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A Leap from Reality

Chapter One

Darcy raced along the street, her tears mixing with the pouring rain. Her black coat flailing behind her.  She never wanted to have anything to do with David ever again.  The clothes that she had packed so quickly were practically falling out her suitcase. The noise of her own feet followed her like a stalker.  The weight of the suit cases were dragging her down and all she wanted to do was to dash down the street.  She would have dropped them already, but not knowing where you’re going is bad enough without the problem of having no clothes.


She knocked into people on the street, causing their belongings to fly and scatter.  Not bothering to stop.  The past months replaying in her head.  Darcy kept thinking of all the fights all the troubles she and David had gone through.  Her drinking problem, his abuse problem.  She couldn’t take it any more so she packed up and left.  She didn’t call or tell him she was leaving. But she needed out.


But, what Darcy hadn’t noticed is that she had been running in a circle.  For the last two hours she ran and ended up at the same place.  She needed the running.  But, maybe running was the answer to this.  Not that she wouldn’t leave.  Oh yes, shed leave alright.  Just more calmly and thought out next time.  She prayed that David wasn’t home.


So, once again Darcy climbed the metal spiraling staircase.  The one with the bright orange paint peeling off.  The ache of her run began to seep into her arms and legs.  She fumbled with the keys to the door but finally won the fight.  


She sauntered into the bedroom wanting to collapse, but caught her image the mirror.  She looked like death.  Dark circles under her eyes and wet hair matted to her head.  She didn’t even recognize herself anymore.  She had lost too much weight, so it looked as if she was just a skeleton haunting the house. 


She approached the mirror image not wanting to believe it.  Then turned abruptly to get the phone.  Darcy punched in numbers with shaky, cold fingers.


A woman’s voice answered on the other line “hello?”


“Mama, its me” I just called to talk” Darcy pushed out in between violent sobs.


“Darcy, honey, what’s wrong?” Darcy’s mother, Carol-Lynn, answered in her Georgian Southern-Belle accent.


Darcy poured her heart out.  Her weight problems.  All about her boyfriend David.  Her drinking that had started and never stopped.  Darcy told her mother problems that Carol-Lynn never even knew or worried about.  Darcy admitted she needed help.  Not professional help, or therapy.  She just needed to get out and be in a new surroundings and around new people.  Carol-Lynn agreed, but asked daughter to stand it one more week till they found someplace for her to go.  Her mother offered to let her come back home.  But, Darcy said she wanted something totally different.


“Well, just hold out, I’ll get back to you, good-bye, dahlin”  Darcy heard the line click over to dial tone and set the phone down.  She  looked around the dark dank room and, despite it all, smiled.  She knew things were going to change.

Chapter Two


Darcy stepped off the air plane and started to walk down the seemingly never ending passage to the air port.  Mama had talked to Grandmother.  It seemed that Darcy’s great Aunt Lilia, whom she had never met, had died two weeks ago, and had left one of her second once removed step cousins a house in Charleston, South Carolina.  Mama and Gran thought it would  be a great idea for Darcy to move there, and still be so close to home.


The cousin was 23, and taking a break from college.  She lived practically in the heart of Charleston, now.  


Darcy had been given directions to the house.  It was on Orange Street.  So, Darcy caught a cab, but ended up circling the whole damn peninsula before finding the house.  It was a kind of house that looked more like an apartment or dorm house.  It had three floors, but the house was very…thin, not wide at all.  It had porch on the first two floors and a gated garden on the side.  Plants hung down and there was a swing on the porch.  Not a bench swing, just a swing.  One that you would find on a child’s playground.  

Darcy approached the beautiful stain glass door, took a deep breath for the jump, and rang the bell.  No one came.  She rang it again, and this time she could see a figure, distorted by the glass, running toward the door.


At that instance, and plump, full figured African American woman opened the door.


With wide eyes and an opened mouth Darcy said “Are you…?” 


“Goodness no!” With that the woman turned, leaving the door opened, and walked back through a  large hall and around a staircase.  She acted like Darcy had given her the worst insult in the world.


Darcy stood there a moment before stepping into the house.  She put her suitcases on the floor, and looked in awe.  The house was bigger and obviously longer then she supposed.  It had a front hall that opened up into the upstairs.  The stair case was large.  Also, there were two, shut doors on either side of her.  She didn’t want to seem too imposing so she left those two rooms alone, and followed where the woman had disappeared to.  She walked around the large stair case to find another stain glass door ,a duplicate of the front door, but smaller.


She went through the door to find another hall.  With two other shut doors. 


“God, I feel like I’m a twenty one year old Alice in wonderland” Darcy said, under her breath.  Darcy was about to say ‘screw this’ and turn to go back, when she heard voices coming from a door at the end of the hall.  She continued on and right as she was about to open the door a lady opened it first.  She was pretty, looked around Darcy’s age, and was smiling.  She looked familiar but she couldn’t place the face.


“Darcy!” she yelled and wrapped her arms around her for a huge hug.


Then it hit her.  This woman looked like Arella, a cousin she had known long, long ago.


“Arella!?  Your the cousin!?” Darcy asked.  She wasn’t sure if she was glad or afraid.  She had known Arella as kid and she was sort of… ecstatic.  Take this for example: she had bright red hair, a dress that was made out of sapphire rhinestones, and a long, pink cigarette holder.


“So darling, New York was to dreary for you?, that’s too bad!”  she blew out an elegant cloud of smoke.


“It wasn’t just the city, it was the people, people meaning boyfriend.” Darcy said, regretting her whole life up north.


“Well, I’ll turn your luck around.  I’ll show you how to live life and enjoy it!”  she said with loud enthusiasm, while throwing her hands up in the air.


Darcy felt awkward not sharing her zest for life.

“Well come in to the kitchen and have some jade tea, its frrrreshly brewed” Arella said, while rolling her ‘r.’

As Arella opened the door, strong incense flew up Darcy’s nose.  The colors coming from the opened door were gold and bright red.  She also smelled the stronger sent of spices.  Both entered the room, but only Darcy was totally amazed at what she found there.

“Ahhhh, this would be the kitchen!”  “Down there,” Arella said pointing to the other end of the room, “is the sitting area.”  She finished with a wide smile, looking like a Cheshire cat.

Darcy was open-eyed.  She thought she would be stuck like that if the rest of the house were this wild.

The walls were bright red with gold Hindi designs painted on them.  The stove, fridge, cabinets and oven were a sparkly purple.  The ceiling was beautifully rusting, and the furniture was wound with vines.  A giant picture of a tiger with mountains and a waterfall as the background was painted on one side of the wall.  But the most outrageous thing in the room was a giant Bodhi tree.  It had a swing hanging from the limbs.  Red silk beanbag chairs were placed under the tree with a table that had little legs.  It looked like the kind you would find in Japanese restaurant.

Arella whisked by her with a steaming tea pot and cups.

“Ar-ar-are you Hindi, or-or-or something?” Darcy asked stuttering, totally astounded.” 

“No, just an Arellian, do you want the swing?” she said pouring tea.

“Uh no, I’ll park it in the bean bag chair, thanks.” Darcy replied, still trying to figure Arella’s answer.

“I hope you like it here, I think you’ll enjoy yourself” Arella said, soaring thru the air on the swing, nearly touching her canopied ceiling.  Her blue dress and red hair flying behind her like tail-feathers.  She flew, high above reality, into her own world.  Darcy sat sipping tea, observing Arella in her alternate-universe.  It was one Darcy would come to know as home, as well.

To Be Continued…

Dancing on the Beach with a Phantom


We walk out to the bonfire.  The night air is a warm South Carolina breeze.  Not the hot, humid kind that makes you sticky.  But it’s the light air that calls to you with voices, begging you to dance freely with the spirits.  My feet begin to move to a rhythm that is a rhythm made for me alone.  I am not moving alone, anymore.  Night fairies come to move my limbs and body.  The flames of the fire reach for me.  Darkness engulfs me as I kick off my shoes and move.  I spin, jump, and stretch.  A forgotten audience sits and admires.  Not, planning to interrupt the movements of his dancer.  I dance on, twisting my body to music others cannot hear.  Then a laugh fills the air and another girl appears, not looking completely real.  She’s dressed in gauze, with long misty limbs.  I move in perfect harmony with the apparition.  Though we don’t seem connected.  Maybe I have conjured the second out of thin air.  She dances around me, confusing me and trapping me.  We mold into one figure, we are half and half.  But instead of fighting for control, we compromise.  Flowing movements coincide with quick steps and twirls.  Then I find two human hands resting on me.  My other half is drawn from me.  I see her transparent form running away, dancing.  I hear her phantom laughter as she disappears from sight.  I’m spun around, and I face a new dance partner, now we spin and laugh.  The fire weakens and the voices that called to me to dance have gone.  But new voices arise.  They arise from the water.  Maybe I will swim, as well.

                                  Dreams                                             

	Bewitching tiredness

Takes hold of my body 

However, my mind fights

The battle 

The evilness of sleep still

Has its spell 

On me 

We fight until dawn and all the 

Next day

I try to work

But I fail

In my mind

 A war goes on 

For consciousness 

 My mind gives up

For my cause is abandoned

Then I quickly come to love

The sweet feel of rest 

The next night comes

My reason renewed 

And I continue 

To bear the 

Sharp sword 

Of lag

I hear

In my head 

The song of renewal

Again, I surrender

Lost in a dream 

Is my 

Soul interest

Gone?
	I awake with a slap 

From the enemy 

Sending a nightmare 

On a flaming arrow 

To burn 

Me down 

I do not 

Rest

Sleep

Nor 

Tire 

Or

Wear out 

Now that the enemy’s motive

Is known to me  

He seduces with 

Soft caresses 

Of slumber

And 

Soothing words of whisper

Then yanks

And tares 

Snarls 

And 

Projects foul images

Of life 

Through negative minds 

Yes 

That is his mission 

And I have mine

To fight tainted forms of

Dreams
	Old Saddened Eyes
Old saddened eyes 

Gaze upon 

A 20’s magazine picture

She looks back in a time of

Blondes 

Polka dots

Red lips 

And silent films 

The Charleston

Big hats 

Rolls-Royces

And Jazz bands 

Pop up millionaires 

Pearl strands 

Flappers 

And boot legers  

She dreams of going back 

To get away

She could have been 

Famous 

She could have had

Fun 

She wished she lived it over 

She wished she was young



Nervous Furniture

A young boy sat at a windowsill looking out—a small boy with blond hair, who looked around the age of seven.  The boy was nicely dressed for this occasion.  In his tiny, baby-like hands he held a toy boat.  They were the same hands and arms that hugged around his father when he received the toy.  That was close to two tears ago.  Now the hands, the arms, and the boat sat waiting for their father to return.  So, did the boy.  The boy eagerly looked out the window at every moment.  For, in his waiting mind, moments seemed like minuets and minuets seemed like hours.  His legs swung freely from the result of his tall perch.  The wicker chair wobbled every time the boy jumped at every sound of carriage.  Maybe, it was nervous, too.  In fact, maybe all the furniture was waiting for the master of the house to return.  All of the couches, tables, doors, and chairs could be rattling and jingling in their silent quavers.  The servants rushed about upstairs and in the kitchen.  The boy could hear his mother directing a bunch of them in the garden.  Her shrieks echoing throughout the house.  Everything was making its contribution of noise to the crawling hours of the father’s return.  Creak, step, shriek, quick breath, sigh.

	Ice and Fire

I saunter through the

Inferno

Through the fire I walk

Stroll

Skip

Run

The flames wind and turn around me

Like a whirlpool of fire

It tickles and taunts me

Pokes fun and burns me

But I continue walking

Carrying on a conversation

With ice

In my mind

Ice protects me

Shields

And cools me

It keeps me calm

And level headed

It understands me

And soothes me

Ice puts out the fire
	Ravenous Minds for Facts

Through literature and scores 

The teacher works 

All day and night

Through the hours 

He floats along 

Turning pages  

Scanning words 

Draining information

From the 

Depths

Of the 

Souls 

Of books 

Then the sun is close 

To arising  

And the teacher sleeps

But, in his dreams

The words flow out 

Like water 

From a faucet

Pouring 

Ideas

And

Theories 

The brain 

Never stopping 

He awakes 

And returns 

To his journals 

And papers

Then scurries out 

To meet eager students 

With eager minds

That eat up


	Just Enough

Clear blue water 

Reaches out 

In the center 

Is a place that is compared 

With heaven 

Wild colored fish 

Golden sand

And luscious fruit 

That decorates trees

The place is paradise

It can’t compare

To the 

Dark 

Cold 

Streets of New York

Or the poisoned streets of L.A.

It doesn’t have the sinful seduction of Paris

Or the dangerous secrecy of London

All the island has is peace and joy 

That is just enough for some

His knowledge 

Bit by bit

And he is sent home

Yet again

To scrounge around 

For facts

That fill the hunger

Of scholars’ 

Famished minds
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