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Mia tugged her bright yellow backpack
across the wooden floor, her shoulders slumped
with a weight no one else could see. Her mother
knelt down with a gentle smile, sensing the
quiet struggle in her daughter's tired eyes and

offering a comforting hand.
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In the bustling classroom, Mia sat quietly at
her desk while the other children laughed and
shared stories. Even when her friend Leo gave a
cheerful wave from across the room, Mia looked
away, feeling too withdrawn and unsure to join

the fun.
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Deep inside the backpack, the air felt heavy
and cold, filled with magical symbols of Mia's
secret fears. A jagged gray rock represented her
spelling test, a dark rainy cloud stood for her
sick grandmother, and a messy ball of tangled

string held all her friendship worries.
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the bottom of the bag, cutting through the
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alone. Give your worries to God.
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Mia closed her eyes and breathed deeply,
holding the heavy gray rock in her mind as she
began her first prayer. As she spoke from her
heart, the jagged stone began to glow with a
soft light, shrinking until it became a tiny,

smooth, and harmless pebble.
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Next, Mia turned her attention to the dark,
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drizzling rain cloud that had been making her
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feel so sad. Under the touch of a warm, heavenly
light, the storm vanished, leaving behind a fluffy
white cloud that floated upward like a piece of

cotton candy.
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Mia gently reached for the tangled ball of
string, representing all the confusing thoughts
about her friends. As she let go and trusted, the
knots untied themselves perfectly, transforming
into a shimmering golden ribbon that felt

smooth and light in her hands.
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Out on the playground, the sun shone

brightly as Mia ran toward Leo with a wide,
radiant smile. Her yellow backpack no longer
dragged behind her; instead, it looked light and
bouncy, moving perfectly with every happy skip

she took.
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That evening, Mia sat in the cozy glow of
the living room lamp and shared her secret
discovery with her mother. The room was filled
with a sense of peace and understanding,
proving that sharing our heavy loads makes

them much easier to carry.



https://www.genstory.app/

Zanele Mnyandu

The next morning, Mia zipped up her

backpack with a confident spark in her eyes and
a heart full of joy. Before heading out the door,
she whispered a quick, thankful prayer, ready to

face the day knowing she was never walking

alone.
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