
THE STARS THEMSELVES 
by Teagan Romyn 

 It was a cool evening in May when your father and I first met. There 

was a park not far from where I lived. I used to walk there with Armin trotting 

beside me, pulling on his lead with the characteristic eagerness of small 

puppies. I’d bought him because he looked the quietest of the litter. I was 

aiming for a pet easier to control than my last, who’d had a nasty habit of 

eating electric cables. Her stupidity, which grew as she did, was probably due 

to the multiple shocks she got. Thankfully, Armin pulled on his lead instead of 

electric cables. 

 ‘No, Armin. Wait till we get to the park.’ 

 ‘Arf?’ 

 ‘Yeah. I’m sure I’ve still got some in my pocket.’ 

 ‘Arf? Arf?’ 

 ‘No, no treats now. And stop barking, Armin, or you’ll wake the bloody 

neighbourhood.’ 

 He whined loudly, as if to point out that that was the idea. 

 I smiled and kept walking. My favourite time of day has always been 

long after dusk has fallen like a thief’s coat, coating day’s fine lines with 

elegant black. It was if the sky was holding a masquerade ball and the sun was 

a missing guest of honour fleeing in her glass slipper. The trees became 

shadows blotting out starlight – letting the barest trickle through. The path 

through the park was grey stone, stretching out in front of me like Dorothy’s 

Yellow Brick Road. 

 I liked going to the park because it was always deserted by the witching 

hour, as if the ominous position of a clock hand could bring out nocturnal 

monsters to prey on unwary walkers. I giggled to myself that night as I 



imagined little Miss Beatrice from down the road in her pink silk dress and 

hair curlers, shrieking as she fled from a cackling witch. The image still makes 

me chuckle now, sitting here, cradling you with my fingertips. 

 I also enjoyed walking Armin in the dark because I could claim 

ignorance of his bowel movements. Simply put, I couldn’t tell whether he was 

watering the grass or dumping a load. Which meant that I suffered no 

responsibility if he was doing either, which in turn meant that I didn’t have to 

try to find, pick up, and bin any little brown presents he left behind. 

 ‘Go on boy,’ I said, letting him off the chain. ‘Eww,’ I added after he 

gave my hand a good long lick. ‘Yeah, Armin. I love you too, I guess. Just don’t 

poo anywhere, ’kay?’ 

 ‘Arf,’ he barked. By that point, he was already a speck in the distance. 

That dog could move fast when he wanted to. I could see the moonlight 

glinting off the long, luxurious fur that I was forever having to wipe off my 

furniture. I hadn’t been able to get a poodle. Too expensive on a uni student’s 

budget, particularly one living off their own creative writing while they 

struggled through their degree. 

 I heard a bark somewhere distant – not Armin’s. I was surprised at the 

sound, and after a moment shuffling in my trackies, I heaved a white sigh and 

clomped my way through the damp night grass. I hugged my jumper tight 

around myself; squinting and sniffling from the cold. 

 ‘Armin,’ I called. I heard the sounds of a doggy scuffle, the snarls in the 

distance making my hair stand on end, and broke into a run. 

 I stuck to the path, passing under trees with limbs like so many 

unfriendly hands reaching for me, slowing my pace. I’d always been prone to 

dramatics, and in my head I imagined Armin being torn apart by one of the 

fantastic beasts I’d earlier so gleefully set upon Miss Beatrice. 

 There was a spot in the centre of the park where the two straight paths 

from the edge bisect each other. The City Council had erected steel fences 

around it – the kind that you plant vines underneath to ‘train’ them into a 

canopy. The vines formed sinister shadows that I ignored, as I grabbed Armin 

by the collar and dragged him away from the other dog. Of course, my little 

Cocker Spaniel would attack a Doberman. 



 Armin pulled at me so hard that I was forced to sit down, dragging him 

close while the Doberman’s owner tugged on his—strangely silent—four 

legged friend. Eventually we managed to get them under control. Your father 

got the Doberman to sit nicely. I managed to confine Armin to my arms, 

where he squirmed as I tried to catch my breath. 

 ‘Why isn’t that dog on a lead?’ Those were your father’s first words to 

me. 

 I raised an eyebrow. ‘Why is your dog allowed outside?’ 

 He stepped forward into the light cast by the solitary lamp above. Curly 

brown hair, steel blue eyes, long legs hidden in equally long pants. For a split 

second, I thought he was Mr Tumnus about to take me to Narnia. 

 ‘Tucker’s on a lead.’ 

 ‘Armin’s a Cocker Spaniel,’ I said slowly as if talking to an idiot. ‘The 

chance that he could do some actual damage is about the same as me breaking 

into a hula dance.’ 

 He looked at me sceptically. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘You could possibly 

be a professional hula dancer.’ 

 ‘I’m not,’ I said, finding myself laughing. The tension eased. 

 He raised a hand with an easy grin. ‘Okay, no hula dancing.’ He stood 

up from where he’d been kneeling next to Tucker. ‘I’m Isaac by the way.’ 

 ‘Charmed,’ I said. 

 ‘That’s an unusual name’ 

 I blinked. ‘It’s not my name!’ 

 ‘Well, it should be,’ he said quickly, with a smile. He paused then, 

looking around him. ‘Are you new here?’ 

 I know what you must be thinking by this point. I’m a lunatic, in my 

pyjamas, walking a dog at midnight, who encounters a man and strikes up a 

conversation. The pressures of social interaction demanded I continue talking. 

That’s why I wasn’t running. Basically, I’d started a conversation and had no 

idea how to end it. 

 I shook my head. ‘No. Been here a while.’ 

 ‘Oh. I’m new.’ He scuffed the stone beneath his feet. Tucker pricked up 

his ears. 



 ‘It’s a lovely area,’ I said, blurting the first thing that came to mind. ‘But 

some of the neighbours can be a bit … nosy.’ 

 ‘You’re tellin’ me,’ he muttered. 

 I felt suspicious. ‘Where d’you live?’ 

 He pointed across the street to an old house that had been built in the 

fifties. I knew it from passing by on my bike when I went to uni. I also know 

who lived next door, and I winced in sympathy. 

 ‘Yup,’ I said. ‘Miss Beatrice. Nose like Pinocchio’s.’ 

 ‘Longer.’ 

 I grinned at that. I gestured behind him, indicating I wanted to move 

around him, and he stepped to the side with a small bow. My smile had grown 

wider. When I passed him, he kept walking, keeping Tucker at the heel. I kept 

Armin in my arms. 

 I glanced at Isaac out of the corner of my eyes. ‘So what brings you out 

here, during the witching hour?’ 

 He smiled a little wistfully. ‘Miss Beatrice. Or rather, lack of.’ 

 I nodded. ‘Ah.’ 

 ‘And you?’ 

 I sighed. ‘Inspiration. Searching for, rather than avoiding.’ 

 ‘Inspiration?’ 

 As we did a couple of laps around the park, I found myself divulging my 

troubles to a complete stranger. I had an assignment due in two days, and 

hadn’t started. He looked alarmed – he was doing an engineering degree, so 

his concern was probably due to the thought of the amount of work he’d have 

to do if he left his assignments to the last minute – but, as I explained, mine 

was relatively small. A little over fifteen hundred words involving somewhere 

beautiful in Adelaide. 

 ‘Which is why,’ I concluded, ‘I came here.’ 

 When I’d stopped talking, the world had fallen silent, bare cold silk 

save for the sound of distant traffic. 

 ‘And … the witching hour?’ 

 ‘I think this place is even more beautiful at night,’ I said. ‘I’ve tried 

writing descriptive pieces, but … it’s missing something.’ 



 We kept walking and I put Armin down. He eyed Tucker warily before 

walking—on his lead—between Isaac and me. 

 I looked at Isaac, noting his look of confusion. To someone who dealt 

with mathematics, capturing the essence of a place in a few words would be 

impossible. Just as, to me, working with mathematics was like trying to read 

Chinese. It just didn’t work. I looked at your father and realised that there was 

something profoundly unique inside each of us, a spark that made us who we 

were. That made us different, even though we were made of the same building 

blocks, the same atoms. Even though we were both made of stardust. 

 ‘What do you think thoughts are?’ he asked abruptly.  

 I was broken out of my reverie. ‘Hmm?’ 

 ‘Thoughts,’ he said, turning to me. ‘What are they made of?’ 

 ‘Uhhh … I don’t know,’ I said, sucking my teeth. 

 ‘Well … stories are like thoughts on paper, aren’t they?’ 

 ‘Kind of. The fiction ones are; yeah.’ 

 ‘So you just make things up. Thoughts are the building blocks.’ 

 ‘I … guess.’ 

 ‘And meetings are the catalysts,’ he pressed. 

 ‘Um, maybe?’ 

 He shrugged. ‘Hey, this is your assignment, not mine. Why don’t you 

write about us?’ 

 I looked across at him, suddenly smiling. ‘You mean a story being a 

product of this conversation?’ 

 ‘Yeah.’ 

 ‘Like … a kid? 

 A pause. 

 ‘Well, I wouldn’t take it that far.’ 

 I smiled and said, ‘Thanks Isaac.’ 

 I looked down at my watch. Nearly one o’clock. ‘I’d better get going. 

Thanks for the inspiration.’ 

 He grinned. ‘Any time. Glad to help you break the writer’s block.’ 

 I tucked my hair behind my ears and tugged on Armin’s lead. Slowly 

Isaac made his way back to his house, and I made my way back to mine.  



 In the distance I heard him shout, ‘Hey … did you want to get a coffee 

sometime?’ 

 I felt a little smile curl my lips as I opened my mouth to yell back – 

Beatrice be damned. ‘Argo’s on The Parade, nine o’clock Saturday. Don’t be 

late!’ 

 It took me the better part of fifteen minutes to struggle home in the 

cold. I slammed the front door, shaking imaginary snow off my shoes, and 

yawning as I dumped my keys on the table. I unhooked Armin, still thinking of 

your father. I turned on the kettle, thinking of him. And when I pencilled 

Argo’s 9am on my fridge calendar, I was wondering how to tell my dad I had 

my first date. 

 It was nearly two o’clock by the time I sat down at my desk and started 

creating you. Cradling you in my fingertips as they danced across my 

keyboard, staring as you came into being, letter by letter, word by word, across 

the page. My memories and his became the blueprint for your existence. 

 Now that you are at the end of your life, I sit and reflect on what I’ve 

made, nursing the coffee addiction which most writers share. I can’t bring 

myself to regret having created you only to end you so soon, because you’re 

part of a larger story. My story. In a way, I am your mother and your daughter 

both, like some paradox Isaac might cook up in his calculus courses. 

 Sitting here, although I know that all stories end—and you are no 

different—I can see how beautiful you are. You have your father’s laugh and 

my long-fingered hands. You lend your peculiar night-tinged bias to us both, 

making us seem more alive than we really are. But more than that, your smile 

is the cool evening’s gibbous moon, your laugh the sigh of an autumn breeze, 

and your eyes the stars themselves, falling from the darkest of skies.


