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The Last Lamppost Before the Dark

Story By Harrison
A small, warm light shone from the little lamppost. Like a blanket, it wrapped the road and trees with its glow. It was a special lamp post, not because it had a new light bulb or there were only three in the world, but because it was the last lamppost before the dark. 
Not any regular dark were there is a light switch near or you can see a bright object, but the kind of dark where you’re in the middle of the woods, it’s a new moon and the tree is blocking the stars type-dark. (Nowadays we build street lights, flashlights and all sorts of lights so the dark only exists on the back of our minds)

Now one day, the lamp post had someone believed he was real and suddenly he was alive! The lamp post realized he was different; he had reactions, thoughts, and even feelings! It was terrific for the little lamp post. His light was bright and looked almost happy. He especially liked being invited to one of Tim’s (the person who made the lamppost alive) dreams.
But sadly, the little lamp post’s light bulb went out. Now, of course the people replaced it, but having a light bulb go out was pretty embarrassing and the other living lampposts didn’t help. 
His new light glowed weakly and lit the road pitifully. In his shame he hid in the deepest part of his mind. Then the worst thing possible happened, people no longer brightened up when they were near, they just wearily marched on.
Finally, he went out permanently and soon afterward (to a lamppost) a large bulldozer rolled across the road. It howled and bellowed and was generally pretty noisy. Then the little lamp post weakly mumbled to it. But, strangely, the bulldozer didn’t respond at all. Confused, the lamppost spoke louder as the bulldozer slowly lifted the scope-like front threateningly. Suddenly it came crashing down.
When the lamppost woke up, he was in a dream! “Where am I?” asked the little lamppost, surprised he could talk like how people do. 
A small night light (that the lamp post just noticed was next to him) replied, “you where made alive by a person dreaming about you but you were destroyed, so now you only exist in the place of dreams.” 
“I don’t understand.” The little lamppost replied questioningly. 
“It’s like this; before someone goes to their own dream, they pass through here and we guide them back”,  explained the nightlight. 
“Oh, I get it; it’s just like what I did in the real world.”  
“Exactly” said the nightlight. 
Then the lamppost noticed all the land beyond the nightlight. 
“Come on lets meet some people, its night in the real world and Tim’s dreaming!” said the nightlight, turning to look at the same place as the little lamppost. 
“Sure!” said the little lamppost (hesitating for a moment, realizing he had limbs) and he raced off. His light was always glowing from then on.

