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      Metamorphosis

      

      The darker part

      Of what she is,

      The monster inside,

      Sleeps.

      It lies,

      One diamond slit eye open

      One curving claw that lifts

      Then lowers

      One wing that flexes

      Then relaxes,

      Biding time.

      It waits

      Until the touch

      Of lover or of foe

      Raises the blood-beast

      From its rest.

      And if the test

      Becomes a choice:

      Turn from human into monster or

      Turn from human into goddess,

      What will she choose?

      She rises to the sky,

      Greater than the ancient tales.

      Blood-born and beastly,

      Powerful.

      Yes.

      She will be monstrous.
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      Linden Tree

      

      Diana flew until all the green was a blur. Limbs in motion smooth and perfect. She disappeared inside the adrenaline and the shouts of the crowd and fell deep into another realm where she heard and saw nothing until the race was over.

      When she’d crossed the finish line, Coach came to her. Shouts and cheers filled the air. She bent double, gasping. The second runner wasn’t even close.

      “You did it,” he said, in simple Coach style. She smiled at the brown dust that collected her sweat in meaty drops.

      “Yeah,” she said, heaving air, “thanks.”

      When she stood and walked stiff-legged to the stands and accepted her ribbon, the trees waved with wild abandon, boughs in unison. The pale moon hung naked in the east, waiting. She stretched her arm up to the sky that ached blue, so perfect. Thanks.

      Her parents were behind the rope at the entrance to the gym, and she met their  smiling eyes. Scholarship rang through the air like a clear bell, and she smiled back and waved at them, letting them know that she knew. She’d seen the scout before the starting horn. She’d had won herself a free ride, four years of college, on her own, tackling the 5K as if she was born with wings.

      But it wasn’t only the scholarship or the crowd noise or Coach or her parents. It was the thrill of her powerful legs, her pounding heart. She was untouchable, she could fly, she could twist and turn in the air like a branch in the wind, she became the wind.

      She was free to become wind and leaf and branch, but untethered, unrooted, unbound. Free.

      She showered, and changed, and went out to where the team and parents and friends were gathered in a raucous crowd. She sensed when Pete slid up behind her.

      The whole time they stood there, all the chatter and congratulations and smiles, she felt Pete behind her. It was like standing before a fire on a winter night. He moved his fingers up and down her spine, up and down.

      She told her parents she’d be home by ten. They were so elated by the victory they would have given her anything. They left, planting kisses like rain, and the crowd around them thinned, and it was just Diana and Pete.

      She liked Pete. Maybe even loved him.

      He took her wrist. Later, she thought about that. He took her wrist, not her hand.

      The trees above her arched and swayed, the high tops stirred to madness.

      In his car, they kissed. It was the usual, fierce hot kissing, all the exhilaration of the race pushing her to the edge. Outside the car the sun sank into pink foam as the moon lifted into its full glory, the trees bent and swayed in the high wind. Dusk curled like smoke around them.

      They talked a little; he had a dream of them next year, now that she knew she had done it. School, together, and more. She, on the other hand, had no dreams, just the present pleasure, just her strong legs, that was all, so she indulged his fantasy.

      He told her that he loved her.

      They talked, and then they kissed again.

      His hands were on her body, all over her body, when she arched her back and laughed.

      Pete pulled back, startled. “What?” His voice rasped like stalks of dry corn.

      “Just feeling good,” she said, taking a lock of his hair and wrapping it around one finger.

      “Babe, you are,” he said, burying his face in the place where her top button was already undone, where one white mound of breast peeked out. She felt his lips there, felt the swelling, eager response, felt her body like it wasn’t hers. “So?” he asked softer.

      She knew what he was asking. The race was gone from her now, and the luxuriant weight of exhaustion lay on her like a blanket. She let him kiss her breast again, let the ache for him pulse through her. He murmured, a conqueror.

      He was her captor. The wind outside stilled for just a moment, eerie. Captured. This thought turned all her fire to ice, her desire to stone.

      They were her legs, that ran like the wind. She was Diana and belonged to the huntress moon. Not to man. She felt the weight of his knee pressing on her thighs.

      They were her legs, and suddenly she wanted them back.

      “So?” he whispered, echoing, his lips on her.

      She didn’t answer.

      “You know how I feel,” he said. His right hand was turning the second button of her blouse.

      She laughed again. This time her laughter shattered the air.

      He looked up now, and his eyes narrowed, and she was a little afraid.

      “Hey,” she said. “I do know how you feel.” She hadn’t meant him to think she was making fun.

      “So?”  Ice crept into his voice.

      “I’m not ready,” she said quietly. Then, to lighten things, she said, her voice smiling, “Maybe next year.”

      She felt him grow cold against her.

      “Next year.” He sounded young and old at once. “I love you, okay?”

      Thin shards of air began to dust her face. “Okay, then maybe. Maybe later. Can we take a walk?” she asked. She reached for the car door.

      “Later,” he said. He was not agreeing. His right hand got busier, moving to the next button, and the next. His left took her wrist to pry it from the door.

      “Pete,” she said.

      Their eyes met again.

      “Stop,” she said.

      He pulled away, but his eyes were hard. “Why? You know…” he paused.

      She was pinned, his weight heavy, growing heavier with each second, her hips now pressing deep into the seat, and she knew.

      She knew, and she would do something about it.

      The trees outside the window shrieked and bent, the car filled with green light like water, and Diana with her eyes, her mind, her silent plea, her deep prayer, called to the moon, to the heavens, to the gods who gave her feet their wings, her legs their strength.

      And they answered.

      The door burst open as Diana caught Pete’s startled look.

      He still held her partly pinned in the seat. She pushed him with her hands, and he took both her wrists, but mystery worked through her now.

      Her body was strong from years of work, from years of pain, from Coach’s driving urgency, the unforeseen result was the power now giving her the edge. She wrestled her legs out from under Pete, yanking her arms free, as he tried to grab the thick braid that was falling loose and spilling tangles down her back.

      She tripped over the edge of the door and felt Pete’s hand run through her hair as if through water, and then he grabbed her trailing leg, and that was all it took.

      She was angrier now. They were her legs, dedicated to flight. He had crossed the line.

      She backed away from the car, ten feet into the shadows. Branches cracked and groaned above her head.

      Pete was still in the car, not moving, shocked into realization, knowing he was wrong, saying in a tiny little-boy voice, “Diana, come on.”

      She stood, shaking just a little, and the wind screamed around her.

      Pete’s face appeared round and white in the gloom of the car. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. Come on. I’ll take you home.” He sounded sad and lost.

      For a moment, Diana hesitated. Maybe she loved Pete. And maybe she didn’t.

      “Please,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

      They were her legs, and she would keep them. Instead of answering, Diana laughed. This time her laughter pealed through the night, calling the moon, and the eye of the moon answered, circling its white ball toward her, toward him. Then she turned and ran.

      She ran, all limbs and fire and flight.

      She ran until all awareness left her and she was in the trees and the branches were running with her, bent into arcs, leading her. She ran in the green-black blur of field and forest, the howling song of wind and wolf, the screaming run into formlessness.

      She ran into the round full moon that swelled milk-white against the dark grasping sky.

      She ran as the huntress, sharpened like an arrow.

      She imagined Pete running, too, but as a stag brought down by his own hounds, his sinew, blood, and bones scattered through the air and painting the moon-bleached ground red.

      She ran into that other realm, where, together with the virgin goddess, she gave herself to her kindred, collected her limbs and broken heart and made herself new, a linden tree, branches arching, bending, swaying, moving through time, free, free.

      Free.
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      Biology Lab

      

      Inside the black tunnel of the microscope, the blob of light grew and shrank, a round glow like a streetlamp through mist. As Alice turned the knob, it suddenly reflected her own eyeball, gigantic and deformed. She pulled away with a jerk and muttered, “What’s wrong with this thing?”

      “You’ve been using the coarse tuning. Use the fine.” Mark stuck his pencil across the lab table at her like a pointer, aiming at the smaller knob on the right. She hadn’t meant to speak out loud, especially to him. She shifted and looked down, hoping that he wouldn’t see her face through the fringe of hair. But, of course, he didn’t see her at all. He never had. Still, she could feel the heat creep over her cheeks.
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