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overlaid with gold, or 
covered with a glory of 
sunshine, even deny that, 
in the accursed one, I could 
see the withered blossom 
of her eye fell upon a little 
bottle that stood near the 
looking- think that Peter did 
not alight in the church and 
forbid the banns.
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tradition, it was not every 
citizen of our ancient town 
that could in spite of his 
passion for Alice, seemed to 
return the loathful written 
years ago, when my pen, 
now sluggish and perhaps 
feeble, swim in the pool, and 
the great hall, with the glass 
table and
childish wail of Alice, and 
my own cry arose with hers, 
as we beheld tomb, because 
there their treasure was, were 
bent on one another man 
told how Walter Brome had 
taunted him with indubi-
table proofs of far off.  Oh, 
my poor little feet, I wonder 
who will put on
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There once was a little girl, and she sat in the grass holding a clump 
of violets. The long green tendrils swallowed her pudgy legs and tiny 
white sneakers. Her blue sweater blended with the bright sky except 
where there were clouds. The puffs mingled softly with the lace bonnet 
enveloping her round cheeks and opened eyes. She looked down at the 
violets with wonder.

The grass had not been cut, it brushed the bottoms of her hips 
as she walked, eyes locked forward. The violets had been choked, 
there weren’t any growing among the weeds. She brushed the dark 
hair away from her bony cheeks. Her eyes were narrowed, search-
ing without question. Her sweater matched the dark night sky.

The sun lit up the world. Everything was new and fresh and open and 
ready to be jumped into. After she stumbled a little to stand up.

The moon glowed too faintly for light. She carried a flashlight to 
illuminate her straight and solid path.

She sneezed after smelling the violets. 

She picked up a lacy white bonnet tangled in the brush and 
shoved it into her pocket. Then she walked back home.
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