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"April's Reputation”
April had a reputation.

Not the kind that followed whispers in the hall or flared like
gossip in a small town. No—April’s reputation was earned,
season by season, truth by uncomfortable truth.

She was the one who didn’t flinch when winter left its mess
behind. Muddy boots, broken branches, dreams forgotten in
snowdrifts—she let them stay, in plain sight, because
pretending they weren’t there never cleaned anything up.
Life, after all, was not a filtered photo. It was weeds growing
beside tulips, laughter echoing in homes where grief also
lived.

Some said April was moody. One minute she wore sunshine
like a promise, the next she sobbed storms against the
pavement. But she never lied about it. “I’'m changing,” she’d
say, “because you are changing. Isn’t that fair?” She knew
that honesty wasn’t always poetic. Sometimes it was a
broken fence no one had fixed yet. Sometimes it was saying,
“I don’t know who | am this week,” and letting that be
enough.

Children liked April. They didn’t care that she was
inconsistent—they liked that she made puddles. That she
smelled like worms and daffodils and fresh air in the same
breath. Adults were harder. They wanted her to be a clean
break from the past, a fresh start without baggage. But April
brought everything with her—melting snow, old pain, hope
like crocuses. She knew beginnings weren’t blank pages. They
were messy, ink-stained drafts.



People often forgot that April meant well. That she was
trying. That she was the month the world started again—not
always prettily, but persistently. Her honesty was raw, not
cruel. She didn’t promise ease. She promised movement. And
for those who stayed long enough, who got their hands dirty
planting seeds, April delivered: not perfection, but growth.

So yes, April had a reputation.

And it was honest.

“John and the Reputation of Life”

John had always heard two stories about life.

One was bright, lined with optimism and promise: “Life is
beautiful.”
The other was harder, whispered like a warning: “Life’s a
struggle.”

At thirty-seven, John wasn’t sure which one to believe
anymore. He had seen enough joy to know that life could be
generous. But he had also endured enough pain to
understand that life didn’t owe anyone fairness.

He worked a decent job—not quite the one he dreamed of,
but enough to pay the bills. He had loved, been loved, and
lost some of it along the way. His father passed when John
was still young, and that grief aged him faster than time
should have. He learned how to carry responsibility without
complaint, but sometimes he wondered if anyone noticed
just how much he carried.



One morning, as he sat on a park bench watching strangers
pass, John overheard a boy ask his mother, “Is life fun?”
She paused. “Sometimes,” she said. “Sometimes it’s not.”

John smiled—not because it was funny, but because it was
true. That was life’s reputation, really. Not glamorous. Not
always kind. But honest, if you were willing to look at it
without filters.

Life wasn’t just the peaks or the valleys. It was the road in
between, the small decisions, the quiet resilience, the people
who stayed and the ones who didn’t. It was the way a
morning coffee tasted better after a rough night, how the
hardest years taught him the most, and how his hope kept
showing up—even when everything else tried to bury it.

That day, John gave up trying to label life as good or bad. He
decided instead to live it fully. To feel deeply. To show up—
tired, messy, honest.

Because the real reputation of life, he figured, wasn’t about
how easy it was.

It was about how real you were willing to be in it.



