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THE MOON IS WHAT CAUGHT my attention first. It glowed an eerie orange. Cloud cover, creeping across the sky, only added to the foreboding feeling. I watched as the light lit up the edges of buildings on Main Street in Moncton. A street I just barely recognized. One side was souks- Moroccan souks. The bright colors, the barrels of nuts and spices a dead giveaway. The streets were no longer paved, but it was Main Street. I was born in this city, I ought to know. My parents, as teens, once walked that very street. It was peculiar. But not so particular as the flash of red that caught my eye. I watched the fox carefully. It balanced precariously on a stack of dusty books. It wore glasses perched on the brim of its snout. It moved deliberately. Gracefully. Impossibly.

Riding this creature, calm as if it were just a regular day, sat Omar. He had a deadpan expression. He locked eyes with me. I lowered mine. Not from respect, or sadness, but because the kitten he carried caught my eye last. It slowly blinked at me- a secret shared. But only for a moment, for the fox leaped from the books and continued on, shining beautifully in the obscure moonlight. 

I wondered at the fox’s strength, it’s petit size holding a grown man- and a cat. I wondered at Omar’s expression. I wondered at the kitten- and smiled. 

I looked up at the clock. The numbers were scattered, some were backwards- time was moving backwards along with it. 

***
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I JOLTED AWAKE. HEAVEN help me, I’m the queen of absurd dreams. But somewhere deep inside I believe most of them have meaning, especially when they are so real. First was the dream of me rescuing children, only to be left behind after I told them to climb a hill for safety. They glowed and lifted above the earth. Then I dreamed of my ex- the way his pimples leaked with the slightest pressure, and despite my disgust of his cheating, having to call him back to save the marshmallow cactus plant in my apartment. 

Maybe I’m the absurd one. 

I wracked my mind. Had the fox laughed? Had it spoken? It was so tiny and impossibly fast! I needed answers. I needed to know what this meant. It meant something, I was positive. 

Against my better judgement, I reached for my phone, it all lined up too perfectly to ignore. It had been two years. Two quiet years. It would be innocent. And, I wouldn’t overshare or indulge his fantasy. As if I didn’t need more of a sign, Starla nudged the phone in my hand. In retrospect, maybe she was just jealous that the first thing I grabbed was my phone rather than using my hand to pet her highness. 

The dream was folding itself away but the urge was still there. Just do it. 
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I STARED AT MY PHONE, my thumb hovering over Omar’s name. Two years had elapsed. Two long, quiet years. I would regret this, but it was too late to persuade myself to change my name. 

“Hi,” I typed. Totally simple, and completely innocent. I didn’t know what else to write. It had to be done. It had to be him I messaged. I reread the word, deleted it, then started again. “Hey.” More casual. Much better. Now what? “Crazy thought...well... a question... a favor...” The ellipses only made me look more ridiculous than my original “Hi.”

And that is what happens when you don’t have a script to follow. It’s only a message, I told myself. I wasn’t asking for the moon. After that weak comfort, I pressed send. There was no going back. I mean, there could be. I could unsend the message. 

What was I doing?

I watched the for seen symbol religiously for an hour. It never came and maybe it never would. It didn’t matter if I rubbed the screen, thought positive thoughts or anything else to summon that seen symbol. 

I couldn’t sit around forever. Annoyance and exasperation chewed at me. I made tea, I settled back down to write notes for work. I checked my phone. Nothing. Typical. As the sun began to set, teasing me with thoughts of will the dream repeat itself, I settled in to watch reruns. He’d never respond. I didn’t blame him. 
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