back and soared through 

the night sky with a tail of light.  

 Vincent took out his paint brush and smeared it across the sky and painted the sunrise 

with the rosy reds, blushing pinks, waking oranges, and timid yellows. When it was finished he 



yawned and stretched. Blue set him down in front of his house and gave Vincent a small piece of 

him, just a small rock, then off he flew into the night sky.  

 When his mother woke him up for school Vincent looked everywhere for the rock but it 

was nowhere to be found. It must have just been a dream, he thought to himself. He told his 

mother about his dream over breakfast and she smiled and patted him on the head. When he 

walked to school he told the children about his dream and they rolled their eyes. He drew the 

picture of him and blue riding in the night sky, but his teacher scolded him and threw it in the 

trash. Vincent wished that he could find the rock to prove to them that he was telling the truth.  

 That night, tucked into his bed and staring out the window, he thought about Blue and 

when they rode through the sky. What a dream it was, he thought. What a wonderful dream. He 

fell asleep, the window open, and a small rock glowing underneath his bed.  

   


