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The problem with Sterling Silvers is that they have a particular susceptibility to spotty blight. Peter Winslet
bred Sterling Silver in 1971, claiming that, and 1 quote, “In the correct light, the silvery-white blooms of
the rose take on a certain bluish cast...” Well, I don’t know, but it ain’t blue, it’s just, well, silvery-white.
Beautiful rose, but not blue. A blue rose, is of course, sort of the start of all of this, I suppose. You see, it
was two weeks before Valentine’s Day that | asked Sophie out to dimner for the first ime, only to be
challenged by her response of, “You got 1t buddy, I'll see you there with a dozen baby blue roses.” And that
night was a successtul evenmg, I successfully spilled red wine all the way down my white shirt, and,
I...uh...successfully won Sophie over with my apparent social grace and charm- or lack thereof. I didn’t
have any biue roses to bring her that mght, but she marricd me six months later. And, uh, I adored her. So,
when the little boy who never really fit in grew up to become a genetic botanist who never really fit in.. he,
uh, he never expected that he would find his queen. When you have everything you could possibly desire,
why is it that your mind refuses to rest. Parbaps we all struggle with such. uncasc. Perhaps There were
times her blue eyes would flicker with...something...worry, restlessness...] wasn’t certain. I'd awaken,
hours before dawn, to find Sophie sitting at the edge of our bed...and as she was lost in her own thoughts, I
wonld held her and she would murmur, “T've been worried abont us, Babyhry. " There i3 no science to
resolve the contortions of our psyches. And, so, I would hold her, and whisper quiet things, private things.
Sing to her quietly as I held her, “You are in my blood like holy wine. You taste so bitter, so bitter and so
sweet. ] could drink a case of vou and I would still be an mv feet. | would still be on my feel...” Sing to her
until she slept and whatever demons or gods were tormenting her had fallen silent. I could not place this
worry; and I could not fix it.  have a temperature controlled greenhouse, connected to the small lab, and,
uh, that’s where | was the night that my cell phone rang. It was deep into winter, when I answered the
phone and Sophie, spoke quickly, urgently I suppose would be the best way to describe it, she said, “1 will
always be near to you, Babyluv. Close enough to fouch” and the line was gone. Sophie didn’t come home
that night. I found myself downtown the next moming, speaking with a woman wearing a white lab and I
was just on auto-pilot, an actor on a stage, mprovismg lines for a play | had not wnitten, and n this play,
this grand drama, this woman with kind and tired eyes took me to a room where the lights were very bright
and the air was very cold this woman, she...showed me Sophie and even though this was no longer a play it
looked as if she were wearing stage makeup, because she had long, jagged slashes of red across her face
where someone had cut her. Her blonde hair fanned out, matted in blood. Her body was covered with the
dark red of her own dried blood. If this is difficult for you to hear, then perhaps imagine how it was for me
to see Because that was my life. my Oneen on that table. And wmm, T oonld not fix her, hecanse T would
have taken my babyluv right away from there, taken her back to the lab and used anything, anything to
breathe live back into that body, but it was impossible. There was no science to fix this. And so, instead, [
leaned my face into mv Sophie’s face... "I remember that time vou told me. yvou said love is touching souls.
surely you touched mine, cause part of you pours out of me in these lines from time to time....” I didn’t
want to leave Sophie alone there, she must have been so cold, but the woman led me away. I ask you, does
worry manifest as premonitions? [ don’t know... They did not have to look. The man, David Smith, turned
himseif in. I made a request to go down and speak with this man, David Smith and the request was granted.
What I need to explain is that the bloodlust, the hunger that was inside of me was msatiable, and, so, I, uh, |
did my research. There are things you can do, things you can bring in, that you can get past the elaborate
systems of security. Even though I had never seen this man’s face, I could envision the scenario n
complete detail, the splattering of blood, the ending of his life. In the weeks before 1 went to meet this man,
Sophie began to visit me. [ would see her, T would see her n the way that this man had lefi her, and often
tinws 1 oould not bea o ook £ don 7 ksow where (o go, Babyluv, T would reach out and 1 oould not fvach
her. [ need vou here with me. 1 could not bring her back. ] am so cold, Babyluv. If there was a paradise [
could have found to be with her, I would have gone. The day came for me to go, and I was prepared. And
they led me in to 2 small room with 2 table and two chairs, and mn one of the chars sat David Smith- and he
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Vas just 30, 30 ordinary. Hore i froat me, this was the man who had murdered iy wife, and in Juing sq,
separated me from the land of the living. How many seconds did [ have , if I wasn’t fast enough I would
fail. Not vet. Instead, I look directly into David Smith’s eyes, brown pools and I ask him, “Why did you kill
my wife?” | don’t helieve David Qmith hlinked hefore he satd, “T don’t know T think I needed to feel
alive.” I sat very stll, I did not move my eyes from his, “I loved my wife and you ended her life for no
reason.” He dropped his gaze then, “I'm sorry. There’s something wrong inside of me. Something I don’t
know how to fix.” And then David Smith began to crv. We can not fix something when we do not
understand why it is broken. Or how it came to be. So I told this man, “I will iry to forgive you, only
because I will never forget my wife. My Sophie.” Oh god, I've been worried about us too, Babyluv. Sophie
visited almost every night in the days before I went to meet that man. And as sure as | stand here, she knew.
You have to heal, my sweet, sweet boy. 1 don’t know how. need to end this. | need you. You have me,
always. Forever. And you know mercy in your heart. I don’t want to worry about us anymore. I don 't want
to worry aboul you, Babyluv. Don’t make me worry. And so, I could not.

I was worried that the biooms would be so fragile, but jook at how strong they are. And how blue.
As blue as the ocean, or lapis lazuli stones...or Sophie’s eyes. Sophie’s blue. It’s taken me much, much
longer than I would have planned to give her a dozen baby blue roses, but here they are, and I can only
Lope they are everyihing she would have wanted them to be. Sho still comes, you kaow, but sot searly as
often, and her face now is a perfect and as clean as ever, and | know, for certain, is that there is a paradise, a
beautiful place and that I will arrive there, when the time is determined, and I will be with my Sophie for
eternity, and there will be no need for science of any sort and nothing will need fixing. We will be
surrounded my fields of blue roses, every shade of blue the mind’s eye has never even imagined. [ see us
dancing in groves of blue roses, bright, bright blue in the full bloom of sunlight. T am not worried about us
anymore. Babvluv. I'm going to be there. Sophie, and I know vou’ll be waiting. Oh, my habyluv, vou're in
my blood like holy wine, you taste so bitter and so sweet, I could drink a case of you darling, and [ would
still be on my feet. I would still be on my feet. Mmm. .hmmm...

Here in this House
Carl Sasoon writing as Christopher Scarpo

i was ke, Ddon't dunk so. Bul my purents were like, we know so. And so | was fike, umm, tis is Wlally
like, really unfair and everything. [ mean, it’s not like I had huge plans for the summer or anything, but that
did not mean I was all about spending a month in the wilderness at Happy Faces Summer Camp. And 1
mean, aren’t camps for like 12 year olds, not high school kids? Rut, whatever. So, il was like, goodbye
Fashion Square Mall and all night makeover parties with my girlfriends and hello to spending a month in
the forest, like, getting to know God better. And hello to bugs. Like, lots of bugs. Really big ones that, like
always seemed to find a way in to my cabin. They were like totally grody. Bu, as (rod always savs, love all
things equally, and I guess that includes centipedes, right? So, basically, I"ve like known God forever,
right? But the whole point at Happy Faces was to help you get even closer to the Big Man Upstairs.

So, like in between roasting holy marshmallows to go on sacred s’mores and swimming in the
river filled with like, creepy underwater bugs we spent lots of time like, reading the bible and like, doing
arts and crafts hour. We had to like, draw a picture of Jesus, but [ can’t really, like draw, so my picture of
Jesus looked sort of like a person with a stick body and a potato for a head. But I like explained to the camp
counsefor that what [ thought was that, ke, what reaity mattered was that you had 10 fike, have Jesus in
your heart, and that, if ya had Jesus in your heart than he would totally forgive all of your sins, even
drawing him to look like a potato. And.. like, saying that, got me kinda worked up about like my like,
passton {ur Jesus and 50 T was like, “Ch my gud, | like wially love Jesus.” And then the counsclor wially
shouldn’t be saying, “Oh my god”, and that like didn’t make any sense, and so I was like, “Oh my god, I'm
like saying Oh my god, about like totally loving God” and that’s so not bad. I think that totally made the
counselor think about some really Hke spiritual stuff becavse she just looked ot me with this like really
intense look and said something about me having some quiet time and drawing another picture of Jesus as a
vegetable. I, like, think I totally helped her on her personal path of getting right with God. I think, like the
two most amazing thing [ leamed at Happy Faces Summer Camp were that 1) God totally believes in me,

51



and knows I can do anything, even if it seems like totally tough and 2) He’s gonna like, love me, like no
matter what. And like, I really like knowing that. So, [ guess going to camp last summer was totally worth
it, even though the back to schoot sale at Fashion Square 1s like really righteous.

So, anyway, like school starts again and everything and I decide that m between trying to get like a
four point oli G.P. A And scoring a like fiflcen hundred on the SAT, that I had kke another really big goal.
So, like, I sit down with my Mom and my Dad, and like, I totally get ready to like structure this
conversation and I’'m like, “Mom, Dad, like I think I'm like totally ready to start, hike, dating.” And, um,
my Mom and my Dad are Lke totally stlent. Like as stlent as like._potatoes. But then, Iike, my Mom
basically tells me that Jesus wants me to focus on my grades and My Dad tells me that [ can like date when
[ get married. And like, I don’t think they’re like really getting the picture, right, and I try to explain that [
don’t think my husband, or Jesus for that matter would really be down with me dating after { got married
and everylhing, but like, then my Dad he basically tells me that boys are like really bad, and like, I'm like
really getting the picture that my Mom and my Dad don’t like boys at all, which is probably like totally un-
awesome for my like hittle brother, but then my Mom and my Dad basically tell me no-way, no-how, no-go,
no dating ever. And I’'m hke, “Wow. Okay, gag me with a spoon.” which, 1 know, is like very disrespectful
and everything, but [ figure Jesus will get over this one like, slip and like, I walk down to Grace’s on the
corner and order a pineapple coke, which is like a coke with like pineapple ice cream topping like stirred
into it which they say no one every orders because it’s like totally like revoiting but like, I think it's like
totally delicious and it’s what I like to order when I get like upset, so like whatever. I actually drank, like
two, so, like whatever. And so, like, later that night, I totally had some like quiet time with you know who
and hike, tricd to cxplain the situation. And like, I tried to like cxplam to him that like my Mom and my Dad
had not explained anything to me about boys and that now that I was a Junior in high school, like I kinda
thought [ should probably go on a date or something. And like, I think he totally understood, which like,
was 3 huge relief. And like, I kmow it’s kinda a sin to he to your Mom and your Dad but, nh, @etally
thought about 1t and realized if I just didn’t say anything than that wasn’t lying at all and Jesus would
probably be okay with it.

So. like, the next day at school I talk to my two best friends, Marissa and Clarissa. and I like
explain to them that I’'m ready to start dating. And so, Clarissa asks, What about Jesus? And Marissa, she
asks, What about your parents? And so, of course, I like explain that Jesus is totally fine with it and my
parents just don’t need to know. So, Marissa suggests that we like have, like an audition or something. And
I say that like drama club 1s like so for losers. And then Clarissa says we should start taking applications
and I was like, Um, I'm not like, Burger Kind, this isn’t have it your way, this is like, getting a boyfriend.
Sometimes like Marissa and Clarissa are like totally clueless. So, like, I decide there has to be, like an
easier way, right? So, atter fourth period, [ go up to Lucky at his tocker and like, ask him if he wants to like
go out on like a date. I did 1t sorta hike this. “Hey uh, Lucky, uh, like, hi, like, uh, I was like wondering if
like, uh, well, like, uh, would like to like go out on a like, date?” I was like totally nervous but I don’t think
he could tell. And then he was like, sure. Like, everybody made sach a mondo deal out of this whole, like
process and if was like really easy. :

Okay, so like, Friday night comes and I like change my outfit like seven times and like do my hair
Iike fonrteen, and hike, afler looking in the mirror 1o make sure [ didn™ look like a potato, T like went ont
on my first date. [ hike told my parents I had a like school project to work on. So, like we went to Grace’s
and I had a pineapple coke which is like coke with pineapple...well, like I was really nervous. And like,
Lucky wasn’t wetrded out at all. So, we like sat there and he told me about hike how it is to be on the like
football team and how his older brother is like a football star at college and I looked at him, “very intently
and nodded my head once every few words™- that was like, some advice I got on this dating site I looked
up. And then we like, held hands for hke a few minutes and then, like the date was over. And I’'m thinking,
that was so not sinful at ail. Like, maybe my parents are just really elderty or whatever, and they don’t even
like remember how dating is or something. So, I was totally grateful that Jesus had been able to guide me in
the right direction. So, like, [ was really wornied about the whole part about me asking Lucky on the
second date and all that stutf, but ike two days later, he Like totally asked me out again, and {'m like, wow,
that’s a rehief. And then, hike after that, he asks again. And then, like again. And then, again. And then,
okay, well you hike totally get the 1dea, right? So according to like girl date.com, like, after date number
five, ke vou're tulally boy fiiend and gulfiiend, so, like T wiote on my hike AP Physics notebouk, BF and
GF forever, just to like remind me that [ totally had a boyfriend now. I guess that was kind of lame, but
whatever. Okay, so it’s like Saturday night, which 13 like, usually date night for me and Lucky, right? And
so, he like takes me to ke Red Lobater which I'm thinking 1s hike really fancy for high school, right? And



wo. like [ kaow already this 1s going o be a Wlally special ight. And then, like while we're Cukinng uur
friend shrimp, he like presents me this like box, and I unwrap it and there’s like these silver hoop earrings
and Luckv tells me that he’d been saving up forever for them, and I'm thinking that look a lot like the ones
that you can get at the drogstore for fve dollars, hut like whatever, its totally like the thought that counts.
And then, like, okay, like get this, Lucky tells me that he like totally loves me, and uh, he asks me if T like,
love him to. And like, the thing is, I think about it._and like, I realize, I totally don’t like, know. So, like |
explain that like, 'm like wav into like Jesus and evervthing. but that since Jesus is totallv abowt love. that
like, yeah, I do love him. And then he like stares at me really intently and nods his head. And I’m thinking,
whoa, does Lucky like surf girl date.com too? That’s totally intense.

Okay, but anyway, then we just like drive around for awhile, and Lucky like parks the car, and like
tells me he wants to talk for a little while. And I'm like pretty nervous, so like, 1 say like a little prayer,
asking God to help me with like the right things to say, ‘cause I'm thinking like, after tonight, like maybe
Lucky is totally gonna be like my husband someday. And then like, Lucky he tells me, that tonight, like,
we re gonna do more than like hold hands. And I'm thinking, oh my go...goodness, I'm totaily gonna have
my first kiss tonight and I get like pretty hyped, right? And just like I thought, like, Lucky he starts kissing
me. But uh, it’s not like little peck kisses, it’s like the open mouth kind and at first it was okay or whatever,
bat then i thinking, tis is totally why they say it's like cating yous face, right? Cuz it sort of feels like
Lucky is going to like eat my head or something and so it’s like totally enough and I'm like trying to back
away, but Lucky like holds me by the back of my head and he tells me, “I’m so glad your ready.” And like,
Powas thinking, if he meant ready for this, | am so not ready, and like, maybe will never be ready, and Pm
like saying to Lucky that this is totally enough for tonight but he’s like telling me he totally loves me like
over and over, and I'm like, okay, 1 get it, like, not an airhead, like, roger that, but like, then, like, and I
don’t even know how, like his hands are like under my shirt and whatever and like pressing and squeezing
and I'm like thinking back to girl date.com, and so, of course, I say, “That’s enough, Lucky. Please stop.”
But like, I guess he was loving me like so much right then that like he didn’t even hear me because then he
was like, on top of me and we were like pressed sideways against the front seat of his car and his hands
aren’t like under my shirt anymore, theyre like, uh, like totally lower and so, over and over, ['m like,
“Stop, Lucky. Please stop.” But like, maybe when they get like that, boys [ mean, they can’t or something,
because he was like pulling my jeans off, and I guess ['m like crying at this point, because I'm like totally
embarrassed, and I just can't ike get out from under him, ya know’! And uh, then, he hike, um.he well, he
was right there. right where he wasn’t supposed to be at all. And there’s like a lot of pushing, and my whole
body feels like as flat as paper or like a really heavy rock, and like, I know I shouldn’t say this sort of stuff,
out it {ike hurt the worst of any hurt that like, my body could fool. Like way worse Wan whon § got my
tonsil takent out when [ was ten. And all of a sudden, I feel my Mom and my Dad and Jesus too were like in
the backseat of Lucky’s car, like, saying, “Ta da da da da.” “This is why.” And I just felt like, so retarded.
Like, I totally should have known. And then Lucky, he Lke lifts himself off and his face is so like sweaty
and gross. And like, I totally don’t think he even noticed I was crying, cuz like he says, “That’s how it’s
supposed to be. When you're in love.” And so, like, he does his jeans up and um, he drives me home.

And um._ we’re like both totally silent. And so, like, of course, [ just 20 to bed. thinking_ that like,
when I wake up for school, like it’s all gonna make sense or something, or just like go away like a bad
dream. But I wake up, and like, it’s even worse, and like, 'm thinking, okay, so like, now I’ve had like the
dating experience or whatever and we’ll just like move on from this, and like, whatever, right? But like,
within two days at school, like everybody totally knows about it, and Marissa and Clarissa won’t even like
sit next to me at lunch and, like, after fourth period, somebody has left this sign on my locker that says,
SLUT, with these like grody pictures and like, everywhere I walk it’s like a thousand voices whispering.
When Clarissa finally talks to me, she tells me she heard that Lucky totally broke up with me and that he's
like dating Alexis now. Well, that’s just great. .

Lucky stops me on the way past his locker on the fourth day and he like asks me, “You know why
dicy call me Luckhy?” And hke, Uin jost staning down, shaking iy lead, Tean’t oven look at hing, ya
know? But, uh, he open his locker, and on the like back wall of his locker, there’s this like list, a list written
in ike, um, black sharpie pen, and I'm looking, and I'm thinking I don’t even know what this 15, nght? But
s 2 Nt of 2irls nome, Wee name affer name after, and Yike 2t the hottom of the Yo, the Yast name, Like, vh,
the last name is mine. And Lucky, he just smiles at me, and says, “I like, totally love you.” And then he
starts laughing. And then | know why they call him Lucky. So, like, I get home from school, and my Mom
and my Dad are home from work alreadv. which is like totally not like them. cuz thev both usnallv work 11l
like really late at night. And it like, looks like my Mom had been crying and like my Dad is like way not
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happv. And so. then. like. I find that like Mrs Henderson called my Mom. she goes to our church and
everything, and I find out that she like knew ail about everything, and like told my Mom. And like, [
realize, this is not very Awesome at all. And then my Mom, she hike asks me, “How could you do this to
us?” And mv Dad he asks me. “How could vou do this to Jesus?” And I'm thinking, how could like Lucky
do this to me, but | try to like explain that I was praying and...but my Dad like backhands me across the
face and I’m thinking, like, he hasn’t done that for a reaily like long time, and then my Dad says, that 1
have ruined my body and that no husband would ever want me and that, like, basically I’'m going to hell,
and that, here in this house, they can’t have that and then they’re talking about what this 1s going to do to
my little brother and I'm like thinking, my little brother isn’t dating Lucky, and then that like maybe 'm a
sexual addict or something and that like, maybe they’re going to have to send me away. And I'm thinking
they don 't mean Happy Faces Summer Camp. And they say, this 1s terrible. And | think, | know, right’ But
they tell me to shower and just go to bed. But like, I didn’t think I’d be sleeping very much, so like I was
going to go down to Grace’s for a pineapple coke, but they're totally closed, and so mstead I came here,
because 1 know that God’s house tike, totally never eloses. And tike, § haven’t been here for a really long
time, and like, it’s weird ya know, cuz like my parents totally talk about being down with God like all the
time, but like we never come to visit his house like ever. But like, the even weirder thing is, this is like the
first time like my bram has been quiet since this whole thing started, ya know? And P'm totally glad I came
here. Because like I was totally like talking in my head or whatever , and like somebody was talking back,
and since I don’t think I’m bonkers, I gotta think he was talking to me.

And like, 1 think he totally understands that I"ve really been trying. Like, ! do want to go to a good
college. And like, 1 realize that 3.9 isn’t a 4.0 and that like, I really need to get a 1500 nexi time instead of
a 1480, but, like, the point is, I really try to just like do what my parents tell me to. I just wanted to like see
a movie with a boy, ya know? I mean, like maybe if my Mom or my dad had told me about boys or...well, I
guess that doesn 't really matter now, does it? 3ut like, here in this house, like [ mean, i reaily think that
God thinks I'm beautiful and that I can do whatever I put like my mind to, and like, it makes me that, um,
God and 1 are still good. And so, like 1 ask him, if like maybe he can like talk to my parents or something,
ya know, like maybe cxplain that T'm sorry 1 let that stuif happen with Lucky, that ke, [ dida’t mean to, ya
know? Like, I totally didn’t mean to. T wish it hadn’t happened. I totally forget how awesome the stained
glass is here. It’s like everything in those pictures i3 perfect. I guess life just isn’t sometimes, like when
vour pieture of Jesus looks like 2 potato. Like, T think I'm gonna just sit here in the quict for a little longer.



