
My Archer 

By Christina Peng 

 

I felt the rustle of his autumn hair, his sun-kissed skin tickling my legs and behind my 

ears. I stretched my arms weakly out to the sky, capturing a pocket of shade for my love 

below. I mused over the little wrinkles between his slumbering eyes as I gently brushed 

the tip of his coral lips, which curled as if he’d just dreamt up the most wonderous 

stories. 

 

My darling… 

 

He would whistle songbird chimes I’ve never heard from lands where my roots could 

never reach. He was my archer, shooting me sunshine and smiles through rain and fog. I 

indulged in his warmth, intimate against my dried-up scars, reminding me that there 

was someone worth staying for, worth living for a thousand winters. Today, he smelled 

of red cherry lipstick, a scent that made me flush red with jealousy before I chastised 

myself for my pitiful selfishness. I was part of his journey, while he was my whole world. 

My vision blurred as he picked pieces of bark off my skin piece by piece, twirling it in 

sweet curiosity.  

 

...If you could hear me... 

 

He didn’t know it, but I had a surprise, a secret I’ve kept for years and years. Usually 

I--so giddy and easily excited--would never dare hide anything from him. Every time 

I’ve tried, my leaves would swish out from below me, landing on the tip of his nose and 

betraying my heart. But nothing of that sort would happen this time. There were few 

leaves to fall. 

 

My life slipped through me, draining the last of my breath. I forced myself to stay up, to 

wait until he opened his eyes before sharing with him my last gift--the fruition of my 

being. I’ve captured my essence into the very apple--an apple created long past my 

fertility at the cost of my life--shielded beneath those leaves. My years as a tree flashed 

before my eyes, starting from when I was only a young shoot--when little boys and girls 

wandered up the mountain, when hunters ducked behind me to snipe at sinless hares, 

when uniformed men in guns and flashlights charged past me. But none of them came 

back down the mountain. None of them but him.  

 



His eyelashes flickered as if he could sense my draining life, and I almost cried counting 

the droplets seeping from my decaying flesh. The wind whispered through remnants of 

leaves, carrying a farewell and a favor I could never repay. 

...help me hold onto you. 

 

The apple, twinkling with tears and sweat, sped down my branches, bouncing at each 

crack on my skin. He gaped at the apple before catching it in his palms. It was then 

when he must’ve understood, for it was then when he stared straight through my 

weathered bark, straight through my withering leaves, straight through my shriveling 

veins, straight into my soul. He’d never once looked into my soul before that day.  

 

He had noticed me. 

 

But something gleamed in his deepened wrinkles, and something about his lips smelled 

more bloody than cherry-red. There was something murderous, something sinister 

about the way he stared. Perhaps it was the blurriness of my vision, for the 

once-rainbow forest no longer danced with the same life, because it was then that he 

took out an ax. 

 

He was my archer.  

 

I was his prey. 

 

It’s cold outside, and he needed a fire. 

 

 


