
  
 

   
 

On Love’s Light Wings by Stella Santos 
 

Lies. 

Rosie’s life was made of lies. 

Everyone told them. White lies, excuses, make-believe. Her life seemed to be made of 

make-believe. 

The kids at school told her it was because her head was in the clouds. They told her she 

was stupid. Was she stupid? If everyone lies, how do you make out which parts to believe? 

Grey was her only friend. Grey was the one listening to her rants in front of the mirror, 

who noticed when she felt better one day and worse another. Who tuned in to her concerts in the 

shower and found her glasses for her when they seemed to disappear. Grey was perfect. But Grey 

wasn’t real. 

Rosie could picture Grey in her mind like a memory. She could see them standing in her 

room, keeping guard by the foot of her bed, chasing the dark things away. She could picture 

them pointing out hints in her homework, the good and bad parts of her writing. But, no matter 

how hard she wished, how many birthday candles she blew out, Grey would never be real. The 

day that Grey themself walked through her bedroom door, her life would be perfect. 

For now, it was made of make-believe. 

~-~ 

Grey weaved their way through the crowd behind Rosie. Grey was following Rosie to her 

classes at school, keeping an eye out for the kids who liked to taunt her. They walked close 

behind the girl, alert. The back was where people were most often stabbed. 



  
 

   
 

Grey bumped into someone beside them, but the person took no notice. No one noted 

Grey, even though Rosie wished and wished that someone would notice her only friend. Grey 

guessed it was because no one took the time to look hard enough. Rosie was the only one who 

could sit and think, for hours on end, about nothing and everything. Who realized that there were 

so many more important things to be thinking about during classes than what was being taught. 

Grey rustled their wings. They had a pair of great white feathered ones, protruding from 

their back like described in the fantasy books Rosie liked to read. 

A throng of people approached the two, and Grey’s heart thundered. In the group was a 

boy that loved to poke fun at Rosie, even going so far as to pinch or punch her sometimes. Grey 

loathed him. 

Rosie quickened her pace, but the boy saw her anyway. The crowd around Rosie and 

Grey was thinning rapidly. Soon, the two were alone in the hall with the mean boy and his group. 

“Hey, stargazer,” the boy, Ezra, called. Rosie stopped and turned to him in defeat. “What 

do the clouds look like today?” 

Grey watched Rosie’s eyes shutter, saw her immaterial breastplate shimmer into place—

the shield she wore around her heart so that Ezra’s words wouldn’t get to her. But, no matter how 

hard she pretended, his words always broke through that shield. Always hurt her. 

 Grey had no power to stop it. They could only be there to pick her up later. 

 Ezra, the mean boy, wore armour too. Grey could see it around his heart, around his 

mind. Grey guessed it was the most scarred that knew how much it hurt to be unprotected. 

~*~ 

Rosie tried to make herself believe it. 



  
 

   
 

 Tried to convince herself that his words didn’t change anything, that they weren’t true. 

That maybe sticks and stones would break her bones, but his words would never hurt her. It was 

something she’d heard, something she wanted to believe. It was such a pretty lie. 

 Sticks and stones may break your bones, but words will never hurt you. 

 “Hey, stargazer,” Ezra called. 

 Sticks and stones… 

 “What do the clouds look like today?” His friends snickered. “Don’t know? Maybe if we 

help you lie down, you’ll get a better look.” His cronies grabbed her shoulders and pushed her to 

the ground. Pain burst around her arm when she stuck it out behind her to soften the fall. 

 May break your bones… 

 All the children huddled around her, laughing and snickering, shouting taunts. Some 

kicked her legs or pulled her hair. Rosie brought up her hands to shield her face. 

 Ezra’s dry voice rang out louder than the others. “Look at you, daydreamer, just lying 

there. Pathetic. There aren’t any imaginary friends to save you now, are there?” 

 But words… 

 “Do you want to know why?” 

 Words… 

 “Because you’re just some little girl who never grew up. You’re so stupid I bet you need 

help tying your shoelaces in the morning. I bet you sleep with a night-light to keep the scary 

monsters away, because you’re still scared of what lives under your bed. I bet your parents 

looked at you and knew you were too stupid but kept you out of pity.” 

 Words stung like thorns. 



  
 

   
 

 Rosie opened her eyes, blinking away the tears, and watched the world come into focus. 

She looked around the people surrounding her until she found a gap between them. She pictured 

Grey there, watching, their smile gentle. “Get up,” Grey whispered. “Stand up, Rosie.” 

~*~ 

 Rosie had looked at Grey, for a brief second, as if she saw them in complete clarity 

despite the commotion. 

 She took a breath. Then, her voice as soft as Grey’s smile, she said, “I wouldn’t take that 

bet.” 

 Ezra stuck out his arms, and his friends stepped away from her. “What did you say?” 

 She said, a bit louder, voice hoarse, “I wouldn’t take that bet.” 

 Ezra laughed. It was a dry sound, a fake laugh. “What? You think you’re smart now? 

You think you can just—what? Stand up to us, and that’s it? Well, guess what, idiot. The world 

doesn’t work that way. You know, the world? You must come down from space at least once in a 

while, right?” 

 His friends roared with laughter. Rosie flinched. 

 “Hey.” That wasn’t Ezra’s voice. Rosie peeled her eyes open as Grey turned around. 

There there was a different boy, standing in the middle of the hall with his hands on his hips. 

He’d made himself his own little shield around his heart, newly battered and crooked. Grey 

strode to him and straightened it. He didn’t notice. “Don’t pick on her,” he said. 

 Ezra snickered. “Yeah right. And who are you?” 

 “My name is Bailey. And I mean it. Don’t touch her.” 

 Ezra made a noise that sounded uncannily like a growl. “Are you really defending her?” 



  
 

   
 

 Bailey came to stand beside her, then lent her a hand. She took it and stood. “Definitely,” 

he said. 

 Ezra called to his friends and walked away, saying the two weren’t worth their time. 

 Bailey looked at Rosie and asked if she was okay. 

 “Yes,” she said kindly, “I think so. Thank you for telling him off. You didn’t have to, you 

know.”  

 “Oh,” Bailey said with a smile, “but I did. I couldn’t let guys like Ezra keep doing what 

they do if I can help it. People like you don’t deserve it.” 

 “The dumb ones?” 

 Bailey shook his head. “The extraordinary ones,” he said. Rosie blushed. “I noticed you 

don’t have anyone to sit with during lunch,” he said, hope ringing in his voice. “Maybe you’d 

like to sit with me?” 

 “I’d love to.” 

 The two turned and walked down the hall, side-by-side. Then, when Bailey wasn’t 

looking, Rosie turned to look behind her, at where Grey stood. 

 Grey smiled and waved. She gave them one last, long look, a small, rare smile dawning 

on her lips. Grey had a feeling they wouldn’t be needed anymore. Grey knew Rosie was in good 

hands. 

 Because, as Bailey turned his back and headed down the hall, Grey could’ve sworn they 

saw white feathers poking out the collar of his shirt. 


