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  For every child who wonders,

‘Who am I?’

May you always remember the sky inside you.
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One warm afternoon in the quiet town of Meadowvale, a young girl named Anna sat by the river with her grandmother, Yargbeah.




Anna loved to play, ask questions, and discover new things. But today, her heart felt a little cloudy.




“Grandma,” she asked softly, “Why do I feel like… something’s missing, even when everything seems fine?”




Yargbeah smiled, her eyes twinkling. “Ah, my Anna. Would you like to hear a story? A special one. About who you really are?”




Anna nodded.




* * *







Yargbeah began: 
“Once upon a time, in a forest filled with sunshine and songbirds, there lived a little robin named Skye. Every morning, Skye woke up with the sun and flew across the trees, chirping happily and flapping her wings through the breeze.”




“She loved the bright colors of flowers, the buzzing of bees, and the laughter of the stream. She thought, ‘This is life! I see, I hear, I fly—that must be who I am!’”




“But one day, as she sat on a branch high above the trees, she felt something stir inside. ‘Wait… is that really me? Just a bird who flies and sees and sings? Or is there something else?’”




“So she flew to the tallest tree in the forest to ask the wise old owl who lived there.”




‘Who am I, really?’ she asked.




The owl looked deep into her eyes and said kindly, 
‘Little Skye, you are not just your wings or your song. You are the sky itself. The sky that sees it all. Everything you do—flying, singing, dreaming—it all happens within you.’”




* * *







Anna’s eyes widened. “Wait… the sky? Inside her?”




Yargbeah nodded gently. “Yes. Just like the real sky holds the sun, the clouds, and the birds, there is a quiet sky inside each of us. We think we’re just what we do, what we see, or what we feel. But really… we’re the one who sees it all. We are awareness itself.”




Anna sat still, her heart beginning to feel… wide open.




* * *
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The river flowed gently as Anna leaned closer. “So… if I’m not just what I do when I’m awake,” she asked, “what about when I’m asleep?”


Yargbeah smiled softly. “Ah, now you’re ready for the next part of the story.”


* * *



That night, little Skye the robin curled up in her nest and drifted off to sleep.


In her dream, she was flying through cotton candy clouds, singing with the stars. The sky sparkled. The moon giggled. And Skye laughed and twirled through the dream-world skies like a bird made of joy.


But even in her dream, she wondered, ‘Is this real? Am I really here? Or is this just a dream of flying?’


Suddenly, the stars faded, the dream dissolved, and she woke up in her nest.


She blinked. 
“Was I really flying? Or was that just… me dreaming?”


Skye sat very still. A new thought opened in her heart like a flower.


‘No matter where I go—awake or asleep—I am still here. I always feel like me, even when everything else changes.’


* * *



Anna listened, wide-eyed. “So even in her dream, she was still her?”


Yargbeah nodded. “Yes, child. Just like you. You might dream of being a superhero, or a dancer on the moon, or even a flying elephant! But no matter what the dream shows you, there is always one thing that stays the same—you. The quiet you that sees it all.”


Anna tilted her head thoughtfully. “So even when I




* * *
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