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I cringe Ifrom gscl}l;eiid‘;fr dfan %he twenty-five years that I have lived. The
::;;:tg lilst th:r:ime I dread most in my life. Yet if I am to live, T must depeng

on it. in as my son slips into bed
hrink and spread over the lace curtain as my Ps Into bed. |
watsc’:llllagsol‘:’es :Ugtches froIr)n a little boy into the broom-size of 4 man, his height
mounting the innocent fabric that splits our one-room house into two spaces,

ts, tw 1ds. '

bwo mats, e ake him for the ghost of his father, an old

For a brief second, I almost mist :
lover who disappeared with the night’s shadows a long time ago. My son’s bed

stays nestled against the corner, far from the peeking jalousies. I watch as he
~ digs furrows in the pillow with his head. He shifts his small body carefully so
as not to crease his Sunday clothes. He wraps my long blood-red scarf around

his neck, the one I wear myself during the day to tempt my suitors. I let him
have it at night, so that he always has something of mine when my face is out

of sight.
_ Twatch his shadow resting still on the curtain. My eyes are drawn to him,
like “E]hﬂe Exta? peekilr)lg through the small holes in the roof that none of my suit-
ors wi or me, because they like to watch ile lyi
their naked backs on my mat. ’ #serap of the sky while lying n
A firefly buzzes around the room. finding hi it i

. oom, g him and not me. Perhaps it is a
mur;:gmtg th;t has learned the gift of lighting itself. He always slaps the mos-
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] en e vn'th me. As much as T know that there mee\:f)m:; t\}nlr?lie 8.110“
- ough the night and undo patches of clot, sit up

- dleep. He is like a butterfly fluttering on a rock that stands out naked in the
| piddle of @ strean. Sometimes I see in the folds of his eyes a longing for
- omething that’s bigger than myself. We are like faraway lovers, lying to one
- pother, under different moons. ,
 Whenmy smallest finger caresses the narrow cleft beneath his nose. some-
. xmes his tongue slips out of his mouth and he ,

cks my fingernail. He moans
and turns away, perhaps thinking that this too is a part of thg dream.
] whisper my mountain stories in his ear, stories of the ghost women and

the stars in their hair. I tell him of the deadly snakes lying at one end of a rain-
- bow and the hat full of gold lying at the other end. I tell him that if T cross a
- stream of glass-clear hibiscus, I can make myself a goddess. I blow on his long
. eyelashes to see if he’s truly asleep. My fingers coil themselves into visions of
. birds on his nose. I want him to forget that we live in a place where nothing
['know that sometimes he wonders why I take such painstaking care. Why
- doIdraw half-moons on my sweaty forehead and spread crimson powders on
- the rise of my cheeks. We put on his ruffled Sunday suit and T tell him that we
are expecting a sweet angel and where angels tread the hosts must be as beau-
tiful as floating hibiscus. |
In his sleep, his fingers tug his shirt ruffles loose. He licks his lips from the
last piece of sugar candy stolen from my purse.
No more, no more, or your teeth will turn black. 1 have forgotten to make
him brush the mint leaves against his teeth. He does not know that one day a
woman like his mother may judge him by the whiteness of his teeth.
It doesn’t take long before he is snoring softly. I listen for tl.le shy laughter
ofhis most pleasant dreams. Dreams of angels skipping over his head and oc-
Casionally resting their pink heels on his nose.
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“How is your wife?” I ask.

“Not as beautiful as you.” -

On Mondays and Thursdays, it is an accordion player named Alexandre, 1
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the accor
dfruit head rocking on my belly buttor,

Should my son wake up, I have prepared my fabrication. One day, he
grow too old to be told that a wandering man is a mirage and that naked flesh
is a dream. I will tell him that his father has come, that an angel brought hip,
back from Heaven for a while.

The stars slowly slip away from the hole in the roof as the doctor sinkg
deeper and deeper beneath my body. He throbs and pants. I cover his mout,
to keep him from screaming. I see his wife’s face in the beads of sweat march
ing down his chin. He leaves with his body soaking from the dew of our ﬂesh.
He Acfs:lls me an avalanche, a waterfall, when he is satisfied. '

er he leaves at dawn, I sit outside and smoke a tobacco leaf
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walk from where they live. I thank the stars that at | 2 days
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