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Funeral Lilies

Every Wednesday I bring the battered Pegasus Journal into 

the high school guidance offi ce. I sit in the rocking chair 

and lean back so it feels as if the world is holding its breath. 

I’ve grown to like this room. I like the painted masks, each 

one with its own hollow eyes. I like the wooden animals on 

the bookshelf: the camel, the stork, the wolf raising her face 

to the moon; but my favorite of all is the wooden  horse that 

hangs from strings above my head. Its mane and tail are made 

of real hair, and it has red glass mirrors for eyes. It looks into 

the distance, its dusty head crooked. Tess would have loved 

this  horse. She would have tried to convince me its eyes could 

cast a spell. I might have believed her when I was a little girl, 

but now I know better. There’s no such thing as magic. I’ll 

never let you go, Lizzie. No matter what happens to me, I’ll never 

ever let you go.
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I always come fi ve minutes early. I like to sit in the rocking 

chair and breathe away everything real. Bad grades and teach-

ers who frown when they see me. Letters sent home in sealed 

envelopes. All the kids who give me distance like I’m some 

kind of human plague walking the hallway. I breathe away the 

silence of Isabella Amodeo, who has pitied me for almost 

fi ve years and who continues to pity me, no matter how much 

time goes by. That fi rst week, she delivered casseroles to our 

doorstep: warm food drowned in melted cheese and tomato 

sauce, meals Mamma could place on the table without look-

ing. I remember sitting down to dinner, staring at the empty 

chair.

Of course, there  were other kindnesses too. Floral arrange-

ments delivered to the door from our teachers, bouquets of 

white funeral lilies so pungent they made me cross- eyed. I 

smelled nothing but funeral lilies that  whole fi rst month. Even 

outside the  house— even when I was able to get away from 

the parade of relatives and neighbors, people who would look 

at me with sad eyes and then turn away— the smell of funeral 

lilies clung to my skin, my hair, my clothes. The scent was so 

strong I still smell it sometimes when I think about how it felt 

to be without her for the fi rst time. So that now, sadness still 

smells like funeral lilies to me, and strangely, so does the feel-

ing of loneliness, and so does the feeling of relief, because those 

 were all things that I had never known before Tess left me 

just Lizzie all alone.
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Dr. Kaplan walks into the offi ce at 12:35 and sits at his 

desk. “Okay, kiddo,” he says, “ just give me a second.” He fi nds 

my fi le and mumble- reads his notes from our last session. 

Then he settles back into his chair and waits for me to open 

Tess’s battered Pegasus Journal.

The  whole thing with the Pegasus Journal was his idea. At 

our very fi rst session, I told him about the journal fi lled with 

sketches and poems. I told him how I rescued it from her cof-

fi n the day of her funeral and carried it home in the inside 

pocket of my coat, how I  couldn’t let them bury it, because I 

knew that these pages contained the real story of Tess and me 

and what happened when things changed. Even though I might 

not want to remember, burying the Pegasus Journal along 

with Tess would have been criminal. On that fi rst Wednes-

day, he told me we had no choice. We had to use the Pegasus 

Journal to help me come to terms with what happened.

“Ready when you are,” Kaplan says, smiling.

It’s time to start. I open the Pegasus Journal. The pages 

are fragile, dog- eared, smudged with fi ngerprints and shad-

ows.  Here is a girl with worms in her hand.  Here is an army 

of toads.  Here is the profi le of a drowning  horse. But it is Tess’s 

face that gazes back at me. Tess’s eyes and wild red hair. I catch 

my breath. I remember the day she drew this. How she rubbed 

in shadows that made the cheek seem three- dimensional, the 

ears perfectly lobed like funeral lilies. How she used the back 

of her thumb to bring out the light in each eye so it looked as 
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though the  horse was gazing off into the distance somewhere, 

at a world unraveling, its tangled mane whipping around its 

face like the tangled hair of a wild girl who  doesn’t even care 

enough to comb a hand through the snarls. The  horse on the 

page opens its mouth. It is my sister’s voice coming up through 

the years. I’ll never let you go, Lizzie. No matter what happens to me, 

I’ll never ever let you go.



Flying  Horses

Milk- white steeds with fl ashing hooves

Canter ’cross the boat house roofs

Through the tides that fl ash with foam

Merlin bring my  horses home.

Feathered wings and golden tail

Flashing eyes and silken sail

Canter brave through crashing waves

Far above the drowned men’s graves.
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Flying  Horses

What kind of wings do you want? ”

Tess raises one eyebrow and waits for me to talk. I 

don’t answer right away. She is eleven and I am nine. It is one 

week before summer vacation. This is a big decision because 

what ever wings I choose will be on my back for the rest of my 

life. We are sitting Indian- style beneath our dining room 

table, surrounded by the familiar legs of Mamma’s writing 

group, the ragtag bunch of grownups who come to our 

 house once a month on a Saturday with their pages and 

their pens, to drink iced tea, and talk and cry.  Here are Mam-

ma’s skinny legs with her embroidered sandals.  Here are 

the poet’s straight, uncomfortable legs with her high- heeled 

black boots.  Here are the mystery writer’s sickly legs covered 

with scabs and sores.  Here are the picture- book writer’s 

 old- lady legs, puffy and swollen, with her blue spiderweb 
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veins, and her red potato feet powdered and pushed into 

loafers.

Tess and I always spend these meetings sitting under the 

table making plans for our escape. Tess is holding the Pegasus 

Journal. She has drawn six different sets of wings, each on its 

own page. Each set of wings costs seventy- fi ve- thousand dol-

lars and fi fty- nine cents, but that’s okay because Tess is roy-

alty and she keeps real silver coins hidden under her pillow. 

There are wings made of the following magical substances: 

water, gumdrops, moonbeams, gold dust, magic feathers, and 

peanut butter. Only stupid  horses choose peanut butter. Pea-

nut butter wings are gooey. They melt in the sun. The stupid 

 horses who choose peanut butter try to fl y, but they always 

fail. They start off just like Merlin taught us— take a running 

start and then leap up into the sky. Fly fl y, high high, up in the 

sky, up in the sky. But the stupid  horses end up falling fl at on 

their faces. Ker- splatt. Talented  horses choose moonbeams or 

feathers brushed with gold dust. Tess tells me I am one of the 

most promising  horses in our class, and I know this must 

be true because Merlin tells her everything. Tess taps on the 

Pegasus Journal and looks down her nose at me. She makes a 

tick tock tick tock noise with her tongue to tell me that time is 

running out.

“I’ll have gold- dust feathers,” I tell her fi nally, fi nding the 

right page. “I’m a black  horse. My mane and tail are gold and I 

have a gold streak down my nose.” I pet my nose with one fi nger.



11

Tess pats my bangs, scratches me behind one ear, and picks 

up a gold Magic Marker. With one thin hand, she holds my 

face still. With the other, she draws a line down the bridge of 

my nose. The Magic Marker feels cool and wet like a tongue. 

“Do you have a star or a diamond? ”

“A diamond,” I tell her, showing her the shape with my fi n-

gers. “And I have one gold stocking. On my left front leg. 

When I trot you can see it fl ashing and when I canter it’s like 

a golden blur. That’s why they call me Sun Dancer.”

“Nice to meet you, Sun Dancer.” Tess bows her head and I 

bow back. She colors a gold diamond on my forehead and a 

gold band around my left wrist. Even though her fi ngers are 

skinny- skinny like baby fi ngers, they are sharp. They dig into 

my skin and make me want to pull away. Tess puts her elbow 

down on my arm until I keep it still. “This’ll look cool with 

the gold wings,” she assures me. “Merlin thinks you made a 

good choice. He says he’s glad you’ve come to study with us.”

“When will the magic be complete? ”

Tess leans forward so she can whisper into my ear. “In about 

ten minutes,” she says. Her breath is too warm on my cheek. 

The closeness makes me dizzy. “That’s when you’ll become a 

Pegasus. I’ll get my moonbeam wings a little earlier since I’m 

older. I’m black with a gray blaze and a gray muzzle. That’s 

why they call me Smoke. I have magical powers. I can see into 

the future. Plus I can move objects with my mind. Those are 

powers Merlin taught me.  Here. Draw my markings.”
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Tess closes her eyes and her face gets still and expectant. I 

take the gray Magic Marker and color a gray stripe down her 

forehead. Then I color a circle around her nose and mouth. 

One of the writers says something muffl ed and the rest of 

them laugh. There is the sound of chairs shifting, and people 

shuffl ing manuscripts. Ice cubes and glasses clinking. “I don’t 

think Mamma’s going to like this,” I tell her. “She thinks  we’re 

playing tic- tac- toe.” We look around us at all the grownups’ 

legs. The mystery writer leans forward and scratches a sore 

underneath her knee. Then she folds her napkin across her 

lap and smooths out her skirt with the wrinkled palms of her 

hands. “I don’t want to get in trouble. Mamma  doesn’t like it 

when we interrupt the group.”

Tess grins. “You still don’t understand, do you? They don’t 

need to know everything. Besides”— she brings her face even 

closer to mine—“we’re immortal. We don’t need parents. Mer-

lin’s in charge of us now. Make my muzzle darker. I think you 

missed a spot. And make sure my blaze is sort of like a trian-

gle.” Tess turns to a new page in the Pegasus Journal. Quick 

as a fl ash, she scribble- sketches a  horse’s head. The mane is 

blowing in the wind and all the different locks are detailed 

with lines and shadows so you can really imagine the animal 

staring off into the distance with its fi erce, magical eyes shin-

ing. Tess colors in the pupil with the edge of her pencil and 

leaves a white highlight so it looks like the eye is real. Tess 
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hands over the Pegasus Journal and points at the  horse that 

she wants to be.

“You’re so good,” I say, sighing, tracing the lines of the face 

with the edge of my pinkie fi nger. “I wish I could do that.”

Tess shrugs and lifts her chin. “Make me a  horse,” she com-

mands. I darken my lines. I keep the color inside the circle a 

solid gray. I trace the contours of her mouth without touching 

the insides of her lips at all. I work slowly until the job is done. 

Tess keeps her eyes closed. Then she sways a little. She sticks 

out her tongue and starts making wet, strangled noises like 

she’s going to throw up.

“What’s wrong? ” I ask.

“The magic,” Tess croaks. “The wings. It’s happening. It 

hurts.” She rolls herself into a ball. She moves her shoulder 

blades up and down, wincing and clutching at herself. I can 

almost see the moonbeam wings coming up from the surface 

of her back, pushing through the skin, the long, white bones 

rising like glaciers from the sea, the moonbeams feathering 

out, each tiny fi lament, shining, sparkling, until she has wings, 

beautiful, new, magnifi cent wings. Tess hunches her back. 

Then she uncurls, tosses her neck, and whinnies. She turns 

from one profi le to the next, admiring her brand- new moon-

beam wings. They are even more special and more magical 

than Merlin said they would be.

“They are incredible,” I breathe.
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