The little girl folded shut her compbook, two small black squares that displayed stories like an oldbook, and put it in her pocket. She walked over to her mother and held up her hands. Her mother chuckled, set her paper down on the table next to the armchair she sat on, and picked up her daughter. Landing in her lap, the girl scolded as her mother rustled her hair.

“I have a question,” the girl stated. The woman nodded, urging the girl to continue. “What is wa…water?”

The woman set her daughter down with a slight…hesitant, stricken expression. She walked over to the window wall and stared into the white pricked space, or, more specifically, the ball of dingy red and black ball with the slight blue spots.

“The Oldhome?” said the girl as she came next to her mother.

“Yes, if I remember my history lessons correctly. If you want to believe my teacher, it used to be called the blue planet.”

“Blue! But it’s….”

“Yes, I know,” the woman chuckled and patted her child’s shoulder. “Before I saw the pictures of it blue…. The fact is that its surface used to be over seventy percent water. We humans used to depend on water. Now because of the past radiation… adaptation… pollution, we just don’t need it anymore.”

“I wanna see it.”

“What! But…”

“I wanna see it, and that’s that. Bye.” With that she went back to her reading corner, and read, but still not knowing quite what water was and what it meant when it was ‘under a bridge’.

