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november by eros 
 
 
november 
sneaks up on me 
like a thief with a knife, 
ready to stab me 
and remind me 
of a feeling i felt 
three hundred and fifty-three 
days ago 
 
november 
is when the leaves begin to fall 
and the winds begin to pick up 
and my tears prepare 
to get soaked up 
by my bedsheets, 
something they haven’t touched 
in three hundred and fifty-three days 
 
november 
was once a happy month, 
full of celebrations and family, 
but now only serves as a reminder 
that i’ve been grieving someone 
for longer than i knew them, 
how pathetic 
 
november, 
you sick and disgusting month, 
how i’ve come to hate you 
when i once loved you so 
i’m sorry i’ve blamed you, 
but life set its death upon you 
and it tells me to continue grieving forever 
 
i love you november, 
please never come around again 
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Drip by notsquid 
 
 
Vacant walls enclose me 
Monochromatic tawny yellow 
Essence of damp carpet 
Buzzing fluorescent lights flicker above me 
An unknown source collides 
drip drip drip. 
 
An office building perhaps 
Noted the cubicle walls. 
The humid air thickens 
My skin becoming wrinkled 
As if I had just taken a bath for far too long. 
And the sound goes on 
drip drip drip. 
 
The void and myself 
My voice keeps me company 
The noise without a source 
Nothing yet reality 
drip drip drip. 
 
I can’t take it anymore 
The sound so loud 
The stench so strong 
The room so humid 
The world so dark 
I scream. 
 
Darkness conquers the room 
My mind trying to understand 
The world shifts. 
And the sound is gone. 
 
A shadowless hall 
A red hue cast above me 
Grinding metal is heard 
Thunderous and petrifying. 
 
I amble forward 
There’s a ladder at the end 
So far ahead. 
I sprint. 
 
I ascend the ladder. 
Everything I have taken for granted 
I take a step 
All forgotten. 
I open the door 
I will be free. 
 
I am enclosed in bleak walls  
drip drip drip. 
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Weak by CPBG 

 
Grief 
Grief  
Grief 
You see the funny thing about grief is that,  
Everyone goes through it differently 
And at different rates. 
Some people chose to ignore that it ever happened 
While some chose to cry until they feel better. 
No matter how you go through grief 
If still cry about it a year later 
you’re weak. 
If you still bring it up a year later 
you’re weak. 
No matter what you do  
If it’s been more than 7 months 
don’t acknowledge it happened 
or else you’ll be considered 
weak. 
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Where the Cacti Dance by Madelyn  

 

Somewhere out there 
The cacti dance 
To a beat they call their own. 
 
With a bittersweet trill 
And their song with a thrill 
They sing as they turn back to stone. 
 
When night fully falls 
You might hear their calls  
Of “Help, turn us back! 
Bring us back the Sun!” 
 
Though you can’t help them now, 
They’ll get back somehow 
When the Sun springs up 
In the morn’. 
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A Girl Like Me by Your Secret School Mate 

 

His eyes were dark forests,  
I almost got lost in them. 
His nose was a steep bridge, 
I almost fell to the ground. 
 
His lips were like snow, 
I almost wanted to touch them. 
His love was as warm as summer, 
Which made me want to use it as a blanket in winter. 
 
Sadly, I got lost in the forest, 
Could not balance on the bridge, 
Did not have a chance to feel the softness of his lips, 
And had a winter without a blanket.  
 
He filled my heart with love, 
But he did not give me his love. 
My tears were not enough for him, 
But his ignorance was enough for me. 
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The Bird by Exelice 
 
 
Effortlessly floating  
Carried by the breeze  
The flawless transfiguration 
From still gazing 
To flight among the trees 
Only seconds does it stay  
If you see, oh hold its gaze 
Before it’s gone 
Into the clouds. 
 
The gorgeous, feathered creature  
Sailing overhead  
The beauty from the grace 
Oh, so much could be said 
Set your eyes on the phantom 
That soars high in the clouds 
Watch the sweet freedom  
And be at peace with the sound  
From the whistle of an angel 
Crying to all below 
Pay close attention  
As he cries the morning song. 
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Fairy Garden by Syd 

 

There once was a garden…. And a girl. A beautiful girl.  She smelled like roses, and she 

looked like an angel. She was as sweet as sugar. She had friends. Many, many friends. They 

were all tiny and cute. They were fairies. These fairies were beautiful. Always fluttering and 

singing. The girl liked them. She was happy around them. She felt accepted.  

And so, she would visit the garden every day after school. But slowly, the garden 

started decaying. It started to become wilted, but the girl never noticed. She thought it was fine. 

She thought that this was normal. The fairies started going missing one by one, until there was 

no one left but a sad, lonely girl. Nothing but an empty, lifeless field. Nothing but her sitting in 

her own lonely thoughts. She never wanted this. She never wanted this at all. It was unfair. 

Why did she have to deal with this? Why did she have to live this way? Why did she have to be 

lonely? She wanted the old garden back. But that was never going to happen. And soon, she 

stopped coming.  
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And Where Would I Be Without the North Star? by Eden 

 

For most of my life, I’ve felt like my very existence has been overcast by eternal  

midnight. 

I found myself obsessed with the stars and the moon, as they were my only source of  

light in an empty void of darkness. Some stars would die, fade away. The moon was only there 

temporarily, waxing and waning in a pattern I was all too familiar with. People who were able 

to experience the day told me I’d be able to find a light to keep me stable, to give me purpose, 

sometime in the future. To hell with that; I wasn’t going to take advice from people who got 

the experience of having a constant light source. They never had a night of pure darkness, only 

illuminated by dull streetlights on the brink of burning out. 

One night, I took a stroll. A darker one than most, the majority of the streetlights had  

been blown out, most of the stars that had been there before died many years ago, and dark 

clouds hid the moon from me, even though I knew a new moon was forming. I couldn’t help 

but feel as if the clouds were taunting me, not letting me have the hope that I’d soon have a 

slight bit of brightness in my life again. I kicked rocks into the creek, watching the water ripple 

as they skipped along it. At that moment, I wished I was a rock: living a solitary life while 

being weathered down little by little instead of having chunks of me taken at a time. I sat next 

to the water, praying to whatever higher power that I could become the rock, even if it was an 

impossible feat. However, the response I got was not what I expected. As if I were a puppet 

being pulled by its strings, I looked up towards the clouds and faced north. 

And there it was: a brand new star, shining brilliantly amongst a darkly-inked canvas. 

And she was beautiful. 

From that moment on, I dubbed her the North Star, and for months, I let her lead my 

life.  

She introduced me to new streets fixated with lamps with newer bulbs, homes full of 

luminescent electronics, and more stars than I had ever seen in my life! Whatever higher power 

granted this miracle to me had to be a great one to be so generous to me, a pathetic speck in the 

big, wide world. As nights went on, I couldn’t help but gain more hope each that maybe, just 

maybe, the ones that got to experience the sun had not lied to me many moons ago that I would 

one night find a light to anchor myself onto to gain stability and purpose. But one night, she 

fell from the sky, and it was I who caught her. 

 

Although she was a burning fire in my hands, I told myself I’d tolerate the pain if it was  

for the North Star. She was weak, dimmed out, and getting colder by the minute. I was 

concerned, I had to ask her what was wrong, why she had fallen so far. Had she no one to talk 
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with amongst the sky? And it was that moment that I looked up and saw… nothing. The only 

light left around me was the star in my hands, but I hadn’t even noticed that she was the only 

one left. She was the one I had focused on, the one to whom I had attached myself so longingly. 

When she began to speak, I cleared every single noise in my head, so that it could only be full 

of her words.  

“It’s so tiring being one of the only lights in the sky. I have to put in so much effort into  

making sure that everything is visible down below thanks to my brilliance. I can feel myself 

dying, friend. But I know I can’t, not yet. I have to make sure that you will be okay. Tell me, 

would you be okay without me?” 

And at that moment, I pulled everything out of my heart and let it spill out of my mouth. 

I began to tell a story. 

“One night, one you might remember, I was kicking rocks by that creek. It was one of 

the darkest nights I’ve ever had to live through. Boy, when I tell you there was almost no light, 

believe me, there was only one streetlight that was still up and running. I watched the rock skip 

across the water, and I prayed, harder than anytime I had before, to let myself become that rock, 

even though I knew it’d never come true. Instead, I got something better: I got you. 

“You’ve been with me as the moon waxed and waned, even if sometimes the clouds  

decided to stash it away to keep me guessing. You’ve shown me so much: the stars that I never 

knew existed, things that brought more lights in ways I never could’ve imagined. I know I’ve 

never thanked you for all that you’ve done for me, and for that I apologize, but please, please 

take this as my thanks. Take my admission of the effects of everything you’ve done for me as 

thanks. 

“And if you feel like you’re dying, die, my friend. I will carry all the hope you’ve given  

me in my heart, and I’ll hold it for when I need it, for when I reach another dark night. Your job 

is done. You’ve done all you ever could, which was to give me the hope I needed. And where 

would I be without the North Star? Why, I’d still be next to that creek, waiting for my soul to be 

transported into a rock for eternity, but now, I do not need to keep wishing for that. I will be 

okay without you. Thank you, my North Star.” 

And with that, I watched her glow as her brightness transcended the limits of life itself 

as she smiled and rose out of my hands, back into the sky. For a moment, I felt relief. I knew 

she was free, free to let go of the stress weighing on her. She would begin her next phase, death. 

With that realization, I immediately felt regret, but by the time I let it overcome me, she had 

already reached her peak in the black abyss of the sky. I broke down sobbing. 

As the moon waned, I watched her die slowly. I never slept; I only focused on her light  

dimming, dimming, dimming until she fully blended in with the sky. That is when I cried the 

most. With the moon threatening invisibility, hidden behind the clouds once again, and the 

streetlights pretty much nonexistent, it broke the record for being the darkest night ever. By that 
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point, I had exhausted all the hope she had left me, all of it being spent on slowing her death, 

which was selfish in retrospect. So, like I had the night she came, I took a stroll down to the 

creek. 

Once I approached it, I kicked only one rock in, but this time, it did not skip; rather, it  

sunk.  It was then that I realized I did not need to pray to become the rock. Slowly, I stepped 

into the creek and laid down, my back never reaching a solid place as I sunk, just like the rock 

had. I closed my eyes and began to cry once more before my tears became one with the water 

in the creek. And at that moment, I became the rock. 

And soon after, I became the North Star, one with the eternal death I let her go into, and  

the one I was now entering. 
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Logs of the Celestial Wayfarer by Sophie Adams 

 

July 2042 

As idiotic as it is to put an exact date on it, you might say that the universe has just been 

lit up, the stars shining in the sky more than ever, until her presence dissipated and brought 

darkness upon my horizon. I heard something like that in a “love song” from a satellite. 

Dare I call this event what your kind may: a “Type Ia supernova.” Instead, I refer to it 

as a “displacement.” 

The Alpha Centauri system. Binary stars. They are what I’m most apt to compare my 

situation to, yet they merely foreshadow my experiences. 

I don’t know what serial number or foreign name has been forced onto me, but I, Cel, 

am now nothing more than interstellar dust and a gnarly gravitational center. 

And my primary star—my love and partner through the eons—has disappeared within 

the rubbish. 

No matter what, I won’t let her slip away from me. 

 

September 2043 

As appealing as your kind finds it, lengthy space travel is prosaic to me, but it gives me 

room to think. 

My travels started before the keeping of this journal, and I am now several light years 

away from my decimated “home” system. As stars and asteroids blend into streaks while I’m 

weary, I keep these notes as a sick motivation to keep searching. 

Other beings supposedly describe their “feelings” in a written format. I will try my best 

to do so. 

Amidst this dusk, my primary star’s warmth has nearly escaped me, and though we are 

permanently tied together by heat (such as how earthlings may play “hot or cold” to find 

something or someone), I bask in temperatures near absolute zero. My body approaches that 

dreadful limit, leaving me wandering through space to seek her warmth. 

I don’t consider my primary star and me “siblings” any more than humans would 

consider a plant their brethren because they’re both composed of “carbon”; we formed at 

similar times but are two completely different types of stars. She is a white dwarf, while I’m a 

red giant. Or were. Explosions produce more than a few cosmetic changes. 

Nonetheless, if humans long for a companion after less than a century, you may not be 

able to fathom the fondness I’ve developed for my primary star (hereby called “Prima”) over 

countless years. I’ve seen signals from satellites about “star-crossed lovers.” I find this to be a 

useful human concept as my relationship with Prima is one of few words and longing looks 
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from thousands of kilometers away; not even at the perigee of our revolution can we so much 

as extend our arms or speak loving greetings. Just lovestruck stares and mutual tension… 

And because of this, even if I must seek her for a billion years, I will stop at nothing to 

find her, bathing in the vague warmth that fills my body when I approach her. 

 

January 2045 

Many more light years have passed in the blink of an eye, it seems. I rarely make stops 

along the way; time is crucial. Sometimes, I greet fellow stars, but they are often as silent as I 

once was. 

I am still in the Milky Way, and I’ve made a few interesting acquaintances along the 

way. 

Creatures exist at a vast array of wavelengths; few societies understand this 

phenomenon, though. Any attempts to describe these beings in a single “visible” spectrum of 

light will prove futile, yet you may imagine these creatures as amorphous blobs, humans, or 

monsters if any of those tickle your fancy. Generally, they are hospitable and counsel me on 

how to cope with the disappearance of my lover, and they then relay the local gossip and 

folklore with invitations back should I make a return trip anytime soon. 

Still, nobody fills the gaping hole Prima has left in me… 

Whenever I leave a planet, I feel dimmer than usual. If I were to say “bluer,” there 

would be an inaccuracy; blue stars are far hotter, and I only register a faint but growing twinge 

of heat from Prima. Like a “moon,” the connection waxes and wanes between overwhelming 

and numbing me, returning sensation when I’m on the brink of crumbling from desperation. 

With each passing year, I’m even less assured I’ll reunite with my “soulmate,” and this 

turbulent tether to her toys with my emotions like the laws of the universe are out to convict 

me. 

The heat… hurts as it penetrates me from my corona to my core. 

I know I must be patient… 

But will I ever feel the tug of my white dwarf again? Was that moment of convoluted 

gravity during the “displacement” my only glimpse at what our eternities together could have 

been like? 

 

May 2051 

Humans describe a certain type of “sadness” or “lack of motivation” as “depression.” I 

sympathize. I haven’t jotted something down in a while, but I committed to doing this for some 

reason—as if I still remember why I thought writing was a good idea. 

Ah. It was a good idea because it wasn’t mine. Some creatures suggested it forever ago 

when trying to assist me. 
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Anyway, I don’t feel like scribbling. I’ll keep this short. 

I miss Prima. I don’t think I’ll ever see my other half again, but I still love her. 

I’m hopeless. I’ll cry flares and comets, hurting whatever celestial bodies are in my way, 

if it means I can find closure. Long stretches of the Milky Way are bleak like the path to my 

goal. 

Is trying worth it? Just a little longer? 

As cold as ever, I sigh and enter yet another solar system. 

 

April 2055 

“Ultimatum.” Your kind gave such a tragic prospect a word that evokes grandeur. But 

there is nothing massive or inspiring about forcing yourself to quit at an arbitrary limit. 

Alas, I will not dawdle in such thoughts, for a miracle has arrived before my self-

imposed 5,000-light-year cutoff. 

My skin burns. It chafes as I enter your Kuiper Belt and wave to your reticent Pluto. 

Your lonely Neptune and Uranus stare at me with blue eyes with your Saturn gaping as I 

approach turbulent Jupiter, my body shifting to a similar color. Despondent then full of vitality, 

my emotions rage like that planet’s red eye as the planetary system moves aside due to the 

inertia from my plasma-like body. 

When I pass a field of asteroids, Mars and I appear alike, though I realize I haven’t yet 

hit my target. No, I’m not yet so hot that I’m cold. I can feel more. Barrelling towards your Sun, 

my final numbness thaws, and while I spot your cerulean sphere, waves of warmth rattle my 

body. They feel satisfying but not in a masochistic way; they are the fruits of my journey. 

This extrinsic fire almost brings me to tears as I’ve missed it so much… 

I’ve missed her so much. 

This is Prima’s being reaching out to me, perhaps longing for me like I’ve wanted her. 

I’ve found the place in which we may converse. If she wishes for it, too, we may reunite 

upon the surface of this aqueous planet. 

You, its inhabitants, call it: “Earth.” 

And as I crash down at speeds foreign not only to your nation but to your species, I soon 

find that you’ve termed my landing site as “New York City.” 

 

May 2055 

I have a bone to pick with your kind. Uniquely, your species is fraught with 

misinformation about foreign beings, given that many common folks cannot picture a being 

unlike themselves beyond just color or culture, and this is despite the impressive diversity of 

your literature. You fail to recognize life beyond a few chemicals and bodily structures, so you 
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suffer greatly for that. 

This is troublesome. I’ve had to spend excess time analyzing the structures of humans so 

that I can imitate them, though my body will remain far more adapted to the interstellar climate. 

My human disguise is much like one your “spies” would use but far more effective. To you, I 

look like a young adult “woman” with a muscular build, short red hair, “peach”-colored skin, 

and clothing that consists of “button-down shirts” and “slacks.” You may describe me as 

“masculine” or “butch” in some circles if you like such classifications, but my appearance is 

powerful without being threatening. 

With this façade, I’ve made ample progress in the past “month,” though my form has 

hindered my incomprehensible speed. Still, I’ve explored around half of what seems like 

hundreds of “countries.” 

While I still feel her intense burning, my current proximity to Prima makes it difficult 

for me to notice slight variations in the temperature. We were never this close in our binary 

system, so I shall revel in this feeling for as long as possible. It’s almost as if she is embracing 

me, encouraging me to move forward as a celestial wayfarer traversing the unknown. 

As I check off more “countries,” I wonder: Where should I explore next? Will this 

finally be the “month” in which Prima feels my love? 

 

June 2055 

Alas, the number of uncharted places dwindles. Despite your tedious customs and travel 

laws, I have seen all but some parts of the “African” and “Asian” continents. I currently reside 

in “Nigeria,” where I tour the streets for some leisure and recalibration. 

I pass several “storefronts” with flashing lights that pale in comparison to my power in 

my glory days. However, the manipulation of energy by such an otherwise average species is 

rather impressive, so I stop to view these artifacts. A “news channel” runs on the objects, a 

woman’s voice droning on. 

“Today, we’re sharing a story that is circulating on the Internet,” she says as I’m 

entranced, an odd emotion overtaking me. I’m unsure why I’m so fixated on this story, but it 

seems as if I’m obligated to view it. “In Namibia, there have been reports of a good Samaritan 

working with local animal conservation groups to protect the local seal population. Some say 

she’s magical with how quickly she removes debris and heals them, while others think she’s 

merely skilled and kindhearted. Let’s turn it over to my colleague.” 

Then, a “photo” pops up. 

And whatever imitation of a “heart” I have stops. My eyes widen, and I thank my “gut” 

for bringing me to this exact location at this exact time. 

I meet the unmoving eyes of a woman with dark skin and stunningly white hair in a 

long, intricate pattern, a plain beige work uniform covering her body as she smiles and leans 
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over to pet a marine creature (probably a “seal”). No human has ever made me feel so taken 

aback by their beauty as even her sweet, warm smile glistens and draws me in. She seems 

otherworldly. 

No… She is otherworldly. 

Even through the barrier of this device, I know this is Prima. She doesn’t look the same, 

sure, but I get that same giddiness that I always did when I saw that white dwarf revolving 

alongside me. 

Revolving as we always have… around each other. 

I don’t hear the rest of the broadcast. 

For now, I must stop writing and go to this “Namibia” at all costs. 

 

July 2055 

I’ve searched this whole “country,” but amidst your “winter,” I’ve never felt warmer in 

my life. 

Working from inland to the coast, I greet the “Atlantic Ocean.” I thought it would be 

more beautiful, but apart from sparse sapphire waters and translucent waves, it’s just a murky 

gray mess alongside this craggy coast. Trekking along the rocks like a child balancing on a 

wooden bar, I wonder if Prima is a wayfarer like me; I bet she loves travelling after being 

locked in orbit for eons. 

And maybe she doesn’t even want me… doesn’t want me to remind her of the tortuous 

place we call “home”... 

I shake my head. I can’t think about that. I can’t topple over when I’m so close to the 

finish line. Prima is still somewhere on this planet… I can feel it. 

As I proceed, the Sun falls in the sky. The light’s probably pretty in your wavelength, 

but it’s a dime a dozen otherwise. Beyond the crashing waves, I hear what sounds like animals 

wailing. They grow louder, yet I don’t get my hopes up; there are many colonies, and I’ve 

already passed several in this “country” alone. 

But still, curiosity gets the best of me, and I approach the “barking” noises. Past a cove 

of sharp stones, I drop onto a “beach” with many gray speckles. To me, these creatures appear 

like “ants” or “bacteria,” but it soon hits me. 

These look like copies of that being accompanying Prima: gray, feral things that flop 

around and snarl. 

“Seals.” 

I grin and start running, searching for any nearby buildings. Noticing the intrusion, the 

“seals” scatter like dust, though a few remain asleep as I step around them. 

I realize I cannot call out any specific name because Prima is only Prima to me—not 

even to herself. Thinking about it, missing that broadcast was a mistake since it might have 



22 

 

given me her current pseudonym. 

Instead, I frantically dash, swinging my head around as I notice a “truck.” It lets out 

silvery fumes before halting with an animalistic grunt, and a swooshing metal “net” follows a 

clicking latch. 

From a distance, a lady shouts, sounding perturbed. Her boot poking out from the car, 

she complains to herself in a rough but high voice, “Damn it! Those seals ran off! I was gonna 

help Rachel today with a fishing line. And it’s so hot…” 

As I slow and approach the “truck,” I register she’s angry, yet I can’t help but think her 

speech is the most soothing sound I’ve ever heard— 

But that’s… 

“Prima!” 

Her back originally faces me when she exits her vehicle, though she turns towards my 

pounding footsteps and desperate shouts, and her expression seems confused, confrontational. 

It quickly resolves into relief, matching that joyful lady from the “photo” on the “news.” 

Her immediate recognition of me makes me wonder if she feels that same heat that 

binds us and has served as my “North Star.” 

“Y-You…” Wide-eyed, that’s all she can get out, and I tackle her with a hug, rolling us 

both onto the “sand.” 

The warmth I thought felt like an embrace pales in comparison to the real thing. I feel 

so… vulnerable, but I’m not broken; I’m complete at last. Prima hugs me back, laughing and 

crying simultaneously. 

I realize… I’ve never heard her laugh before. After billions of years of longing, tears 

escape my eyes, and I think I’ve become a little more “human” than I ever expected. 

Following what feels like light years, I roll off her and lay so that I face her, both of 

us… blushing? Her face is rosy, and as she reaches to grab my hand, she appears more than 

content—even relieved. 

“Red…” 

A dazed look in her eyes, a whisper comes so lightly from her two-tone lips that it 

nearly escapes my hearing, but I ask, “Is that who I am to you?” 

I sheepishly place my hand on her cheek and thumb away her tears, and embarrassed 

and surprised about speaking unconsciously, she nods, wrapping an arm around my waist while 

glancing off. “And you… Am I ‘Prima’ to you?” 

“Yes, that’s who you are.” 

She giggles, and it’s like a flare is emitted from my body. Her gravity never faded; it’s 

just in a different form. 

“Well, Prima has missed Red. Very much.” 

She gingerly presses her lips to mine, and something stronger than nuclear fusion 
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ignites joy in me as we remain like that, deepening the peck evermore. 

The names. The kiss. 

All of me, after all, belongs to her… and vice versa for her, it seems… 

We found each other. 

We break away. 

“And Red has missed Prima, too.” 

Reluctantly, I move to record this miraculous day in my journal, explaining to her that it 

has kept me company all this time, but with her, I don’t need it anymore. Like a note in a glass 

bottle or a time capsule, I place it along the shore and quickly draw an image in the “sand,” 

smiling when my ephemeral message is visible. 

I stand and dust myself off. 

“Want to explore the universe together? We’ve been here for quite a while.” 

Smiling, I stretch my hand to her when I’m done, and she takes it, saying, “I’ll go 

anywhere with you. Just… don’t disappear from me like that again.” 

She’s teary-eyed. I squeeze her hand tighter until we bump our foreheads together and 

laugh before departing on our first journey of many. 

Even if the vast, empty universe resides before me, it becomes full of magic with a fiery 

connection so long as she’s by my side. 

Goodbye, “Earth”—and on to greater adventures with my love. 

 

*** 

March 2056 

Displaying the translated logs, a computer reaches the bottom of the scroll bar as the 

audience slowly claps, far too shocked by the findings to react otherwise. Their eyepieces cease 

to show the information, and the presenter gulps before her inquiry. 

“Dr. Whitman, can you relay the story of when you found this journal?” 

An old woman, clad in the typical bionics and lab coat, sits on the broadcast, grinning 

as the supercomputer connected to her eye works out the subtleties of a new language. 

“Sure. After following the ginger—Cel or Red—for months upon her arrival, I saw the 

flash of red and white lights as I stood along the coast of Namibia. There was also the imprint 

of a heart in the sand with some previously unreadable symbols, which I now know say: ‘Red 

loves Prima to the moon and stars and beyond.’” 

With a smile like a proud mother amidst gasps and coos, she adds, “A story in which I 

earn recognition by deciphering the first-known alien language while watching the stars reunite 

as lovers… 

“Doesn’t it sound like a fairy tale?” 

 


