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Brielle saw two pale faces when she closed her eyes. She let them drift in the empty black space 

behind her closed lids; like white seeds wiped of any sign of life. A letter had arrived that 

morning for Brielle, written in the writing of someone who had no control over their shaky hands 

and could not see because clear tears bloomed in their eyes; but signed by her mother. Brielle 

had not opened it, the white parchment reminded her of those two faces. 

 

“You haven’t run away from home, have you?” Lily asked, shoveling eggs into her mouth with a 

determined fury. Brielle rarely spoke to her inquisitive roommate, choosing to avoid the stone-

hard stare of a person who knew no secrets. Brielle shook her head, for that was a simple decline 

of the deep moral battle, regrets, and blossoming pain that constricted her heart.  

“Definite, aren’t you? Well, vagueness in reality must make for precision in the imagination.” 

With a dramatic, suggestive wink in her piercing tiger’s-eye stare, Lily swept away from Brielle; 

leaving behind the rancid smell of strong luxury perfume and champagne. Brielle sat there for a 

while; it was time to read the letter. 

 Brielle read it on her way to class, blinking away the tears that burned as acid in her eye-

sockets.  

It took all the strength she had to not let her sailing mind float to a hospital bed with two babies 

laying like flattened white orchids, covered in a cloth. Then again, Brielle had never been 

talented in self-restraint; and even as her eyes scanned the letter she could see her mother 

screaming and screaming, her hands tearing at her face like white tissue and crumbling papier-

mâché. The letter stated what Brielle had expected; psychotic phrases begging Brielle to return 



and random facts thrown in. Your father is back he mustn’t know. I am trying and I found your 

necklace under the coach cushion from January come back. Brielle folded the letter back up, 

imagining her small, rigid mother smiling with her false facade across the wide blue Atlantic 

Ocean, much like sterile, blue hospital bedding. Sorry I broke your promise, Mama. 

 

After classes, Brielle sat on her small bed, leafing through a life-advice magazine she had found 

in the bathroom. Lily burst into the room, her cardigan covered in charcoal marks and lint. She 

pulled out a can of beer from her purse, indulging with a sigh of relief. 

“I’m not one for abstinence, am I?” Lily smiled, acting as though she was irregular in such 

behaviors. 

Brielle looked away. She had seen enough of self-destruction before coming to America; and 

watching Lily’s visage slowly fill with a red color and her pupils dilate made her think of her 

own mother. Brielle let the magazine fall, and stared at the ceiling in their room. Her mother had 

managed to go from a magnanimous spirit of strength to a crippled shell when hit with the truth.  

It brought Brielle back to the first day, when her mother had been sitting at the piano with a 

smile that compared to the white keys. 

 “Mama, why are you smiling? Is Father coming back early?” 

 “Don’t be silly, Bri, he won’t be back for 3 months. But I am pregnant with his baby.” 

 “Mama! That is wonderful, I know you have been wanting a second child to pamper, 

Mama.”  “I know. I wanted a baby for so long. I told myself ‘by believing in flowers, often we 

give them life.’ But do not worry, Bri, you are one of the most beautiful flowers to have blessed 

the world.” 

 “So? What dark past are you revisiting to have made you so morose in the span of 3 



minutes?” Lily asked, smiling indulgently. 

 “You wouldn’t understand,” Brielle whispered, because it was true. She had broken a pact 

that went beyond God and into the hands of Love herself. 

 “Try me.” 

 “Nothing.” However, it was everything. Brielle had become tangled in the lies and secrets, 

so that when heartbreak came she had torn through the silken, thin strands and ran away across 

the world. And still, her father did not know about what his wife had lost. Two babies, faces so 

white they were tinged the blue of a willow at twilight, and eyes that never saw their own 

mother. 

 “It’ll get better, you know. Your body dulls the pain; drinking analogies do not lie.” Lily 

murmured, swimming hazily in front of Brielle’s blurred eyes. All Brielle knew was her sisters 

had been a drop of white watercolor on paper; invisible, insignificant, fleeting. 

 

Brielle had no need to stress for the next two weeks; she attended her classes and even took 

detailed notes on what the professor droned on about. He pulled her aside one day after class and 

said, “I’m glad to see you are enjoying this opportunity to learn. School in the summer is not 

‘summer school’; it should be enjoyable.” 

Brielle gave him a brief smile. These Americans seemed determined to daunt each other with 

their blinding, mocking grins. 

As she walked past the main office, a woman with a heavily powdered face and a lipsticked 

mouth pulled her into a crammed office 

 “A call for you, Ms. Brielle.” 

Brielle took the cold phone, dreading whatever voice would speak to her from the other end; 



perhaps one with the smooth cadence of a European. She had been right. 

 “Brielle? Are you there? This is not cheap, daughter.” 

 “Father?” Brielle whispered, recognizing the husky voice of the father who was never 

home; and who travelled for his love of work and worked for his love of travel. He had broken 

Brielle’s mother essentially. The worst was, he didn’t know. He had never received the two 

parcels of surprise Brielle’s mother would have guarded with her life, as she never got the 

chance. 

 “Brielle, how are you? I have returned home for a little while, and your mother told me you 

have left to America for the summer, a scholarly program. Do not trust them, there is a reason I 

left.” 

 “Father, I am fine.” 

 “I have a question.” 

 “Yes?” 

 “Your mother puts a smile on, but sometimes in her sleep she cries silently. And 

sometimes when I am not looking, she looks like she is breaking. What is wrong?”  

Brielle looked down at the palm of her hand, feeling the brief dam she had built in her heart 

surge forward with the source of a thousand heartbreaks, betrayal, a breach of love. 

 “She just misses me I suppose, Father. I do not know.” He heard his sigh on the other line; 

he was so naive. He knew his own daughter so little he could not hear the lies that she breathed, 

and the false vanity with which she talked. 

 “All right, then. Goodbye, Brielle. Study hard.” 

He was gone. Brielle rushed out of the woman’s office, her head throbbing with the pain of a 

tsunami that rolled steadily from her eyes and tasted under her tongue like salt. At least she had 



not broken her mother’s other request.  

 

Her father called once more that summer to check in, but Brielle hung up as fast as she could. 

Her mother wrote two more letters, but the last one was angry and delusional and ended with a 

declaration of hate. How can you do this? You are not a daughter, you are a devil. Come back. 

 “Then you have no one, Mother.” Brielle murmured, folding the letter and throwing it 

away.  

However, the summer was drawing to a close. The days of July faded, and Brielle’s supply of 

cash was running out. She ended up walking with Lily to the nearest corner grocery store and 

buying cheap, salty noodles and bruised apples. 

Brielle even attended a party hosted in a small house, drinks hanging from the trees and broken 

beads littering the floor. However, the days rushed by and July faded away to her return back to 

Europe. 

 

Lily and Brielle were among those flying back home. They were driven to the airport in a bus. 

As they got ready to part ways, Lily gave Brielle a stifling hug that had the scent of fruity 

alcohol.  “Oh.” 

“Look, it’ll work itself out. Just go back home and try to get your life back to normal. You never 

know. I might even quit my drinking. Just remember suppressing pain is not a remedy to a lost 

sense of direction; no matter how much you want it to be.” 

Brielle felt a lump in her throat. Who knew her rebellious, Asian roommate could have come to 

care for her. Brielle kissed the top of Lily’s charcoal, black-wool hair and walked away. 

She had just lost her sense of direction, and home did not seem to be in a two-storied house 



covered in ivy waiting across the ocean. It was in a small room, with two beds pressed against 

corners, and a lamp that flickered on and off. 

 

Brielle landed in Luxembourg. She had sat next to a woman nursing a fussy child with auburn 

curls set atop his head like silk ribbons; white patches showed through the hair. 

She took the bus back home, realizing that the last time she had taken it she had been running 

away as fast as she could; stumbling as she tried to collect the rotting pieces of her black heart. 

Brielle, stay with me. Please. Please. Promise me. 

I promise, Mama.  

But that promise had been too much. Brielle was sure she still had pieces of her mother’s heart, 

clear and crystalline, imbedded in her skin. 

“Madame Joli.” 

Brielle grabbed her luggage and hurried off the bus, walking slowly down the street.  

I want my babies back, Brielle. 

We can get through this, Mama. You have me. 

You are not enough, Brielle. You have never been enough. You have become almost meaningless 

and I need my babies. 

 

And in that instant Brielle had broken her promise and ran from the room, too empty and dry to 

cry. But she hopped onto the next flight to America, leaving nothing behind but a broken 

promise and two dead bodies she had meant to love. 

 

Brielle was on the porch of her house. She dropped her luggage by the door, preparing to knock. 



Then she saw her mother through the house. She was sitting in a chair, laughing with another 

woman. Her face gleamed with mirth, her hands occasionally brushing her stomach as if to feel 

what once was. However, she seemed fulfilled; as if her children never existed. 

Again, Brielle looked down at her hands; the hands of a murderer who had left her mother to 

heal herself with nothing but regret and remorse. This woman was too broken, bearing her secret 

with a daughter far away in California and two bodies in the ground. 

I’m so sorry. 

Leaving her luggage, Brielle ran away from the house of lies; there was nothing to come back to 

but love put back together the wrong way. The bus stop gleamed through the trees, and Brielle 

sprinted as she never had in her life. She had to get away. 

Where would she go, at only 17?  

So far away that when she closed her eyes she saw black; without two, still white faces staring 

back at her. 

 

 

 

 


