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Hector kept a close eye on her a

He made a point of being in the room
explain the rules right off the bat
little straighter, and smoothed out
him, and he smiled warmly at her to
She | ooked at him |like he was some s
to a good start.

wor k O60Where did this come from?d Sh
ot her side of the room. It was on so
swered her question. She reached ove
of f. She hesitated before putting th
interesting story, albeit very creep
idea of how it would end.

Smiling to herself, she turned t|
went back to work.

AHel l o, 06 Hector started politely.
if youdd |ike to be formal. Whatods vy

This was the point where the ot hi¢

l'ike: fAWhat do you want with me?0 or
seemed smarter.

She hesitated, but then answered

ANi ce to meet vyou, Kayl ee Hobbs,
have extended his hand for her to sh
do so, and past experience taught hi
girls at ease. il dm not going to hur
you dondét cause any troubl e. Do you

Kayl ee nodded her head, but di dn¢

Hector continued, AYoubre my gue
such. o

Kayl ee seemed to be on the verge
seemed to think better of it.

Al dd | i ke you to meet my son, Tr
He gestured to the bureau on the far
youdl!l need over there. 1611 b righ

Kayl ee watched Hector closely as
the door behind him. She didndt hear
hadnét | ocked the door She | ooked a
tively small with four plain walls a
inside were the bed she was propped
folding chair in front of the door w

Hector had seemed genuine when h
l ong as she behaved. Kayl ee decided
pl ay his game She didnét really hav
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ke a gui ine to her creativity,
She put her head in her hands an

endsebf

—

I donét remember how | died. | ¢
tually. T tds strange. I shou
ght now | just too hungry. I
hungry i my ent i-croenslunfieng.and
I notice |0 l ying down, so | pu !

h a
6 m
n

try not to focus on that as | |
when | have my dam@terknow dwlsd mre
6t really care. The street |1 6ém
Thatds not right, is it? | candt
ve already come to the conclusion
find it somewhere el se.

6Yes, this one is good,d the aut|

r face. This one will wor
termined to finish this one story.
As | walk, the day turns to nigh
veral times, but | never stop. I
al ly the stone beneath my feet t
n into trees. | still haven
1 it I [ I

d
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apse in on sel f if
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When | finally find something, I

on. Il 6m not sure exactly what | dve
at. What more can | ask for? As |
to the carcass before me with my b
I shove flesh, organs, and intest
is carcass bare, and it wouldnét b
ve twenty deer and it still wouldn
AHey! 0 someone shouts by the tim
al .

I ook up, and open my mouth to
g, but all that comes out iis a bre
, and a word pops into my head: gu

ans, t h BrAdNGS @and otullem dar kness at

It wasndt exactly the best story
met hing. The endaduwtg, wawt at then adaia
uld a zombie story end? The author
would see it the same way. Even i
y that it was just a rough draft.
ways be fixed.

As she saved her work and put it
|l ief and pride at having finally f
nt al note not to wait until the | a
is came up, but she knew that note
t wo.
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The Dance

Worn, gnarled fingers search deeply into stuffed full sock
drawer, where old treasures reside.
Grabbing pilled socks and purple ribbons, my hand
searches for the long-forgotten, wrinkled,

pink leather slippers.

Sitting quietly, my bunioned toe reaches for the old, soft
shoe, remembering

its intimate fit.
Rising from the tapestry stool, knees flex, arms rise over-
head, as muscles remembering the dance.

Triple step, 1-2-3, pas de bourrée; the well-known melody
fills my head, “Dance of the Flowers,” I think...and
my heart smiles.
Memories sift and solidify like a
stop-action animated cartoon.
Shimmering silver lamé flows in folds, billowing about,
Graceful arms fly overhead, extend, contract, then bend
and relax in slow motion.

The mirror reflects the old vision...

Swirling gossamer gowns glide about, while gracefully
coiffured curls gently sway in rhythm.

Strings, drums, brass, and winds set the harmony of time
and space, as I swirl and twirl on the well-worn wooden
floor.

The vision fades into the corner, as today replaces yester-
The worn, pink slippers fit like a welcome, old friend.

The new, black stretchy pants allow freedom for the old
limbs to flex and bend...

And with each demi-plié, my eyes smile,
and my heart sings.
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