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The Muse

     Everything has a purpose, even flowers.  It’s hard to understand, but if you pay close attention, everything starts to make sense.  For a single, but beautiful, daisy that purpose is made very clear.

     It was a warm summer morning.  Everything was as it should be.  There was a soft breeze flowing through the trees and flowers.  In a secluded area of that mystical world lived a daisy.  It was a magnificent sight, but it was all alone.

     The daisy was seeking something.  It was searching for a reason—a reason to exist.  Year after year the daisy bloomed, growing more beautiful each year, but the daisy wanted to exist as something more!

     One night, as the earth was growing cold, there was a noise.  The daisy awoke to the noise.  “What was that noise?” thought the daisy.  It stayed alert, waiting.  Suddenly the sound of twigs snapping broke the silence.

     A man came from the darkness of the trees.  He took one look at the daisy and smiled.  Without saying a word he carefully plucked the flower from its home.  It could not struggle; it was trapped.  The man put it in a vase full of water.  
     It all went dark as the man entered the forest.  Time was lost.  The daisy did not know how long it was away from its home.  The man had placed it in a vase on a small circular table.  “Madeline!  Sweetie, look at my new muse!” he said to a small blonde woman with eyes the color of moss.  The daisy knew what a muse was.  A muse is an inspiration! The daisy now knew its purpose.  It was meant to inspire a man to make a masterpiece.
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