
The White Dwarf

A Short Story by Chara Ho (Gr. 12) 

 
I want to breathe again. 

 
The world is swallowed by opaque darkness so that I can only hear the sound of bristling 

undergrowth as my knees crumble next to the train tracks. The stars look so different tonight, but I 

know that they are all somehow aligned, no matter how far apart they appear.

 

The lonely railway track underneath my heavy head slightly rumbles, my legs dangling 

perpendicularly over the length of the rail. A prophetic whistle in the distance ghosts through the 

silence, promising the one-way journey that will take me far, far away. 

 
I close my eyes and wait. The ground begins to shake.

 
— Seven Weeks Before —

 
Colourless daylight gently pokes through the window of my attic, piercing the thick fog 

clouding my head. Each passing day strings along like two pieces of rope meshed together by frayed 

ends, blurring into each other with no distinction. 

I am at the end of the line. 

Today is one of those days my body has refused to wake up with the the rest of my mind. Screaming 

silence fills up the utter nothingness of everything. The monster had crawled out from under my bed 

and into my head.With each breath I draw, the painstakingly repressed idea of you slowly seeps 

through. 

You are that poetic, cathartic calm of a rainy Sunday afternoon. You are the soft, scorching 

sand between my toes, the illusionary masterpiece on an ocean during sunset. Your electric blue hair 

had been the least interesting thing about you, and you became a ceaseless stroke of colour in an 

otherwise monochromatic world.  My life was the Sahara, and I had been heaving my last breathe 



when you, like an oasis, trickled into my desert and led me to a new horizon of dark, saving waters. 

Like thick, ungiving sand, I was dry and reluctant to string along to your great unknown. However, 

you were relentless, persisting like waves licking the seashore. You coaxed me out into the waters 

until my feet failed, and the only thing keeping me afloat was your whispering presence. Then all of a 

sudden, as quickly as the tides change, you simply let go and disappeared into the current, not once 

looking back. In another sense, it was the greatest blasphemy to the gospel you sold my life to. Now 

my eyes are hardly above the waves.

As always, my minds churns like cement as the rest of my body indifferently forces itself 

downstairs. In the pasty white, fluorescent kitchen, I mechanically shove spoonfuls of soggy cereal 

down my throat, blocking out the voices of Declan’s college roommates swirling around me. He says 

that I don’t have to talk to them just because they live here, but the rule is that I have to eat. I don’t 

why that even matters, I am empty regardless. Maybe it’s because he likes to prove to our parents 

that he can take care of someone, even if it wasn’t himself. I guess now that you’re gone, he’s the 

closest person I have to a best friend. 

“Liv, these came in for you,” the sandy haired roommate says, dropping a stack of mail onto 

the table before slinging a duffle bag over his shoulder and vanishing out the door with the other 

roommate. Tension flushes out my lungs the moment they leave the house, as though I had been 

holding my breath whenever anyone was around. Declan’s olive eyes hover steadily over me as he 

stands by the stove flipping fried eggs. Pizza flyers, real estate listings, college brochures, and a 

mysterious manila envelope. Slowly I get up from the crusty foldable breakfast table, legs 

mechanically climbing back up to my haven. Cold fear creeps up my throat as I slowly fish the 

envelope out from the rest of the mail, feeling its substantial thickness and weight between my 

fingers. I skim over my address on the envelope. It is written in a careless scrawl, immediately 

explaining the absence of a return address. The date had been carefully timed so that it would have 

been too late by the time this package reached my fingers. Tears splatter onto the envelope as my 

stomach churns, feeling like I had been punched. I harshly tear open the envelope and rip out a 

thick stack of white papers. The top sheet however, is a handwritten piece of paper with a frayed 

edge, ripped out of a notebook or a journal. A sensation of confusion, anger, and fear make my hands 



rattle uncontrollably, but I can’t read the words with blurry eyes. I let out a sob and smear the tears 

on my cheek, slowly reading the words like a long lost page from the Bible.

 
Dear Liv,

You were right. The date wasn’t an accident, so stop blaming yourself. I love you. And thank you. Thank you for 

crying on your bathroom floor with me at three in the morning. Thank you for giving me the memory of listening 

to ‘Saturn’ by Sleeping At Last in your car, driving down that open road in the middle of nowhere. Thank you for 

telling me that the universe was made just to be seen by eyes. As the darkness closes in, I wish I could hear you say 

it one more time.  

‘With shortness of breathe, I’ll explain the infinite.’

You see, the sky is just another map, and I am about to journey across the stars in order to see what treasures the 

universe holds. Surely I will find something—everything up there glitters. 

I want to give you everything, but nothing that belongs to me is worthy of being in your hands. The only 

thing I have to offer, should you be willing to accept it, is the most valuable and precious gift bestowed upon me—

my imagination. Like the sadness that seduces me, this short story is beyond my capacity to execute. I hope you 

carry within yourself a hope and love for the pen, like I have for the Great Unknown. This is the story of the 

constellation Orion and his guard dog Canis Major as they see the world over thousands and thousands of years. 

In my boundless galaxy of darkness, you were my Sirius A—the brightest star in the night sky. You were the only 

summer in the winter of my life. And like Sirius A, I am as much with you as its tiny companion Sirius B. I am 

your white dwarf, the orbiting counterpart that encompasses you everything that you do. I hope that through such, 

you can find it in your soul to forgive me.

 
All my love, (and then some)

 
Her signature. 

 
Every word was a stick of dynamite that punctured holes as vast and depthless as the ocean you 

drowned in.  I shakily brush my face, trying to cap the waterfall that flowed from my eyes as the 

stack of papers fall to the ground. The world spins madly on as my sanity slowly slips into the claws 



of the monster. A surge of anger, one that had been boiling in repression for a long time, erupted a 

strange energy in my stiff limbs. They barbarically sweep everything off of my desk. A scream tears 

through my throat as my dresser drawers are yanked open and pushed to the floor. 

You are dead. You have no right whatsoever. No right to commission my muse, crawl into my mind 

and latch onto my precious imagination like the parasites that probably devoured your body. Books 

are yanked from their shelves, loose papers flying every direction in the room like snowflakes. 

Declan’s footsteps thunder through the hallways downstairs, but it’s too late. My little attic is a 

landfill, just like the way you left things. The monster tangles through my thick blankets and pillows 

until everything is a whirlwind of slowly falling feathers. I can’t breathe. The pain is an inescapable 

cage that you’ve built around me when you left. You conceived this monster inside of me, so no 

matter how strong Declan is, how fiercely his muscular build subdues me, the monster ceaselessly 

destroys everything that you’ve ever touched. Declan screams my name, holding my arms behind me 

as my antic disposition yanks the curtains to the ground, sweeps away every perfume bottle on my 

dresser and throws my mirror to shatter to pieces.

“Olivia,” Declan hollers, flipping my legs over his shoulders so that I am writhing in his rigid 

rugby arms. I can’t breathe.

‘I hope that through such, you can find it in your soul to forgive me’?  

A fire in my throat builds up, but nothing comes out. 

“Jesus,” he says under his breathe, setting me down onto the empty bed, feathers and papers 

floating every which way. 

Where? I almost say. A delicate little feather lands before my eyes, close enough to my fingers 

that I gently caress it. I hear him carefully step through the landfill, causing little pings from all the 

broken glass. I clamp both hands on my face and curl up against the mattress, too ashamed to look 

at him, too weak to fight the monster. Puddles from broken perfume bottles on the floor saturate 

the room with the aroma of “White Diamonds” by Elizabeth Taylor, “the fragrance dreams are made of.”

The touch of my brother’s hand breaks through my thoughts as he places something thin and light 

between my fingers, like the feather, only cylindrical. A cigarette. I slowly sit up next to him. He 

flicks a delicate flame onto the tip after I place it between my lips. He cups his hand over the lighter 

and does the same for his own. I quickly take a heavy drag, trying to kill the monster. Tears still 



stream down my cheeks. It might have been the presence of my brother, or the narcotic calmness 

unleashed by the cigarette, but the monster slowly falls asleep. Declan and I sit closely together in 

utter silence, focusing on the beautiful creatures that fly away from the cigarette, flourishing for a 

brief second before disappearing into the swirl of falling feathers. 

 
There are things that drift away, like our endless numbered days.

 
 
—— Six Weeks Before ——-

 
I wish you’d get out of my head—it’s a terrible place to be. Then again, so is yours. I think that 

Orion and Canis Major died when You did. I can’t seem to walk anywhere in their shoes, let alone 

step into them. Your footprints still take up all the space in it, and now wherever I try to go with 

them, all I see is you.

I grip the pen between by fingers, it’s swollen tip just millimetres from the untainted sheet 

beneath. The raucous voices of Declan’s roommates downstairs drift into my boundless cage of an 

attic. Orion and Canis Major are still stranded where you last left them on the seventh page. I’ve 

missed the weight of the pen in my hand. There’s something about how it instills both meaning and 

destruction to a pure, ivory sheet of paper. The most giddying feeling in the world is bleeding the 

pen dry, but at this point, I am about to bleed dry. The ink encased within a pen can stop wars, seal 

fates, or save lives. Why didn’t it do the same for you? For me, that ink was once the lethal liquid 

that stole my every breath. It was the wormhole that sucked me into infinite universes of 

imagination. Now, it is a fatal walk along a tightrope, your fine line between a purposeful or pathetic 

life. Nevertheless, my mind is a kaleidoscope of thoughts, emotion, and images that resist 

articulation. Also, my room still smells like ‘the fragrance dreams are made of ’.

 
—— Five Weeks Before ——-

 



Little spasms of light burst invariantly across the different patches of land on Eearth. Canis Major tried to count 

those bursts as they happened, but they were enumerable and  ubiquitous. The hazy, grey ghost tainted vast green 

lands with dark wounds. It was like ink being spilt over a beautiful masterpiece, forever and fatally staining its 

once utopian canvas. He watched helplessly and endlessly, wondering if his light still pervaded through the dark 

haze.

“Can they still see us?”

“More of you than me. Looks like they’re fighting a war. Don’t stop shining. You’re saving millions of lives 

right now and you don’t even know it.”

“How’s that?”

“Well, the soldiers only have the stars to find where they are. When there’s a war, the world gets really 

dark, so there’s nothing but the stars to guide them home.”

 
—— Four Weeks Before ——-

 
I don’t think there is really such thing as a short story. No matter how effectively and beautifully 

contrived, the magic behind a story, especially your story, reaches beyond any word count or real 

estate on a piece of paper. Every story has its own soul, and souls live endlessly outside of time and 

space. Surely the magic that the story is instilled with exists beyond the blessing and curse of brevity. 

In a way, short stories exemplify our fleeting existence on earth. Every second counts as much as 

every word does in a short story. It is as tragic as it is beautiful, because in spite of its evanescent 

nature, stories stretch beyond the threshold of time, perpetuating its existence through the endless 

number of eyes and ears lucky enough to encounter it.

 
With shortness of breathe, I’ll explain the infinite.

 
—— Three Weeks Before ——-

 
You were a kingdom of ideas and I was merely the executioner. Which is funny, I guess, since you’re 

the one that’s dead. Too many ideas…maybe that’s what ended up destroying you. When you had 



walked into a room, everyone gravitated towards your blinding smile. You had carried this inner 

grace, this deep fearlessness and faith in the universe. You embraced everyone’s problems and 

personalities. Everyone’s, that was, except for your own. 

 
—— Two Weeks Before ——-

 
A tiny burst of light was slowly roaming towards them. Canis Major’s eyes grew wide, blazing with fright and 

wonder as the explosion, following a massive vehicle caressed by their celestial territory. “What’s that?”

“I don’t know. They’re looking for an other world, I guess. There’s nothing out here.”

“Earth has everything, more than all the planets next to her.  Why would  people leave?”

“People always leave.”

“Why does she have everything? She’s not even the first, or the last, the biggest or the brightest. Don’t the 

other planets get jealous?”

“They have nothing to be jealous of. The world thinks that all the treasures that she has belongs to them , 

and they’re bleeding her dry. She’s hurting real bad. The planets pity her.”

“The oceans, the mountains, the trees, and the lakes—it could have all been spread out across the planets 

so that no one could really really live, but at least there would be life everywhere.” 

“It’s hard to see it that way when you’re trapped down there, taking all the life the universe  has to offer.”

“I wish they could see just how rare and beautiful it is to even exist.”

 
——— Seven Days Before ———

 
Writing had once been the one escape that set me free. Instead, my graveyard shift at the bar 

has become my escape, even though I had once despised its dark confines. In the vessel of time 

floating between shifts, the criminal amounts of alcohol I had consumed alleviated the pain. Days 

slip by without eating or sleeping. The monster has me paralyzed in every aspect of my life to the 

point I can barely dress myself. I know that it’s killing Declan to see me this way. Work is the one 

place I am prohibited from drinking, so for his sake I work twelve hour shifts pouring and mixing 

endless amounts of alcohol to faceless, shameless patrons in an underground nightclub. How tragic 



of a life is that, where the only reprieve from drinking myself to death is when I am working myself 

to death pouring drinks for others. Alcohol is a beautiful, dangerous strange equation. A tiny 

catastrophic vial that can exponentially seize control of the body physically and mentally with a 

single gulp. You are my shot of liquor, so fleeting, yet you resonate in my every breath. There’s also 

no shortcut to getting you out of my system. The club is my haven of sobriety, but the dungeon 

where my demons run wild in the gaping absence of alcohol, and worst of all, you.  It is a place that 

seduces like the devil, but is twice as pretty.

“Get me a vodka,” a voice commands behind me over the thundering music. Hardly anyone 

sits at the luminescent bar—they are too busy lighting each other’s fires by rubbing genitals and 

mouths. After pouring the drink, I turn to the patron leaning at the bar. He looked like he was 

waiting for anxiously for something with an empty, projected confidence. There was an air of danger 

and mischief in the way he leaned impatiently, yet hungry, leering glare fixates on my bare torso 

underneath the work uniform.

“There you go,” I yell back in the sugary sweet voice I am trained to put on. His sparkling 

grey eyes dance with the strobe lights that caress his mysterious figure tightly wrapped in a black V-

neck t-shirt. I pretend not to notice. Indifference is all part of the persona. It is easier this way. It’s 

less painful to be in someone else’s shoes. 

“Thank you very much,” he says too enthusiastically. He looks like someone I’d seen around 

the school, maybe one of the jocks from a class. 

“You’re the girl, right?” 

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re the best friend. Of the girl who drowned herself.”

The thundering beat of the music echoes my own heartbeat. “Yeah.”

“Shit,” he says, grimacing a little after swallowing the liquor. “I’m sorry about what 

happened. That’s messed up. If I were you I’d be plastered out of my mind.” 

I try to pull the customary grin, hoping its artificial charm conceals the ache inside of me. “Why else 

do you think I’d work here?”

The boy flashes a leering grin, eyes glazing from the alcohol. 

“Do a shot with me,” he says suddenly. 



I playfully scrunch my face, nonchalantly wiping down the bar hoping it would impede him. 

“Come on. I’m serious. You look like you need one.” He reaches over the bar and takes a 

bottle, pouring two shots. “What was her name?”

Pulling her name out of my throat is like pulling a bathtub from a well. “Cecelia.”

“To Cecelia.” Before I can think, I am already slamming down an empty shot glass, glancing 

up almost proudly.  An empty space glares back at me. He has vanished. The overlaying strobe lights 

and swaying bodies reveal nothing. Instead, I see Declan emerge and weave through the half-naked 

crowd in his work uniform. Though the hazy, dizzying lights and earth shaking music, I watch them 

move towards the bar like a daydream. Declan has circles scratched out under his opalescent green 

eyes, his dark hair carelessly swept back. I had never realized how tormented he really was by my 

own destruction, never realized just how desirable, attractive, and successful he could be without me 

holding him back. I can see the way the girls swoon like parting waters wherever he walks, the flicker 

of recognition followed by lust in their eyes as they lick their lips and smirk at him. Wherever he 

walks he has a deep sense of responsibility and calmness. Everybody gravitates towards him, and he 

greets every single one of them like they were the last person on earth. I watch him flourish and 

sparkle from a distance. I don’t want his light to get lost in my shadow. I don’t want him to be filled 

with despondency and dread the way he always does the moment he lays his eyes on me. Before 

Declan can spot me, I duck into the break room and rummage through my purse for a joint that he 

had given me yesterday during dinner break. It is almost two o’clock in the morning, and the staff 

bathroom is completely empty. Using the bundle of keys given to my manager for closing up, I lock 

the bathroom door and step on top of a toilet. I always choose the stall closest to the window, which 

is a tiny square resembling a prison window. I climb on top of the stall and throw one of my legs 

onto the other side, easing my back against the wall so that the edge of the window touches my left 

arm. The bathroom stall is three inches thick, so I can lean back comfortably with one leg bent, the 

other dangling. I take a heavy drag from the joint between my fingers and hold it towards the 

window, allowing the pungent scent to waft outwards into the night air. No one will find me. And 

like the dragon of smoke, I long to simply just disappear.  

——-

“I bet it’s so beautiful there,” Canis Major said.



“What?”  

“The other world. There is a better world.” 

“How do you know that?”

“Well, there must be. People are always looking for a better world.”

Orion gazed worriedly at the tiny speck of a space craft in the distance. “For their sake, I really hope they 

find one.”

 
———

 
My mind is high as a kite and sharp as a spear as I meander back onto the floor, emptily 

rejuvenated for the final quarter of my twelve hour shift. Declan nods at me as he walks by, tossing 

drinks and grinning from ear to ear like it was a circus show. His charming, clumsy goofiness infuses 

the bar with a much needed jubilance.

“You’re overthinking this. It’s probably too soon to start writing,” Declan tells me as he 

effortlessly spins the nozzle of a liquor bottle across a row of glasses. I resupply the garnish platters 

with cherries, lemon slices, and olives, trying to ignore the dizzying strobe lights spinning 

everywhere. “The ideas are stuck in my head but I can’t get it out.”

“Of course they are. You are in a cage, Liv,” his voice slurs with the deafening music. “If 

you’re looking for your muse, you won’t find it in the attic. I wish you could just see it, it’s all waiting 

for you.”

“What?” A lump forms in the back of my throat and I stop to look up at his hulking figure 

towering of me. 

“The world. It’s so big. It’s so big, and it’s so beautiful.” Declan’s glassy eyes are wide and 

desperate. It almost sounds like he is in pain.

“I wish it didn’t hurt so much.”

“It hurts because it matters.”

“I could have saved her.”

“I don’t think you can save someone who’s too busy trying to be their own hero. The world 

has treasure too.”



I shoot him a look. In the blue dark, I catch a glimpse of the man that he became when he 

was around me. The way his jaw is constantly clenched, his broad shoulders curled forward, the 

anxious hand he runs through his slick hair, the expression of concern and confusion whenever he 

would douse himself in my puddle of melancholy. As much as I had wanted to grasp any remnant of 

my dead friend through the letter, he must have wanted to grasp the remnants of his sister.

“You just have to look, Liv. It’s not so bad if out of all the hidden treasure in the world, the 

only one find is yourself.” His wistful eyes are so tired and full of worry.

A loud crash explodes somewhere in the dance floor, glass shattering everywhere. I grab an empty 

tray and throw a quick glance at him, who nods as we follow the source of the chaos. Without so 

much as a question, Declan sweeps up the shards as I retrieve any empty glasses on the table. People 

continue on around us, oblivious or indifferent to everything.

“Where the hell did he go?” A voice thunders, bursting through the crowd of people, 

knocking me to the ground in his rage. A second tremor of broken glass on the floor. My muscles 

refuse to obey my command to get back up. 

“Where is he?!”

The spinning lights twirl as though they are drawing out your face on the dance floor. I blink, trying 

to get a grip of myself. 

Declan’s menacingly modest composure emerges he steps forward and looks at the man square in the 

eye, saying something that sounded like a warning. I didn’t realize just how tall he was standing in 

front of the hulking man with a shiny bald head and a bushy beard.

“He was here. That son of a bitch has hell to pay. You see him before?”  His beefy arm moves 

around his back pocket. Everybody around us flinches and cries out, but my brother hardly blinks. 

The man holds out a small mobile device displaying a photograph of the leering jock who had 

disappeared from the bar. I gulp, frozen with confusion and anxiety.

I hope that through such, you can find it in your soul to forgive me.

Dry air trickled through my closing throat. Nausea sifted in my stomach from the endlessly twirling 

lights. The monster is waking up again. 

The egghead abruptly directed his glare at me, and  Declan could not blockade his steely demeanour. 

Cold, fearful dread pulsated in my veins as his beady eyes stabbed mine. “Spit it out, cupcake. 



I know you’re holding onto something. I know you, you’re here all the time! Do you live in your own 

world, or something? I’ve been waiting to set him straight for eight hours and you couldn’t keep him 

for a second! Where. Is. He.”

I mumbled something even unintelligible to me. Stupid, stupid. 

“Where was he going? What did he say to you? Who was he with?”

“I—I don’t know. I—-“

“What do you mean you don’t know? You saw him, didn’t you? You spoke to him? Why the 

hell couldn’t you stop him? What the hell! You should have known. You should have f—ing known! It 

was right in front of you, how could you not see it? I’ll bet he bought you a drink just for good 

measure, didn’t he? Do you know how much collateral damage that man is going to cause? What 

good are you here then? You could have saved us all a lot of trouble. A toilet could do your job if 

mixing fluids is all you can do. You worthless piece of shit!”

His thundering voice fades out. Everything slows down. Images flash between my eyes, blinding 

closeups of people and things that are hard to grasp. His prophetic words blend with your voice. The 

equation to my madness is complete not by alcohol, but by sober regret and guilt, coincidentally and 

shamelessly articulated by the egghead.

You were the only summer in the winter of my life. 

It echoes in my head like a ghost. All those times you joked about being sad, chuckled about not 

caring about anything anymore, told me that I was your best friend even though most days you 

couldn’t look at me in the eye. I should have known. I am good for nothing. It was all right in front of 

me. My eyes are plagued with the image of your lifeless body slowly drifting towards the skyline, the 

last breathe you took on land before disappearing with the current. I searched for every corner of 

the world for you. The same nauseating panic that had seized my body when you had vanished, is 

slowly killing me now. My legs turn to jelly, my slowing heart about to explode through my chest. I 

hear my heart pounding, the desperate breathes in my ears blocking all other sounds out. Declan’s 

mouth eloquently moves and transfixes something in the egghead that makes him raise his hands up 

in surrender. Declan gently puts his hand on my back as we turn back towards the bar. Somewhere in 

my head I realize that I am slowly stumbling towards the back door like a drunkard. I see a prison of 

bare trees that I push past, but really they are just stick-thin bodies. Piercing through the back door 



into the garbage alley, my legs slowly succumb to the ground. Time drags by as the world slowly 

descends, and suddenly I am back at the beach, crashing down onto the sand next to your 

abandoned clothes. And just like that traumatic moment of realization, my mouth explodes with the 

scream of a banshee. In this moment, the monster has its grip around my neck. My eyes and my 

mouth gape with shock, confusion, horror. I must look as though I am witnessing a murder, or 

getting stabbed in the stomach. 

My legs aimlessly stumble across the road, venturing into a vast and endless field of dried up 

shrubs and overgrown weeds. The world really is big, but I now know exactly where to find you. This 

meadow is boundless, so vast and lonely it was like walking through another world.  Every direction 

stretches endlessly underneath the glittering sky. 

I’m done. I am so done. You hurt me more than anyone else has, but you have also loved me 

more than anyone else too. Is that how love works? I had no idea how to fix you, how to pull you 

back up from your ocean of depression. Instead, I wafted in the waters with you until I became all 

shrivelled and numb, choking for oxygen and latching onto anything I could use to keep from 

drowning and losing sight of the coastline. To say that you broke my heart is so pathetic and paltry 

because my chest physically hurts when I think of you. I can’t breathe, and my insides freeze up, and 

I wish all over again that we had never met. I wish I knew how to cure your sickness without 

succumbing to its contagion myself. You’ve poisoned my life with your toxic cloud. I’ve tried time 

and time again to see the light through the haze, but I have fallen blind in what I thought was 

unconditional love. I used to think that we were perfect for each other because you built a 

confidence in me I had never known before. Now I realize we had always been doomed in this 

destructive covalence because it was all at your expense. 

Skeleton trees look like demonic shadows strangling each other on opposing sides wherever I 

go. This is the middle of nowhere. The place where I could simply just vanish. Eventually my 

footsteps find its way to a lonely railroad track stretching beyond the skyline. Everything is 

completely silent except for the sound of my footsteps crunching through the foliage. Shortly after 

my jello legs collapse, the sky begins to cry a little. I lay my body across the width of the rail, fixating 

my eyes on the dizzying sky. I am so mesmerized by the stars, I hardly grasp what it is that I’m 

actually waiting for. The train whistles in the distance. Gentle rain drops fall, almost like you are 



reaching to me from space. Pieces of the sky cry and cry as the whistle gets louder. You are like rain, 

and raindrops are fast and light. They blur my vision and make me cold, and I could never catch 

enough to make an ocean. Maybe because raindrops are never meant to be caught. They are simply 

meant to slip through fingers and disappear. A halo of light bursts through the horizon and reaches 

out to engulf me. The ground beneath me shakes. The earth roars as the train stretches out to sweep 

me up in its embrace. I hear somebody howl my name, but it fades away like a dream. Just as the 

halo slaps my cheek, a pair of hands yank me abruptly from the tracks. The train rumbles past, 

clicking steadily like the ringing of a thousand tiny bullets firing off one after another. It feels like an 

asteroid has struck my face, but when I open my eyes the world is still there, only slightly tilted and 

doubled on many different axes. The headlight halo of the train did not engulf me, someone else is. 

From the way he gasps and trembles, I realize it is part of a desperate rampage that belongs to my 

brother.

 
I wish they could see just how rare and beautiful it is to even exist.

 
The dizzying world moves like a silent movie in slow motion. Declan looks like he’s 

screaming his lungs out, but no sound is coming out. Only tears. The veins in his forehead and neck 

stick out as he sobs and sobs. The part of my face that he presses to his chest particularly hurts, but 

we don’t care. My mind is finally quiet. A fog had been lifted. Declan’s chest heaves rapidly as we lay 

in the grass under the crying sky. He holds me tightly in his arms, pressing my head against the curve 

of his neck, afraid that I would slip from his grasp. Tears well up in my eyes too at the realization of 

what I had almost done. Under the infinite night and the empty, endless middle of nowhere, we 

weep like an April sky. 

Amid the inexplicable clarity floating into my mind, a revelation dawned. The story of Orion 

and Canis Major didn’t die when you did. You live on because they do, and they are alive because I 

am. As the train perishes at the end of the horizon, Declan holds my face between his hands. He 

runs them roughly over my features like we used to scrub newly discovered seashells by the beach. 

There are diamonds caught in his eyelashes and the ends of his hair that gracefully fall to the ground. 

Declan desperately and tearfully asks if I am okay, over and over again, and begs me not to do that 



again. In the absence of the train and the passing rain, the silence is filled with melancholy and hope, 

like we were discovering a new world for the first time. We lay flat against the Earth and allow the 

darkness of the starry night to kiss our cheeks. I draw in a deep breathe.

 
——— After ——

 
You loved the universe so much that eventually you just became one. So infinitely beautiful, 

so terrifyingly mysterious.  I should have known from the onset that you were not okay. Even dying 

stars can briefly outshine an entire galaxy even though they are collapsing from the core.  I have 

learned that white dwarfs steal matter from its companion star, and eventually it accumulates too 

much matter, causing it to explode as a supernova. You are my white dwarf. You have used up your 

fuel and collapsed. I anticipate that day you will have become a supernova in my life, a star’s colossal 

destruction marked by one final titanic explosion.  For once I want to see through the darkness with 

your light. I should have known that behind the millions of stars that poked through in your galaxy, 

there was inexplicable darkness and danger from end to end.

Orion is unmistakable by the three consecutive stars that make up his belt. It’s easy to trace my 

finger down the stars to find his best friend—man’s best friend—the dog. You really are Canis Major. 

Your constellation is a paradox containing the brightest star in tandem with a dying one, and I am 

your forever friend, your Orion.

If brokenness is a work of art, then certainly our fragmented constellations are a 

masterpiece. They are enormous, infinite, and visible to the naked eye only in the darkest of nights. 

We are each our own constellation, broken works of art made up of endless stories. How rare and 

beautiful  is it that we have been aligned by the cosmic forces of this great universe. Nonetheless, the 

most magnificent thing about constellations is that although each fragment gets lost in the darkness 

and the distance, they are intrinsically and eternally connected in the grand scheme of things. Just 

like you and me.


