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The Last of our Endless
Days

 

My Love,


           
Though the last years have been brilliant, I must confess that all
the while I knew the secret you had been trying to shield me from.
I do not like to think that it is too late to make everything well
again, but in my heart I know there is no going back. It was
beautiful that you thought I needed protecting, I who have been
keeping you safeguarded against all you could possibly imagine.
Although I understand in your culture it is the man who is to
provide for and protect his family; where I came from a woman more
often than not filled that role.


           
You claimed to have known my background, my culture, but what you
‘knew’ you read in tales and imaginings.  My birthplace is
much darker and more sinister than you believed, and while I am
happy to have been saved from it, I sometimes wonder if I made a
foolish decision. Until now I did not understand the true gravity
of ‘never.’ Do you remember those days? Back when ‘never’
did not exist…


           
I sincerely doubt you will ever know these words. As I write this,
your eyes have been closed for eight months and it’s doubtful that
you will ever wake. Perhaps that is for the best, as what I have to
say would only serve to break your heart. Though I deeply wish
these events did not have to play out thus, I will have to rend
this family to correct my actions.


           
When I fell in love with you I was thirteen hundred years old. Of
course, this does not translate literally into your perception of
time and by you I would have been only fifteen. I was the youngest
of my family, not surprising, and my next elder sister had just
married my lover. I was devastated, but was more distraught over my
own selfishness. Lovers are not married, they are not betrothed,
and both of us knew that one would marry eventually. I had always
hoped I would have been first. As I hid from my family, ashamed, I
saw you for the first time. I thought you were funny, your way of
moving was so clunky and heavy, and it made me laugh. 


           
I came back to that place every day for three of your years. You
never changed appearance, but I did. My skin darkened, my hair
lengthened, and my eyes had become brighter. One day, my mother
followed me to the surface. She told me that I was dishonoring our
tribe by spending my time watching you and that I needed to come
home. I resented her, but did as I was told. It was then that I
went through the Tribal Rites and became a woman.


           
At night when I hunted, I sometimes slipped away from the group and
went back to the beach to watch you. Sometimes I caught you with
another of your kind, a woman, and would feel strange. Now I can
name the emotion, jealousy. This was our place, even though you
didn’t know it, and you were tainting it with another woman. I
learned much while watching you there, and I was surprised that
nearly every time you came you brought a different woman.


           
I have always wanted to apologize to you for the last woman. I
learned later how sacred and private sex is to your kind and how
rude I was for interrupting. However, at the time I didn’t feel
anything but curiosity. I was curious about the coverings you and
she wore, and the embarrassment and fear you both had on your faces
when I spoke. However, your face changed when you saw me in the
moonlight.


           
I went to the Witch that night. I knew that I would not be of value
to you unless I was the same as the girl you were with on the
beach. The Witch was surprised, but ready and gave me what I
needed. She warned me then that I would never be able to return to
my family or the tribe, but at the time I didn’t care. Never was
meaningless for me.


           
I took the medicine immediately and returned to the beach. My legs
were heavy and I felt nauseous, but the Witch had told me that was
normal. I started to feel foolish. My body was too heavy to move,
and any movement would have induced vomiting anyway, and the only
hope I had of avoiding death was your return the following night.
The moon sank and the sun rose high above the ocean. Now I was
burning, my only reprieve when the salt water lapped against my
naked legs. I was able to lift my arm above my body, at which point
I was shocked to observe that my skin had changed from the deep
turquoise-black of my kind to a light pink. This must have been why
I was burning, the lightness of my skin. Eventually the sun
followed the moon and the tide rose, covering my burnt body with
salt water. I closed my eyes, suddenly exhausted.


           
You woke me, I don’t know how much time had lapsed since I passed
out, and your face was strange. My throat was dry, my tongue
swollen, and I could not speak. You took a cloak from around your
shoulders and covered my nakedness, scooped me from the sand, and
carried me. I had never seen the inside of a town before, and I
will never forget that night, viewing my future home through an
upside-down, feverish, distorted fog.


           
I was attended by women, this surprised me. In my culture women
were attended to by men, and men by women. To look upon or touch
another woman’s body was strictly forbidden. These women were so
at-ease with each other, brushing sand off of my body, gently
washing my sunburns with cool water, and dressing me in light,
loose clothing. One woman stayed with me for weeks, spoon-feeding
me water and light broth until I could speak.

Do you remember those first years? I didn’t know your language,
you didn’t know mine, I spoke through pictures. How strange it
felt, holding a pencil, and that first drawing that I gave you
makes me laugh. Do you remember? A human torso, a tail like a
dolphin's…


           
How crude… and it really isn't even what my kind looks like, but I
knew you would recognize the image. Such uninformed depictions of
my species appear in illustrations in your books. Sadly, Hans
Christian Anderson had an idealistic view of us and I wonder if he
ever knew a real ‘mermaid.’


           
I did have one large appendage where your kind has legs, but it
ends in a tail more like those of snakes than dolphins.  The
end was sharp and secreted poison when we attacked. Our fingers
were sharp and nail-less, our faces flat, and we had fangs that
would emerge from our gums that would retract when not hunting. You
couldn’t see my face during that fateful, moon-lit night, and you
simply saw the silhouette of my breasts, the sea lapping against
them.


           
Here is my first secret, my love, which I have kept from you. I was
with child that night and my breasts were full with milk. Because
of this, you thought me beautiful and fell in love with me, I did
not want to admit the truth out of fear you would no longer love
me. Of course, it  doesn’t  matter now. When I took the
potion, the children within me died during the transformation. The
womb of a human cannot support my kind.


           
In case you were wondering, my children’s father was my old lover,
the husband of my sister. She herself was with child and gave birth
to a litter of six shortly after my departure. This is the second
secret I’ve kept from you; I have always been in close contact with
my former sisters. At first, only the eldest of my siblings knew of
my abandonment, Solamarine, but as the years continued each of my
sisters came back to visit me. Even Jupamarine, who had always
hated me and whose husband was my lover, once came to the surface
with her children during my seventh month of pregnancy with our
daughter. She laughed so at my pain, as our kind has a gestation
period of only two months and we give birth to litters of 5-12
babies the size of clown fish.


           
I did not understand why my pregnancy lasted so long, or why my
stomach extended so far. And the birth, such excruciating pain that
I did not think I would survive, then to learn that there was only
one child in my womb, one to cause so much pain and horror, I was
mortified. Of course, your happiness and assurance relieved me. I
learned that my pregnancy and delivery was completely normal for
one of your kind. It’s funny… the violence experienced in my world
is made up for in the ease of birth, while the violence of birth in
yours makes up for the global peace.


           
Do not think me naïve, love, for I know what you consider violence.
A murder, a robbery, wars and slaughters, but nothing on land is
comparable to what happens in the sea and you would not survive a
day in my world… you can’t even survive fifty years in your
own.


           
Dear Hans did get something right in his fairytale, though, and
it’s something that sickens me. While death is largely ignored
under the ocean, it is a prominent topic in your culture. I see it
as yet another way to make up for the peace of your kind. Though
you do not realize it, you crave violence and chaos. Hans said that
‘mermaids’ do not have souls… and this is true. As one lacking a
true soul, I can see the souls of others. Usually it shines in
their eyes, though in some craftsmen it comes out in their fingers,
musicians in their lips; a subtle glow, like a fire burning behind
a thin wall of wax. I do not have it. I can see yours now, dimming
behind your eyelids. It’s concentrating itself in your throat, a
slow shifting that started two months ago, a migration that only
happens when the soul is readying to depart a body. In the last
week, it has wavered between your eyes and your throat and may
still return to you.


           
Dear husband, I know about the poison. How could I not? It seems
you had forgotten my origins. Though my body is human, my senses
are still those of the sea. I have a wider range of taste and smell
and hearing. As such, I knew that the poison you slipped into my
cup was not intended to kill me, rather the child in my womb. You
chose a foolish time to administer it, as I still experienced the
pain of birth without a child to show for it, did you think it
would just disappear? Had you simply told me you didn’t want any
more children, I could have appealed to my sisters for a potion
from the Witch that would have dissolved the child in my womb,
rather than simply killing it.


           
I also know about the women, and I am not surprised. You were not
faithful before we were together, and once the novelty of being
married to a ‘mermaid’ wore off you sought other pleasures, though
your preferred social status of your mistresses is laughable.


           
However, those are not the secrets you felt you needed to protect
me from. You foolish, foolish man. Of course I knew about your
meetings with my father, and I know what happened to our daughter.
What you did not know is that she is alive. Yes, she is alive.
Twelve human years old now, a mature adult ‘mermaid,’ she is
married and pregnant with her first litter. I am proud of her.


           
You are, or rather were naïve, foolish, and cruel. You never should
have promised my child to my father, especially without knowing
what was going to happen to her, and I find myself overcome with
rage only a mother could feel. As I write this I have the
overwhelming desire to pour the rest of the ink into your open
mouth, filling your throat and preventing you from sucking in
another breath. I long for my claws and fangs, to open your throat
and stop your heart from beating. However, the satisfaction of
knowing that you will likely not survive the next twenty years will
have to be enough for me.


           
When I finish writing this letter, I will seal it in an envelope,
leave it next to you, and walk outside. I will leave my dress and
shoes on the doorstep and return to the ocean as I emerged from it.
It has been far too long since I took the potion and I cannot
reverse its effects. My six sisters will come to meet me, they will
allow me a final breath, and they will carry me down. I will most
likely die from the water pressure before I drown.


           
Dear husband, if you ever wake and walk the beach, observe the sea.
I will be there, floating on the waves and clinging to the beach as
foam, haunting you until the end of your days.


                                                          
-Lunamarine

“The Little Mermaid”
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	Under My
Wings (Ch.1) (2011)
GET WRITING UPDATES, NEW CHAPTERS, AND ASK QUESTIONS AT
http://undermywingsbook.blogspot.com)

"What would the people have done had they known they were living
in their country’s golden age? Who could have known that it was
their golden age? Back when they were still called rebels, before
they had claim over their country. Back when they had a king who
commanded with wisdom and vigor. Back when mothers gave their
virgin children to the war, boys to die on foreign soil and girls
to take the custom of returning soldiers.

Those were our golden years."

A tragedy in two parts; "Leon" and "Seth"

Leon, a figure of high political importance, is put under public
scrutiny when he refuses to give details about his wife's death,
then almost immediatly marries her young sister.

Seth, a boy who lost everything, struggles against a curse that
threatens to take his life. However, it's not himself he worries
for, but rather the strange silver-eyed orphan who clings to him
like a brother.



	


The
Letters (2011)
A short story surrounding a mysterious one-sided set of
letters.

Standalone story taking place in the same world as Under My
Wings
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