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The Dirt in Our Palms and the Stories They Tell 

 The pearlescent sheen of the snot running down her nose reminded me how important 

it was to live with your feet in the dirt. The wind hit our faces as we ran with barefoot abandon 

through the pinewood. Her eyes were wider than the Sun and sparkled with the corona of her 

imagination. Through her hyacinth irises, this forest of decaying leaves and falling branches was 

the kingdom that raised her. The songs of the free birds inspired her, and the ivy that grew 

without acknowledging its surroundings were the nourishment she needed to run. The vines of 

her legs leapt from instant to instant, entrapping each moment within the folds of her brain. 

She lived for the moments where we both could escape to the simplicity of nature. I existed for 

the times when our dirtied hands could touch, and our grime would meet. Amongst the 

poppies and the Black-eyed Susan’s, together, the world was us and our photosynthetic friends.  

 She took her long fingers and weave a crown of daisies for both of us. We could both be 

queens in this unclaimed land. But of course, we would rule with the same effervescence of the 

well of care that sprung from her mind. She was something more than I was, although our 

equally lopsided crowns would argue otherwise. Where I let nature heal my spirit, her spirit 

brought it to life. Like the Biblical living water, she lived within the soil, and her spirit alone 

would heal the azaleas. Her melodious sonnets would whisper them out of their slumber. The 

grass would cling to her feet, begging her not to leave them. They saw her as dirt before I did.  

Out with the trees, we’d lift each other up to the pears and eat of our succulent Eden 

fruit. I’d forget about the smog that once filled my lungs or the panicked tears the drowned out 



my pores. I forgot about how delicate she looked with a needle in her arm. Here and now, with 

her in this bush, I remembered what it meant to be youthful. Her youth was infectious and the 

T-cells of my body were more than happy to allow this contagion to poison us.  

Using an amalgamation of quartz, twigs, and oak leaves, we would construct to the 

spirits and faeries of the wilderness. She believed they were what protected us. Her eyes would 

squint at the world I couldn’t see. She whispered the old names that had been taught to her-- 

the ones my tongue struggled to form. “Aos Sí,” she cooed to them. “Come out.” And for a 

moment, I swear, they were there with us and danced. Maybe I imagined it for her sake, but I 

believe she willed them into existence. Together, we would lay and sing. They wanted to take 

her into their world, into the mystic land that only the pure can inhabit. I squeezed on to her 

hand and she held back. “I’d never leave you.” The melodies of the footsteps we created rang 

through the air, and there were desert bells ringing in the howls of the wind. The waterfall of 

words flowed from our mouths into the pool of our laugher and evaporated in to the fresh air 

creating a humidity that formed both of our curls.  

I was not angelic. I’m still not. But, she was ethereal and floated above us all. She still is. 

She was the fog of the mountains that formed around me but wanted to rise higher into the air. 

It was only a matter of time till she took her place among the atmosphere. In that moment, she 

stayed with me out of her own volition—at least, for as long as she could. I coveted the way the 

setting sun paled in comparison to her smile. As the day chilled into night, we stayed out. The 

coruscating stars were the spot light for our moments. Her withered hands placed themselves 

on mine as she used my fingers to point out the patterns. The Gemini twins waved down on us 



as Orion shot his arrow to my heart. Pisces swam with us through the Milky way. The sang for 

her to join them in the constellations. They didn’t want me. “Not yet,” she told them. 

“Not now,” she promised me. 

 It was in this clear mountain land that I could see the magnitude of where I existed. Yet, 

none of it-- not the freshness of the barely or the delicate, unassuming nature of the 

cornflower, not the glimmering hope of each and every heavenly body that dance about us, not 

the dips and curves of the mountains as we stared over a cliff made of coal, silver, and shale- 

compared to the warmth of lying beside my grandmother on those days when we dared to 

escape the harshness of the suburbanite world and surround ourselves with what we found 

essential. 

I handed her a tissue from the wad in the bottom of my denim shorts. She wailed into it 

and her nostrils were red from the rough texture. A little blood stained the edges. She bent her 

body down to my level and wiped away a tear I had shed. She began to untie my shoes. She 

took hers off as well. Clasping our hand together, we set off on a bare foot journey to forget my 

woes and to open my mind. I was six and she was seventy-eight. Yet, judging on spirits alone, 

she had an immortal youth that not even I could match. One day, she would go into the forest 

alone, without me. At the time, I knew that. “Not today,” she whispered. Together, we soared 

into a future that had no end and ran within the endless wonder that comes from the mind of a 

child and a goddess with an infinite runny nose in the heart of the forest. 


