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tender child,
do not hold your head
In shame and
do not flush your cheeks.
“the world is too rough” 
she cries
and the Universe 
starts to weep. 
Her sleek black hair was whipped across her face as the manager struck the girl's cheek. Eunha’s ears rung but she could still hear the door slam shut as he stormed out. With shaking legs, she stood up on her red pumps and stumbled out to the smoke filled lounge.
Her skin was hot and her vision was hindered, as she continued delivering beers to the tables, avoiding the gawking of all the men she passed. Eunha used to think that she would get used to it, but the sting on her face reminded her it hurt just as much as it used to. 
“Hey, baby how you doing?” She felt a hand wrap around her waist and looked up to see an unpleasant old man whose skin shone with oil in the dim light.
“Come on, darling why don't you come with me, we can get to know each other?” 
Her jaw locked and her shoulder stiffened. She jerked her hand away, but quickly remembered what the manager had said. Eventually, she gave him a tight smile and led the old man to one of the back rooms. As Eunha closed the door she found her manager peering into the room, smiling. For a moment she felt proud of herself. The finching of her body at the foul man swiftly broke her trance however. 
After the man was done, he walked out of the room, leaving the girl  laying on the  ragged green couch.  Feelings of hurtdiscomfortpain coursed through her body. She willed herself to cry, but her eyes protested. The thumping of the muted bass through the door was comforting, if only for a moment and she tried composing herself.
    
A minute later the door opened but the girl’s eyes stayed zoned on the wall in front of her. The manager came in and muttered a bitter “thanks for not being stubborn this time”, before slamming the door. He was always slamming the door.
The girl’s feet hurt as she made her way out of the club and they hurt as she stepped on the splintered floor of her apartment. With her breath showing up in the chilled air, Eunha gazed upon her savings jar - empty from the lack of extra money. If that night she dreamt of leaving, she didn't tell anyone.
I'd rather sweat,
or spit,
 upon my glint, than cry. 

Every morning before work, Eunha would go to the park a block from her street. Just out of the slums, it had a quaint silence she held fond to her. She held onto the thought that maybe she would see her mother and that maybe they would take her back. It was bordering on two years and the girl figured if it hadn’t happened yet, it probably never would. 
            This morning there was only a few people in the park. She sat down and closed her eyes to listen to the sounds of the World. When she opened them there was a small boy sitting next to her, with his Skechers laden feet dangling off the edge of the bench. He smiled but she couldn't bring herself to smile back.
“What are you doing here?” He asked.
The girl’s face scrunched in annoyance at being bothered. “I'm enjoying the scenery.”
The boy hummed and she felt a drop of water fall onto her face.
“The world cries for you.” the small boy said.
“What are you going on about?” Eunha, who usually loved children was becoming annoyed.
“Seoul. She’s crying for you.” the rain picked up a little bit, now a steady drizzle.
“How would you know?” The girl asked.
“I'm an angel of course.” 
The girl stared at the boy, trying to figure out if he was speaking the truth. Children liked to make up stories a great deal.
“Why would an angel approach a prostitute?”
The young boy just smiled at her and said nothing. The rain grew thicker, now drenching her clothes. She tried to find dishonesty in his eyes, but they stayed pure.
“Have you ever heard of the phrase, “life attracts life?”
The girl thought to herself for a second before answering, “I don't think I have.” 
The boy kept smiling. 
“What does it mean?” Eunha asked. She was practically yelling now, trying to speak over the rain.
“I think you know exactly what it means.”
“How am I supposed to know, I just said that I had never heard it before!?”
Despite her screaming, the boy was still smiling. He looked to the sky and then at Eunha.
“The world is too rough.” 
“What?” Her voice was becoming hoarse. 
    “Please think about what I said.” With that, the small boy smiled at her one last time, stood up and began walking away. The rain was falling so hard now that within a few steps she couldn't but see a silhouette of him. Sitting there, thinking about their conversation, she began to have feelings of confusiondoubtfrustration.  The boy had spouted nonsense and then left without answering any of her questions. Eunha wanted to believe he was messing with her, the girl’s soul was telling her he spoke the truth. 
Without further thought she stood and began her commute to the club, the rain punching her shoulders and seeping into her scalp. Her vision was obstructed but her eyes still caught something that grabbed Eunha’s attention. In the middle of the road was a girl dragging a boy by his wrist into the rain. 
“Come on now!”
“Hey, what about my clothes!?”
The girl didn't seem to care and started twirling around in the rainstorm. The boy looked reluctant but eventually chuckled and started dancing as well. 
Watching them, the girl remembered what the angel had told her. “Life attracts life,” The boy had said.
Turning around sharply Eunha fell onto the ground, now a rushing river. It did not stop her and she continued to run through the gray, sopping alleys of Korea.
    As the girl’s feet kept hitting the puddled ground, it occurred to her that the manager would be furious that she hasn't shown up at work and yet she couldn't seem to care. As she was running, the girl began to think. She thought of her encounter with the angel and with the people in the street.
“Life attracts life.” The little boy had said. It was true. She could feel her soul being attracted away from here. To somewhere with life. Her body was withering away in this town and if she didn't leave she would soon die.
    
Without further hesitation, Eunha burst towards her destination with new vigor. 
When she entered the club, her frozen skin steamed in the hot air. 
   
 “Eunha! You wretched girl get over here!” He didn't waste a moment. The manager stomped over to her and grasped her wrist. Eunha froze but quickly remembered her purpose. 
   
 “No!”
    
The manager froze and looked at her.
    
“What did you just say to me?”
    
“I’m quitting.”
    
“You little-” the manager grabbed a handful of her hair and started pulling her towards the back of the club, causing Eunha to scream.
    
“Stop, s-stop!” Eunha slapped the manager and he let go of her hair. 
    
While at first he looked stunned, his face soon began to contort in rage. With no one yet in the club, the manager was not afraid of hitting Eunha at full force. He threw a punch that landed on the girl’s cheekbone, shoving her on the ground.
    
Eunha knew that she needed to leave. The manager was stronger than her and she couldn't afford to dragged back into his world. She needed to leave. Needed to go where life was.  
    
She could feel life pulling her as she thrashed her way out of the manager’s grip and she could feel it when she stormed out of the dingy club. Her face hurt but her soul was speaking freedomcompletionhappiness.
    
She walked to the park and sat at the very same bench where the angel talked to her just hours before. The rain had subsided but left a wet blanket covering Seoul. Now all she had to do was find where life was. Where it was calling her. She listened to the chirping of the birds but they had no answers. Neither did the plants, but that was okay. She was free to find life now. That was all that mattered. The girl was broken out from her thoughts by a voice. 
“Are you okay?”
    Eunha looked up to see a short, plump girl, with short black hair standing in front of her. 
    “Um, I’m fine… thank you.” She said, tacking the last part on as to not sound rude. She was better than she had been for a very long time, though the girl didn't know that.
“Well, you don't look fine!”
“Pardon me?”
“You look cold and wet and lonely might I add!” She was cold, however still fine. 
“I’m fine truly-”
“Come with me!”
Without further warning, the plump woman grabbed Eunha and led her towards the street, where she promptly guided her into a store. The girl pulled some clothes off the rack and stuffed them into her arms,insisting that she put them on. 
“Um, I appreciate this, but I don’t have any money to pay for these things.”
“I didn't ask you if you did, now go try them on!”
Eunha stuttered under her breath, but still went to the fitting rooms. When she came out, the plump girl ripped the tags off and pushed her out of the store.
“W-Wait! I didn't even pay or-“
“No need, already paid, move along.”
Eunha was baffled at this young stranger and her weird behavior. Somewhat sadly, it was rather odd for a random person to drop everything and help a stranger.
“Are...Are you also sent by the Gods?” Eunha asked, thinking this was the only reasonable answer for this.
“What are mumbling about? God? You're a fool! I’m just a good citizen doing my duty.”
“D-Duty?”
“To be a good person of course!”
“Um c-can I get your name?”
“Soojung.”
“Soojung. Well, Soojung, don't you have someplace to be or something better to do? I mean, what's the real reason you're doing this?” Eunha was deeply grateful the plump girl - no, Soojung - was trying to help her out, but there must have been some ulterior motives. No one helps anyone for free. 
“Hmm, I guess you could say it makes me feel good.”
“W-What?”
“A good person would say they like helping people just to help people, but for me, it lets me know that I'm doing something good.”
“O-Oh.” Eunha didn't completely understand the reasoning behind Soojung’s statement, but decided not to further the conversation. 
“Say, you look like you're trying to accomplish something.”
“Well, of course. Everyone’s trying to accomplish something.”
Soojung chuckled. 
“I can see it in your eyes. You're trying to do something big. Something that’s going to change your life forever.”
Eunha drew in a breath. 
“Well, yes, I am. I… I have recently made some very big decisions. I am planning on leaving Seoul.” Eunha didn't know why she said that, for she did not in fact have plans to leave Seoul, but the moment the words left her mouth, she knew they were right for her.
“Oh! And where do you plan on going?”
“Westward. I just,” She paused, “have ran into a few obstacles along the way.”
Soojung smiled kindly. “Of course dear.”
That night, Eunha slept at Soojung’s apartment. The short woman didn't allow protesting and Eunha didn't begin any. While she layed on the floor, the girl thought that somehow Soojung must have been an angel. Whether now or in a past life, she didn't know. 
When the girl awoke the next morning, Soojung was gone. Assuming she was off at work, Eunha walked back to her own apartment to pick up her few things. 
If you had asked the girl if she was expecting a deity to appear before her, the answer would have been ‘no’. But, alas as she stepped into the broken down room that was her house, a young girl sat in the middle. She was dressed in a traditional blue and green hanbok, contrasting with her pale skin and black hair. Almost immediately, Eunha recognized her as Dalnim, goddess of the moon. 
“Child, I have been waiting for you for a very long time.” She said, milky eyes staring straight at her.
Eunha tried to speak, but her mouth willed itself shut. 
“Why can you not cry?”
Eunha stayed silent. It was true. The girl had not seemed to cry for what felt many years and she wondered if she even cried as a baby.
“Try darling, I can see it in your eyes.”
As if the moon had called upon her tears, Eunha felt a cold drip fall down onto the floor. She cried as hard as the city had for her. She cried for her parents and for Soojung and for herself. Then, as she looked down to where the tears should have left stains, appeared diamonds. 
“W-What,” Eunha tried saying, but came out into a whisper. 
“Child, we have been waiting for you for a long time. You've been waiting for yourself.”
“I don’t understand,” the girl with diamond tears said.
The deity placed her ivory hand onto Eunha’s. “In some past life, you must have been an angel of some sort.”
“An angel?”
“Yes. Like the boy in the park, or the young girl, Soojung. Angels don't die, they just fade away and become something else.  It may take a while, but eventually they always find themselves again. We were just nudging you in the right direction.”
The deity placed her lips on the girl’s forehead, mumbling a few words she could not understand. When Eunha finally lifted her head, the deity was gone. The girl would have thought she imagined it, if it were not for the pile of diamonds at her feet. With these, Eunha would finally be able to find where life was. 
and as I emerged from the 
clouds, pink like taffy,
the gatekeeper greeted me
and said, 
“for when you realize that
to worry will do no good
is when you have learned 
to be patient.
because the Sun doesn't try to 
rush the Day
but waits patiently for the 
Moon.”


The moment Eunha opened the airport door wearing her read pumps, she felt reborn. Although the girl had never been in an airport before, she felt herself know exactly what to do, as if her soul had waited for this moment forever. With every step further away from her past, she could feel her soul growing louder and louder. 
Soojung had accompanied her and as they waited in the terminal, Eunha closed her eyes. When she opened them, they landed on the boy from the park. There was zero doubt in her mind that the little boy was sent by the Gods. 
The angel looked over and locked eyes with her. He didn't have to say anything for her to know he had accomplished what he was sent here to do. Knowing this would be the last time she would ever be able to see him, she smiled. 
“What are you smiling at?” Soojung asked.
“Nothing. Just the angel that might have saved my life.”    
