The sky clouded, filled with gray. Winds picked egorrying leaves from mountain to
street, pulling balloons out of hands and whiskimgm away. Skies opened.

The first flakes released, drifting slowly, twirgjnswirling before making a home on the
ground, hoping to be the first flake to last thassm, to curl up under other flakes and
nestle in for a good winter’s sleep. In town, sifvevhite painted the ground. As the sun
rose and melted everything she could reach, tts ffreld its ground in shadows,

outlining trees and fence posts. In those linesxbd was reflected like a dream, a
cloud of shadows and across that beauty that Audosg’s toes traveled. Frost latched
onto her hair and the crystals held, freezing sisaAudrey Rose ducked into shadows to
hold onto the sparkly frost as long as possiblesies stood in the outline of a pine tree, a
full and living pine, her footprint melted the fto3he outline of her toes in the outline of
a tree in the outline of the land in the outlingha# world.

Audrey Rose got on her knees and began to loo&tfar clues as to what had been there
before her. There were no other traces of life tbetway the blades of grass lay upon
each other created letters and the letters spatbeds, A prayer for the wild at heart, kept
in cages. Now there was a mission to find the owafi¢ine words. Audrey Rose headed
downtown, stopping people on the street, sayingvbrels. She went to the Steaming
Bean and asked for napkin and pen. There were tna pens so she borrowed a lipstick
and wrote each letter, feeling the meaning in eacte, line and angle A prayer for the
wild at heart, kept in cages. No one knew who tbeds belonged to. Audrey Rose asked
young, old, healthy and sick. How could no one knawvere they came from? Did they
sprout from the ground? Did nature feel caged?Wdrels nagged at her, felt like they
came from someone she knew. They came from a phergast a part she had
swallowed, had dug holes and buried. She rememibleedoronze arrow piercing her
womb, remembered blood running between her legss bad spilled under the full

moon, had turned the earth scarlet. Rains had wlashay those memories but now
winter was here. Memories couldn’t be melted orhveds they were frozen masses that
would survive until spring.

Audrey Rose carved a place in her mind to letriiesnory sit but the memory didn’t
belong in her mind, it slithered out of the grayssiand coils of knowledge, moving
down,= slipping into her mouth, touching her tongiteersweet before swinging down
her throat, lodging there for a moment, then traklinto her heart. The weight pulled at
her at first. This memory was full but even as selsaturned into minutes to hours the
weight became a part of her, became a cell of ladenp as natural as each beat of life
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traveling through her body. Audrey Rose neededetddwn. The sidewalk was holding
up too many people so she snuck into the libratywéen the smell of books and layed
down. As titles passed before her eyes so did wibiatshad been spoken and written and
she knew it was Tennessee Williams who the wordscbane from.

Invigorated she asked the librarian for informatoomMr. Williams. There were plays
and quotes and one jumped out at her. “I have faueasier to identify with the
characters who verge upon hysteria, who were eiggd of life, who were desperate to
reach out to another person. But these seeminggdjiérpeople are the strong people
really.” Tears filled Audrey Rose’s eyes. The lifiaa turned away to give her some
privacy. She held the words to her heart, she lstemust read through the plays she
hadn’t picked up in so long.

Passing Lyon’s Drug on the way home she boughtmagment marker. When she got
home she drew a cage on her chest over her helaein Bhe took deep breaths the cage
expanded until it looked as if it would burst. Qieey it would burst.

Audrey Rose climbed out the window of the houselzgatied to her rock. In that
landscape, with solid masses ripping through toemg, Audrey Rose curled up in the
space that perfectly cradled her body. Audrey Ribse. The first flake of the season
melted then froze within her blood, within her mem@nd here she entrusted the beauty
and the pain that had been, letting it live abaweigd floating in consciousness until the
spring came to absorb it. Upon her chest flakedddnmelting against her skin, melting
against the lines over her heart.

-Do not attempt to recreate the events of AudregeFlife. They will result in internal
and/or external death or at the very least a yagettion.
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