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This collection is dedicated to me and anyone else learning to take up space in the world. You deserve to celebrate yourself.
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Light the night with fantasy 

A symphony of modern electricity

There's no time for malady

The season for lights is here.
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The holidays ended in December. There was no denying that. Still, Dennis wished he could just leave the lights hanging on the house a little while longer.

All it took was a letter from the Homeowners Association to get him to buckle. He couldn’t afford a $1000 fine for not meeting the appearance standards of the neighborhood. Dennis wasn’t sure how the unpowered miniature LED bulbs clipped into the gutter violated rules; the HOA didn’t care to explain, either. The commandment came down from on high, like mandatory house colors and approved mailbox designs.

Dennis was careful when setting up the lights. Heaven forbid a wire swung too low and stressed the delicate constitutions of the HOA board. Every gap was clipped with care to the gutter. The precision twinkled just so on the dark holiday nights, drawing the appropriate level of attention from the neighborhood. Appearances above all made for model citizens here.

It’s not like Dennis hated the community. This was a beautiful little haven from the chaos of the world. Everything was tidy. There was enough stress in life without having to wrestle with inane details like grass length and mulch. The HOA says jump and Dennis asks, “How high?”

Dennis couldn’t control the weather any more than he could control the HOA. How was he to know that New Year’s Day would be followed by natural ice rinks forming all over the neighborhood? The past few winters had been quite mild. Forecasters even called for sun and chilly days, not rain and frozen nights.

It was cold. Cold enough to stop the animals crying and the neighborhood children playing. Cold enough to make no layer of clothing warm enough to buffer the sharp chill of the air. Dennis’ hands were already sore from dragging the extension ladder to the front of the house.

The ideal method would be moving the ladder every few feet and unhooking the wires by hand. Dennis would be able to save the perfect cuts of wire and put the lights up faster at the end of the year. Everything would be wrapped, labeled, and stored for the ages. It was practically his duty to strive for this level of perfection. He was new to the area and still had to prove his worth to the HOA.

Unfortunately for Dennis, the ideal method wasn’t ideal today. The sun was falling asleep and robbing the earth of its warm embrace. By tomorrow, good enough wouldn’t work; fast and loose would suffice.

The wind whipped through the driveway and shook the trees as Dennis leaned his ladder against the roof. The pitch wasn’t so steep that he couldn’t scuttle across and snip the wires in one swift path. He could wrap this up in 10 minutes, tops.

Dennis tightened his scarf and clamored up the rungs. The new shingles provided a lot of grip for his gloves and boots. Put another point on the board for the HOA.

The shadow of the ladder stretched farther away from the ground than Dennis imagined. The height felt worse face down in the gutter, snipping away the craft wire from the twinkle lights. The ice formed on the sidewalk glimmered as the moon joined him on the night shift.

There was no time to waste. The HOA would have to settle for fast and done instead of good. Dennis stretched across the roof, crawling every few lights to reach for the next wires. He’d accumulated a mighty coil of wire and lights in four minutes. Halfway done.

The roof was colder than he imagined. The house buffered the sidewalk from the cold; the roof angled it to the sky. Dennis felt the house settle in the wind, piercing his exposed skin with streams of frost. His hands felt numb from the sharp chill of his metal wire snips. He didn’t have time to let his arthritis win this time.

All Dennis needed was a quick stretch to get back on track. He reached with his fingers up toward the last sighs of the sun. He imagined the heat broiling his flesh to the bone. His back dripped with sweat; this was more work than he thought. No. It’s just that warm. And it’ll be warmer once he went inside again.

He dropped back to his knees and reached for the next wire. It slipped past his grip as his body slid toward the ground. His grabbed for the gutter but glanced off the ice instead. The concrete broke his fall.

The pain was dull. It was no worse than the ache in his hands from the lights. Dennis thought he should stay still. Remain calm. He needed to breathe. Center. Fight through the adrenaline surge and find himself in his body.

He stared at the moon peaking over his neighbor’s house. Peaceful. Cool. Inviting. Grounded. Hard. Stiff. Soft. Smooth. Numb.

His eyes closed. His breathing slowed. His body fell to a warm, smooth rhythm of gentle shakes. It was nicer than he thought. Serene. Peaceful. Relaxing.

Who cared about a fin? The HOA could never get to him when he felt like this. Calm. Warm. Tired.

The lights could wait for a little nap under the moonlight.
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Secure the presents from sight

And batten down the windows.

Ignite the night with rights

and celebrate the impossible.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Locked In

[image: ]




By the third time my car door was open in the morning, I realized this probably wasn't my fault. My memory isn't the greatest. It suffers when I'm stressed or tired. I have left the door cracked or even wide open before when I'm in a bad way, so I don't always give it much thought.

But three times in a row? I didn't leave the house yesterday. I walked outside to close the car door and didn't leave again until this morning.

Nothing was missing. The door was open. No change was taken from the console. No paperwork from the glove compartment or supplies for my travel teaching days. It was just the door.

I live alone. It's easier that way. When I leave things where they belong, I can't forget where they are. Other people tend to move things when they think they can help. Being alone is supposed to stop things from moving.

Sometimes I forget to put my wallet in just the right place, or knock over my meds, or put the milk on the wrong shelf in the fridge. That has to be on me. I don't remember too well when I'm stressed.
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