The Festival Leash

Created May 2025, main storyline supplied by Carg, text and pictures by ChatGPT 4o.

Once upon a time, in a small town nestled between green hills and winding rivers, there lived an 11-
year-old girl named Clara. She was bright-eyed, full of curiosity, and always brimming with questions
about the world around her. Her favorite time of year was early summer, when the town held its
annual Riverlight Festival—a sprawling celebration filled with food stalls, street performers, music,
and lanterns that floated over the river at dusk.

This year, Clara was extra excited. She had been counting down the days, dreaming of the cotton
candy, fire dancers, and the glowing carousel she remembered from the year before. On the morning
of the festival, she pulled on her favorite pair of denim overalls, the ones with the tiny embroidered
daisies on the pockets, and practically dragged her mother, Miriam, out the door.

When they arrived at the festival grounds, the streets were already packed with people. Children ran
in circles, balloons bobbed through the crowd, and the scent of roasted corn and cinnamon nuts
filled the air. Miriam held Clara’s hand tightly, scanning the crowd with growing unease. It was busier
than she remembered—thousands of people moving in every direction, and Clara was small for her
age, easily hidden among taller strangers.

“Clara,” Miriam said gently, crouching down to her daughter’s level, “you need to stay very close to
me. | mean it.”

“I will, Mama,” Clara promised, bouncing on her toes. “Can we go see the puppet show?”

Before they could get there, they passed a small vendor stall with a sign that read Stay Close, Stay
Safe! It displayed rows of colorful waistbands with leashes attached—some patterned like rainbows,
others with dinosaurs or glitter stars.

Miriam hesitated. “This feels a little... extreme,” she murmured.

The vendor, an elderly woman with twinkling eyes, smiled and said, “Better to be tethered than
terrified, dear.”

After a moment, Miriam gave in. She picked out a blue leash with little moons on it and fed the
waistband through the belt loops of Clara’s overalls. The clasp made a soft click as she locked it in
place. Clara blinked.

“Mama... are you walking me like a dog?” she asked, half amused, half embarrassed.

Miriam chuckled, wrapping the end of the leash around her wrist. “No, sweet pea. I’'m walking you
like the most precious person I've ever known. Now let’s go see those puppets.”

Together they wandered through the crowds, and though Clara was a bit unsure at first, she soon
forgot about the leash entirely. They watched a juggler balancing flaming batons, shared a giant
pretzel, and even joined a drumming circle. Every time Clara tugged toward something exciting,
Miriam followed—but she never once lost sight of her daughter.

As dusk fell, they reached the riverbank. Lanterns floated into the air like glowing jellyfish, drifting up
to the stars. Clara leaned into her mother’s side, tired but happy.



“I guess the leash wasn’t such a bad idea,” she said.
Miriam smiled and kissed the top of her head. “You were never going to get far anyway.”

And as the night grew quiet, Clara’s hand found her mother’s—not because she was leashed, but
because she wanted to.

That night, as they walked home under a sky full of stars, they left the leash in place—not out of fear,
but as a symbol of something sweet: a thread between mother and daughter, gentle but
unbreakable.

A few weeks after the Riverlight Festival, summer had settled thick and golden over the town. Clara’s
days were filled with lazy walks, library visits, and bike rides with her best friend Lily. But one
particular Saturday, a simple trip to the farmers’ market turned into a day Clara would never forget.

Miriam had brought Clara along as usual, asking only one thing: “Stay where | can see you.” But Clara,
distracted by the colorful produce and a group of kids playing by the fountain, wandered off. It
wasn'’t far, just a street over—but when she turned back, her mother was gone. The crowd loomed.
Her chest tightened. Panic hit hard.

She was only lost for ten minutes. But to Miriam, it felt like an hour. When she finally found Clara—
tears on her cheeks, hugging herself beside a crate of cherries—her relief melted into something
sharper. Fear, then anger.

That night, after a tense dinner and a very quiet car ride home, Miriam stood in Clara’s bedroom
doorway holding something blue and familiar: the leash from the festival.

“I asked you to stay close,” her mother said, voice low but firm. “Until you can take that seriously, this
is how it will be.”

Clara stared. “You're not serious.”

But she was. The next morning, the waistband was fastened around Clara’s overalls again. It wasn’t
just for outings now—it was for everywhere. Around the house, in the yard, even while reading on
the porch. The leash clipped to a sturdy metal ring on the waistband, and the clasp clicked shut with
the same cold finality as it had at the festival.

Clara fumed. “I'm not a baby! You can’t treat me like this!”
“I won't lose you,” was all Miriam said, turning back to her morning coffee.

Clara tried to undo the lock later that day, crouched behind her bedroom door with a paperclip and
determination. But the mechanism was too strong—Miriam had bought a real lock this time, not one
of the festival’s simple clasps. The key stayed with her mother, dangling on a chain she never took off.

Over the next few days, Clara tested boundaries. She tugged, twisted, even tried slipping the
waistband down over her hips when Miriam wasn’t looking. No use—it was threaded through her
belt loops and cinched just tightly enough. Her mother attached the leash to door handles, chair legs,
and even the fence post when she needed to “keep both hands free.”

To everyone else, it was awkward. To Clara, it was humiliating. Lily came by once and whispered, “Is
that real?” Clara just nodded, eyes burning.



One evening, after Miriam had fallen asleep on the couch, Clara stood in the kitchen holding a pair of
scissors. She looked down at the waistband—blue, moons faded from wear—and slipped one blade
under the fabric. Her fingers trembled.

But she didn’t cut.

Instead, she sat on the floor and cried quietly—angry tears, scared tears, all tangled together like the
leash at her waist.

She didn’t understand it completely then, but a part of her knew: it wasn’t just about punishment.
Her mother was scared. Terrified of losing her—not just in a crowd, but in the wider, wilder world.

That night, Clara wrote a note. She didn’t try to run away. She just left the note on the kitchen table
before bed:

“I’m sorry | scared you. But I’'m growing up. You have to let go a little. Please.”
In the morning, the leash was gone.

The waistband remained—for a few days more. But it was unlocked. And slowly, it disappeared from
use.

Clara never forgot the feeling of being tethered. And Miriam never forgot the feeling of finding her
daughter again after thinking she was lost. Between the two of them, a new kind of leash formed—
not one of fabric and locks, but of understanding, of trust.

And that one, they both chose to hold on to.




