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​The House of Sea Glass
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The village lay where the cliffs met the restless sea. In the mornings, when the tide retreated, the beach revealed its secrets—smooth stones, broken shells, and pieces of glass worn soft by the waves.

Miriam walked there every day. She was a woman of sixty, her hair silver like the mist that often covered the shore. The villagers knew her as the widow who collected sea glass. Some thought it strange, but Miriam did not care.

Her basket was filled with colors—green from old bottles, brown from beer, clear as ice. Sometimes she found blue, rare and beautiful, like a drop of sky fallen into the sea. She would place each piece in the windows of her small cottage, so that when the sun shone, the light scattered into colors across her walls.

The villagers said her house glowed at sunset, as if it had swallowed a rainbow. Children whispered that the glass was magic. Miriam only smiled.

But one morning, she found something she had never seen before. Hidden among the pebbles was a piece of red glass. It was small, no bigger than a coin, yet when she touched it, warmth spread through her hand.

That night she dreamed. In her dream, her husband Thomas was alive. He sat at the table, drinking tea, reading the newspaper as he had always done. His smile was the same, his voice soft. Miriam woke with tears on her cheeks.

The next day she held the red glass tightly. Again, Thomas came to her in sleep. This time they walked along the shore together, as they had long ago.

Night after night, the dreams returned. Miriam felt her heart alive again. She laughed in her cottage, speaking to Thomas as if he could hear her. Her loneliness lifted like mist burned away by the sun.

But slowly, she began to notice something else. Each morning, she woke more tired, her body weaker. The dreams gave her joy, but they also pulled her deeper into their world.

One evening, a storm struck. Waves pounded the cliffs, and the wind shook the windows. Miriam sat with the red glass in her hand. She felt Thomas calling her more strongly than ever.

“Miriam,” he whispered, though she knew it was only inside her mind. “Come with me.”

She closed her eyes. In her dream, Thomas was waiting by the shore. He reached out his hand. Behind him was a sea glowing with light, calm and endless.

Miriam hesitated. She wanted to stay with him forever, but she also thought of the villagers, of the children who believed her house was magic, of the small life she still had.

When she opened her eyes, the storm was fading. She placed the red glass in the basket with all the other colors.
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