TThe Red Queen declared she would oversee the beheading herself. 
            She did not usually attend these frequent executions, unless the person was of great importance of course. But she supposed this case was an exception, for these two were favorites of hers (her despicable sister Mirana). She trembled at the thought of her; flowing white hair; porcelain skin; perfect proportions. That great forehead! she had cried, and the tiny heads of all the others had swiveled around to follow the direction of her finger, that awfully long white finger, to stare at Iracebeth (as they called her then, before she became Queen). That great forehead! No, she would not think about it anymore. What did her opinion matter now, now that it was she who was in power; and she swelled with contentment at the thought, at the reassurance of the complete and absolute control she had held. To sit comfortably on her throne with a warm pig for her feet as she did now—Mirana could not have that. 
So it had always been when she opened the garage doors and was pulled by her young children into the hot, Southern summer air; hotter, drier air than this, summer air, heat wave air, draught air, with no soft breeze or dark shade to break up the heat. How calm, how still the early morning was, much earlier than this morning of course. Feeling the hot sun on her face and the pull of children’s hands on her wrists, the blinding white of new cement sidewalk and the smell of freshly mowed grass, the moment so serene, so perfect, and yet Hannah was overcome with a sense of panic, of fear, of the impermanence of this moment and the sense that it was gradually slipping away. Watching her daughter run ahead, jumping over the sidewalk cracks, two braids flying behind her, her son lagging behind, looking around, asking his questions – “Why are the clouds moving?” –was that it? – “Why does the sidewalk have cracks in it?” – was that it? He wore his little glasses and what Jennifer called his scientist look, face scrunched up, hand on his chin – he would be here soon, visiting, bringing his daughter and wife, Jennifer had told her. He had told Hannah too, through e-mail, Jennifer said, but Hannah never read his e-mails, too much technology, too much headache, too impersonal. She preferred to remember his thoughtful face, his thick glasses, the picture of his daughter, her granddaughter, pinned up on the refrigerator.  

        She could see herself dancing around the room, wearing a red fireman hat and a long t-shirt (as she often did from the age of five when she found the hat at a Halloween store, but even until eleven and twelve years, since being a teenager changed none of it); dancing, dancing, while her mother took pictures with an old, bulky black box of a camera. Rebecca did not dream of flowers and hotels as a young girl; no, not of appointment books or white dresses. She swayed to music playing in her head—“Stay still for a picture!”—her mother focused the camera. How different it had all been, with her mother; with being in a red fireman hat; almost carefree, but not careless; a breath; a smile, but less hesitant, less drawn back. One could fly when someone was there to hold the rope tied to your ankle, in case you went too high or too far. You did not consider it, what with the rope on your ankle, but you knew—just by intuition, perhaps—that you could not fall from flying to close to the sun, like Icarus. Your mother would not let you; just by being, or holding on.
Mrs. Barry said she would eat the entire cake herself. 
 
            Al was going to be at the office all day. Some important client was coming to evaluate the ad campaign. Her children were gone and nobody else usually came to her birthdays. And what a beautiful cake it was- pristinely white with buttercream frosting (her favorite) and her name spelled out in pink. 
Pink, like the tutu dress her mother bought her on her sixth birthday. Pink, like the back of her hand when her mother slapped it away just as she was about the touch the shimmering fabric. Why had her mother done that? Oh yes, because her hands had been “dirty,” sticky with cake, and her mother wasn’t about to let her daughter ruin it for all of them. 
But today was her birthday after all. Why should Mrs. Barry let anyone else have what was hers?
AAntonia said she would buy the concert tickets herself.

            For Jodi had her homework to finish. The tickets would be bought throughTicketmaster.com; thousands of fans will be attending, and she, too, for the second time in her life. Antonia plugged in her earphones, turned on her iPod, and thought, what sounds—harmonious as if issued to angels in heaven.

            How familiar! How mesmerizing! So with a little turn of the singer’s voice, which she could hear now for just a fleeting moment, she was there, in front of the exploding speakers, and the singers for the first time, mesmerized by their presence, that they were actually in front of her. How odd, to have memorized every single lyric of every single song on their album, and singing it with them at this moment, yet not be familiar with the sounds of their real voices and instruments. The music, leaking out of the vocal chords, through the speakers, into her ears and her body, was like an addiction. Mesmerized, numb, and unable to move, but just to stare.

Rebecca Rubin said she would clean it up herself.

For the cheerios were now covered with milk and glass shards on the ground and oh, thought Julia Rubin as she turned into the kitchen with a smile, only her older sister could manage that, and now they would be late for school. Brilliant, Julia found her, but a complete klutz nonetheless, and how funny she looked with her head on the counter that way, laughing. Now she would be hungry all day, Rebecca exclaimed, but Julia should leave with their mother now and she would simply drive to school alone after cleaning, and wasn’t it impressive that she had broken not one but two bowls? Well, that was Rebecca, Julia thought as she ran out the door, always cleaning up some harmless disaster, some convoluted mess she had gotten herself into with acceptance and a smile. But, Rebecca noticed, crouched on the floor to gather crushed cereal, now her hands were quite sticky; it would really be easier to use a mop instead of a sponge, if she could find one (but she would really rather not go into the basement; there were spiders), and where had her silver ring gone, the one her uncle gave her last year, because hadn’t she put it on just five minutes ago? Standing up, Rebecca felt she saw absolutely everything in the kitchen, every color and shape at once, and though she didn’t know where to focus or how to stay still she loved this feeling, of perceiving all. It was what had made her drop the bowls, she realized, as she had reached to take them out of the cupboard: a turn toward the bright green to her right, an urge to check the clock behind her, a glance at the sunlight catching a reflective surface in her peripheral vision, and that she had involuntarily done all, at the same time. For Rebecca had forgotten to take her Adderall again. 

     Mr. Buchanan said he’d pour the drinks himself. 

            His wife, Daisy, was otherwise occupied, sitting rigidly, her eyes fixed on the empty, glass coffee table in the middle of a similarly empty room. Everything was empty, actually. It was remarkable, thought Tom Buchanan, that two people could fill a space and yet have it feel as lifeless as a graveyard. 

            The act itself was so quick that hardly anyone could say what happened; what appeared to have happened, perhaps; what they hoped had happened, though, certainly; but no single point of view was absolute, certainly not Tom’s. He was a well-groomed sort of man, who prided himself on being well-received and well-liked, but this incident, this melodrama, this fluster, had muddled him up in an unexpected way. 

            Myrtle’s mangled body lay strewn across the two-lane street, and the poor lighting from the smiling crescent moon impeded him from seeing her features. What he could see, was that there was only one car pulled to the side of the road, and it was his; he certainly had not caused this; but how could he be sure; but he was Tom; he was sure (though he could no longer recall whose idea it might have been  to let Daisy and Gatsby drive together). 

       Ronaldo said he could master the art of wooing a woman's heart himself.

      For if he found no difficulty in solving a rubiks cube under a minute nor in tackling a calculus problem, how hard could it be to retrieve a woman's phone number? No, there was absolutely no possibility for failure. For Ronaldo did not fail. Never, ever had he failed before throughout the nineteen years he had been alive. This Sunday night in particular was spent in a nightclub down the street from Carnegie Mellon University in recognition of Ronaldo's survival of the first nineteen years of his life. What ruckus! What terrible taste the DJ had! Compared to his personal preference of pieces composed by Brahms and Paganini, he found the music which was pounding through the speakers to be absolutely repulsive. Whose incredulous idea had it been anyway? Who in his right mind would plan a surprise party for Ronaldo at a nightclub, a scene which Ronaldo and his crowd were seldom involved with. Nevertheless, he must not waste time; he must carry on with the dare. Having taken a couple swigs of his fruity cocktail, Daniel Pane, his competition since the sixth grade in both Math and Science, dared him to successfully retrieve the number of an attractive lady in the club. Despite his lack of physical contact with the opposite sex since kindergarten, Ronaldo was not phased. 

