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I stare at the camera. 

I can’t take my eyes off the camera. As if there’s 

someone else on the stream.


Watching me.


But not in the normal way.


There’s a feeling behind the camera that feels so 

familiar. But also so far away. Like something you know so 

well.


But can’t quite name.


I glance at the chat.


There’s nothing unusual there. But I can’t look away. I 

stare at the comments—waiting, weirdly anxious. 


But nothing new appears.


I lean forward, type: 


Hello?


And wait—


And wait a bit more.


But there is no response. 


I step back from the screen. No, something has 

changed, it’s over. The moment has passed. I don’t know 

what’s changed. But it’s over. 


I click, stopping the stream.
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I step toward a mirror on the wall. A slim-looking boy in 

a blue-camo hoodie and torn jeans faces me, his eyes 

hidden beneath the hoodie.


I take a step closer.


And I flip back my hoodie.


I gaze at the features of my face. I have clear eyes, I 

wear a simple plastic necklace, and my hair is kind-of wavy 

and kind-of straight. A red yarn bracelet sits on my wrist. I 

don’t know what came over me. I was working on the dress, 

and then I just felt something. 


Something so familiar. 


Like a memory I can’t place.


“Admiring yourself?” 


I turn, quickly.


In the doorway is Hermes, a keen-eyed boy with a 

glowing face and thick, full hair. He shoots me a quick, 

knowing glance, while he crosses the room carrying a bowl 

of chips.


“Huh? Oh—”


“You alright, Ori?” Hermes crooks an eye.


“Oh, yeah,” I reply, glancing back at my camera. “I just 

had a funny feeling.”
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Hermes crunches on a chip. 


“Like what?” he says.


“Like someone was watching me,” I say. “But it felt so 

familiar.” I expect Hermes to make a clever joke, at my 

expense. But instead he looks at me sideways, like he 

understands.


“I’m watching you, Ori,” Hermes says to me. “To make 

sure you go back to school. Everyone keeps wondering 

where you are.”


I shake my head, turning away.


“Wonder is a virtue,” I say.


I bounce a blue ball off the wall, then catch it again. 

Hermes plops down onto a canvas sofa, cradling his bowl 

of chips.


“They’re gonna find out—“


“From who?” I reply. “Every email from school gets 

redirected to my account. My mother,” I say in hand quotes, 

“has informed them about my condition—adolescent 

trauma from an allergic reaction—so my parents can 

continue their vacation in Italy. In peace.”


“Allergic reaction,” scoffs Hermes.


“To Lauren—“ I say.
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“You’re still mad at her?”


“Of course.”


I bounce the blue ball, quietly.


Hermes sits upright, dropping his chips and lifting his 

laptop in a single swoop.


“Ori,” he gleams, “check this out.”


His fingers fly over the keyboard, with a speed I can’t 

even follow. “Hit the lights, will you?” Hermes says, without 

looking up.


I dim the room.


“So, I cracked the code,” Hermes beams, still dialed into 

his computer. “I wrote an extension, adjusted the z-axis—

and boom!” 


He smashes one last key.


I’m sitting beside Hermes. In the dimly-dark room, a 

solitary butterfly appears in front of us. It floats around 

dreamily, its wings beating in leisurely time, its color a soft 

and perfect pinkish blue. I’m mesmerized by its magical 

light and motion.


“Now watch,” I hear Hermes.


The blue butterfly floats across the room, in loops and 

half-loops, before our eyes. I notice other butterflies 
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appearing, fading in and out of darkness, like gentle, neon 

fireflies of the night, until the studio is filled with bluish 

butterflies of all sizes and shapes.


My eyes drop open.


“But how—” I say.


“Quiet.” 


Hermes taps his keyboard.


The butterflies fade away, until only a single one 

remains, for one final loop.


We sit there, in the empty room.


From out of the darkness emerges a deep, throaty 

sound. A majestic, full-maned lion swaggers toward us. The 

lion grows larger, approaching steadily closer, its roar 

growing louder. It breaks into a run, its giant paws 

advancing toward us. 


Hermes clicks away rapidly. 


The lion morphs in full stride into a snorting, charging 

rhino. It’s more terrifying than the lion, its thundering 

hooves shaking the floor of the studio.


I lean backward, in the couch.


It’s nearly upon us.
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Hermes clicks again, transforming the giant rhino into a 

tremendous dragon, with wide wings fully extended, which 

swoops and levitates in the air before us, releasing an air-

shattering shriek and blistering torrent of flaming breath, 

directly toward our heads.


We should be burnt to cinders.


But are not.


Hermes taps a key, the dragon vanishes, and we are left 

alone in the silent studio. “It’s called Pepper’s Ghost,” 

Hermes explains. “It’s an old holographic trick. I hacked a 

dead project at my dad’s company.”


He pulls up a website, quickly. 


There's a video of his dad, Ford Wright, explaining 

something on stage. Watermarked on the video is the 

Wright Institute branding, a logo of a digital tree that 

catches my eye.


“In the old days,” Hermes mutes the sound, “they’d 

project holograms on a screen.” He gets up, switching off a 

black box on the floor. “This is way better,” he says. “It’s an 

ionizer. The projection gets reflected in the microscopic 

ions.”


I’m used to Hermes’ brilliance. 
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But even I’m speechless. “You could enter the Lights,” I 

encourage him.


“That pony show?” he says.


“No, really—“


“So could you."


I stand up, walking away.


”There’s nothing for me at Trinity,” I say.


“We talked about this already,” says Hermes, following 

me. “You’re moody and you need to get over it—and stop 

acting dumb.”


“Dumb?” I say.


“You repeat me,” he says.


“And you follow me,“ I turn around.


Hermes holds a broomstick. He unscrews the handle, 

pointing it at me. “Let’s have a little duel. If I win—you get 

your butt back in school.” 


He tosses me the broom handle.


“Against the captain of the fencing team?” I say.


I toss it back at him. “Nah.”


“You had your chance,” Hermes scowls at me. “I asked 

you to join the team.” 
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Hermes pokes at me with the broomstick, annoyingly. I 

retreat across the room, Hermes chasing me. I swat the 

broomstick away, backtracking along a bookshelf. Hermes 

pursues me, grinning and tapping the broom handle 

against the books. 


“Stop,” I say.


“You surrender?”


He swings the broomstick at me, half speed. But it’s 

quick enough I have to duck. A few books go flying from 

the shelf.


“I’m serious,” I say.


“So am I.”


I grab a curtain rod, blocking his attack. We circle 

around the kitchen, scattering paper towels and wooden 

spoons. 


Hermes lunges at me.


I slip, and lose my rod. Hermes shoves the broomstick 

into my chest.


“Answer my riddle. I’ll let up.”


I’m flat on my back.


“Where do you need to go,” Hermes riddles me, “to 

find fortune, fate and truth?”
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“A dictionary,” I say.


“Yes,” he sighs. “But that’s not the answer.” I push the 

broomstick away, getting to my feet. Hermes doesn’t hinder 

me. 


I walk back across the studio, bothered.


The white dress stands where I left it, before the 

livestream. I come near it, carefully, like a deer that could 

spring away at a sound. 


I pick up my headphones from the table, place them 

over my head.


Press PLAY.


From across the studio, Hermes watches me. He says: 

“You can’t run away, Ori.”


I don’t hear him.


I’m already in my head.


Hermes walks to the door of the studio. He turns, then 

calls out again: “Ori. Ori?”


I have music in my ears, my back to him.


Hermes watches me, then smiles to himself. He walks 

out the studio door. 


✻


I take a long breath.
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I made this white dress a year ago. 


In a flurry, one night. I completely surprised myself. My 

mind was empty, a blank slate. But somehow I knew how it 

looked. It wasn’t my usual style—the costumes I created for 

Trinity’s plays. The white dress arrived unexpected, like a 

thunderstorm in the night.


I used simple cotton and lace. 


It felt so old fashioned. So traditional. But who was I to 

get in its way? I couldn’t deny, it had a quiet beauty. Like a 

low-key wedding dress.


At the Lights, they loved it. 


I didn’t.


I knew it wasn’t right.


It was exactly what I had imagined. But it left me 

unsatisfied. It was perfect, but imperfect. Finished, but 

unfinished. And no matter what I tried, it remained 

incomplete. 


I put the dress away.


My year went downhill from there. I lived with a sense 

that something had passed. Like a feeling that my future 

had ended. And it only got worse.


But recently, I pulled it out.
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Because it’s more than a dress to me. 


It’s a thread to myself.


Of course, it doesn’t make sense. But in the presence of 

the white dress, I feel connected to something more than 

myself. Like a memory that I’ve lost. 


A feeling I can’t feel.


I adjust my headphones, studying the dress.


I take a seam ripper, detaching the left sleeve. It drops 

gracefully to the ground beside me. A slow, pale moon 

rises outside my window. 


I work away at the white dress. How long passes? 

Twenty minutes, two hours? 


I have no idea.


I tinker with the sleeve, the hem, the neckline. I don’t 

know what to change, but I keep trying. My eyes are 

blazing. I step back, removing my headphones, struck with 

wonder and curiosity. I feel in the presence of a hundred 

memories, just beyond my reach—all connected to this 

white dress.


Memories I can’t remember. Like something hidden I 

should know about myself. 


Like a secret.
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I stand in front of the dress. I lift the other sleeve,  

holding the cloth in my hand.


I’ve always felt I had a secret.


Even as a child, I remember feeling that somehow, I was 

someone special. That I came from somewhere. That I’d 

done something in some distant past. That somewhere 

inside me was an amazing secret that would explain 

everything about me. 


Have you ever felt this way? 


That somewhere, there is a secret that explains 

everything about you. 


That makes you make sense. 


Where did I come from? 


Why am I here?


I imagine the mystery of ancient people, looking 

upward at the stars. Sometimes I feel this way about myself. 

I am a mystery to myself. I was born and experience life in 

amazing ways. But why? 


Who am I?


This is my secret. And somehow—in the presence of the 

white dress—I feel a clue to mine.


I let the lace sleeve drop.
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“It’s only you and me,” I playfully tease the dress. “What 

do you know about me?”


The white dress stands mute.


“Not even a hint?”


Sometimes the memory feels so close.


I can almost sense sunlight on my shoulders, a vague 

idea of happiness, a tree on the hilltop. But it’s more than 

scenery. There is someone near, who I can’t picture, let 

alone remember. 


There’s a feeling of anticipation. 


Something hopeful is about to happen. Around me the 

wide tree sways. There are buildings in the distance.


And someone behind me.


Am I making it all up? 


This is the feeling. There is someone behind me. They 

have only just arrived. Or maybe, I have only noticed. But I 

feel this person behind me. And somehow, my future 

depends on her.


I gaze into the corners of the studio, where the light 

does not quite reach. 


And I turn around.


But of course, there’s no one there. 


14

ZU
 x O

RI



“Who are you?” I want to ask.


But I remain in silence. 


I glance around the brick-walled studio, a converted 

warehouse at 71 Gansevoort Street, in New York’s 

Meatpacking District. I go to an open window, leaning 

slightly outside. Across the street is the Whitney Museum 

and the High Line, the classy park built atop an abandoned, 

elevated railway line. 


“It’s a case of amnesia,” I say to myself.


I grab a leafy book of poems, flipping pages—as if my 

answer was hidden inside. I toss the book away and slump 

onto the sofa, gazing up at the brick wall. From upside 

down, I see the pinned up posters of my favorite designs 

and fashion designers.


“Amnesia is what it is,” I decide. 


Suddenly I am exhausted. I sink down in the couch, 

rubbing my hands over my eyes. 


My phone glows dimly in the darkness. 


I glance at it, disinterestedly. 


It’s another email notification from Trinity—a reminder 

about my absence. My eyes drift to the Trinity logo, the 

three-ringed circles, and come to rest on the school motto: 

Felix, Fatum, Vertitas
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Fortune. Fate. Truth.


The answer to Hermes’ riddle. 


I remember him earlier, standing above me: “Where do 

you need to go,” I hear Hermes quizzing me, “to find 

fortune, fate and truth?”


Trinity.


I smile to myself, sleepily. 


When I wake up, it’s already dawn. I rustle my hands 

through my hair, clumsily. Outside the early streets are 

becoming bright. I stumble toward a coffee shop two 

blocks away.


✻


I’m at Jack’s again. 


The morning sky is above the buildings. I’m sitting by 

the large window, with a few minutes before school, my 

matcha latte on the table. On my tablet, another 

grasshopper is taking shape.


The light outside is delicately white. A bird flutters, 

perched above the cobblestone street. I hear the door 

swing open. I look up.  


A boy ambers in, approaches the counter and glances 

vaguely at the large chalkboard menu. He take a few steps 

backward, as if deciding.
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He orders, glances again at the menu—there is 

something interesting about him–and then turns in my 

direction. 


He steps toward me. 


At once, I’m caught in his gaze. 


Our eyes lock together. I can’t look away. I can’t even 

move. I sit there, with nowhere to turn. 


We are both caught. Neither of us can look away. Or 

even breathe. I can only look in his eyes.


What is happening?


I can see straight inside of him—through his eyes. We 

are tied together instantly—in this timeless moment—neither 

able to go anywhere, or do anything without the other. My 

body is in shock. I can’t even think.


I can only look.


A whole second has passed.


Neither of us has moved. 


His eyes are bottomless, clear and open. I feel this 

moment exploding all around us. I’m totally exposed. 

There’s nothing I can do. He can see everything about me—

every emotion, every thought I have. It’s impossible to hide 

anything about myself. 
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This is what I’ve been for waiting for.


But I’m not ready. 


For this.


A voice inside me shouts: Stop. Look away, close your 

eyes, blink. You’re too exposed— 


We can see everything about each other.


He can see every flaw I have. But I know if I stop now, 

this moment—born from total, unexpected opening—will be 

over forever. In this moment there is no compromise, no 

protection, no hiding of who I am. We are both, absolutely 

who we are. 


In the background, I hear my fear again: don’t let him 

see you, smile, put on a face. But the moment I do, this 

moment will end. So I silence the voice and with everything 

I have—I keep looking into his eyes.


Two seconds have passed.


Two seconds.


I’ve never been beyond this. 


Now what?


I cannot break my gaze. I’ve never felt anything like this. 

From where he stands, I feel him melting, shattering behind 

his eyes. Somehow he knows me. I don’t know how—but he 
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knows me. We are riding some gigantic wave together, 

some magnetic wormhole or supernova explosion of a star. 

All I can do is match his gaze.


Three seconds.


I am about to break.


Neither of us has moved. Neither has blinked. The 

entire world has come to a stop. No sounds, no movement. 

Only deep amazement and truth. 


And love.


How is this possible? 


Already I feel I love him. There is no doubt, no decision. 

I love him with all of myself, for all my existence. I can feel 

his eyes inside of me, reaching me. We are connected, like 

leaves on the same branch.


Four seconds.


I’ve never felt such happiness. His eyes touch mine, so 

tenderly. It’s a way I’ve never been touched. 


How can this be? 


I don’t blink or breathe, but I am beginning to see 

details now, peripherally. He is wearing blue, a sweater or 

shirt, jeans maybe. I hear the clack of the barista. I’m 

reminded where we are. 
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Five.


Every second binds us together. We are two particles 

racing together at maximum speed, bound only by the 

delicate bond of love. I am beginning to awaken from this 

trance. I am suddenly curious: Who are you? What does this 

mean? Are we bound together forever? A thousand 

curiosities wash over me at once. 


And yet I don’t dare speak. 


I don’t dare break this connection, this place of perfect 

understanding. 


But it’s time. 


One of us has to say something. His eyes are burning 

into mine. Now it’s time to speak. 


Now it’s time.


Six seconds.


He says:


“Hello.”


I don’t say anything at all.


His eyes say volumes, and then I say: 


“Hi.”


He steps closer.


We are still in the timeless space.
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“Are you…drawing?”


“Yeah—” I pause. “I am.” 


He glances at my drawing, and our gaze is broken for 

the first time.


His eyes return to mine. It’s the same silence, the same 

depth, even though we’ve spoken.


I push the tablet toward him.


“It’s a grasshopper.”


He looks at the drawing and me, at the same time. He is 

absolutely beautiful.


“Oh—that’s good,” he smiles. 


“Thanks—“


Neither of us knows what to say. This is the first 

important moment of my life. That’s all I know.


I force myself to say something, anything.


“I’m into drawing,” I say. “It’s my thing.”


He looks at me.


“I make clothing,” he adds, clumsily.


“Oh.”


What is there to say? We already know everything 

about each other. And yet we know nothing! 
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My alarm sounds off. 


We both look quickly at my phone, and the spell is 

broken. 


“Oh,” I say, reminded of a meeting with Lauren. “I’m late 

for something—at my school.”


I begin gathering up my things, but something feels 

wrong. This isn’t how it’s supposed to end. I should say 

something, but I can’t think of anything. Do I ask his name? 

His phone number? That feels completely off. I need to say 

something, but I don’t know what to do.


I’m getting up from my table. 


He looks at me. He feels the same thing. Neither of us 

wants to part. But we don’t know what to say. 


We’re together and being pulled apart.


“Which school?” he asks.


“Trinity.”


"Trinity?” he repeats.


I am walking toward the door. He follows beside me, 

but our eyes are no longer meeting. We exchange a glance, 

nervously. I don’t know what to do.


“Well,” I smile quickly, “bye.”


He says, “bye.”
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✻


She’s gone.


I watch her leaving through the window. The sunlight is 

in the sky above the buildings. Cars are passing left and 

right, while pedestrians walk leisurely by. The girl in the 

green shirt is walking away, up the block, below the 

buildings in the light. 


I stand alone inside of Jack’s. From behind me, I hear 

the barista call out: 


“Latte—”


I’m awakened from my stupor. 


I’m no longer paralyzed. I step outside, into the busy 

sound of the streets. I head quickly for the corner where the 

girl in green was going, searching up and down both sides 

of the street.


But I don’t see her.


Anywhere.


I’m at the corner, looking everywhere. What a fool I was! 

To let her just walk away? But wait! I see a flash of green, 

rounding another corner.


I’m passing people on the sidewalk. They turn toward 

me, whirling and jumping aside. 


I don’t care.
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I round another corner. 


There! I see her green shirt, through the traffic ahead of 

me. I’m running, dodging cars in both directions. The sun is 

blinding my eyes. I catch another glimpse of green, then 

lose it behind a bus. When the bus finally passes, the girl in 

green has disappeared. 


Again.


I swivel left and right, madly.


There are cars and people in every direction. I focus on 

every face, near and far. 


No, no, no, no.


I can’t lose her now.


I pick a direction, starting to run. Immediately I stop, 

then start the other way. It’s been seconds since I’ve seen 

her. 


I am losing her trail. 


Oh, there! 


Up the stairs to the High Line, I see her green shirt in 

the sunlight. I step blindly into the street—a car slams its 

brakes, the driver glaring at me. I dodge a taxi, a bicyclist 

and I’m running toward the stairs. Pigeons scatter, as I dash 

through their wings. 
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I’m running like a madman. 


Up the stairs, two and three at once.


I’m on the High Line. She is ahead of me—not far—on the 

narrow walking path. I fly after her and coming near, slow 

my steps and catch my breath, ever so. 


I am almost upon her. 


Twelve steps behind, now seven. 


Five, four, three.


And two…


She spins, taking one step toward me. Her hands find 

my face—she pushes her lips to mine. She is kissing me—we 

are kissing—and the High Line and New York City are 

revolving around us. We are locked together, in a kiss that 

cannot and will not end. 


She breaks away.


She looks shell-shocked. She takes two steps back, 

gasping for breath. Then turns, running away.


I stand there, unbelieving. 


I move, following after her. She rounds a bend, behind 

two small trees. I am right behind her. She is starting down 

a flight of stairs. 


I grab her wrist on the railing.
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She turns, her eyes burning.


I am spellbound.


Is this another eternity?


Maybe.


“I’m Ori,” I say.


She breaks free—or I let go.


The girl is running down the stairs. She disappears 

down the stairs, and this time I don’t follow.


✻


Ori? Orion?


That was Orion?


What? What?


What!?


My memory rewinds in a blur. I piece the pictures 

together—the hoodie last night, the person in front of the 

camera, the presence. He didn’t have his hoodie up. It was 

the same blue hoodie. 


I’d never seen his face.


Ori? What!


I am staggering down the street, in a hopeless daze. My 

life is over—that’s what it feels like. I can’t hold in my 

emotions. I don’t even know what I’m feeling. Am I crying—
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or am I laughing? There are tears and I’m wiping them off 

my cheek. What just happened?! 


Why am I crying? 


I want to scream. For joy, for my whole life up to now, 

for something I’ve held inside, that I didn’t even know 

existed. The power of true love. I’m passing strangers in the 

street. They’re turning to look at me. They’re not used to 

seeing someone like this. 


I’ve never been like this.


Every sensation is blurring, the sunshine, sounds of 

traffic, people, buildings and signs. I’m tripping through the 

New York morning. I don’t hear—and hardly see—any of it. 

I’m on autopilot. What I’m feeling inside makes all of New 

York seem a like a dot, a 10-watt bulb, a mirage, a 

daydream.


A star is exploding inside me. 


Did I kiss him?


I did.


Memories of the last minutes flash over my eyes. I am 

overwhelmed with joy. The kiss, the kiss, the coffee shop—I 

was drawing, and then—our eyes. What was that? No, really

—what was that? In that instant, those seconds, that eternity—

Agnes Zhu was destroyed. 
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I was born.


Do I even know what he looks like?


Yes. Exactly.


I must still be crying, because an older man in a grey 

shirt is approaching me. He’s asking if I’m okay. I nod, say 

yes, I am. I feel my face, wet with tears. 


Oh, Lauren—you’re not going to believe this!


I’m not afraid of anything anymore. I just died a million 

times, in a span of six seconds. What’s left to be afraid of? I 

have total confidence in myself. And in love. I was born 

moments ago. All that came before—myself, Hong Kong, my 

parents—was like a passing dream.


I stop a cab, get in.


I message Lauren:


“Coming.”


The daylight scatters the morning as we drive. I’m 

replaying the kiss in my mind. I stepped out of character. I 

was drawn to him. Something came over me that’s never 

happened before. 


I feel I’m on ambrosia.


It’s like a wave of bliss. Everything is beautiful in the 

streets and New York buildings, in my life. I still can’t believe 
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what’s happened. I’m thinking of him—of Ori—and smiling 

so hard right now. I’m giddy, laughing, alive. The sunshine 

sparkles on the cars in the street. The taxi I’m in speeds 

through an intersection—I see a blur to my right—as a black 

SUV smashes straight into us. 


✻


Glass and metal explode all at once. 


It’s like I’m at the center of a bomb, everything is flying 

through the air, the windshield collapses and rips away, the 

car frame is crushed like a branch, the airbag is exploding, 

glass shards are flying. 


We’re spinning through the intersection. I see 

everything moving at supersonic speed—and in slow 

motion. I can see the crosswalks. I see the faces of the 

pedestrians, other cars in the intersection, the traffic light, 

still yellow. The bomb is still exploding.


Impact.


Something strikes my head, hard.


My taxi—with the SUV pinned to its side—slides to a stop 

at the edge of the intersection. People around us stand 

shocked, then begin rushing toward us.


I can’t tell. I lost consciousness long ago.


✻
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Something strange is happening. 


I’m not in the cab anymore. I can see everything that’s 

happening at the crash. But I’m not there. The taxi and SUV 

are completely destroyed. Could anyone actually survive 

that? I’m seeing it all from an extremely wide angle. The 

street is strewn with wreckage.


Broken glass and metal. 


Seconds are passing. There are sirens, police cars. 

There are three or four, blue and white lights flashing. The 

street is closed down, people stare horrified from the 

sidewalks. A firetruck and ambulance arrive. They are 

pulling someone from the wreckage.


It’s me.


I should be scared—so scared right now. 


But I’m not there. 


I’m watching it all from above.


The ambulance is racing through the streets. There’s a 

desperation in the way they’re driving. All the traffic is 

moving out of the way, they’re running red lights, driving 

through the street. I’m lying on a stretcher, I’m strapped 

down and my head is in some kind of plastic brace. My face 

is blank, and my eyes are closed. 


I’m not moving.
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And now something else is happening. Oh my God–

what is this? It’s like time has stopped, or stretched out—or 

doesn’t exist anymore. No, it’s overlapping. Time is 

overlapping. The ambulance is driving, but I— 


I am lying on my back, dressed in white.


I’m no longer in the ambulance. The streets of New York 

have disappeared. I’m on my back, motionless. All around 

me it’s cold.


And dark. 


Beneath me is a hard slab. I can’t open my eyes. I lie 

there, unable to move, dressed in white. 


Someone is coming near me.


It’s Ori—


Oh my God, oh my God.


What is this?


I can see Orion standing over me. My eyes are closed, 

but I see him from above.


He stands absolutely still.


It’s Ori.


But it’s also not Ori.


It doesn’t look like him—but it’s him.
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His features are different. We are both different—it’s a 

different place, a different time. It’s the boy I just kissed, 

from Jack’s Coffee—but it’s a different time. 


I am with him then. 


The ambulance is driving, red lights flashing. I can see 

myself, lying in two places at once, the stretcher and the 

hard slab.


With Orion standing over me.


There are other images.


We’re at my father’s house. It’s a long time ago. We are 

in the garden. We act different, we look different—my skin is 

tanned or more olive. My hair is finer and lighter.


But it’s us!


Orion and I are in love. It’s a force so powerful. My 

father’s house is large and beautiful. My parents are there, 

but I can’t tell them about Orion. 


Our love is a secret love. 


A tidal wave of memories crashes over me. Orion. 


Orion. 


But that wasn’t your name—


Your name was different.
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I see us together in the garden. The pictures are like 

roses, blooming in my mind. 


My clothes are elegant and ordinary. It’s day-to-day 

wear, but it has a handmade grace. I’m wearing a white 

dress with sleeves of lace. The weather is balmy and warm, 

even in the nights. The sun feels different here, and yet 

familiar. Even the earth where I walk feels different. I am 

somewhere else—in every sensation. I am someone else. 

And yet it’s also me. 


It’s who I used to be.


We plan to marry, Orion and I. No one can know—our 

families hate each other. They would never allow it. But 

nothing matters, compared to our love. 


A priest in a robe is marrying us. 


I have never felt such joy. 


It’s a holy joy, almost religious, as if something sacred 

and spiritual has happened. The priest is finished, and we 

are married before God. 


It’s a secret wedding. 


We’re going to wait to tell everyone. There’s a special 

reason. We hope to bring our families together. We hope 

our love will set an example.


We want to tell them together. 
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But now—turmoil!


I see other images, other memories. My brother is 

crazed. Impulsive and violent, he is hardened and filled with 

hate. He doesn’t trust anyone. He doesn’t understand love. 

He’s found out about us, somehow.


He wants to kill Orion. 


I am living in a nightmare. 


My brother grabs his sword. He’s leaving to kill Orion. 

He pushes me aside at the doorway, as I try to stop him. 

The sun is standing at midday high.


There will be death today.


In the background, I see the ambulance driving.


We are arriving at the hospital. The ambulance is 

coming to a stop outside the emergency room. The 

paramedics throw open the rear doors and the driver 

rushes out. 


They carry out the stretcher. 


They wheel me past the hospital doors. I am lying 

motionless. The medics are pushing the stretcher into one 

of the emergency rooms. The doctors are there, gathered 

around me.


Again I would be scared. 
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But I’m not there.


I’m in both places, and neither.


In the emergency room and with my brother, as he 

storms off under the sun. I feel his hate, his sword glinting in 

the heat. 


I know what happens next. 


No, no, no!


My brother—his sword drawn—has found Orion and his 

friends. But Orion won’t fight him. He loves me too much. 

My brother won’t be denied. 


He attacks Orion’s friend. 


Now, swords fly!


They are fighting to the death. Orion tries to stand 

between them, to restore the peace—but, no—knave, my 

brother, sneaks an attack and stabs Orion’s friend! He 

staggers, wounded, laughing, pretending to smile. 

Everyone is watching. He leans upon Orion, whispering in 

his ear. Then he stands tall, holds his side and screams in 

agony: “A plague on both your houses!”


He falls over, dead.


No!
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Orion rushes my brother, blind with rage. The two of 

them are fighting, neither giving ground. But Orion is 

possessed—insane with grief and rage. He batters my 

brother, who struggles to defend himself, until finally—Orion 

thrusts his sword into him.


My brother slumps to the ground. 


His blood spills into the earth. 


I am grief’s plaything.


Orion stands in the sun, sword lowered. He kneels by 

his fallen friend. Our marriage is impossible now. By killing 

my brother, Orion has broken the law. He will be banned 

from the city. 


We can never be together. 


I descend into despair. 


Both our families are filled with sorrow. 


In the hospital emergency room, the EKG beeps and 

flashes. The doctors are watching over me. My face is pale 

and serene. At my parents’ house, I collapse into my bed. 

What is worth living for now? I care neither for life nor 

death. Let it be death. 


It’s all the same to me!


My father is grieving with rage. All the house is weeping 

and mourning. Orion is gone and I am alone. My mother, 
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the viper, is screaming for Orion’s death. Each time I hear 

her, I grow apart from her. My heart is with Orion, who I’ll 

never see again. 


I’m with the friar who married us.


I ask him what to do. He’s a good man, devoted to God 

and Orion’s friend. He gives me a sleeping potion. We’re 

going to fake my death—and in two days I’ll awaken to be 

with Orion. It sounds so crazy, but I have nothing left to 

lose. 


The friar hands me the vial. 


It’s sweet to my lips, I drink it down. 


I return home and soon feel dizzy. The world grows 

slow and heavy, as I slump into bed. 


When I awaken, I am lying in the dark. 


My mind is hazy, I can’t think. I feel cold and wonder 

where I am. There is someone lying against me. I feel the 

warmth of their body. Orion, I sigh. The friar’s plan, 

somehow, it’s worked. Our nightmare is over! I feel a joy 

unlike any since this ordeal began. My love—my love is with 

me again. All worldly worries are gone. An unimaginable 

relief crashes over my soul. I turn to Orion—there is 

torchlight now, and yet he moves not.


Awaken, my love.
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Our distance is done. Be with me now.


Orion lies still and his body limp. What’s this? I spy a vial 

in his hands. It’s poison to my nose. What? What!? I am 

struck still.


How? How? Why?


I am gasping, but no breath escapes.


Have you gone before me, my love, into the everlasting 

night? And why? And why? No reason. No reason. 


I wail, a sound heard to heaven.


I hold Orion’s dagger in my hands. It feels sharp as day, 

pressed against my white dress. I follow you, my love, 

wherever you will go. In this world or the next, I will be with 

you. This I vow, before all saints and angels.


I plunge the dagger into my chest.


Blackness.
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