
Marie

by Emily Saso



© Emily Saso 2015

emily@emilysaso.com
www.emilysaso.com



We met under circumstances you may consider unusual. I 
was balanced between two grooves on her tongue, one billionth of 
me, and I was melting. 
     In those days I was but a trifling thing, covering only several 
thousand rolling, provincial miles. She needed me back then, but 
I wasn’t strong enough. I am now. I’ve been building up in the 
sky for years, evolving into a system, a force that has so much 
more to offer. After all, here we are, July, and I am covering every 
sidewalk, every man, woman and child, rounding out their hard 
edges with my softness, numbing their pains with my healing chill. 
I’m transforming diseased elms and declining maples in the park 
into elegant chandeliers of ice. I am frosting every building smooth 
as cakes in every neighborhood where Marie walks, my Marie.    
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     Yet despite my comforts, she tries to deny me. Why just the 
other day she wore shorts, a pair of flimsy, patched cutoffs, 
pretending as though she could not feel me, as though her shivers 
were mind games, lies. As though I wasn’t even there at all. 
      I promised myself I wouldn’t cry.

It’s been a week since Henry left Marie and I appeared, 
turning the tedious, sweltering cityscape into a wonderland. But 
instead of spending hours lying inside of me, my angel making 
angels with me, we were here: crouched behind a shrub and 
watching Henry in his new home without her, a 19th century 
mansion now quartered into apartments. I felt hopeful when I saw 
the metal staircase out front, winding its way up in that classic 
Montreal style. I was generous with my icy breath upon each step, 
but it was all for naught. Henry lives in the basement. 
     As Marie sat in me and watched him through the window, 
twisting her autumn coloured hair around her fingers, I took 
solace in the touch of her corduroy. I felt closer to her than ever, 
than that first day all those years ago. I wanted to tell her that I 
would be there for her always, but I couldn’t; I didn’t know how. 
Instead I fell down harder from my cloud, my body pushing down 
on hers in hundreds of millions of pieces.
     Despite my efforts, she stood up away from me and crept closer 
to Henry, watching as he sipped a ginger ale. She would have 
watched him for hours if not for the splashing sound. I tried to 
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shield her from it by whipping up a heckling wind from the Gaspé, 
but to no avail. She heard it: water, moving, liquid water. 
     
     She turned and noticed the corner of a backyard pool across the 
street. It was stashed behind a fence, the property of an obscenely 
modern home, the kind designed as a tribute to squares. Marie 
stepped through me as quietly as she could, her feet planting 
themselves on top of my infinitely long back, and approached the 
fence. She peeked through the slats and saw a woman costumed in 
a red and black suit, goggles and bathing cap. 
     The swimmer was perched on the diving board like a trophy 
atop a mantle, her muscles so lean and golden. I knew Marie 
was having thoughts, indecent fantasies of sliding her fingers up 
and down the swimmer’s calves and thighs, and maybe next, her 
tongue. It was maddening and so I panicked—I turned myself into 
ice. My hard bones on the outside, my soft skin and organs in. It’s 
the only way I know to protect myself.
     The swimmer took a bouncing step, launched into the air and 
pointed her toes. Marie screamed a warning, but the swimmer 
let her body plummet anyways, crashing through my bones and 
leaving a jagged-edged hole on the surface of me. It hurt, in case 
you were wondering. It hurt very much.
     Marie held her breath and counted: 12, 13, 14. Nothing. 
     18. 
     I wanted her to feel fear, I suppose, to picture her precious 
swimmer trapped inside of me, her neck broken by me, her 
limbs streaked with blood. It worked, I thought, because Marie’s 
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breathing shortened and she looked weak, as though she would 
faint. I swelled up around her ankles, trying to coax her body down 
into me, but she broke free, gathered strength from I don’t know 
where, scaled the fence and ran towards the pool. She could see 
whisps of the swimmer under me, long and tan, but they weren’t 
moving. Marie laid her hands on my frozen surface, and then her 
whole body. She slid to the entry point and reached her arm down 
deep inside of me.
     She felt so good. I wanted to hold her there forever, but I was 
afraid that she would take my love the wrong way. Like that time 
so many years ago, the first time we met, when she was hiding 
from her father in a fort she built out of me in the backyard. When 
she asked me to stay with her forever, cried that her mother had 
left and her father was cruel, and would I protect her? Would I 
stay with her forever when the one she loved most was leaving? 
Then she held out her tongue and down I fell from the cloud and 
through the hole in the roof of her fort, the 456,766,677th piece 
of me, the most perfect piece. Six points, symmetrical, a miracle 
and innocent like her. It was then that I felt a love for her that was 
overpowering. I wanted to be closer than the walls and ceiling she 
had fashioned out of me allowed. I wanted to hold her and tell her 
it would be okay. But I was new to this, and so the weight of my 
love nearly crushed her. I was stunned; I couldn’t do anything but 
lie there, on top of her, and listen to her cries that were muffled 
under the mass of me. Then her father, that man, came outside. 
He pulled her out of me and took her inside and closed the door. 
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I was too ashamed and cowardly to follow her then. 
     It was a mistake I would not make twice.

     “Hello?” Marie said. I thought she was talking to me, but she 
wasn’t. She was calling out to the swimmer, her voice carrying 
across my aching bones. “Are you okay?”
     23.
     The swimmer burst through me at the far end of the pool and 
sent shards of me flying into the air. Oh the pain, the pain. I didn’t 
have the strength.
     The swimmer panted as she stared Marie down. “Who. The hell. 
Are you?”
     Before Marie could answer she was engulfed by me. I turned 
into water, liquid and warm. I let go; I had to. I failed her again. 
     Marie sank. I could feel her limbs whipping through me, 
grabbing for me as though I had nothing solid to offer, as though it 
was all true, that I was nothing more than the weather she waited 
for on the morning news, that she learned about in grammar 
school and then promptly forgot. 
     Here’s the lesson again, Marie, I tried to scream, all of it coming 
out only as bubbles and swirling eddies. You have been led to 
believe that I am born in the clouds, that the air must be five 
degrees Fahrenheit exactly for my crystals to grow. Then hundreds 
of thousands of molecules bash each other in space, giving life to 
more crystals and, eventually, if fate lends a hand, to one single 
flake. Then multiply that flake by infinity, but make each one 
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different from the last, and there I am. Everything has to be just 
right, just right. That’s what they want you to believe, but it isn’t 
true. I have known so much loneliness, too much, from following 
those rules; to only know freedom when the conditions are just 
right. So I have learned to work around the laws of nature. I broke 
the rules for you, Marie. It was all for you! 
     Marie’s coughs threw me from my hysterics. She’d been dragged 
onto the deck. By the swimmer, of course. By anyone but me. 
     “What the hell are you doing in my pool?” she demanded.
     “I’m – I’m sorry,” Marie managed, coughing me up. “I thought 
you were in trouble.”
     “Well, as you can see, I’m fine.” 
     Marie began to cry, her woman’s face changing back into a 
girl’s: afraid and confused, but still so hopeful. Not that you care, 
but I was crying, too, adding gallons to the pool’s volume. 
     “But how are you?” Marie asked, her small voice tearing out my 
cold heart. 
     “What are you, deaf?” the swimmer said. “I just told you I’m fine.”
     “No,” I said, my voice taking over, distilled in a howling, lonely 
gust of wind. “She meant, how is it possible to be fine?”

- The end - 
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