
The Cracked Dream
      By,
       Ellie De Lucia



There once was a doll named Adeline. All she ever 

wanted was to be loved and accepted. She doesn’t 

remember exactly how she got the mark, the hideous 

crack upon her face. It Just showed up one day, and 

in her eyes, it tarnished her beautiful porcelain face .

“Each moment of our life, we either 
invoke, or destroy our dreams.” 

                               - Stuart Wilde



“No, I didn’t,” Adeline said quietly. The more Adeline 

thought about the idea, the better it sounded. She thought 

that   maybe she would fine a home that would except and 

appreciate her. Adeline began to feel her spirits lifting.

One day in the early afternoon, the toys were playing and 

laughing. Adeline was watching them from a distance. Then, 

one of the most beautiful dolls, Rosaline, walked up to Adeline.

“Hello,Adeline,”said Rosaline. “Hello,” whispered Adeline.

“Did you know that our owner is putting us in a yardsale?”



As fast as Adeline’s good mood came, it left just as 

quickly. Adeline knew that her dream of being acept-

ed would never come true.

“Well I wouldn’t get too excited about it. Nobody will pick 

you, not with that ugly crack on your face.” Rosaline 

replied and walked off, leaving Adeline alone once again. 



After what seemed like hours, a young girl and her 

mother arrived at the yard sale.

The next day all the toys, including Adeline, were 

placed on a table, waiting to see which  lucky-

toys would be going to a new home.



The little girl smiled at Adeline, picked her up, and 

walked over to her mother.

The little girl walked up to the table where all the toys 

were lined up. The little girls’ eyes scanned the ta-

ble of toys. Suddenly her eyes rested on Adeline.



At this moment, Adeline realized something. Some-

times the diffrence that you have, makes you your 

own person. What may be ugly or broken to some, 

may be what is a treasure or beautiful to others.

The girls mother looked down at Adeline and pointed at the 

crack on the doll’s cheek. “Why do you want this doll sweet-

ie? It’s broken, see?” “It’s not broken,” said the little girl. 

“It’s...unique.” “Alright,” said the mother, “I’ll get her for you.”



 The       End
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