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Celestial Significance

A few days ago I came home from college for summer break to an interesting scene. My
sister, Roxy, was sitting at the kitchen table, and Dad was standing over her. Mother was
preparing dinner, trying her best to ignore the tension that was heavy in the air.

“Is everything ok?” I asked.

Dad looked at me, but returned his stare to Roxy.

“God, I know you want me to be more like her! You don’t even have to say it, Father,”
Roxy yelled.

Mother dropped a metal bowl into the sink and the clang resounded through the kitchen.
Dad crossed his arms and shook his head.

“I just can’t believe it. After all the help you’ve had. How could you just throw it all
away?” Dad yelled loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

The hairs on the back of my neck rose. Roxy must have done something truly terrible to
have Dad yelling. Mother left the room. I followed her out to the living room.

“What has she done?” I asked her. She was sitting on the floral couch that had been
passed down from Dad’s parents to us. It was worn with the years of use, but loved dearly by us
all for its memories. I sat down on the arm, next to where Mother was.

“We don’t know what to do for her anymore. She’s flunked out this year,” Mother said.
She looked up at me and I could see the tears brimming in her eyes. It made my heart tighten
with sadness. “I just wish your father wouldn’t yell like that.”

I went back to the kitchen and reached the doorway just as Roxy was on her way out.
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“Get the hell out of my way,” she said, her eyes flashing blue behind her thin, black hair.
I stepped aside. Roxy had always been good with school, and I wondered if there was something
deeper going on in her life that had caused the change as I watched her disappear up the stairs.

“Why didn’t you guys tell me sooner? I could have talked to her,” I said.

Mother shook her head, and tears began to roll down her cheeks. Dad was standing in the
doorway, although I didn’t know it until he spoke.

“There’s nothing you could have done Izzy. Besides, you need to focus on your own
studies.”

That night I turned on the TV, the only way I knew how to diffuse Dad’s anger, to watch
the news. The newscaster was sitting behind his wide desk, eyes glued to the camera with an air
of indifference while he reported on electromagnetic activity from solar wind; eruptions of
charged particles from sunspots. The anchor man said that the recent activity was heightened
because the large opening discovered in the ozone layer thirteen years ago, in 2017, allowed
more of the particles to reach Earth’s atmosphere. The Northern lights had never reached down
to where we live in Connecticut before. Power had already been lost to millions of homes in New
England that evening.

Dad and I sat transfixed on the television screen as newscasters scattered throughout
Vermont, New Hampshire, and Massachusetts reported on small disasters that had been caused
by the outage. We were lucky to still have our power. I had never seen the Northern lights
before, and when a photo of them taken in northern Connecticut by a viewer was shown, I rushed
to the window to see if they had reached us. Dad followed me to the window.

“Can you see anything?”
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The night sky was tinged with the blue of the day, and there were no northern lights. I
shook my head. We sat back down in front of the TV. The tone of the newscaster had lightened.
He reported that thousands of people had flocked to local mountains, and impromptu night
watches had been set up. The smiling faces of people looked cold, but glad to be out in the night
watching the sky. My heart grew with hope that Dad would want to go out and see them too. I
wondered if people had set up a watch on the mountain near us.

“What are you guys doing? Mother said from the kitchen doorway. “Bruce, I need some
help. The microwave stopped working.”

Dad and I looked at each other. I got goose bumps. Just as he got off the couch, green
light flashed through the living room, and our power went out.

“Bruce, where are you?”” Mother said.

“I’m right here, Sherri, calm down. We’ve just lost power. Izzy, go look outside,” Dad
said, his voice hovering near the couch.

My eyes were slowly adjusting, and I could see a fuzzy black shape where Dad stood. I
felt my way to the window and pulled open the curtains. Sparks were spewing from one of the
telephone poles near our house, and the town was empty. As far as I could see, up and down the
street, houses were dark. In the sky, green haze coated the bottoms of the clouds. A purple wave
of light hung near the moon. I grasped the curtains tighter.

“Oh my—guys—come look at this,” I called back to my parents.

“What the hell is going on?”” Roxy said from behind me. She had been up in her room
and had been forced to come down when we lost power. I suspected she was afraid of being

alone in the dark, but she would never admit to it.



Maynard 1

“Come see,” I said, moving over in the window to let her look. She sidled up close to me,
but I didn’t mind. A chill was already creeping through our old town house. I wondered how
many blankets I would have to sleep with that night.

“Ok, that’s freaky. What is it?” she asked.

“What’s happening Izzy?”” Dad said from right behind me. He had snuck up without me
noticing, and I jumped. “Hey, it’s just me. Let me see.”

“Scaredy cat,” Roxy said. I punched her arm and moved out of the way for Dad.

“It’s the Aurora Borealis,” I said, pointing above Dad’s head.

“The what?” Roxy asked.

“I can’t see very well,” Dad said. He went to the front door and opened it. The cool,
autumn air crept in. Roxy and I went over to stand behind him. The view from the door was
magnificent, but the light was already starting to fade.

“They didn’t last very long,” Dad said. Roxy wasn’t standing next to my anymore, and I
suspected she was sitting on the couch, trying to turn on her iConnect and Blue devices. They
were both the newest 2030 models and had come with fail proof guarantee.

“Those aren’t going to work,” I said.

“Seriously?” Roxy groaned from behind me. “What the heck am I supposed to do all
night?”

“Shut that door,” Mother said from the kitchen. “Does anyone want to eat?”’

Dad shut the door and found a flashlight nearby. It flickered a few times before throwing
a strong beam out across the living room. The hulking shapes of the couch and chairs loomed in
the dark like creatures of the night. Roxy’s head was down on one of the arm rests of the couch.

“Come on, let’s eat,” Dad said.
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The kitchen was a little warmer, and Mother had already lit some candles. She was sitting
down and helping herself to some food. Dinner was a mishmash of items: leftovers from other
nights, some partially heated by the microwave before we lost power, and others heated in pots
on our propane stovetop. I silently thanked the sellers of our house that they had not installed a
fancy new electric one before we moved in.

“Dad, the reporter said that these storms were supposed to go on for a week. Can we go
to the mountain to see it?” I asked, taking my seat at the table.

“Roxy get in here,” Mother called. Roxy was shuffling into the kitchen.

“I’m here, geez, you don’t have to yell,” she said.

“I think that’s a great idea. We all need some fresh air, and some family time,” Dad said,
aiming the last comment at Roxy.

“Can’t it wait until we have power again?” Mother asked through a mouthful of mashed
potatoes.

“Don’t know when we’ll get it again,” Dad said.

When we left a couple days later, we still didn’t have power. Provisions were packed in
the truck bed, and we were headed south to live with some relatives. Dad had insisted, upon my
suggestion, that we take a small detour to the only local mountain, to see the peak of the
electrical storms.

sk

The late fall sky glowed orange and purple as dusk descended on my family’s truck. We

passed short, dark pine trees, and our vehicle bounced around on the dirt road up the mountain.

My head kept hitting the cold glass window in the back seat, and I began to get a headache.
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“Are we almost there?” I asked the back of my dad’s head. His white hair gave back a
ghostly glow from the light of my sister’s iConnect. He didn’t answer, but looked over at Mother
in the front passenger seat. Roxy had tried sending a message to her friend five times that night,
but it still hadn’t gone through. She put her finger on the Blue device in her ear, and pressed the
button to send it a sixth time.

“You should wait until we’re at the top,” I said to Roxy, “The signal might be better up
there.” She looked over at me, and then picked up her iConnect again. It was a thin screen that
could be folded up, but contained all the inner workings of the laptops that were used fifteen
years ago. She could normally connect instantly to any network through the Blue, but tonight,
with all the electromagnetic activity going on, it seemed doubtful that it would work.

“Don’t tell me how to use my stuff,” she said. I dropped the subject. Mother turned on a
Christmas song.

“It’s too early for Christmas music. Why are we listening to this?”” I asked Mother.

She didn’t reply. We both enjoyed music, but very different kinds.

“This music is annoying,” I said to her.

“You guys are annoying!” Roxy said, looking up from her device.

“Don’t forget your promise Izzy,” Dad said. His eyes shifted to the rearview mirror, and
the whites of them glowed momentarily before Roxy’s Connect screen went black. The cab was
plunged into darkness. I looked over at my younger sister again. If she was going to be a brat
tonight, it didn’t seem worth the effort to be nice to her like I’d promised. Her head was resting
against the window, and she was staring up at the night sky. It was getting harder to believe that

Roxy was ever going to change, or care about anyone but herself. I missed the timid younger
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sister that she used to be. The smell of the warm vinyl seats mixed with fake pine air freshener
permeated through the car. It reminded me of another cold, fall night, when I was about seven.
ok

Dad had heard about it at work, and, of course, had wanted to check it out. At eight-
thirteen exactly, Dad, Roxy, and I stood on the little wooden porch attached to our old trailer at
the mobile home park and looked up at the red-orange moon.

“It’s an eclipse over the harvest moon,” Dad explained. “Only time it will happen in my
life, I imagine.” He popped his head back into the trailer. “Are you coming out, Sherri?”

Mother was inside playing a computer game, and would not stop in time to witness the
full eclipse. She didn’t like the cold air or craning her neck back to see the sky.

The proximity of the moon to the earth that night seemed too close. The red moon felt hot
and imposing. I remember my sister had dropped her stuffed animal over the side of the porch
railing, and had wailed for Dad to retrieve it. Her cries had broken my reverie of the impressive
display of the cosmos.

“Don’t be such a baby. This isn’t scary,” I said. Roxy’s had fear won, though, and she
took her dirty stuffed animal back inside to watch the stupid computer game Mother was playing.

The next stage of the eclipse shocked me. When the celestial bodies continued on their
separate paths, the naked white of the moon was exposed as a thin sliver. The red color had been
distorted, and a piece seemed to be hanging on by a hinge. It looked like the moon had been
wounded. The eerie sight of a partially red, broken moon scared me. After that I noticed how
dark and cold it was outside. The warmth of our trailer was welcoming, and the dark outside just

seemed creepy to me as I opened the trailer door to go inside.

skeksk
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I shifted on the vinyl seat, trying to get comfortable.

“I know this is supposed to be fun, but my back hurts from sitting,” I said.

“Your back hurts? Give me a break, I just want service,” Roxy said.

“I still wish we could have taken two cars,” Mother mumbled.

Dad’s hands tightened on the steering wheel.

I had promised Dad that I would not argue with Mother when we had packed to leave.
My college had lost power too, so I was stuck with my family until it was restored. I kept my
opinions about what we were going to witness to myself, because I didn’t want to start a
discussion with Mother about it. She had expressed her distaste for anything to do with science,
many years ago after the Great Depletion, and it was a heated topic in our family. I agreed that
the ozone layer could be thicker, but I didn’t entirely blame science for that. She claimed that
science had messed around too much with the natural order of the planet. She always used this as
an excuse to for many of her imagined aliments and increased laziness.

Mother looked back at me, and it was all I could do to ignore her. In the dark of the truck
cabin, I could only see her prominent chin and the flash of her glasses in the light of Roxy’s
device. Mother had not wanted to go to the mountain but straight down south, and I knew she
blamed me as the catalyst for our side trip. She turned around to face front again, and the
crooning Christmas music got a little louder. At least I knew that I had Dad’s support, I thought
as [ turned my eyes to the stars above.

Moments later I felt the truck slow. Red taillights shone through the night ahead of us.
There was a line of cars stopped on the road.

“Come on, we’ll miss the show,” Dad said checking his watch. “What’s the holdup?”’
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It was nine-twenty at night. What scientists were calling the “Arian Dance” didn’t start
for another hour. The Aurora Borealis activity would reach its peak tonight, but the weather was
supposed to be clear enough to see the Milky Way and a possible meteor shower. I rolled down
my window to look ahead of us. The cold air saturated my skin through my clothes, and I hugged
myself to keep warm.

I had always loved the night sky, an interest I inherited from Dad. The show was
supposed to be part of the natural system of the sun’s life span, but I found it difficult to believe
that the astro-scientists didn’t have some hand in changing Earth’s atmosphere to make viewing
of the phenomena possible. Messing with the balance of Earth was not a good idea in my mind,
but if it was for entertainment, I knew that humans were not opposed to endangering the life on
Earth.

We inched towards the cause of the holdup. A small white booth was placed in the
middle of the road, and a young woman was hanging out of a window in the side of it. The driver
in the car ahead of us handed the woman cash, and she handed back a ticket.

“You’ve got to be kidding me! It’s only been three days,” Dad said.

“Are they making people pay?” I asked Roxy.

She briefly looked up from her device and shrugged. I shook my head. Now that we had
better reception on top of the mountain Roxy didn’t seem to care about anything else but her
gadgets and social media sites. Mother turned down the music as we pulled up to the booth. Dim
florescent lighting spilled over Dad’s tired face, but no further into the car.

“What’s this all about?” Dad asked. I turned around and saw another car approaching
from behind. Mother adjusted her purse on her lap, and looked at the woman in the booth. She

reached her hands towards Dad’s arm, but he moved it out of her reach.
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The young lady smiled.

“Welcome, we’re so glad you could make it.” Her smile was forced and hurried. She was
finishing up the last transaction that had come through.

I snorted at her. Mother gave me a threatening look, one that told me to mind my
manners.

“Are you parking or dropping off?”” the woman asked, giving her full attention to Dad.

“We just want to see the Northern Lights tonight,” he said.

“Well, you can park,” the woman said.

“How much does it cost?” Dad asked with a hint of caution in his voice.

She flicked her straight brown hair and said, “One hundred for tonight.”

“What?” Dad shouted.

Mother grabbed his arm as a signal to leave. “Bruce, we really don’t have the money,”
she said.

“That’s crazy,” he shouted. We were all watching him, and a car in line behind us
honked.

“Bruce, let’s go. We could have been to my sister’s house by now,” Mother said, pulling
on his arm. Dad shrugged out of her grip.

“Dad, you don’t have to pay! The show is outside, in the whole sky. How can they charge
us for that?” I said to him, leaning over the middle console and into the front. He looked from me
to Mother, and then folded his arms in front of his chest. He looked up at the heavens through the
windshield, which already displayed an impressive array of pinprick stars, for an answer. Dad’s

lips were pressed into a thin line, and his round, unshaven jaw twitched.



Maynard 1

“Don’t worry about it.” He turned and handed the woman a silver credit card from his
wallet. She gave him back a couple of pamphlets. Dad took them and passed them back to me
and Roxy. I took the one with the large picture of the Northern Lights on the front and gave
Roxy the other one.

She looked at hers and then grabbed mine from my hands.

“Hey, I was looking at that.” I tried to snatch the pamphlet back. She held it out of the
way, and handed me the other one. It was about the science behind the Aurora lights. Depletion
of our ozone layer had allowed the electromagnetic waves from the sun to enter our atmosphere.
The reaction between the waves and particles in Earth’s atmosphere caused the curtains of colors
to dance in the late fall skies in the Northern Hemisphere. Blah, Blah, I already knew all of this. I
had done my research, but now I just wanted to see the pictures.

“You can have it back when I’'m done,” she said. I dropped the other pamphlet and gave
up. Apparently not much had changed with our relationship; she just seemed to be meaner now.

A loud beep came from inside the booth.

“I’m sorry, but it was denied,” the woman said, handing Dad’s card back. He snatched it
from her, and wouldn’t make eye contact with anyone. It felt like a stone had been dropped in
my stomach. Dad jerked the car into drive and pulled a sharp u-turn around the booth.

Roxy’s Blue device went off; her message had been replied to, and she was wasting no
time with a response. The pamphlet lay forgotten on the seat next to her. I looked back out the
window at the vast night sky, and wished that we could have just one pleasant family outing.
Dad looked back at us and sighed. The tension in the small cab was palpable. The show was

predicted to start in half an hour.
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“Do you want to find somewhere else, or should we just give it up?” Mother asked in a
low voice.

“I think we can find another place. We just need a high enough spot,” I said quietly so
that only Dad could hear.

“We’ll see,” Dad said.

We drove down the bumpy mountain road in silence, until Dad suddenly took a sharp left
turn. I flew into Roxy and shouted. Mother gripped her door handle. Dad’s eyes were dead set on
the thin tire tracks of the new, smaller road.

“What in God’s name? Bruce, you’re going to get us lost,” Mother yelled.

He accelerated. Tree branches hit the windshield and scratched the side of the truck.

“We’re going to see the light show,” he said. I caught his eyes in the rear-view mirror,
and we smiled at each other.

“Really Bruce,” Mother said. She crossed her arms and wouldn’t look at Dad. Roxy
leaned into me and looped her arm through mine. I was surprised by this, but relished in her
momentary show of affection. The road became steeper the higher we climbed. Dad pushed the
truck to its limits, until we came over a ridge to a small plateau. He slammed on the brakes, and
the truck skidded towards the edge of a cliff. Roxy tightened her grip on my arm, and Mother
flung her arms into the back seat, trying to get to us.

“Come on, stop!” Dad shouted.

The truck stopped with one wheel halfway over the cliff. We all sat very still. Dad shifted
the truck into reverse, and slowly backed it up so that all four tires were on solid ground. He shut

off the engine, and I could hear the wind whistling though the short trees nearby. The black night
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closed in around us with the headlights off. Mother’s dark figure was blocking my view through
the front windshield.

“Is everyone ok?” Dad asked quietly.

Mother moved back to the front seat, and I could see a thin line of tears rolling down her
cheek.

“You almost killed us,” Mother whispered.

She was staring straight into the sky beyond the cliff. I was shivering from the adrenaline
rush. Roxy was cutting off the circulation to my arm with her grip.

Dad climbed out of the truck and slammed the door. He took a few steps to the side,
testing how much land we had available to stand on. I checked the time again. We had ten
minutes until the show started. The night sky opened wide in front of us, the prefect view.

“Shit!”Roxy said, letting go of my arm.

“Roxy! Really?” I said. I had never heard her swear before, and it made me
uncomfortable to think that my sister was traveling down a bad path in life.

Mother was silent.

“I guess we could have just watched it from the road,” Roxy said, and got out of the
truck, leaving me and Mother alone.

“Can you believe her?” I asked. Silence filled the cabin, seeping into the cracks in the
seats.

“He’s so childish,” Mother said.

I knew this, but Dad had only been trying to make us happy.

“Well,” I paused, trying to think of something to reassure Mother with.

“Your Dad really loves you girls.” She wiped away her tears.
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I felt myself blush. I knew that she meant he loved us more than her.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“I didn’t even want to come, and I’m so tired,” she said and then closed her eyes.

“He thinks of you too, you know? We have five minutes until the show starts. Are you
going to watch?”

“You go on and stand out there in the cold,” she said without opening her eyes.

She wasn’t even going to make an effort to watch with us, even after all that Dad had
done to get us here.

“Fine,” I replied, and got out of the truck.

I slammed the door and walked over to where Dad and Roxy stood. Dad put his arms
around our shoulders and squeezed.

“I’'m sorry. That was stupid,” he said. I shrugged and adjusted my footing. Roxy sat
down. Dad and I joined her on the hard rock bed. It was easy for me to forgive Dad for his
actions, but as I thought through it, I began to understand where Mother was coming from. Dad
had put us all in unnecessary danger for a light show.

“I’m cold,” Roxy said. It was too dark to see where Roxy was looking, but I felt as if she
were just staring off into the deep, dark sky. I wondered what she was thinking, and how she felt
about being here with us.

My conversation with Mother had left me feeling hollow, and I glanced back at the truck.

“Do you think Mother will join us?” I asked. The breeze blew across the exposed cliff,
and a snaking cold slithered into all the openings in my clothes.

“Knowing her, I don’t think so,” Dad replied. “We should have let her go on ahead of us

in her own car, like she wanted.”
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“Seriously Dad,” I said. Dad stood with a sigh.

“Where are you going?” Roxy asked. I wasn’t surprised to light from her iConnect again
as I looked over at her. She had a fine, small face; inherited from Mother’s sister.

“I’ll be right back. Put that thing away,” he said, and then headed back to the truck.

I watched the sky as stars began to fall. I felt something stir within me, and I knew that I
was in the right place, even though my family felt like it was a mess. The sky lightened as
brilliant hues of blue and green began to dance in front of our eyes. A purple haze moved
through the sky, lighting the whole valley below us. I felt Roxy move closer to me and lean her
head on my shoulder. I found her cold fingers with mine. Her electronic device was finally put
away. I turned my head momentarily to see where Dad was, and I could see his silhouette against
the side of the truck. He was standing at the open driver’s side door, but the interior light was
out. I thought about the electricity in the sky above us and wondered if it had affected our truck.
Hopefully Dad would come back soon.

I looked back out over the valley and could see millions of stars, some falling, others in
brilliant clusters. There weren’t enough wishes I could make for every star I saw. The Milky
Way, with its pink and purple hues, was, as always, a breathtaking sight. It was my favorite thing
to see in the sky during clear winter nights. There was no moon, making the stars and Northern
lights jump out brighter against the dark canvas of the night sky. They were blue and green, and
melted in with the Milky Way lights. It was amazing that we could watch the magnificent power
and majesty of the universe from a small cliff on Earth.

We sat in silence; only puffs of our breath clouded the night air in front of us. I didn’t
hear them approach, but I felt Mother’s hand land on my shoulder. A shudder ran through me as

I thought about the dark trees that surrounded us, but her hand was warm and reassuring. Dad sat
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down on the ground beside me. The cosmos silently danced in front of us, and under the vast

beauty of the universe, the problems in our family seemed to grow smaller for only a moment.
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Green and Clear

The cabin of the train was warm and stuffy on the mild spring day that Rebecca Kendall
was sent from home. Rich, red velvet lined the seats in the compartment. Her father’s money had
bought her the best ride there was, and she was enjoying the peace and quiet. She watched the
green trees and small fields of her home state Tennessee pass by as the train sped towards the
destination that was to be her home for the next five months. It was early in the morning and fog
drifted over the fields, the shapes of cows moving silently across them.

The train had pulled away a few minutes ago, and Rebecca was just about to take out a
book to read from her small suitcase, when the door to her compartment opened. A man came in.
She didn’t recognize him, and the ticket collector was not with him. He was dressed in an
expensive looking suit, but wasn’t wearing a hat. Rebecca watched the man sit down on the seat
across from her. Half of his face was hidden behind a swath of glossy black hair, and he was
wearing wire-rimmed glasses. He did not look at her, but down at the carpeted floor. She guessed
him to be near his late thirties.

“Excuse me, this is a private cabin, sir,” Rebecca said. The gentleman opened up a
newspaper and hid his face behind it. The silence stretched between them, growing awkward, so
Rebecca got up and went to the door of the compartment, hoping to find the ticket collector to
complain. No one was in sight down the long, carpeted corridor that led to the dining car. The
morning train from Tennessee to New York was not a popular trip, so the train had very few
passengers on it. Rebecca wondered why the man had chosen to sit in her cabin, so she closed

the door and turned around with all intention of asking him. When she saw his head buried in his
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newspaper, she was reminded her of her father and lost her nerve. Rebecca sat back down and
looked out the window again and to watch the passing fields.

She was going to prep school in the city, but she knew she was going to miss the smells
and sounds of her country-side home. Rebecca placed her hand on top of her small, worn
suitcase; the only one the crew men would let her keep with her. Her two trunks with clothing
were packed away in the luggage car. She wondered if she would have to do her own laundry at
the school or if they had servants. All her life the housework had been the responsibility of all
the women in the family instead of servants. It was in this way that they saved enough money to
be able to send three daughters to school.

Rebecca’s father was a practical man, with a job at the local bank, and believed that he
could give the family the best as long as they had earned it with hard work. Her previous
schooling had been held in a one room building with all grade levels, where most days she had
just read books on her own, because she was beyond the studies slated for her age. Three of her
favorite books: The Time Machine, by H.G. Wells, Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea, by
Jules Verne, and Arabian Nights, now took up about half the space in her suitcase.

The man across from her shuffled his paper, and Rebecca squinted to read some of the
print across the cabin, although the poor lighting didn’t help much. He looked at her around his
paper, a bright green eye behind a thin rim of spectacles, and then continued reading. She
adjusted her seating on the padded cushion, and smoothed out her hand-me-down traveling dress.
Rebecca felt like every move she made mattered, because she was alone in a closed space with a
man that she didn’t know. Something about the man made Rebecca want to watch him, but her
upbringing told her that it was rude to stare, especially at strangers. She noticed a thin silver band

around the man’s wrist, and wondered if he was rich.
9
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“Do you like to read?” the man asked Rebecca. The question startled her, and Rebecca
realized that the man had been paying more attention to her than she thought. Rebecca nodded,
and then remembered that he was not looking at her.

“Yes sir,” Rebecca said.

She looked down at her shoes that had a few scuff marks from the years she had owned
them. The man had not replied to her answer, but she heard him chuckle, which Rebecca thought
was impolite of him to do, as she had not said anything funny. Rebecca fiddled with the hem of
her dress sleeve, and thought about taking out one of her books again. She longed for the comfort
of the familiar science fiction stories that she knew so well.

“Are you going to live in the city?” the man asked from behind the paper. His shoes
shone black, and caught the lamplight and reflected it as he tapped his foot. His newspaper
looked whiter than any newspaper she had ever seen before. It had small print that she could not
make out as hard as she tried. Blount County was printed in the same familiar font across the
front page. It was her father’s favorite newspaper to read.

“Yes, sir, my family has sent me. I will be attending preparatory school,” Rebecca said,
thinking it strange that the man would ask a question like that of her. She wanted to ask him what
edition of the newspaper he was reading, but he spoke again.

“Won’t you miss your family?” he asked. It was a personal question that, again, took
Rebecca by surprise. She wondered if all the men in the city would ask her questions like this. If
so, she wasn’t sure how much she would like living away from the comfort of her own town. The
boys back home were familiar to her, and not yet men. Even though Rebecca was blooming into
adulthood, she didn’t feel like she was ready to encounter any adult men yet. She was at least

grateful that her family valued education over early marriage.
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“No sir, just unsure about living in the city,” Rebecca replied in an answer that she
thought would be appropriate. She tucked some of her frizzy hair back behind her ear. She had
braided it earlier that morning, and it was now coming undone as it normally did during the day.
A beep sounded from behind the newspaper, and Rebecca became curious, fighting against her
better judgment to mind her own affairs. The man must have something strange with him. Maybe
he was a magician. Rebecca stared at the newspaper as if she could see through it.

He lowered his paper onto his lap, granting her private wish, and she saw that he held a
small, clear, rectangular object in the palm of his hand. The most startling thing was that, in the
low light of the cabin, Rebecca could see a soft glow coming from it. The man was touching the
object very quickly with both of his thumbs, and she caught herself leaning into the middle of the
cabin to get a closer look. She thought about the futuristic objects mentioned in The Time
Machine, and wondered if the man had one of those devices, although she knew it was
impossible.

The man looked up and startled Rebecca back into her seat. He chuckled again, and she
crossed her arms in front of her chest and looked away. She heard another beep, and she could
not hold back her curiosity any longer.

“What is that you have?”” Rebecca asked, looking at the man, who upon closer
examination was younger than she thought, probably almost near her own age. She blushed at
her own forwardness, and instantly regretted her question when he smiled. He looked away and
out the window at the passing green fields that were slowly turning into the valleys and

mountains of Virginia. The train was on a wide bend, and a river ran deep below in a gully.
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“It’s such a beautiful country, wouldn’t you agree?” he asked, looking back at her. She
looked square into his face again and nodded, holding his green-eyed gaze. He was examining
her, and appeared to be just as interested in her as she was in him.

The strange object made another sound, and the man looked back down at it. “I can’t
believe such an old model still works. It’s almost impossible,” the man said to himself. He
looked back up at Rebecca after tapping the surface of the object again a few times. “Do you
want to see?”

Rebecca remembered her manners and knew she had to keep to herself while around a
stranger, so was hesitant in her reply. The man didn’t give Rebecca time to think it through,
though, and moved across the compartment to the seat next to her. He held out his free hand, and
she moved away from him, pressing her back to the compartment window.

“I’m Elijah,” the man said with his hand hovering in the air. This wasn’t the normal way
a man would greet a woman. Women only took a man’s hand when the man was courting her,
not on their first meeting. Rebecca felt trapped and exposed. She grasped the buttons of the
traveling cloak at her throat and felt herself blush.

The man looked at his hand and back at her and saw his mistake. “I apologize ma’am,”
Elijah said. There was a slight blush at his cheeks. “You see, this is my first time here, and I’'m
not familiar with the customs. What’s your name?” Elijah added a smile for good measure, and
Rebecca relaxed a little. His smile was pleasant, and caused a fluttering feeling in her stomach.
Obviously he was not from here, and Rebecca felt pity for him as he sat there with his faltering

smile, looking between her face and the passing country side out the window.
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“You may call me Miss Rebecca Kendall, and if you will excuse me, sir, I will not take
your hand, but we may exchange a courteous nod,” Rebecca replied, feeling good about her
courageous manners.

Elijah’s green eyes widened and he promptly nodded his head at her. Rebecca nodded
back, and couldn’t help smiling. He actually seemed like quite a charming character. He
reminded Rebecca of the Italian boy back home that she had taught English to at school. While
the teacher had been busy with the younger students, she had paired up the older students with
some of the immigrant children that she hadn’t had time for.

Eljjah lifted the clear rectangular object again, and Rebecca’s curiosity was back. She
was enraptured by how fast Elijah’s finger’s moved across the surface and its strange glow and
sounds. Elijah reminded Rebecca of someone, but she couldn’t place who it was.

“Do you want to see?”’ Elijah asked again and extended it out towards Rebecca.

It was even more enchanting up close, and Rebecca could not control her hands as they
came up and touched the glowing surface. Letters, boxes, and a background of colors danced on
its surface. She expected to feel all of the texture that she could see, but was surprised when she
found the surface cool and smooth. All of the objects on the surface began to jiggle, and the
motion made Rebecca’s eyes hurt. She looked at Elijah. He was smiling, obviously proud of his
device.

“What is it?” Rebecca asked and looked underneath it to see where the glow was coming
from. It seemed to be coming from all sides. Then the light and all the shapes were gone. “Oh
my, where did it all go?” Elijah took back the magical object, and their hands touched. A spark
jumped between their contact, and Rebecca withdrew her hand like it had been stung. The touch

didn’t seem to affect Elijah, because he continued to interact with his strange glowing object. He
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pressed a button on top with his finger, and then he slid his finger across the surface. A single
click sounded when he did this, and then the light was back. Rebecca gasped at the magical
power Elijah had displayed.

“This,” Elijah said, holding up the object again, “is called a cell phone.”

Elijah kept a steady gaze with Rebecca. She didn’t understand, but he looked so excited,
that she just nodded, enchanted by his conviction. His accent sounded strange to her, though, and
again reminded her of the immigrant children from her old school. Rebecca knew that she should
be more cautious around him, though. The thing Elijah called a cell began to make a loud bell
sound, startling Rebecca. It startled Elijah, too, and he fumbled with his so-called cell phone to
turn it around and put it to his ear.

“Hello. Yes, I'm here,” Elijah said. Rebecca looked into his eyes. They were glossed over
and staring straight through her; Elijah was not talking to her. “No, no one has seen me,” he said.
His eyes came back to life, and he winked at Rebecca.

She felt a deep blush come across her cheeks again. The cabin was suddenly really hot,
and Rebecca needed air. She got up and went to the window of the compartment to open it. Her
glove got caught on one of the corners, and tore the fabric. This unfortunate mishap should have
frustrated Rebecca, but at the moment she had bigger things on her mind than a simple rip in her
glove. Elijah was still talking on his small box, like a crazy person, and Rebecca didn’t know
what she, or he, would do next.

“Oh boy, am I in trouble now,” Elijah said behind her.

She stood still at the window watching the green landscape passing by, and made the
connection in her mind that Elijah reminded her of one of the characters in her book The Time

Machine.
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“Look, Rebecca, you didn’t see me ok?” Elijah’s voice was tense, and it made Rebecca
turn around. He had used her first name, which was inappropriate, but on his tongue it sounded
right.

“Why?” Rebecca asked, now chilly from the cool spring air rushing in. Was Elijah in
trouble with bad people? Who was he really? His voice had been tense, but his face held
unanswered questions, and so much doubt. Rebecca felt a flutter in her stomach again. She
noticed how the tiny wrinkles gathered around his temples and pulled at the corners of his
mouth.

“I’m not supposed to be talking to you,” Elijah said. He avoided eye contact with her, but
she continued to stare at his face, demanding his attention.

“Perhaps you should leave then,” Rebecca said.

Elijah looked up at her, and his green eyes reflected back the color from the passing
landscape. The compartment was small, and Rebecca was close enough to him to see the flecks
of gold in his irises. The fluttering feeling came back ten-fold. She put her hand over her
stomach and sat down. Elijah picked up the paper he had been reading earlier and sat down next
to her.

“What do you like to read?” Elijah asked, moving closer to Rebecca on the seat. She
didn’t think she could handle him so close to her. He smelled warm, and the opposing forces of
his heat and the air from outside confused Rebecca. She shivered. Why was this man still here?

“Are you cold?” Elijah got up and forced the window closed. The stuffiness was back in
the cabin as soon as the window was sealed. Rebecca felt the heat in her cheeks. Elijah sat down

next to her again and sighed.
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“Look, I want to hide out here a bit longer, if you don’t mind? No need running into any
other people now,” Elijah said.

Rebecca saw that the thing he called a cell phone was gone, and she began to wonder if it
had even been real. Was any of this man for real? The story headline on the newspaper he held,
along with a picture caught her attention, and her caution wavered. None of the papers that her
father read ever looked as clean and crisp as this one did, and she wondered if it was even a real
newspaper.

“What does that say?” Rebecca pointed to the newspaper. The picture was of what looked
like a train, but smaller and shaped differently. “Is that a train?”

Elijah smiled again.

“I probably shouldn’t let you see this. The phone was a mistake, too,” Elijah said. “You
wouldn’t believe me anyway, and it will probably mess everything up,” he said. His posture had
sunk into a slouch, and the tone in his voice annoyed Rebecca. Why would he say such things?
Why would he show them to her in the first place?

“Maybe I should leave then,” Rebecca said. She moved her hand over the seat where she
had set her suitcase, and found the handle. She intended to use her case as a barrier between them
to get to the door. Elijah placed his hand over hers and took the suitcase from her.

“No, I want someone to know. I can trust you,” Elijah said. His eyes were gleaming in
the low light of the cabin.

Rebecca felt panic flutter at her heart for an instant, and her hand was warm where Elijah
had touched it. She picked at the rip in her glove, and tried to avoid eye contact with Elijah.

Rebecca wondered how much longer it would be before they reached the city.
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“Can I trust you?” Elijah said. His tone had softened, and Rebecca allowed herself to
look at him. His black hair was sticking up, as if he had run his hand through it. The disheveled
look fit him nicely, and Rebecca grabbed at the cloth around her neck again. Why did he make
her feel so exposed? She wasn’t sure she wanted to be entrusted with the secrets that this man
had. Elijah took her silence as an affirmative to his question.

“What year are we in?” Elijah asked.

“1905,” Rebecca replied. She crossed her arms in front of her. Who wouldn’t know what
year it is?

“Good—I made it—now don’t freak out,” Elijah said holding up his hand up.

Rebecca narrowed her eyes, unsure of what he was saying. She nodded at him to
continue, and explain himself. It would be his last chance, she decided, and then she was leaving
if she didn’t like what she heard.

“I’'m from the year 2105,” Elijah said. Rebecca turned away from him. He was crazy. Her
mind couldn’t comprehend his fantastic claim to be from the future, but in her heart she felt
something nagging at her. She wanted to believe him, but where was the proof? Was he just a
magician playing a trick on her? Rebecca looked out the window at the world passing by, and
hoped that the answers would come from the normality that the landscape provided.

There were fewer trees outside the window, and more houses grouped in clusters. The
land was flattening out. Soon she would be able to leave this compartment and all of the
nonsense behind. Rebecca heard the crinkle of paper, and Elijah’s newspaper landed on her lap.
The date in the upper left corner said Wednesday, September 21*, 2105.

She blinked, and then turned her head away again. There was no way she was going to

believe this trickster magician. He had already used his good looks and charm to affect her. She
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was ready to leave, and sever the connection she had made with him. Rebecca was scared that
there was something out of her control going on around her, and no matter her actions, the
outcome couldn’t be good with Elijah around her.

“I thought I would get more of a reaction than that,” Elijah said. He sounded hurt.

She looked back at him, unable to continue her study of the land passing outside. Elijah
was curled up on the seat, his back against the opposite wall. His feet were up on the seat
between them. Rebecca felt pity again. It was just so hard to understand what he was saying, and
she knew that she could have believed all of it in her imagination, but never thought that any of
the things she read in her books could be true.

“Would you kindly remove your feet from the seat?”” Rebecca asked.

Elijah sighed again and moved his feet back to the floor.

“I don’t know what other proof you need,” Elijah said, leaning forward and clasping his
hands together. His hair hung in his face, blocking his eyes from view. Rebecca could only see
the frame of his thin glasses.

“I just don’t understand,” Rebecca said.

She looked down at the paper on her lap. It was folded over to the second page.

Rebecca read the first line under the headline: The last Amtrack train to run across
country will make its final journey, and come to rest in New York City. Plans are being made to
convert it to a model to be used in the Museum of Technology. She couldn’t believe that they
would stop using trains. Rebecca almost forgot about what Elijah had said about the future as she
read more of the story.

“Flying is your future,” Elijah said.
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Rebecca threw the paper to the floor. She didn’t even understand what Elijah was saying,
and her upbringing had told her to avoid men like him. The stufty air was too much for her and
she felt the urge to faint. She imagined she didn’t look so well, because Elijah picked up the
paper and began waving it in front of her to create a breeze. When that didn’t work, he gave up
and opened the window again. The fresh air blew through the compartment, and took up a couple
pages of the paper. They whipped out the window before Elijah could react. He held the rest of
the paper in a stacked mess. With his foot, he opened a small door under the seat and shoved the
wreaked newspaper in. He closed the door and put his hands on his head.

“God, I’ve ruined everything now. I shouldn’t have even talked to you. Who knows what
I’ve changed now,” Elijah said.

Rebecca was feeling better now that fresh air was moving through the cabin, but she felt
sorry for Elijah. He might be crazy, but who’s to say that Rebecca shouldn’t believe him?
Rebecca opened her trunk and took out The Time Machine by H.G. Wells. Elijah looked up at
her with a question on his face.

“I guess it could be true,” Rebecca said. She grew excited the more she thought about it
and allowed herself to believe. “Do they actually figure it out?” She looked at Elijah. He turned
his head to the side.

“Figure what out, flying? Yeah, that’s old history, right around this time actually,” Elijah
said.

Rebecca turned to the first page of her book and held down the thin paper so the wind
wouldn’t tear it.

“No, time travel. The main character in here goes to the future. Why would you come

back to the past?” Rebecca asked.



Maynard 30

Elijah sat down next to Rebecca, and she was acutely aware of how close he was to her.
A faint smell of cologne came from him that she hadn’t noticed before. Why did his presence
have to affect her so?

“Well, Rebecca, I don’t think I can tell you that. I can only tell you that I have stayed too
long in this time,” Elijah said. “Your book sounds very interesting, do you mind if I look?”
Elijah held out his hand.

Rebecca closed the book and hugged it to her chest.

“I’m not sure. It’s one of my favorites.”

“I won’t have it long. I just want to look through it,” Elijah said.

His glasses reflected back the low brick buildings that the train was now passing through.
They were getting closer to New York City. Rebec