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Long ago, but not far away,

there was a time when someone believed that love was what the novels said it was-—dramatic, scripted, certain.

They didn't yet understand

that real love is bringing out the best in someone, as they do the same for you. That love can be selfless.

That a set of simple words

can change the entire landscape of a soul.

Once, in that long ago and far away, two people met—-

by whatever strange or sacred power moves beneath this world. And two songs blended into a duet.

One gave the light of love, and taught the other what confidence felt like,

what it meant to take pride in one's gifts, what courage meant when standing tall.

And in return,

the one who received those gifts gave back a mirror-—a way for the giver to finally see

the beauty that had always shone in them. They gave back joy. They gave back truth. But life-—and others,

who could not bear to see tarnished souls begin to shine—-

tore them apart.

Robbed them of each other.

Did either forget? Did the songs fade?

Or if time were kind-—would they find each other again? Or perhaps it was enough that they touched once.

That souls danced. That songs were sung. And maybe-—just maybe—-

across the River Lethe, they will find each other again. And that love, born once in the quiet,

will forge an eternal light-—like a million stars shining in the velvet that is the heavens.
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BEFORE THE THRESHOLD OF THE TOWER

These towers-—so gilded, so grand—-

were not built for celebration. They were forged for exile.

For those who never fit the mold of convention, for those whose beauty defied

the narrow eyes of tradition.

Judgment laid the stone. Ridicule forged the chains. And indifference—-

cold, casual, human indifference-—sealed the door. Outside the tower lies rubble.

Once, a castle. Once, a home.

But humans, being petty, and their minds shuttered to the many facets of beauty, tore it down—-

stone by stone.

Their faces joyful. Their hearts light. They sang as they destroyed.

Be like us, they said.

Or pass your life in these tall towers, locked away from comfort and grace.
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by Alexandra Reese

In the long ago, but not far away,

there was a soul wandering in a world of perfection-—easy smiles, graceful gestures, subtle magic only sirens know how to cast.

But this soul knew only awkwardness-—a glitch in the fabric of that perfect world, untouched by grace, with confidence as distant

as fairy tales spun from words so old they had become the stuff of legend. Then one day,

with the sky stormy and bleak, another soul stepped into a quiet room where the awkward one sat, reading and rereading siren songs. "Excuse me?"

the new soul said.

And the awkward one looked up, shaken-—as the clouds parted, and a shaft of light

landed gently on the one who had just spoken. And in that moment,

the awkward soul heard their siren song-—and the world changed. In the long ago and far away,

that soul slipped the bonds of this world. And now,

the awkward one sings...

songs sung in the key of mourning. Heed the call.
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In the Forest of Despair Long ago,

an awkward soul wandered-—humming dissonant music: low and broken, dark and incomplete.

No siren song stirred here. This melody was jagged, unwelcome in the world it haunted.

The soul entered the forest of despair, where light was swallowed by trees and disenchantment clung to the air like a second skin.

No "Sing a Song of Sixpence" here. No clapping hands, no nursery rhyme. No pat-a-cake, no lullaby.

Only the loss of hope.

Only the aching echo of heartache.

Only endless shadowed miles where even dreams dared not tread.

I have walked this forest.

I have lived in the darkness. I have tried to-—hope.

Songs sung in the key of fairy tales once promised:

a handsome prince,

a castle far from this blighted dell, a door opening to light, to love,

to something more than ache.

But fairy tales-—don't always sing back. And still, I sang.

With a throat full of thorns, and a heart made of cracked glass, I sang.

Not for rescue. Not for love.

But because even in the silence, the song was mine.

Princes don't always cut the forest apart. Sometimes the castle is abandoned-—dark and empty, but sleeping.

Would a day occur when the sleeper awakened—-

and the prince would ride into...
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THE TALE THAT WAS NOT IN THE STORYBOOKS

Long ago, but not far away, there sat a castle outside a deep, dark forest.

Its walls did not shine like diamonds.

No banners waved.

No golden turrets reached for heaven. The drawbridge did not lower.

No lanterns lit the gate.

And no voice called out to ask, "Who goes there?" It was not the kind of castle painted in fairytales.

It was the kind of castle

left behind-—forgotten by the songs that once held it close. Its silence was not peaceful.

It was waiting.

Waiting for footsteps

it no longer dared to hope for.

Waiting for hands

to brush the vines from stone. It did not sleep with grace—-

but with sorrow tucked into every stone, and rooms filled not with dreams, but dust. And still-—it stood.

Even in its quiet. Even in its fading. Even in its grief. A castle still waits,

even when the prince doesn't come.

[image: ]
––––––––
[image: ]


IN THE TOWER OF CONVENTIONALITY

When the awkward one was young, every tale was Prince and Princess. Every kiss was made for glass slippers,

every ending stitched in satin and surrender.

In the tower where stories were kept, they taught only one kind of love, shelved in rhyme and sealed in rules.

Who had ever heard of a lonely Prince

finding another lonely Prince? No storyteller spoke it aloud. No lullaby dared to name it. But still—-

the awkward one dreamed. Dreamed of a Prince.

And a castle.

Not grand or golden-—but warm. And safe.

A place where the fire never dimmed, and no one asked them to change before being welcomed inside. Even in silence,

the awkward one built that castle-—stone by stone-—in dreams.

And sometimes, a dream

is braver than the world that refused to tell it.
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WHEN THE LIGHT SHONE IN OUR LIVES

In the world outside the masque, they approached each day

with trembling steps-—strangers to their own brilliance, unaware of how deeply they were seen by each other.

Long ago, and far away,

a storm entered the world.

The sky darkened-—not unlike the ridicule that rained down from the lips of a city measured by beauty, by convention, by achievement alone.

In that storm, truth stood exposed. But for a moment-—before the lightning fell,

and the costumes were packed away-—the light shone.

And they saw one another as they truly were.

[image: ]
––––––––
[image: ]


WHEN DOES SUNLIGHT BECOME LIGHTNING

In the long ago—-

lost to time but not to memory-—the awkward ones moved through a stormy day. A day just before the footlights rose, before costumes,

before the first breath of performance.

One soul sat quietly in a classroom, lost to the world around them. Their mind,

wrapped tightly around the words in a book-—reading not for school, but for sanctuary.

Then-—a shift.

The atmosphere changed, almost imperceptibly. A voice: "Excuse me."

Two words.

And the world cracked open.

The soul was jolted-—torn from the imagined realm they had been building in silence and ink,

and dropped, suddenly,

into the presence of another. They looked up.

And in that exact moment-—a shaft of light pierced the stormed-over sky.

It fell perfectly, eerily,

upon the other soul—-

as if the heavens themselves had summoned a spotlight and a single trumpet note to mark the meeting.
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THE UNEXPECTED PRINCE

Long ago, but not far away, the trumpet faded.

The beam of light softened-—becoming the gentle kiss of sunlight after a storm-laced day. The darkness lifted.

And the soul stood there, no longer cloaked in spotlight, no longer crowned by the glowing halo

of dark hair lit with fire. And yet—-

those large, knowing eyes remained.

Still focused

on the awkward one,

who had just let out their breath-—trying to regain composure, shattered by an unexpected prince.

Not completely extraordinary. But not quite ordinary either. Was it the innocence in the expression?

Or the mirror-like awkwardness-—one soul recognizing a soul like their own?

How can a simple, soft smile make a heart race?

How can a set of dark eyes

linger so long, so intently, without a word—-

and still say everything? What warmth was this coursing through the one who never liked to be seen so clearly

so completely—-

until now?
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HOW DID RHETT HAVE A NORTHERN ACCENT?

Finally—-

the silence was broken again. That voice.

Warm. Rich.

Familiar in timbre, but strange in origin.

An accent that left the awkward one completely confused. How? Why?

Shouldn't Rhett have a Southern drawl when meeting his Scarlett?

The awkward one had the Southern accent,

of course-—the one expected in that place,

that part of the world.

And yet... semester after semester,

the Drama Coach had been working to smooth it out-—to flatten the edges, soften the vowels-—so the future actor

could be many things, play many lives.

But being startled so
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THE LAST DANCE
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