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Towers Literary and Creative Arts Magazine would like to
dedicate the 2008 issue to the victims of the
Valentine’s Day Tragedy:

Gayle Dubowski
Julianna Gehant
Catalina Garcia
Ryanne Mace
Daniel Parmenter

For winter’s rains and ruins are over,
And all the seasons of snows and sins;
The days dividing lover and lover,

The light that loses, the night that wins;
And time remembered is grief forgotten,
And frosts are slain and flowers begoften,
And in green underwood and cover
Blossom by blossom the spring begins.

~Algernon Charles Swinburne
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We would like to express our heartfelt
gratitude to the people who made this year’s
Towers possible: Linda Watson, Steve and Paul
Barnaby and the staff at Barnaby Printing.

Congratulations to the winners of the Editor’s Choice awards:

ficor  ronfjctjon

Zach Sands for “Epitaph” Lionel Newman for
i el pitap “Letters from Thailand”

art

Kellen Scott

David Rauch for “Ramadan” for “Wanna Be 1,2,3”

All entries printed with permission.

Towers is funded by the Student Association.
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fiction
“Epitaph” Zach Sands

“Longevity” Gustavo Moreno

“Satellite” Matt Albrecht

“Ramadan’({)avid Rauch
“Emerson’s Eye” Nathan Schroll

“Ambiguous Undulations” Saif Patel

“Elm” Michael Keller

“House of Mirrors” Zach Sands

“I would tell you I sleep brutally” Emily Kingery
“Boleyn” Saif Patel
“The Silence” Josh Ortloff

“Help to Hold” Nathan Schroll

“Extraordinary Proof” Emily Kingery
“Untgled” Megan Gray

“Landscape Study” Kellen Scott
“World Spins Madly On” Matt Albrecht
“Piltdown Reflecting” Alex Vietti

“Untitled” Megan Gray
“Curls” Ashley Schnabl

“Samuel” Lindsay Schranz

“The Center of Being” Alex Vietti

mf jctjor

3fi\._‘\‘\l.')ouble Consciousness” Lucy Sosa

39

“Letters from Thailand” Lionel Newman

47 “Tuesdays with Melanie” Robert M. Graff



don’t know how I missed

it. They say it had been

there for a few weeks, this
land mass the size of Nebraska,
slowly inching its way toward
Earth through a vast expanse of
nothing. Of course, this suggests
an epic drama that the truth in
the matter fails to afford. The
people oh the news used words
like imminent and apocalyptic
and stay tuned, but based on
what I know about Nebraska
and the speed of land masses,
we weren’t missing anything. It
would still be there tomorrow.

I first noticed it when I went
outside to check the mail. I
couldn’t shake the feeling that
I was being watched. When I
looked around, though, the only
person I saw outside of a moving
car was the old man who lives
across the street and whose
name I can never remember. He
was getting the newspaper, still
wearing his bathrobe, and for
some reason, he had stopped to
look up. Curiosity drew my eyes
to the focal point of his stare.

With only the sky in my
periphery, the world stood still,
and when the significance of
this vision settled to a sobering
clarity, it felt at that moment like
[ was looking down the barrel of
aloaded gun. There was nothing
but empty air between me and
the asshole end of everything.
Frankly, humbling as it was,
it didn’t look like much - just a

Zach F.S"ands

piece of rock that had attached
itself to the morning sky.
Without even realizing it, I had
already wadd&d up my bills and
opened a credit card offer for
which I was supposedly pre-
approved.

This wasn’t the apocalypse
that I was expecting. No burning
cars. Nobody running naked
through the streets. No Mad Max
Beyond Thunderdome. For the
most part, it had all the markings
of an ordinary day. People drove
to work, impatient as usual,
drinking coffee, talking on cell
phones and listening to morning
radio. It was as if the world had
no intention of changing just
because of some planetoidal mass
that had wandered aimlessly into
Earth’s gravitational field. It was
only Wednesday.

When I got inside, I called in
to work and told the manager
on duty that I wouldn’t be
coming in. He seemed genuinely
surprised and  lectured me
about my work ethic and why I
won’t be able to use him for a
reference when I go to look for
another job. Somewhere in the
middle of this bold exercise in
denial, I hung up and turned the
television back on. Everything
was on sale. A mattress store
was offering apocalyptic savings
on all bedroom sets. A used car
dealership had abandoned their
no payments for ninety days
promotion in favor of a cash



only policy. Everything else was
a rerun. A few of the religious
channels had already gone to
static, probably as a result of
some kind of rapture clause
in their contracts. On other
channels, though, it seemed like
religion was all that anybody
wanted to talk about. God this
and Jesus H. that. We had never
been formally introduced. Now
all I had to do was look up, and
there was God, up in the sky,
as a solid piece of the universe,
coming down, indifferent to all of
our plans which were rendered
meaningless by circumstance.
Simplicity may never have been
so complicated.

It wasn’t the first time I had
ever consciously asked myself
what [ wanted to do that day,
but it was the first time that the
options seemed almost without
limit. People had already started
looting, and Detroit had been
reduced to ashes after the last
Pistons game. Meanwhile, travel
agencies were reporting record
sales and the airlines were
making unprecedented profits.
The price of gas had also gone
up considerably, at least where
it was still being sold. Just in
the past two weeks, most of
the country had reverted to
a barter system where goods
and services were exchanged
without having a dead president
to serve as the middleman. The
rest of the planet was already
on board, and oddly, the wealth
of the world was more evenly
distributed than it had ever
been in the past. Farmers were

once again treated as a valuable
part of society, and international
trade was at an all time high.

The numbered days offered
by the collective media began at
fifty-nine and counted down from
there. It was already forty-seven,
and I had barely left the couch.
The only significant change in
my lifestyle was that I had once
again taken up smoking. I traded
a six pack of beer and five cans
of Spaghetti-O’s for a carton
of cigarettes. This offered me a
relative semblance of control
over my impending mortality.

As the days passed, though, I
started thinking about everything
that I had accomplished in my
life, the places I'd been and the
people I'd loved. I wondered
what was next and what I may
miss the most. I thought about
last words and how I'd like to
have something profound to
say, even if nobody would hear
it. I had decided long ago that I
didn’t want the last thing I say to
include the words “Spring break”
or “What the hell is that thing?”

I also started attempting to
play the guitar that had been
reduced to furniture by years
of neglect. The strings were like
barbed wire, but I finally got
the hang of a G major and was
able to keep it in tune despite a
missing ‘string. I had a goal of
learning at least one song before
the end of the world. I heard that
they were having a grand finale
downtown, where thousands of
people were set to hold hands in
the final moments of humanity.
It cost five bucks, but they give



you a free drink ticket.

By the time the countdown
reached seven days, though, the
panic had become a pandemic.
The thing in the sky was bigger
than the moon and hotter than
the sun, and ready to punch the
earth square in the face. Various
nations had taken attempts
at shooting it out of the sky
with their stockpiled nuclear
arsenals. One of the missiles
misfired, and rumor has it that
most of_ Central America now
suffers from radiation poisoning.
World leaders were surprised to
learn that Nicaragua even had
nuclear capabilities, albeit in an
adolescent state of development.

The leaders themselves
were now miles underground in
bunkers designed to maintain
and perpetuate the human race.
Other important people, like
talk show hosts and basketball
players, joined them in their
secret locations. Apparently, if
there’s one thing that humanity
needs in the years that follow,
it’s somebody who can throw a
ball through a hoop really well. I
don’t mean to be cynical, though.
Most people are predicting that
even the underground bunkers
won’t survive the impact. Even
Letterman said all that will be left
are cockroaches and Velveeta.

It’s amazing that all these
thousands of years of evolution
and intellectual progress
brought us here to this moment,
with nothing to do but wait. I'm
twenty-three and Ill never be
twenty-four. I can’t help but feel
a little cheated by that. Just

like everyone else, life has led
me here, with nothing to do
but solemnly look up into the
unblinking eye of God. For the
first time, I think I know what
it means to love my fellow man,
and it comes from a place of
sympathy. We all share the
same fate, and these last days
are all we have. This is life, in
all of its beauty and horror, and
that thing up in the sky is the
finish line of the human race.
There are no winners, and all
we really did was run around
in a big circle, but when time is
limited, there are better things
to do than regret. Perhaps there
always have been.

As the numbered days were
reduced to hours and the hours
were reduced to minutes, the
radiated heat began to raise the
temperature in the stratosphere
and everything grew still and
silent. Animals seemed to
disappear, and then everything
around me was steadily
consumed by this immense
shadow. From a lawn chair on
an empty street in the midst of
quiet chaos, I watched the tops
of trees catch fire while I held
my guitar with a broken string
and played my song. In that
moment, which was both a blink
of an eye and a lifetime, I finally
understood what it means to
be alive. As for the last words I
said—the words I struggled for
weeks to come up with, to speak
for myself and for the rest of
us—it turned out that it wasn’t
words that escaped my mouth.

It was laughter.



he day they brought

Walt Disney back, a

door-to-door knife
sales man in California was
found dead. Joseph Brody’s
face rested in the steering wheel
of his hunter green Saturn.
No forced entry, no signs of
heart failure, no sudden brain
aneurysm. He didn’t even make
it out of his parking spot. He
sat there dead while doctors in
Arizona spent thirty-nine hours
trying to convince old Walt he
was the man responsible for
three theme parks, thirty movie
masterpieces, a slew of character
memorabilia, and emotional
scars for any skinny, big-
headed kid with a widow’s peak
and ears the size of coasters.
Papers said Walt cried like an
old grandmother, spitting out
questions like “What happened
to me?”

What am I doing here?

The obituary described Joseph
Brody as a man with a vision. With
the help of his father’s military
pension, he was going to muster
enough money to make a TV pilot
about animal sock puppets stuck
on a deserted island.

Down in Scottsdale, Arizona,
the people responsible for the
highlights of human history
were being stored until science
caught up with nature. Einstein,
Teddy Roosevelt, Elvis, and

Gustavo Moreno

Princess Diana were all waiting
for science to defend their lives,
even in death. The mastering
of nanotechnology forced the
Cypress Life Revival Foundation
to make their business public.
Beginning in the nineteen
sixties, the study of Cryonics
brought about the idea of
extending life. And ever since
then, the Cypress Life Revival
Foundation has been placing
people in suspended animation
to further life. Death is a means,
not an end.

“We gather here today to
lay rest the body of Alondra
Sanchez.” Raindrops the size
of silver dollar coins fall on
my mother’s maroon-finished
casket. There’s Tia Patricia
holding an umbrella over Padre
Rivera’s head as he reads
my mother’s favorite psalm.
Monotonous words fumble out of
his mouth, the same way luggage
tumbles down the conveyor
belt in an airline terminal. The
Bible pages are rolling paper-
thin and starting to come apart
in the rain. We'’re all here. The
whole family. Even my mother’s
second cousin is here, Sylvia,
who my mother rescued from a
burning shack when they were
both eight. Everyone is decked
out in black, except Tio Vicente
who’s wearing white slacks.
Since it’s so close to Labor Day,



he said, this would be the last
time he could wear them.

The .science of) freezing
people has always been around,
and once the dead began to rise,
schools were forced to teach
their students about Gregory
Fahy, the man responsible for
vitrification. Cypress just isn’t
in the people freezing business,
stacking cold bodies one on top of
the other like chocolate-covered
bananas forgotten in the back of
the freezer; they use vitrification
to alter erganic tissue into low
temperature “glass.” Protective
chemicals replace sixty percent
of the water contained in the
cells that make up a human
body. The body doesn’t freeze
like an ice cube. The molecules
a body is composed of begin to
move slower and slower until
all chemistry stops at negative
one hundred and twenty-four
degrees Celsius. Why do I know
all this? My biology final is
tomorrow and seventy percent
of it is on Cryonics.

* * *

The day they brought back
Marilyn Monroe, somewhere
down in Atlanta, a stripper
named Desire dropped dead on
the main stage of a gentleman’s
club. The MC and security
were useless in offering a
coherent story as to what
exactly happened, but there
were a lot of witnesses. Every
one of them chose to remain
anonymous, but each said she
was propped upside down. Her
legs interlocked around the
pole, her arms reaching for

damp dollar bills between cold
male fingers, her breasts still in
place from when her top was on,
when suddenly her eyes rolled
to the back of her head. Desire’s
arms went limp and her legs
separated from one another.
Her neck broke her fall.

Thawing owut Marilyn...

Thawing Marilyn was a little
more difficult than any other
person. Her hands clasped the
white collar of any doctor near
her, demanding to know what
happened to the rest of her ass.
She cried and cried, begging for
the hair extensions she swore
were stolen from her. They were
genuine Indian hair. Didn’t that
mean anything to anyone?

Day after day people were
dying for no apparent reason,
and every morning the paper
had a new headline of a recently
thawed celebrity.

AIDS:. ' Canmecer. All ‘are
treatable now, but people
still die. How much is your
life worth? According to the
FDA, more corporations than
Cypress are charging to get
you off the hook from dying.
People started signing up as
Cypress customers not because
cures weren’t available, but
because their families couldn’t
afford to pay for the necessary
prescriptions or surgeries. You
became a registered Cypress
member because your family
couldn’t pay to have hordes
of microscopic robots whoosh
through your body, delivering
medicine or repairing dead
cells.



You can’t go a day without
learning about the Cypress
procedure. When they began
this campaign, it was supposed
to dispel stereotypes of them
using witchcraft to re-circulate
the dead with the living. What
it did was make people realize
how much of a vehicle we are for
things greater than us. Cypress
flooded the airways. Special
presentations were held on TV
to discuss what Cypress could
do for you. Representatives
would come to classrooms. Dad
got a day off work, with pay, as
long as he attended a brunch
sponsored by the Cypress Life
Revival Foundation.

* * *

“Alondra was a woman
who loved nature,” preaches
Padre Rivera, “and it was not
uncommon to see her spend
hours basking in her garden.”
Dad is detached from the
circle of overlapping umbrellas
surrounding Mom’s coffin. His
broad shoulderstakingthe brunt
of the rain, Dad and Tio Bobby
pass a prayer book between one
another, concealing the flask of
whiskey I filled for them. Padre
Rivera adjusts his glasses. His
note cards are beginning to
fall apart; the highlights of my
mother’s life are dissolving in
the rain.

“Alondra,” Padre continues,
trying to recall whatever big words
he wrote down to describe my
mother’s personality, “Alondra’s
precociousness as a young child
often led her away from the
larger groups her age. But the
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force that fueled her individual
identity would become the
defining quality about her and
would make her a staple in the
community.”

When it became public that
people were being unfrozen,
the papers produced clever
headlines like “The Grim Reaper
Has Left The Building.”

“The Day Taxes Became The
One Constant.”

A customer had to sign up
with Cypress to be frozen. Even
then, Cypress could only step
in once you were diagnosed
as clinically dead. If a member
was terminally ill, he or she
was encouraged to relocate to
Arizona. If not, Cypress sent a
transfer squad to their location,
waiting for the member to die.
There was only one transfer
squad in the beginning, but
now they have a transfer squad
in every state. The member’s
heart has to stop beating for
over five minutes, and a doctor
has to pronounce the member
legally dead before the transfer
squad can jump into action.
This means, along with your
sobbing family, a group of
workers in white uniforms click
their tongues against their teeth
as they wait for you to take
your last breath. If you end up
dying outside of a hospital, no
problem. Each member is fitted
with a bracelet or necklace,
stating that if the member’s body
is found dead, Cypress needs to
be notified ASAP so they can
fetch the body before the brain
decomposes. That’s really the




main concern. The body is only
a system of replaceable pumps
and pulleys, but damage to the
brain is damage to the soul.
Once the hospital is done
with the member, the squad
transports him or her to their
station, where the body is
placed in an ice bath. Blood flow
and breathing are artificially
restored with a “thumper.” That’s
the gadget used for CPR, only
Cypress doesn’t use the term
CPR. They refer to it.as €CPS:
Cardiopylmonary Support. They
need to keep the brain alive, not
resuscitate a person back to
life. The member is fixed with
IV lines filled with protective
medications to maintain the
body. Excitoxicity inhibitors.

Anticoagulants. Pressors and
pH buffers.
Big words. Strange words.
Cypress representatives

could go on about the whole
process. About how the femoral
arteries and veins are surgically
rooted so the member’s blood
is distributed through a heart-
lung machine that lives for him
or her. The heart-lung machine
reduces temperature to one or
two degrees above the freezing
point of water. Blood is replaced
with a safeguarding solution. It’s
what hospitals use to transport
organs. The transfer squad then
packs the body in ice and ships
it to Cypress headquarters.

It’s a Cypress surgeon that
connects major blood vessels
to a perfusion circuit. That’s
how they’re able to completely

clean out any remaining blood.
Ah, the homestretch when they
start pumping the body with a

cryoprotectant concentration.
This is what prevents ice crystals
from forming. Arctic frogs

produce the same concentration
in their liver. Doctors cover the
body in silicone oil, place it
in a stainless steel Thermos,
and drop the temperature.
Once the target temperature
is met, the Cypress member is
stored for as long as possible in
liquid nitrogen at negative one
hundred and ninety-six degrees.
Any questions?

To die no longer means
forever. Death is more of a
human lay-away until your
family can afford to bring you
back. Already The Doors and
Jimmy Hendrix are scheduling
comeback tours, while garage
bands in Orange County and
Boston are breaking up from the
deaths of their lead singers. The
day they brought back Gianni
Versace, a construction worker
in Portland closed his eyes
while eating a hoagie and let
his body slide off a steel beam
on a four-story high rise. The
more stiffs they bring back, the
easier it gets. From Secretariat
to average CEOs, old family
members are coming back and
the rate of miscarriages all
around the world has jumped
twenty percent. You know the
saying, how for every door that
closes another one opens; well,
it works both ways now.

Death is a means, not an



end. Once Cryonics was covered
by life insurance, Cypress stock
went through the roof, and the
idea of “The Death of Death”
was the topic for everyone. The
Cypress Life Revival Foundation
came out like gangbusters once
critics attacked the organization
for playing God. They responded
with all types of media outlets,
but the most effective was the
commercial. It’s a two-minute
clip of “real” people lashing out
against conservative thought.
Scripted words are churned
out by the farmer riding his
tractor through the Nebraska
plains. The screen cuts to an
interracial couple sharing ice
cream. Cut to a four year-old
girl prancing in her red flower
dress, picking daisies along
the family pond. And finally
the commercial ends with the
words of a recently thawed
celebrity. The camera cuts to
each stereotype throughout the
commercial, each building on
the other’s words.

“Death ensues only when no
steps are taken after the heart
stops...”

“Cypress believes you’re
never really dead until your
brain is past the point of no
returni. #

“If wanting to live is so
wrong, then why does anyone
put up a fight against disease
and illness...”

“When those fascist critics
claim someone or something to
be ‘dead,’ it’s simply medicine’s
way of relieving itself from
problems it is too lazy to solve.

Reasoning like this makes
those Fat Cats feel better
about abandoning patients and
making half-assed lies that the
problem can never be fixed. The
Cypress Life Revival Foundation
understands the truth: the
line that separates life and
death is distorted. Cypress is
composed of innovators looking
the Unknown right in the face.
Cypress is the only logical thing
to do. It is the American thing
to'de. i

There is no heaven anymore.
There is no hell. A person’s soul
remains on Earth, and now it’s
on permanent rewind. People
started to realize a problem
when they brought back
Tupac Shakur. A week later
Che Guevara’s brain was re-
animated, and that night Tupac
was found lying lifeless with his
eyes crusted over, waiting in
the green room to give a speech
on his musical tactics at the
NAACP. Humans make the same
mistakes throughout history not
because it’s our first time here,
but because we struggle to learn
from our past. We die and come
back to smooth out our souls,
but bringing dead people back
is ruining their second chances.
The debate on CNN is whether
Hitler should be thawed to
be put on trial for his crimes,
but it doesn’t matter. Hitler is
paying for his sins somewhere
as a middle-aged grocery clerk,
arguing with elderly women
wearing only their dress slips
about why they can’t use two
coupons for the same item.



How and why was Hitler
frozen anyway?

The point is controlling
death isn’t the solution. What
people need to worry about
is what these new events say
about us. What can be taken
away from us is never really
ours in the first place. Now
our soul is included. Every
day a person wakes up he or
she risks his or her soul being
repossessed by someone else’s
life insurance. The day they
bring bdck Desi Arnez or Frida
Kahlo, that could be it for me.
And these are big name people
coming back. If their lives
weren’t enough to end their
cycles of life and death, what
does that say about me?

I think about these things
while I walk the hallways
at school on my way to the
bathroom. I try to catch my
reflection in the sweating
chrome of the urinal handle.
Leaning my face closer, I see an
overblown version of my father’s
nose. I see my mother’s eyes
spread far apart. The dimple
in my chin belongs to my great
uncle. I have to wipe away tears
from the handle to see the meaty
cheeks I've inherited from my

grandmother. I have someone
else’s sense of humor, some
stranger’s lack of responsibility.
I've stolen my smile from another
person in time. I've hoarded
all the traits once considered
desirable to people I've never
met. Maybe this is God testing
us. He’s letting the human race
recycle itself so we can think
maybe he doesn’t exist. If there
were no God, no afterlife, no
consequences, would I really be
living the way I do now?

Dad refuses to set up a fund
to bring Mom back because
he is convinced these second-
coming humans will turn out to
be zombies.

He’s simple, but he’s on the
right path.

Grandma Sanchez feels Dad
is just pissed because his signed
Babe Ruth baseball has dropped
in value. We gather here today to
lay the body of Alondra Sanchez
to rest, and I have no clue
who my mother was. The day
my mother collapsed onto the
stove while cooking our Sunday
breakfast, two celebrities were
brought back:

Katharine
Lassie.

Hepburn and
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ows of booths lined
Fthe airy show floor,
each one a window
displaying the innermost secrets
of the hundreds of artists at
the enormous expo. He waded
through a sea of art lovers,
wondering if they felt the same
way he did. He felt voyeuristic
just being there, and he almost
blushed to recall how wonderful
that feeling was. It was like
walking a  suburban street
at night with houses whose
occupants had all left the inside
lights on and the curtains pulled
aside, inviting onlookers to
gawk blamelessly. [luminated
against the darkness, he could
see so clearly the inner lives of
the artists. Most were beautiful,
not realistic, a myriad of colors
and sensual exaggerations,
paintings and photographs of
impossible worlds, escapism
at its finest. The artists
themselves hung their smiles
like picture frames, and most
looked crooked to him.

In a faraway corner between
a booth of washed-out nature
stills and an emergency exit
sign, he glimpsed through a
window so familiar that he
swore he had lived in that home
all his life. It was a rare gallery
of softer tones, darker lighting,
smoother lines, and longing so
palpable that he could feel it on
his skin like a lover’s breath. His

jj’l t Albrecht

skin tingled as he scanned the
walls of painted figures locked
permanently in good fortune’s
embrace. There were at least
two pictures of lovers who
were inches away from joining
lips, forever reveling in that
moment of anxious anticipation,
that intoxicating eternity of
breathlessness and erratic
heartbeats. Without a doubt, he
had found her booth.
She didn’t recognize him. They
had only exchanged e-mails in
the past. But he knew her image
from the likeness she created
of herself, a non-flattering
caricature with wild curly
hair, eyes large and cheerless,
and expressions drearier than
an entire gallery of dark art
that he had passed earlier. He
stepped up to the table she sat
behind, her eyes studying him
curiously, her smile real at the
sight of someone interested
in her art. Her hair wasn’t so
wild tied back into a ponytail.
He leaned over the table,
laying his hands down on it for
support, pretending to look over
the gallery he had seen hundreds
of times during his frequent
visits to her online gallery. I
see why they separated you
from the others.” In the corner
of his eye, she looked curious,
not offended. “Do you?” “Oh
yes.” He said, finally looking
directly at her, studying her



closely. Her face was slightly
drawn, he imagined from the
sheer tedium of sitting there all
day, and her eyes looked for a
moment expectant. “You would
take all the sales if they put you
anywhere else! They have to be
fair to those less talented.”

Her smile became more of a
cautious smirk and her gaze
broke free of his. “I bet you say
that to all the girl artists.”

“Not so!” He tilted his head
to follow her blue eyes. Her
thick eyeliner reminded him
of her caricature and made
her eyes impossible to ignore.
‘I say the same to all the boy
artists, too!” She rolled her
eyes, but he managed a single
laugh out of her. She turned
her head to hide her smile. He
swayed rhythmically to get her
attention and gestured with his
chin over her right shoulder.
“That picture.” She turned to
look at it. “Tell me about that
one.” « “That?” She pointed,
and he nodded. It was a small
square painting, an aerial view
of a beach washed in orange
light from a fading sunset. A
boy lounged alone, barely more
than a sketch, on a towel with a
vacant spot next to him marked
by darker tones and rougher
textures. She studied it for a
moment, her face hidden as she
mused. She didn’t turn to him,
“Someone commissioned me to
draw this years ago.”

“Was he happy with it?”

“How do you know it was a
he?” She turned back to him,
that same sort of bated hope in

her eyes from earlier. “But yes,
very. He said it was absolutely
perfect. He was a bad liar, just
like you.”

He turned his head from her,
grinning to veil his anxiety.
As much as he had rehearsed
and imagined meeting her,
he could do dittle to quell his
inhibitions. “Well,” he paused,
“last time I checked, I was still a
Ialee

Immediately she knew, and
she looked ready to burst from
her chair to greet him properly,
but she remembered the table
between them. She looked
overcome with joy and then with
doubt and then with surprise.
“You came all the way—from
another countryl—and didn’t
even tell me beforehand!” Then
she looked frazzled, more and
more like her caricature by the
minute, and she hid her face
again and pulled her arms over
her. “I must look terrifying! I
had no idea you were coming or
I would've—"

“You look beautiful.” She
looked thoroughly unconvinced,
but she was calmed. Smiling, he
found a black binder in front of
her and opened it. Inside were
more prints of that familiar
art he had admired for years,
dozens of pages from a thinly
veiled memoir detailing a life of
longing. As he flipped through
the chapters, she looked up at
him curiously, surely wondering
why he was suddenly so silent.
He could never admit to her
how frightened he was of
embarrassing himself, of saying






