[bookmark: _GoBack]The room was full of her blood’s scent and that song.  Hold me, Radiance, honey.  A needle scratched as the song played down and as I knelt beside her.  She bled from her chest, and I wondered at it, how small the hole was.  How to tell it, the way a body bleeds from a wound into forever?   I held her, my ear next to her mouth and listened.  Sweet girl, she said as I hushed her, made her promise not to die.  How cool her fingers were, cold as rain.  What I remembered forever was the sound of her breathing, and love, taken for good from the underside of my heart.  


