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    For Yvonne who encourages me with each story I write. Asking for a simple story about plants blossomed into a much bigger project. Thank you.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A note from the author
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THIS COLLECTION OF stories began as a writing experiment to challenge myself. I wanted to see if it was possible to write interesting stories without names or dialogue. In this collection are three of those stories. These stories show life on an island where anything can happen when there's a choice to be made.

The final story is different as it varies from the “no names or dialogue” convention used in the first three. With the introduction of several characters, it is an introduction to the forthcoming book taking place in this same world.

The new cover art was created in January 2026 by Shel Schneider.
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The Woman Across the Street
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I WONDER WHO SHE IS. I see her every day, if not on the street, then through her window. The window allows me to see into her condo briefly each day, but I never see her face.

As I sit in my apartment waiting to catch a glimpse of her with her cat, I wonder what my life would be like if I received the promotion and my loan had been approved. It could have been my condo, could have been my cat enjoying the sunshine in the bay window.

Today, my cat joins me in looking across the street. She seems more interested in the birds sitting in the trees than the cat in the window or the woman eating breakfast.

As usual, I watch, trying to catch a glimpse of her face. I don't know why I'm obsessed with her, but I need to see her. Ever since I saw her move into the building across the street on the same day I moved into my apartment, I've needed to know more about her.

Her car is one I wanted but couldn't afford. It's nice, new, and clean, not at all like my used car. But looks aren't everything. I've seen the car towed so many times. I checked. Her car has so many recalls for safety concerns. I'm glad I couldn't afford it.

I watch as she stands. She limps to the kitchen. Briefly, I wonder what happened to her. Then my alarm goes off on my phone. It's time for work.

As I walk outside, I wonder if she's leaving too, and I do see her. The wind blows my hair across my eyes, and I curse. Why didn't I pull it back today? Quickly, I run my hand over my face to clear the hair away, but it's too late. She's gone, and so is her car.

I look in the window and see her cat, a cat that looks so much like my own cat. I find myself wondering what she named it. I glance back at my window, hoping to catch my cat watching me, but all I see is her tail.

I turn and walk to my old reliable safe but ugly car.

* * *
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Days pass like this for months.

I still don't know why I'm obsessed with this woman across the street. I have never seen her face. Her limp never goes away, and I wonder if it was always there. Some days I can almost feel the pain when I watch her limping.

This day, I watch as her car is towed again. It's not unexpected. It had stickers on the window for over a week. She watches it from her window. I try to see her, but she's hidden by the curtains. Her cat is not with her.

I try to recall when I last saw her cat. Hearing a sad meow, I turn back to my cat who is begging for a second breakfast. I tell her she already ate and turn back to the window. Of course, the woman is no longer there.

* * *
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I watch the moving company pack up the condo and wonder where the woman will live now. It shouldn't matter to me as I never even met her.

Watching as much as possible, I try to see if her cat is still with her, but I never see it. Is it strange that I worry about it? Did it die? Did she give it away? I don't think I will ever know.

In one afternoon, all her things are packed up and she's gone. I'm moving tomorrow. How strange it is that we're both moving in the same week.

A meow behind me followed by paper rustling reminds me that I need to finish my packing.

* * *
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I wonder who she is. She's moving in across the street. I wouldn't have noticed her, but her cat looks exactly like mine, not similar, exactly the same. What are the odds of that? She's moving into the apartments I looked at before my loan for the condo was approved.

As the movers carry my things inside, I watch her struggle to move her items by herself. I know she's tired and will never be able to move most of it without help. After a brief conversation with my movers and a generous tip to them, they take a break from my things and cross the street to help her. If I was her, I know I would appreciate the help. If things had been different, that could be me struggling alone.

I don't see her face as she accepts the help, but I see the tension leave her shoulders. I wonder if she has a plan for dinner. As I order pizza for myself, I order one for her too. When the pizza comes, I give a big tip to the driver and ask them to take one across the street to her. I really don't know why I feel compelled to help a woman I don't know, but I hope she appreciates it.

* * *
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I'm obsessed with this woman across the street. I know watching her is not the best way to spend my time, but I'm stuck at home all day since the accident. My recovery is taking longer than I expected. Oh, how I wish I had never bought that new car. Car payments, insurance, mortgage, and condo fees were okay, but now I have medical bills. The accident wasn't my fault, but no one believes a woman my age living alone. The condo association isn't any help either. They fixed the bad staircase but raised condo fees to pay for it.

I wonder if the woman across the street has a better life in her apartment. She looks happy. I never see her face, but I can see her dancing through the curtains. She picks up her cat and twirls around, her hair flying out around them.

I used to dance with my cat.

* * *
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