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  By Her Hand, She Draws You Down




  by Douglas Smith




  By her hand, she draws you down.




  With her mouth, she breathes you in.




  Hope and dreams and soul devoured.




  Lost to you, what might have been.




  By her hand, she draws you down…




  Joe swore when he saw Cath doing a kid. He had left her for just a minute, to get a beer from the booth on the pier before it closed for the night. Walking back now, he could see Cath on her stool, sketchpad on a knee, ocean breeze blowing her pale hair. A small girl sat on another stool facing her, a man and a woman, parents he guessed, beside the child.




  Kid’s not more than seven, he thought. Cath promised me no kids. She promised.




  The sun was long set, and the air had turned cool, but people still filled the boardwalk. Joe wove through the crowd as fast as he could without attracting attention. Cath had set up farther from the beach tonight, at the bottom of a grassy slope that ran up to the highway where their old grey Ford waited.




  “Last night tonight,” Cath had said when they had parked the car earlier. “It wants to move on. I can feel the change.”




  Joe had swallowed and turned off the ignition. He was never comfortable talking about it. “Where’s it headed?”




  Cath had just shaken her head, grinning. “Dunno. That’s part of the fun, isn’t it? Not knowing where we’re going next? That’s fun, isn’t it, Joe?”




  Yeah, loads of fun, he thought now as he approached Cath and her customers. It had been fun once, when they’d met, before he learned what Cath did, what she had to do. When his love for her wasn’t all mixed up with fear of what she would do to someone.




  Or to him.




  The child’s parents looked up as Joe came to stand beside Cath. The father frowned. Joe smiled, trying to hide the dread digging like cold fingers into his gut. Turning his back to them, he bent to whisper in Cath’s ear. That flowery scent she had switched to recently rose warm and sweet in his face. Funeral parlors, he thought. She smells like a goddam funeral parlor.




  “Cath, she’s just a kid,” he rasped in her ear.




  Cath shook her head. Her eyes flitted from the girl to her pad. “Bad night. I’m hungry,” she muttered, ignoring Joe.




  Joe looked at the drawing. It was good. But they were always good. Cath had real talent, more than Joe ever had. She would set up each night where people strolled, her sketches beside her like trophies from a hunt. People would stop to look, sometimes moving on, sometimes sitting for a portrait.
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