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​A fairy tale about humour, hurt, and learning not to stab people with accurate observations

Once upon a time, inside a castle made of memory, nerve endings, stubborn hope, and unfinished laundry, there lived a woman who believed in truth.

Not decorative truth.

Not greeting-card truth.

Real truth.

The kind that rang in the body when something was wrong. The kind that rose when a boundary had been crossed. The kind that refused to sit quietly in the corner wearing beige and pretending soup was enough.

The woman had lived many lives inside herself.

She had tended children whose feelings arrived before their words. She had listened to grief wearing muddy boots. She had watched anger flip tables in tiny bodies and fear disguise itself as attitude. She knew that every loud thing usually had a soft thing underneath it.

But knowing this did not mean she always knew what to do when the loud thing was inside her.

Inside her castle were many rooms.

There was the Room of Patience, where she had spent years with the funnest difficult children anyone could ever meet. The kind who could turn a simple transition into a community negotiation involving crayons, justice, snacks, and one missing shoe.

There was the Room of Tenderness, where she kept the people she loved.

There was the Room of Rest, with blankets, favourite shows, soft clothes, snacks, and a sign on the door that read:

Comfort room. Not a life plan.

Because comfort could heal a person.

But too much comfort could quietly become quicksand with good lighting.

There was also the Room of Excuses, which looked suspiciously cozy from the outside. It had candy. It had television. It had all her favourite distractions lined up like tiny emotional salespeople.

In the middle of that room sat a fake throne made of stinky garbage.

Above it hung a crooked banner:

BUT I WAS RIGHT.

Many people had sat there before.

No one had ever left smelling wiser.

The loudest room in the castle was the Room of Anger.

It was not an evil room. It was necessary. It held bells that rang when something mattered. It held fire alarms for crossed boundaries. It held old echoes of yelling, cussing, punching walls, banging counters, and one smoke detector with abandonment issues that went off every time someone said, “Calm down.”

When the Room of Anger woke, the whole castle knew.

The guards grabbed headphones first.

Everyone did.

That was the first rule of the castle:

Protect the ears before handling the weapons.

The housekeepers put on helmets. The angels of free will gathered in the hallway and immediately began arguing among themselves.

“We should say it plainly,” said one angel.

“We should say it loudly,” said another.

“We should say it in a way that ruins three holidays and a group chat,” whispered a third, who clearly needed supervision.

But at the very top of the castle, in a glitter-streaked tower, lived the fastest creature of all.

The Glitter Goblin

She was sparkly, messy, cute chaos. Clearly female, but with tomboy knees, fairy wings, gremlin posture, and raccoon makeup that suggested she had either been crying, partying, or emotionally litigating since dawn.

She wore a Batman-style tool belt.

In it were sharp little daggers, a kazoo, emergency headphones, a barf gun, and a personal flame-thrower with a sticker on the side that said: 😏

The Glitter Goblin was not born cruel.

Long ago, when hurt felt too big to hold, she had learned to help.

When panic rose, she gave it timing.

When anger climbed too fast, she made it funny.

When pain threatened to swallow the woman whole, the Goblin kicked open the tower door and shouted:

“Everyone appreciates a good smack upside the head with efficiency.”

Which was not medically recommended, but did explain a lot.

The Goblin had saved the woman many times.

She had stopped her from yelling.

She had stopped her from collapsing.

She had turned unbearable feelings into sentences the woman could survive.

But survival skills are funny creatures.

They do not always know when the war is over.

Most days, the Goblin was not dangerous. Most days, she was distractible.

A sound could catch her.

A smell could redirect her.

A shiny object could reroute her entire destiny.

A toy, a song, a soft blanket, a weird little trinket, chocolate, gummy bears, or the sudden urge to reorganize a drawer could stop her mid-chaos.

The castle staff knew this.

When the Goblin began pacing, someone would quietly offer snacks, softness, or a nap.

Sometimes, the castle doctor appeared.

His name was Dr. Sigmund Fraud.

He wore tiny round glasses, carried a clipboard no one had asked for, and spoke in the tone of a man who had diagnosed twelve feelings before breakfast.

Whenever the Goblin got too loud, Dr. Fraud would appear beside her and say:

“Perhaps ve clean something or go for a valk.”

The Goblin would stare at him.

“Right now?!”

“Yes,” said Dr. Fraud.

“First?!”

“Yes.”

She would release a sigh so large it disturbed local weather patterns.

Then she would stomp through the castle like the Flash, cleaning seventeen things, muttering, “This is oppression,” while becoming increasingly pleased with the results.

On the day of the great hurt, no snack arrived in time.

No blanket.

No nap.

No Dr. Fraud with his annoying little walk prescription.

Someone the woman loved said or did something that struck a deep place.

Not a surface hurt.

A bell hurt.

A wound-with-history hurt.

A hurt that did not ask permission before entering.

The Room of Anger burst open.

Heat climbed the stairs.

The castle began to shake.

Teacups rattled. Picture frames tilted. The smoke detector with abandonment issues began screaming for no clear reason.

The Glitter Goblin was asleep in her tower, curled under a blanket, probably recovering from being dramatic.

The hurt hit her like a shot of adrenaline.

Her eyes flew open.

Somewhere below, the boundary bells were ringing.

The Goblin leapt from bed, smeared more raccoon around her eyes by accident, grabbed her tool belt, and launched herself down the stairs.

Each stair in the tower was labelled.

One said: OLD WOUND.

One said: DISMISSED AGAIN.

One said: NOT SMALL.

One said: THEY SHOULD KNOW BETTER.

One said: I AM NOT CRAZY.

One said: MAKE IT FUNNY OR WE EXPLODE.

Each stair had a trap.

Naturally, the Goblin set off at least one.

By the time she reached the bottom, she had glitter in her teeth, a kazoo stuck to her elbow, a headphone cord around one ankle, and one dagger already in her hand.

The woman tried to speak plainly.

She truly did.

Her answer was honest.

Her point was real.

Her boundary mattered.

But the hurt was vibrating through her body. It felt like a storm trying to climb out of her skin.

The Goblin saw the danger and made a quick calculation in the background:

Truth too harsh.

Body overwhelmed.

Add humour.

Save everyone.

Possibly destroy one relationship.

Proceed.

Then she jumped onto the table and delivered a funny but true observation.

It was 92 percent accurate.

Unfortunately, it was also 8 percent poison.

The words landed.

They were smart.

They were fast.

They were not wrong.

And still, they cut.

The room changed.

The woman saw it immediately.

The truth had arrived, but it had arrived holding a weapon.

The Glitter Goblin lowered her dagger.

“But did anyone die?” she whispered, shrugging her shoulders sheepishly.

The

































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
S OXRs TR

+The + e

itter ( Gob m_

s~z and the =20

3 SBY’I ge Ba gej"

- -~ Q) o—

CA falry tale about humour, hurt, and lea.mmg

* Mlch_elle Mlller *

8,

LG






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.png
R ihen
‘-' ij‘tvt)glfther&

Bridge Badge?

A fairy tale about humonr hurt, and learnin;
not to stab people wnth accurate observations +






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





