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Dialogue Exercise


“I got an email last night, from her phone,” Josie walked around the edges of the darkroom and to the first enlarging section. “It was a picture from her phone of her.”


“It made us cry,” Aces tried to add, but Josie stopped the words from forming where Becka could hear. She stood in Front and she closed her mouth.


Becka seemed to be waiting for her to say it though, watching as Josie’s fingers nervously ran over the counters, searching. There was a strange, thick pause and Josie moved on to comb her timid fingers over the second station.


“There’s glass here,” came Becka’s voice from the red darkness of the room.


“Oh, is there?” Josie pivoted clumsily and almost knocked over a measuring beaker. “Good,” her words were now sharper, unnatural sounding in her own ears. They weren’t hers, they were Lissa’s. Josie’s own throat seemed to lock up with a sudden rush of loneliness and grief that came from the depths of the tunnels. She started to cry and moan, but Becka saw nothing but Lissa’s serene smile and affectionate eyes as she stepped before Josie and shielded her.


Lissa took the glass Becka offered, twirling with a graceful flourish, holding the glass out as her dance partner. Becka laughed at the change in her friend’s demeanor as though it was only an act in the standing comedy of her friend’s strange life.


“It was so so sweet,” Lissa sang as she placed the delicate glass on the enlarger bed, her movements easy and sure.

