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Steven Nassar

5:30 am.

It is nippy in an October
Announcing November sort of way.

The kitchen knows this intuitively,
Knowing weather in a way a weather
Person does not express it.

Toasted toast, buttered and jammed,
Preservedly sweet, a sweet sealed
Tightly until timely hands tap tap
Spoon-lightly, and a looseness,an
Effortlessness, becomes a breakfast

Pride.

Meanwhile, suspense is indefinite as the

Tricky tea pot with brazen
Presumptuousness perfects the lengthening

Silence before steam whistles its tune.

The bubbling rhapsody of hot water bounces
An egg pleasingly poached, while crackling
Bacon's shape sizes until crisply cooked.

A tea-stained crack holds
Comfortable conversation
With the tea cup having
Known each other for so long.

Creaks in the table remind the elbows, who
Remind the other Joints, that wintery winds
Are rustling through half-naked trees, and
That perhaps a sweater should be worn.

With this in mind, the dishes are Left on the
Table until evening, for the clock's ticking

Has inspired chiming.






























n suddenly being able to hear their own voices, st .
abruptly in mi‘c’ioscntencc. The auctioneer stood at the head of ‘h‘mbmng
staring out into the crowd. . _ . m

Two hours later, after an anxious drive, I arrived ome, | couldn't wa;
inspect my purhase. To think - I actually own something that once lu:lor:;::jl 0
that mysterious old woman. I only paid ten dollars for this jewlery oy i to
been able to play music at one tme, but appa_rently was now broken; 50, | diha?
know what it had played. The box was centuries old and it smelled o}g an d ddnt
like an attic. It had an oriental look about it. Carvings of il‘ltertwinjng dra
adorned the wooden lid which was dry from lack of treatment. gons

Opening the lid, I found the inside lined with vibrant bloog.req velvet
and at the base of its legs, ivory claws curled sharply out of four wooden vet,
(Very unusual) I wondered how many hands the box had passed through p\aN‘;’\s
had owned it before Miss Percy? Had it been passed down to her, or had she' owneg
it all her life? Just how had she acquired this strange box? I felt drawn {0 it and
loved it as though it were worth a million dollars. I traced the carvings with
finger and felt the energy of its age. My phone rang, interrupting my inspection o);
the box. I placed the box in the center of my kitchen counter for 3 moment so |
could answer my phone.

The hair stood up on my head, and my adrenaline rushed when | heard
the crash. Dropping the phone, I turned around slowly not wanting to look, but
having to. A pool of blood surrounded the broken pieces evaporating before my
eyes. I squeezed my eyes shut and reopened them questioning if I had really seen
what I knew I saw. My beautiful jewlery box. My old box, just pieces on the floor.
I was too stunned to even cry.

In numb silence I bent down to pick up the pieces. I recoiled in horror ag
a broken claw paw twitched against my hand. I shook off the chills which passed
through my body. My confused thoughts were temporarily diverted. Something
caught my eye - a ring lying on the floor. It hadn't been in the box before. When I
inspected the pieces I realized there had been a secret compartment. I picked the
ring up and held it to the light. There were crushed pieces of opal, ruby, emerald,
and amesthyst covering the band of antique gold. I tried it on the middle finger of
my right hand and found the ring to be too small; so, I moved it to my ring finger
and it slid on perfectly. In fact, when I had looped the ring over the top portion of
that particular finger, it scemed to jump into place, as though the knuckle at the
base of my finger had a magnet in it. The feeling that ring gave me when I put it
on. ... such a surge of energy, as if I could live forever.

Adjusting the temperature of the bath water to my comfort, I let it run as I
disrobed. With effort, I tried to pull the treasure off of my finger. It wouldn'
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	Then the ability to raise that baby .with acceptable morals is a Gift from God .that arrived in Pandora's Box. .




