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just like the night

D W WHITE

And in the morning it was still raining. Enough only to hear the
water meet the concrete, chipped and cracked in forming
crumbling steps to the rusting door, with a rhythm that was
probably soothing to other types of people. There wasn’t sun but
there was light, greyed and hazy through the barred windows,
revealing slowly, minute by minute and song by song, the
weathered living room, the cheap wine still plentiful but the
vodka basically gone, gradually making the bare bulb pointless in
the overhead dome, casting out of shadows their paling faces and
drying hair, cutting up lines and turning up speakers and pointedly
disbelieving the clock that said all those promises of the smaller,
darker hours were becoming stale and half-formed memories in
the conscious light of day. And the eyes bleed and the mind runs
after so many hours, here on top of the world. But there’s nothing
to stop you, save for the night not yet dead and the day not yet
broke but even then it’s all perception, perception reflection
connection rejection, because age they all say is just a number.
And ain't that just like the night, to play tricks when you’re trying
to be so goddamn quiet, here in the rising morning and the fading
light and all those promises it whispers about the future.

But all those thoughts that go chasing away in the night come
creeping back again with the muted sun, like the children
remembered from long ago mirrors, daring to be confronted, to
be pushed back, to be reckoned with, in hazy sight of hazy
morning, while the music grows louder and the warm drinks grow
stronger and the diminishing returns of the diminishing coke
offset the present to make room from the past, room enough for
the night to overstay whatever welcome it was given, and what the
hell, there was nothing to do tomorrow or today that anyone



would remember long enough to care about.

D.W. White is a graduate of the M.F.A. Creative Writing program
at Otis College in Los Angeles and Stony Brook University's
BookEnds Fellowship. Currently seeking representation for his first
novel, he serves as Fiction Editor for West Trade Review, where he
also contributes reviews and critical essays. His writing further
appears in or is forthcoming from Fatal Flaw, Twelve Winters
Journal, Chicago Review of Books, The Rupture, On The Seawall,
and elsewhere. A Chicago ex-pat, he has lived in Long Beach,
California for seven years, where he frequents the beach to hide
from writer’s block.
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