Finding the Stars Unlit

By Brynn Logiovino

I wanted to bring you the stars today.  I wanted to hand them to you, shining like lightning bugs, stardust streaming down between your fingers, better than sand at the beach and brighter than the sun.  I wanted to see you get teary eyed and try to hide it until the teardrops fell and went up in smoke, solid fire.  I wanted to bring you stars today because I almost loved you.

I climbed to the top of the building, seventeen stories, hundreds of feet.  I ran most of the way, driven by the idea, just the thought of it, drunk on stardust, and eleven thirty, and bus spewed exhaust.  At the top I couldn’t look up.  I had to close my eyes it was raining so hard.  With my eyes closed I threw a rope, spit on my hands and climbed through an ocean to the moon.

I was above the rain then, most of it, up on the moon.  There were rivers here and there, streams really, where the water clung to the curves of her face and wouldn’t fall and got in my shoes.  The rain traced the lines of her face and made her wrinkles sparkle. The moon was crying in the way that people do when they have been crying for a long time and they just want to get it out once and for all, be done with it.

I was embarrassed at first, interrupting her like that. I tried to avert my eyes and give her a minute when I saw there wasn’t anything out there, no stars, not even a shred of stardust.  The moon said they had done it before, hidden in stormy weather, disappeared for seasons at a time, but this was for good.

When I started to think about it I realized that I hadn’t seen the stars in a while.  I had figured they were behind the rain clouds or the smog.  I hadn’t really thought about it. The moon said that was why they were gone.

I stared so hard into the dark that my eyes burned, thinking that I could rip away the black curtain with my eyes, thinking it would fall away, drop in pieces with all this rain pounding down on it.  I guess that I thought this was a pretty good idea because I joined right in, dropping thimblefuls of teardrops while the moon refilled the Atlantic.

I slid back down, burning my hand son the rope, looking up the whole time, while the hollows of my eyes filled with water.  I was looking through the sea.

I went and told the police.  They said it was too bad, said they’d look into it while one of them stared at the desk and the other eyed me up and down.

I went to the newspaper, found the editor still up, typing away, hard at work informing the public and making his millions.

I went to the astronomer and he said, “What took you so long?”  I guess it’s been like this for about three months.  He thinks they burned out. I asked why no one had noticed and he pointed outside to all the late shift workers, rushing to their jobs, or the kids thinking that if they drive just a little faster they’ll be home by curfew, the seventeen year old girls trying to be Marilyn Monroe or Veronica Lake.  Why would they risk getting a crick in their pretty little necks to look up at the sky?  They have all the stars they need on the big screen.

I wandered out in the street and saw a little boy, five years old maybe, his neck bending like a bird’s, tilting his face up, parallel to the sky.  When he looked back down I couldn’t tell if they were his tears or the moon’s.  I guess it’s pretty much the same thing.

I got to your building but I didn’t have the heart to go in empty handed.  So, I sat on your doorstep watching the rain stitch stars into the sand. I let the sand drip between my fingers, dull and cold I ran up the stairs to your apartment, because this was something at least.  I ran up the stairs to tell you that I couldn’t bring you the stars, but won’t this be enough, please.  When you came to the door I was there without the stardust, just streaks of mud on my rope burnt hands.  I tried to explain, red eyed, leaking puddles on the hallway floor that were streaming into your apartment and soaking into the rug. I wasn’t surprised when you shut the door.

