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It’s time Tim spoke. Inside he
cries. It’s raining. He lies about
the room. It couldn’t be
concluded, he confessed. But it
was all over between them.
Behind him. Everywhere he went
he remembered in spite of
himself. He missed her so, he
thought. The note had instructed,
“Repeat after me, ‘the deluge.””
He considered drowning. His
sorrows came to mind.

KAY ROSEN

Oh Eau

“It’s time,” Tim spoke. “Inside,”
he cries, “It’s raining!” He lies
about the room. It couldn’t be,
concluded he, confessed. But it
was all over-between them,
behind him, everywhere. He
went, he remembered, in spite of
himself. He missed her, so he
thought. The note had instructed,
“Repeat, After me, the deluge.””
He considered. Drowning his
sorrows came to mind.
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