
Silence 

With a swift kick, Emily knocked the lantern off the table. As it crashed onto the floor, spilling wax 

and oil onto the carpet, she yelled “This is how you make me feel. Crazy!” Her knees buckled 

beneath her and she dropped to the ground. Tiny slivers of glass poked through her pants, cutting 

her legs. “I just want to be free of all of this.” She sobbed. Alan walked over to her and began 

carefully gathering the larger pieces of glass in the palm of his hand. He used a dish towel to wipe 

the oil from the carpet, and when he was finished, he held it out to Emily to use. “Clean yourself up.” 

He muttered as he turned and left the room. 

  

 

Brooklyn Morning Commute 

The man on her left wears a hospital gown over-top a stained blue polo shirt. He rocks jaggedly back 

and forth, like an over-wound metronome, as he speaks in quick quips under his breath. The fat man 

on her right wears a stained white shirt with brown suspenders that hug his enormous belly. In a 

thick and garbled Russian accent, he yells for the attention of another unsuspecting man who has 

just entered the train. The Russian frantically waves a scrap of paper which reads “The Enlightened 

Will Be Saved.” The unsuspecting man shakes his head “no” and looks away, not wanting to be 

bothered. The woman, in between the men, reads a magazine article about vintage rubber stamps, 

oblivious to her surroundings, simply happy to have found a seat on the train. 

  

  

Diner 

I bite down hard on my lower lip until the salty taste of blood reaches the tip of my tongue. On my 

plate, a large slice of Red Velvet Cake sits untouched. I make no attempt to shoo away a fly and 

instead allow him to rest on the soft melting cream cheese frosting. The table fan, slowly making its 

rounds, is tied with purple and red ribbon which dance and flutter in the breeze like colorful lightning 

bolts zapping across the sky. As the warm air from the fan reaches me it brings along with it the 

smell of fried chicken, clove cigarettes and stale beer. “You gonna eat that cake?” He asks me, 

leaning towards my plate with a fork in hand. I shrug and look out the window at the empty parking 

lot. It is beginning to rain. A grey cat drinks from a puddle of water that has collected in an old dirty 

clay pot. As the man takes the last bite of cake, he licks the red crumbs from the sides of his mouth. 

The fly lies dead on the table, the tip of each leg dressed in frosting, like tiny white dancing shoes.   

  

 

Ann 

Ann slipped the leather strap of her sandal off of her heel and slowly eased her bare foot into the 

murky water. Smooth, dark, cool mud oozed between her toes. This was the pond where Ann played 

as a little girl. This was the same mud that once covered her 8-year old body from head to foot. “The 

only familiar thing in the world.” Ann muttered as she took a few more steps into the pond. Water 

lapped at her knees and begged to soak the fabric of her skirt which was held just out of reach. “Do 

you remember me?” Ann sang, throwing her head back and squinting her eyes as the sun shone 

down through the trees, sparkling across her face. With a deep breath, Ann submerged herself in the 



pond, bending her knees so as to cover herself entirely in the shallow water. It tasted sweet and 

earthy like grass and cold dirt—just as she had remembered. 

  

  

Tiny Circles 

On a subway platform somewhere in Queens, an old Asian woman I’ve never met walks up behind 

me, places her wrinkled hands on my shoulders and squeezes. “Thinking too much.” She mumbles 

as she slips her bony fingers under the edge of my blouse and begins lightly scratching my skin, 

twirling her fingers in tiny circles across the nape of my neck. Goosebumps quickly dash up my 

arms—I blush at the involuntary nature of this act. “Do I know you?” I whisper, shutting my eyes. A 

light tap on my ear instructs me to stay silent and the tiny circles continue across my back. 

 


