Youth Runner-up Prize - Heaven Sent

In my first year of university, | dated an angel. My mother would never have
approved. | can imagine her words now: Look at his hair, too long. Look at his
clothes, too expensive. You could never be with a boy like that. So he was my
heaven-sent secret.

The angel’s name was Michael. He looked like the statue of David—not
Michelangelo’s, but Bernini’s—his face open to interpretation. He had a surfer’s
hair, Manly Beach blonde. His skin was marmoreal, but when we spent time in
daylight—say, a beachside walk—it flushed a pleasant pink. The first time we
met, he wore a dress shirt and slacks to class. Who does that? This was
the mystery of Michael.

The lecturer was droning on about autotheory, and my eyes drifted over to
Michael in front of me. When this lecturer allowed for a five-minute break, Michael
whirled around and asked if | spoke English.

| nodded, stupidly. “Yes, | do.”

“Perfect. You look clever,” he said, mouth’s corner alluringly lifted. “What
the hell’s she on about?”

The attention was warm sun on a winter’s day. “No clue.”

“Thank God.”

Michael rose, and | moved my tote so he could sit beside me. He climbed
over—and | noticed angel’s wings stretching out from his back, sheeny and
swanlike.

“I'm Michael,” he sang.

“'m San. But call me Samuel.”

He winked.

Swiftly, we became friends. Michael revealed the city’s delightful cafes and
filthy back corners. He coaxed me into skipping classes. He dragged me to
parties, then dragged me away when | vomited. He took me home even though
he lived on campus and | in the suburbs.

“You're an angel,” | groaned, arm slung around his shoulders, and he
laughed.

One cool night, stars wheeling across the sky, Michael let me touch his
wings. | did so with awe. They were white as mountaintops, and they felt like
softest snow. Michael smirked and plucked a quill for me. | kissed him.

“I've never had someone like you before,” he whispered. It felt like flying.

Swiftly, we became boyfriends. Michael lent me dress shirts; | wore them
to the classes he didn’t make me skip. | grew my hair to match his, copied his
Berninian resting face. | kept him a secret, but my mother was suspicious. Little
did she know that I'd caught a real-life angel. Until—



“I's not you, San,” Michael said. We stood outside the hall where we’d met.
The jacarandas hung overhead, judgemental.

“Call me Samuel—and you can’t just end it like this!”

‘I never wanted something serious with you.”

“After everything—"

He was checking his phone.

“I love you.”

Unfathomably, he looked embarrassed. “No, you don’t.”

That night, a madness possessed me. Throughout our relationship, I'd
collected Michael's feathers, which decorated my bedroom like ash on a
bombsite. | snatched them up, dumped them on my sink. | dragged a chair over,
ripped Michael’s shirt off. | collapsed into the seat, twisted myself to stare into the
mirror.

Then, one by one, | pierced my naked back with the feathers. With each
bonelike shaft, blood leaked onto the sink. Some | had to contort myself so | could
affix them into my back. Others | inserted without looking; | relished each unseen
stab.

My skin was a beautiful rose-and-white array. It was like Eros had shot a
thousand lust-arrows in me, filling me head-to-heel with his stuff. Feathers
fluttered under my touch. | swear | could’ve leapt from my windowsill and flown.

| stood, about to test this, but | felt unsteady. | grasped the chair, looked
into my reflection, and saw myself true.

The feathers were limp, filthy, matted. A Biblical eyesore—an angel felled.
These non-wings couldn’t have set me airborne; | would’ve fallen and snapped
my neck.

It was twice as torturous to tear the feathers out and thrice as unthinkable
to toss them away, but | had to. | could never be a boy like that.

First year was some time ago. Sometimes I'll see Michael on campus. The
lack of ‘hello’ hangs sharply between us. He breezes past, and | notice that his
wings and allure are gone. | smile and hold my head high.

Yet sometimes, I'll discover feathers in my room. | consider throwing them
out, burying them in my back, burning them black. Instead, | tuck them away for
another day, my heaven-sent secrets.



