
 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO OF SAGITTARIUS 

 

IN WHICH 

 

Sagittarius unwraps The Bowl 

while 

Aquarius is mildly present 

 

*** 

The sky is gray-black and moving. 

The palm fronds are swooshing. 

Everything is caught up in the same 

slapped, Jell-O roll rhythm—back and 

forth and gelatinous!   

“Oh! But what's it like?” I scream, 

“Love must be like...” 

“Ooooooooooo...” 

“Oh my,” I say, turning to find a 

woman under a bench, “Are you alright?”  

She looks like a bear-maul victim: 

limbs helter-skelter, face red.  

“Miss? Can you hear me?” 

She’s staring at me intensely, almost 

vacantly. And I like it. I like how this 

woman stares. Park Rangers have the 

same stare. It’s the stare of expertise in 

random knowledge. It holds secrets 

rarely pulled forth by request. Oh! I trust 

this stare.  

“Excuse me,” I say, kneeling, “I hate 

to intrude upon your meditation, but I've 

been grappling with a moral dilemma 

and I think you could help me: do you 

know what Love is like?” 

She doesn't answer.  

“Or maybe what Love is by itself? You 

look like you’d know. Please. It's very 

important.”  

She still doesn't answer. 

She seems to be enjoying a 

supernatural satisfaction with herself. 

Oh! All the more reason!  

I drag her from underneath the 

bench and I prop her up.  

“Hello? Can you speak?” 

I shove my one-shot Comet in her 

hand. 

“Ah,” she bats her eyes, “Thank 

you...,” and she quaffs the drink as if 

ending the explanation.  

“What about a bowl?” I continue, “Is 

that like Love, do you think?”  

She sways back and forth in 

thoughtful contemplation. 

“You’d think it’d be a simple question 

but I can’t seem to answer it. And if I can’t 

answer it—if I can’t figure out what Love 

is like—then I can’t figure out what Love 



is by itself and I need to know. So, is it 

like a bowl or not? Come on! We don't 

have much time!” 

She mumbles something.  

“Come again?” 

“I can’t…” 

“You can’t what?” 

“I can’t see…” 

“You can't see what?  

“I can't see...” 

“What can't you see?” 

“I...” 

“It? You can’t see it? You mean the 

bowl? Well of course you can’t see it. It’s 

wrapped. It’s my gift. I had to wrap it.” 

“…” 

“You can’t see it because it’s my gift, 

lady. If I unwrapped my gift, it wouldn't 

be a gift anymore. I have to keep it 

wrapped.” 

“...” 

“No. You don’t understand. I have to 

keep it wrapped so it stays a gift. It may 

not be the perfect gift, but it’s still 

definitely a gift. This is the one thing I 

know.” 

She fixes me with her stare as if she 

were fixing a philosophical salad. 

“Zounds woman!” I scream, “This 

isn’t a shape-shifting puff of smoke we're 

talking about! It’s a bowl! Do you really 

need me to unwrap a bowl to understand 

what it looks like?” 

“...” 

Zod. She’s ridiculous.  

But I trust her. And I've just got to 

know. If I don’t find out what Love is like 

by the end of this wedding, then I’ll go 

insane and I'll never recover.  

I take her hand and I lead her down 

the steps to the garden. It's quieter now. 

Most of the guests have gone inside. I 

find the bowl in the palm fronds and I 

raise it above my head.  

“It’s here!” I say, “This is it!”  

“Where...?” 

“Under this wrapping paper, you 

doof! There’s literally nothing else to 

see!” 

“I can't see...”  

“Just look at the dimensions of this, 

and visualize it as a bowl, and tell me if 

it’s a good representation of Love!”  

“...” 

Rain starts to speckle the wrapping 

paper. It looks like a time lapse even 

though it’s happening in real time. Oh! I 

have to shake my head! All this 

philosophy is making me dizzy. It’s 

getting me nowhere! 



“Fine!” I scream, “You win! I’ll 

unwrap it! Here I go! Tearing away the 

paper! Making it no longer a gift! And 

voila! A bowl! Look. I’ll even put it above 

my head like a huge, crystal um—hey!”  

She's looking past me.  

“Hey! I unwrapped this for you so 

now you look at it!” 

“...” 

And 

    Oh Zod. 

  She’s fallen.  

And I’m suddenly caught up in a 

swirl of beaded taffeta: The Bride’s dress. 

Holy Zounds! The Bride is standing next 

to me! The Bride is taking cover under 

my bowl! She’s telling me we need to find 

the Blonde Bridesmaid! We need to save 

her! We need to save the Wedding! 

And before I can stop her, she’s taken 

control of the bowl and is using it as a 

shield to splash into the fronds! 

 

 

 


