
A boy named spring – Ysabelle Aquino, 9B 
 
Eli was born a prince.  
 
Nothing more or nothing less.  
 
It was settled to be his life’s purpose, before he was even born. 
 
 A seedling nurtured to ripen at early age. To rule over a kingdom amongst 
strangers he did not know of. 
 
 A child. A boy, who hadn’t even learnt the first steps of manhood yet.  
A crown already his and no one else’s. 
 
- 
 
Eli and his mother spectated atop the hill. Rocky and ever so green.  
A perfect, picturesque view.  
 
His mother, the queen was a ruthless woman. She stood by her son, dissatisfied 
by him. Though he was only an adolescent, younger than 16. 
 
As they stood, the similarities of themselves clashed. Both sharing the same eyes, 
almond shaped and brilliantly blue. Enhancing the blonde hair, crowning their 
heads. 
 
- 
 
As the night passed, the air became more humid and the grass beneath their feet, 
blew and swayed in the vagrant breeze, smelling of night-blooming jasmines and 
a hint of sweat.  
 
Bodies drew closer together. Crowding around to have a glimpse of the spiralling 
lights, painted across the Eastern sky.  
 
The fireworks had begun and so had The Spring Solstice. 
 
In their kingdom, fireworks would go on till the crack of dawn. The hissing 
sounds of smoke and soft crackles and pops would linger on, lasting by morning. 
 
- 
 
Eli’s face became a distilled pot of stew in an amount of seconds. 
 



 The fireworks had been the same each and every year and he’d guessed it would 
stay the same the year after that and so forth. 
 
 Luckily his frustration stayed hidden by the shade of trees,  surrounding the 
mass of people. 
 
He stayed quiet, distracting himself with the children below. Playing near the 
sycamore tree, by the base of the hill. Their laughter filled the sky with an echo, 
which seeped into his ears like a chorused song. A song of freedom. 
 
- 
 
Seconds pass and a sound caught Elis attention. A blue firework whizzed into the 
sky, exploding into a burst of light.  
 
Blazing blue specks came tumbling to the ground in such delicate manner.  
Eli’s eyes and ears, blurred and everything stayed still and quiet for what seemed 
to be an instant.  
 
An instant that would last a lifetime. 
 
Eli’s sight became clearer as a boy stood just in the view of his vision 
Brown haired and smiling. Dimples sinking into soft cheeks.  
Eli did not know this boy. Nor had he seen him ever before.  
 
“The fireworks are quite lovely tonight” the boy spoke, in an ethereal tone.  
He smelt of daffodils on a spring morning. Which Clashed with the scent of sweat 
around them.  
 
“They-are” Eli whispered in response. Unaware that he’d said that out loud.  
 
The boy giggled and took Eli’s hand in his. “Come.” 
 
His hand was warm, just like the sun. The sun that would return by morning and 
that burned bright against the blue of the sky.  
 
Soon they were both running. Running in the fields of high grass. Eli looked back 
to see if his mother had noticed, but they were too far away now. The bustling 
crowd long gone as they had made their way to the bridge. Candlelit by the 
water.  
 
The moonlight reflected on the waters surface, small ripples cascading in the 
streams. 
Eli peaked down, seeing his own reflection. A grin on his face. It was barley 
visible, but it was there. Smiling back at him. 



 
“What is your name?” 
 
Eli turned around to face the boy, standing underneath the moons ghostly light. 
“Eli” he answered. He whispered his name to himself once more. Eli. For the first 
time, his name was not towering above others. Nor was it a chore to say.  
 
It stayed only a name.  
 
“What is yours?” He found himself asking. For once he was eager to know. 
“Haru” the boy responded, “it means spring.” 
 
Eli nodded, he found that there was nothing more to say. It was all but just two 
boys standing on a bridge, in the serenity of the night.  
 
A feeling came unto them both, an unspeakable sensation that burned brighter 
every waking moment. 
 
- 
 
Soon the sunrise came. 
 
“We should head back now” Haru whispered, “your mother will be waiting.” 
 
Eli did not understand. He didn’t feel an urge of refusal or hindrance to this. 
Haru did not impose any force onto it either. He simply asked and Eli did so. 
 
- 
 
The sun rose higher and higher in the sky as the boys ran back through the lush 
fields. Into view of the hill top, they once stood on.  
 
Sunlight burned against their backs. 
 
Sweaty and tired, Eli whisked around, but the boy Haru was no longer by his 
side.  
 
Instead, lay a single flower laying on the green of the grass. A daffodil, hinting the 
first sign of Spring.  
 
It was now morning. 
 
Eli did not not feel the burning passion he felt that night ever again. Though he 
yearned, so longingly. Every year on the spring Solstice he waited.  
 



But Haru did not come back. 
 


