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The Escape
The sun filtered through the trees like gold glitter, peeking in between the leaves. She couldn't see how blue the sk

when she was squinting into the light. It looked more like a pale, yellowish green. She blinked again. It was bright and
against her small body. Her hands, clasped behind her knees, suddenly flung back and she flopped into the rustling grass It f•'
ed her smooth face, but she didn't mind - she was outside, away from her mother. If only she could see her now. She'd be a
She blurted out a weak giggle and scratched her nose. Staring into the blueness above her, she tried to see the end of the sky
couldn't. How far does it really go? she wondered. Rolling onto her side she toyed with a long green leaf. It felt soft on one'
with the tiny hairs. A small, red bug with two black spots slid up the side of the stem. She pulled the leaf closer to her pu2

face and inspected it. Perhaps it had thought there was something wonderful at the top of this particular leaf. She wanted
touch it, but as her thick finger neared the thing, it pulled out two perfect little wings and shot by her face. She flung herself0

her back again, laughing into the wind. She felt very enclosed in the grass and heard nothing but the scratchy sounds o f t
leaves next to her ears and the faint calls of the birds high above her. Thy sky was so enormous. Where does it begin? \Vh f

does it end? Her face tightened as she pondered this. In the back of her mind she could barely hear her name being call
"Maria...Maria...MAREEEEEEEEA!" She lifted her head above the green bed and saw a minute figure plowing through t\. She slowly raised herself up on her elbows, hoping she would not be seen. As she saw her mother start to walk ba

towards a cluster of trees, she stood ' her knees weak, and her small frame lost in the sea of green. She wanted to sink back i™
her nest again. The space where she had rested was imprinted by her figure. The grass was pressed against the ground but
slowly began to rise with jerking movements. She began to gallop through the twined grass, her arms flailing through the breez;
Her long hair flew behind her and her ears were filled with the loud humming of the wind. Something felt different in her la
though ' as if they were not moving at all. She quickly looked down and noticed that she was not on the ground but movino
swiftly above it! The trees were gradually dropping beneath her. She knew she'd laughed loudly, but could barely hear her ow^
voice since the wind was rushing around her so rapidly. The sky was a part of her and she moved through the emptiness likesil
along velvet. Her arms sailed at the sides of her tilted body, the wind lapping every inch of her with sleek softness. The long
dark hair trailed behind and she rose higher and higher. As she soared into the blueness and the yellow light, she glanced below
finding the exact spot she was buried in and the vast green surrounding that one space. The huge trees that had gathered the
sun before, were now mounds of rustling bushes. Her own house, her flower garden, were mere patches against the green. She
saw the red truck her father owned, pulling into the dark line of the driveway. Two tiny, black dots emerged from the red form
and made their way towards the house. She felt so free from all of her brothers, and her mother would probably still be searching
for her in the meadow. Her face was now wet with the watering of her squinting eyes. The wind was so cool, so dense. Her legs
did not feel as if they were a part of her since they were just two solid forms, following her gliding body. The air swelled around
her and she felt alone amidst all of the space. She eased her shoulders towards the greenness and descended, carefully making her
way towards the patches where her family would be. Her mouth was dry from the wind, but she was smiling anyway. Her
fingers were bigger than any of the trees, but were gradually becoming smaller and smaller. She was abandoning the blueness
and grandeur of the sky, and dove towards the firmness of reality.

Anne Gilson

When he approaches
to touch your face

your skin pulls out to meet
that fingertip trailing

wet promises
of hard night rocking

and thigh flooding,
and in that rushing moment
when his fingers melt your cheek
you can only smile
and smile
and smile.

Becky Hinshaw

coi

Cruel Hand
A ound noon on a mid'August day, Evelyn Perkins sat on the front porch of her house in Brooklin, Maine, drinking strong

and leafing nervously through a back issue of Life Magazine. Ms. Perkins was a robust woman in her late forties, whose
ws killed in the Se-ffee , ••• —f <=

body was indicative of a strong spirit as well. She had borne stoically the death of her husband, who was killed in the Se-
World War, and had managed to endure the bitterness of divorce with her second and last husband. At a time when she

. eeded companionship most, her daughter had married and gone off to California. She hadn't been back to visit since,
uoh she never failed to phone her mother on birthdays and at Christmas.

Evelyn Perkins had lived alone in the great, white house for years. It bore many coats of paint which often peeled due to the
. jr inside, a venerable smell hung in the air. The house was so large for her needs, that she was apprehensive about entering

in rooms that weren't frequently used since that action only served to heighten her feeling of loneliness.
Pv/ls Perkins finished her coffee and stood up to stretch. She leaned on the porch railing with both hands and surveyed the

d with a glance that betrayed her satisfaction. Ms. Perkins had a right to feel contented. Today her son Abel was coming
me from the war and he hadn't been hurt.

Clouds scudded like tall ships across the blue sky and the sun shone down on the emerald lawn in a mottled pattern which
de the shaded areas appear blue. She saw a vehicle coming down the road so she moved over to the top of the steps and lean'

d against a support. A few moments later, Hiram Lingley's grey Willys crunched up the seldom used, sea shell covered

driveway.
A lean but muscular man with cold green eyes hopped out of the jeep and heaved twin duffle bags on to the lawn; dull, olive,

een against waving emerald shoots. Ms. Perkins, arms outstretched, waddled down the steps, cut across the grass and threw
her arms around her son. They embraced for a long time, Abel submitting to this near suffocation. Her arms moving like pistons,
she pushed her son away from her in order to get a better look at him.

"God, look at you!" she exclaimed, scrutinizing him with care. "My boy is gone for four years and now he's suddenly a

man.'
Evelyn walked around to the driver's side of Hiram Lingley's jeep and said, "Thank you so much for picking Abel up at the

airport. That was a great help."
"No bother at all, Evelyn."
"Won't you come in for a cup of coffee?"
"Thanks but I ought to be heading home just the same."
"Looks like rain, don't it?" queried Evelyn, trying to detain Hiram just a bit longer.
"Eah, that it does Evie. I gotta be sure to get my fertilizer spread and put the tractor in."
"Oh well, sorry you can't stay. Thanks again."
"I'll be by before too long to take you up on that offer." Hiram said, starting up his Willys, "Take care now. Welcome home

Abel."
Hiram's jeep rolled smoothly down the driveway, backed up, paused, and whined on down the road to his home, Amen

Farm.
"Come on honey, let's get your things inside. I've got a roast in the oven and Sam Remiss brought over some of his potatoes

this morning. You must be starved." Each carrying a duffel, the two walked along the concrete walk and up the stairs, the garter
snake that had been sunning itself peacefully earlier, slithered through the white, lattice slats that covered the front of the porch
at their passing.

The two walked through the dining room, one of the guest bedrooms, which served as a T.V. room and headed up the
stairs, Ms. Perkins in the lead turning on lights as she went. On the right they came to Abel's room, opened the door, and drop'
ped their loads on the enormous sleigh bed.

"Why don't you change out of those clothes? I'll be downstairs if you need anything. How would you like some milk and
cookies? I just baked some this morning."

"That sounds great, Mom. I'll be right down." The room was exactly the way he had left it. It looked and smelled the same,
although a thick layer of dust covered the smooth, dark brown surfaces of his dresser and bedside table. He went over to the
window and looked out over the spacious back yard. The lawn had been mown the previous week by Hiram Lingley's son Jason,
so it was sufficiently neat. The recently painted lawn furniture was arranged in the same manner as always, and near the rear of
the barn, which served as a garage, the same, dull, horn shaped piece of granite grew out of the lawn.

Abel creaked down the stairs, walked to the kitchen and sat down at the table. His mother brought over a plate with a glass
of milk surrounded by chewy toll house cookies.

"You been getting much rain this summer?" Abel asked.
"Not as much as usual," his mother replied. "There's been quite a good catch of lobster though. Earlier this summer, Harvey

Tompkins, who owns the Barnacle restaurant, found a blue lobster in one of his traps, which he ended up selling to the New
England Aquarium."

'Those cookies were great, Ma. I think I'll take a walk down to the point before this rain moves in."
"Okay, hon. Dinner won't be ready for quite awhile yet."
Abel walked out of the kitchen, down a hall, out the side door, onto the driveway. He took a right and began to walk the

four miles to the point.
The air was clean and smelled of rain as he came to the top of the hill where the Naskeag Cemetery is. His father was buried

"i there. He peered through the rusty gates at pure white gravestones, covered with brilliant gold and orange lichen, and sur-
rounded by a carpet of moss. He continued down the road and after a time came abreast of Amen Farm, which was easily
recognized by its neatly painted barn which has written on it, in black, painted, sheet metal letters, the words "Amen Farm"


	The Escape
	Recommended Citation

	Exile Vol. XXVIII No. 1

