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My daughter is missing

My heart pounds in my chest, terrified that something has happened to her

These woods are not a place for a six-year-old to walk around on their own

There are bears out here, wolves

The woods go on for miles and miles

There are many local stories about hikers who leave the path, never to be heard from again

Cora is not safe out there

The woods are dark, foreboding

I run along the path, looking for any sign of her

Branches gnarled and twisted, reaching out to snag on my clothes

They are like witch’s fingers, trying to grab and pull me deeper into the woods

I have been walking for ages, through dense forest that seems to stretch on for eternity

“Where are you?” I call out, hoping desperately for an answer. 

Cora has been missing for so long. I fear I may never find her

We had slipped into the woods to escape for a while, to find solace among the evergreens

I had had a long day at work, and when I had picked Cora up from school, she’d said that she’d had a bad day at school as well

Some days are like that. Bad all over. 

I had suggested we go out for ice cream, just Cora and I. 

We’d been driving home, when Cora had seen the sign for the walking trails

She’d asked if we could go for a walk in the deep, dark woods

I had whole-heartedly agreed

I’d made a game of it, pointing out the different types of trees, the different kinds of birds

Cora had seemed happier for a while

When she disappeared, I thought she were playing a game at first

I expected her to jump out from behind a tree, to shout boo, and burst into peals of laughter

But Cora were gone. Footprints leading away in the soft soil, and then nothing.

No trace of her, where she’d gone

I look around, trying to get my bearings. 

The path is long, winding around the thick-trunked trees

I have walked along the main path, and the smaller ones

Still, I have not found my daughter.

Panic begins to set in

That tree looks familiar

I think I must’ve passed it twice already. 

Yes, I’m sure of it!

Oh, God. I’m going in circles

The sun has already begun to set

The trees are so tall, so dense

I can only see glimpses of sunlight peering through the stately branches above me

Soon, I will be thrust into inky darkness, forced to stumble through the woods while I try to find my daughter

Up ahead, I see a flash of colour among the trees

Bright yellow, like sunflowers

My heart skips a beat

I know it’s Cora – she was wearing her knitted yellow hoody when she disappeared

“Cora!” I call out, rushing forward. “Hey! Stop running!”

I run as fast as I can in the darkening woods, nearly tripping on the rutted tree roots

To my left, I hear a howl

A wolf! 

I run faster, branches scratching at my face, my hands

I stumble, nearly fall to my hands and knees

And then, I am standing on the edge of a clearing. 

Cora has stopped running. 

She’s standing as still as a statue, her hands clenched at her sides

She is staring straight ahead, her eyes wide

I frown, wondering what she is seeing, what’s scared her so bad

And then I see it – the wolf. 

It steps out of the woods, eyes fixed on my daughter

The wolf pads toward her, his paws silent on the grass

My daughter doesn’t move, is frozen in place

I can’t allow the wolf to get her

My heart pounds, as I reach down and pick up a rock

My eyes never leave the wolf, watching as it advances slowly towards her

The wolf lets out a low growl

“Mommy, I’m scared!” Cora cries out. She has begun to cry.

“Cora,” I say, slowly walking towards her. “I need you to stay calm.” 

I step in front of her, a human shield

When I am close enough, I throw the rock as hard as I can at the wolf

It hits him square in the shoulder

The wolf yips, lets out a sharp cry

I bend down, pick up another rock. 

The wolf has dragged his attention from my daughter, to me. 

He is so beautiful, so threatening.

I have never seen a wolf up close like this. From a distance, yes. But he is right in front of me! 

I throw the rock, my aim true.

The rock glances off the wolf’s leg

He takes a step back, shaking his head from side to side

I fear suddenly, that the wolf will rise quick to anger, rush at me, at Cora.

He could tear us to shreds, rip our throats out, tear flesh from bone.

I stare the wolf down. 

“Get away from us!” I shout at the wolf, taking a step forward. I puff out my chest, trying to look bigger, more menacing. 

There is no way I’m letting this creature go after me, or my daughter. 

It is a long moment, as we stare each other down. 

His ears twitch occasionally, eyes narrowing.

And then, the wolf turns around and walks slowly back into the woods

I run to my daughter, kneel in front of her. 

I wrap my arms around her, pulling her into a tight embrace

“Are you okay? I was so worried!” I murmur, pressing my face against her scratchy, woolen sweater. “Cora, you scared me.”

“I got lost!” Cora tells me. “I couldn’t find you!”

I check her over, make sure she’s okay

She has a few scratches, but she’s alright

I stand up, take her hand. 

We start to walk through the woods, back to the trail

It will lead us through the dense forest, guide us back home

All that matters, is that Cora is safe. 
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We’re standing on the bridge, staring down at the grey river water 

You’re holding the black umbrella over our heads, keeping us dry

I’m glad you’ve remembered the umbrella – I’m always so forgetful. I always leave it behind

I brush your hair out of your eyes, and kiss you

Freckles dot your face, light brown flecks dotting your skin

You are sun-kissed and beautiful 

It has been raining so much this week; the water rises, swelling

It rushes below our feet, roaring wildly like a stampede of wild horses

The cars rush past us, high beams cutting through the fog, the heavy rain

The cars drive through the puddles

Frigid water splashes against our sneakers, our jeans 

All I can look at, is you.

Your vibrant red hair moves in the brisk wind, getting into your eyes

I reach down, and grab a handful of small pebbles

I fling them into the swollen river, one after another.

They don’t even make a ripple. The river swallows them up. 

My feet ache in my cheap sneakers, my chest tight from breathing in the cold autumn air

Winter is fast approaching, the air has a sharp bite

We’ve been walking for hours, down busy sidewalks, past store windows decorated with turkeys and autumn leaves

The thanksgiving decorations are bright, and cheerful – a stark contrast from the gunpowder skies, and the driving rain

All over the city, families and friends are gathering, spending time together in the colder weather

I have so much to be thankful for. 

I am alive, in good health

My job is going well enough. Maybe I’ll get a promotion one of these days

We can certainly use the money

I am most thankful for you, my ginger goddess

The day I married you, was the happiest day of my life

Our white wedding gowns were white and lacy, long-sleeved, and layers of material

Wife, and wife. 

I kissed you so passionately when the pastor said those beautiful words.

It’s been nearly a year, since we married. It’s almost our anniversary.

I hadn’t imagined that this what we’d be doing for our first thanksgiving as a couple 

And yet, here we are.

Standing on the bridge, the cold raindrops falling on us, down our faces like cold tears

I am not sad, though. How can I be? You’re here, by my side.

We don’t have a family to go to, a big turkey with pumpkin pie, and a table laden with side dishes 

My parents have passed on, and you don’t talk to yours anymore. 

We make our own family.

We don’t have the warm atmosphere, with cousins, and uncles, siblings, and parents all sitting around the table

But what we do have, is us. And that’s enough.

This year, we are going to the thanksgiving dinner downtown at the soup kitchen

It’s a long walk, but I’m okay with

































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE BOY ON
THE ROOF:
and other

poems

N\ ,.‘;,
= \ \rk;'
o~ -2,

.y

Kelly Rose





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





