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A Sunset Flower Blooms

by
Yousef A. Mustafa

Putmud is a small quiet town of copy and pasted, red-roofed 
houses lined up in a way that murders uniqueness. But that's 
just a polite way of saying it's boring. Almost nothing new 
happens around here. I've been a Putmudian since 2004, around 
the time I was nine. This year I got enrolled in high-school as 
a  freshman,  but  other  than  walking  to  a  different  prison 
everyday, there's really no big change. I sometimes wish that 
there  would  be  a  change  of  some  sort.  I'm  not  asking  for 
anything catastrophic, just something that would liven up the 
place and me along with it.

Like the routine that has became my life, I left school at 
5:30 and started off home. My last class ends at 3, but I've 
enrolled in an extra-curricular activity after school; drawing. 
I like drawing, sketching, painting .. all those artistic and 
simplistic means of expression even though I suck at them all. 
My teacher says sucks is a subjective term; that what some might 
consider rubbish, others would see it as a treasure. That's what 
art's about, she says. On the risk of sounding cynical, I say 
'yeah right!' I'm all for beauty-is-in-the-eye-of-the-beholder 
thing, but my sketches really do belong in the trash bin.

On the way back home I usually gaze at the setting sun. 
Putmud might be a dead place to live in, but its sunset is to 
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die  for.  The  sun,  at  this  part  of  the  day,  never  fails  at 
attracting eyes. At least not mine. I couldn't look away even if 
I  tried  to:  it's  radiating  color  of  brilliant  orange  is  so 
captivating. When I look away, I want more; when I look at it, I 
still  want  more.  The  sun  even  have  strong  effect  on  the 
environment: shadows of houses and tall trees fall beautifully, 
stretching in length on the lawns and parked cars as if they 
were hands of the sun trying to grab something.

Folks usually are home at this hour of day, I guess that's 
why they miss such a spectacular scene. Here in Putmud we rarely 
have any shops open after 6. Even convenience stores and clinics 
are closed once the sun starts to set. People here got used to 
that, I suppose.

'Ruby Sweetheart! Daydreaming again?'
'Oh, Mr. Owen! Hi.'
I was walking on the usual green hill – which goes along the 

street down to my neighborhood - when Mr. Owen caught me off 
guard. The hill's about 3 meters high, so I still could hear and 
see him clearly standing in front of his shop. Mr. Owen's a 
shopkeeper;  he  sells  fruits  –  something  popular  in  Putmud. 
Anyone who sells fruits here could never go wrong. In fact, I 
believe they could make gold in no time, or at least a killing. 
People  buy  fruits  here  like  crazy.  But  I  don't  like  fruit. 
Anyways, Mr. Owen's shop lies between home and school, and he 
usually closes around this time, so we meet several times like 
this.

'What were you thinking about this time? Don't tell me still 
about change.'

'Well, you know me, Mr. Owen.' I said while projecting a 
cheesy smile. Sincere, but cheesy all the same.

Mr. Owen knows me. I had several conversations with him. And 
anyone who speaks to me long enough will eventually hear all my 
thoughts and ideas. I'm not much of a private person, or one who 
keeps secrets at that matter. I don't follow an ethic code of 
honesty or anything like that, I just don't see a reason to lie.

'Here.' He said as he threw me an apple. I grabbed it.
'Gee, thanks, Mr. Owen.' I replied politely.
'Well, I better get back home,' he said as he locked his 
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place,  'by  the  way,  Danger's  coming.  You  ought  to  prepare 
something, you know? Maybe like plans or something.'

'Sure. See ya around Mr. Owen.'
'Alright, take care Ruby Sweetheart.'
'Bye.'
I watched him leave, then continued walking. The hill I 

walked on was rather high; I could see my house from here.
‘Megan, I’m home.’ I gave a shout for her to know, but other 

than  that,  I  didn’t  bother  to  do  anything  else.  I  headed 
straight to my room without the least curiosity in whether she 
heard me or not; whether she’d replied or not; whether she’s 
home or not.

Megan’s my sister, the last of the Fishers beside me. She’s 
older than me by eight years. She’s halfway through college, so 
the courses she’s taking on these days are pretty challenging: I 
almost never see her as she’s at campus most of the day. When 
she comes home, she just has dinner then crashes, only to get up 
when it’s time to go back to school. Dinner is a fuzzy concept 
around here. Sometimes she has time to prepare it, sometimes 
not. She usually eats what ever’s around on the table or in the 
fridge. I try to prepare some meals for both of us when I get 
back so we could get proper nutrition. I used to get up early in 
the morning to do so, but I got tired.

Ma and pops aren’t around anymore. Ma passed away when I was 
11. She had cancer. Dumb doctors cut off her legs to prevent it 
from spreading, but she died anyways. Pops followed her a couple 
of  years  later  when  I  was  13.  He  was  beaten  to  death  for 
standing up to a mugger. He wouldn’t give him his money. We were 
to be taken to a foster home but Megan, who was 21 at the time, 
prevented that from happening. She got legal ownership of the 
house, which is ironic since she barely spends a minute in it.

I  had  dinner  alone  like  usual,  eveningdreamt  about  the 
wonderful idea of change some more, then got up to my room.

My room was a tidy mess. Everything was in place, but there 
was no place. My desk couldn't handle its residents; my shelfs 
ran out of space to carry my books, so books were laid on my 
couch; the closest failed at digesting my cloth; my room was 
horrible at containing all of my stuff. But everything was in 
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place: my books were aligned, my cloth were folded, my bedsheets 
were made, and there was nothing on the floor. It was one neat 
mess.

Mr.  Owen's  right.  I  should  prepare  something.  Last  time 
Danger was here in Putmud, I wasn't. All I knew about Danger's 
by talk only. It must've been over years since Danger's been 
here.

o o o

Throughout the schoolday I daydreamt. I wasn't worried about 
academically  deteriorating  or  flunking  a  class.  I  did  my 
homework at time – before time would be more correct: I did them 
during  their  classes.  I  attend  classes  regularly,  read  the 
required text books, submit assignments on time, and bring home 
good grades. What more should one aspire to in life?

I got home by practicing my daily ritual: greeted the usual 
people I encountered along the way, gazed at the sun some more, 
daydreamt about change. When I got home, before I entered, I 
noticed that Eddie was there.

'Oh, hey Eddie! What's up?' I said hello over the fence.
'Hey Ruby Sweetheart, how’s it shaking?'
'Not too shabby.' I joked around, using a word he liked.
'That's my girl!'
Eddie’s  our  neighbor.  He  used  to  be  pops’  friend,  and 

colleague of a sort. Both of them made furniture for a living, 
but worked for different companies. Pops didn’t actually work 
for a company; he was a freelance. He made tables at home, then 
sold them. He build everything in our wooden shed behind the 
house. Now our shed’s deserted.

'How's school?'
'The same. How's work?'
'Ah, you know. Can't complain.'
'Well, hang in there, Eddie.'
Eddie's as old as pops, but hates it when I call him by his 

last name. I don’t know what it is about him, but he reminds me 
of pops a lot. Maybe because they have the same trimmed white 
beard. Or the orange shades. Or maybe because they spent so much 
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time together. I don’t know. There was a time, when I young, 
when I thought he was my uncle by blood.

'Haven’t seen your sister around much lately.'
'Yeah.  She’s  busy  with  her  courses.  She  has  seven  this 

semester.'
'Seven? Ouch! They allow students to enroll in this many?'
'Only if they have a GPA of 3 points or above.'
'Well, tell her to be careful. There was this one time in 

college when I took over my limit and got a awful headache out 
of it.'

'Oh. How much did you take on?'
'Five.'
'Oh.'
'Yeah. Hey listen, you think it'll be alright if I borrowed 

your old man's miter saw?'
'Yeah sure.'
'Mine just broke and, well, you know how it is around here. 

It would be impossible to get it fixed or buy a new one at this 
late hour.'

'Sure, Eddie, don't worry about it. I’ll go look for it in 
the shed.'

'Thanks, Ruby Sweetheart. 'Preciate it.'
I tossed my backpack next to the front door and went round 

the house to the shed. It's been a while since I've been there, 
or Megan for that matter. After pops died, we wordlessly agreed 
that none of us would enter it again.

I opened the wooden door and walked in. It was dusty as 
ever. Some of the equipment seemed to have rusted away .. or 
maybe they were always rusty, but because I lived a wonderful 
childhood I pictured everything perfect.

I looked around, but tried not to over indulge in the past. 
Too much dusted memories. I finally found the miter saw and, 
without knowing if it still worked or not, picked it up with 
both hands and ran back to Eddie.

'Thanks Rubes, you really are a sweetheart!' He laughed as 
he turned around to go back into his own shed, but just before 
he did, he stopped and added: 'You know, Danger's coming.'

'I know, I know.'
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'All right, just thought I'd tell you.'
It would be my first time meeting the celebrated Danger, so 

how could I possibly forget such a date? But then again, around 
here,  everyone's  a  celebrity;  everybody  knows  everybody  ..  I 
wonder if that's a good thing ...

ooo

The next day flew just as fast. Living in a small society 
like Putmud one tends to see time merging with itself. Days 
glide into each other so frequently that often I stop and wonder 
what day of the week it is. Though a more question I find myself 
asking is why should it matter?

It was a mesmerizing sunset as always as I rode my green 
hill to home. It's peaceful, at least it was peaceful before I 
saw this lady smoking.

'Hey, excuse me. You can't smoke here?'
She glanced at me as if she was about to hit me. Her look 

seemed so menacing. She kept staring at me, waiting for me to 
either continue or bug off.

'And?' She finally said. The way she said it didn't seem to 
be that threatening. At least not to me. I said nothing.

'Listen, kid, this is a free country. We're not under a 
roof, so I could smoke.'

'Ya but the grass would die.'
'Relax, greenie, there's plenty of air for the ground to 

breathe.'
I'm more of a secretive cynic, really. I act like a normal 

kid on the outside, but in the inside .. well, let's just say 
Pandora's box is child's play compared to what's inside Ruby 
Sweetheart's head.

I  know  I  sounded  like  a  naïve  kid  arguing  to  keep  my 
hometown unpolluted, but a clean environment – nature - was all 
I had going for me in Putmud. I don't know what I would do if it 
were to disappear. 

I stood there while she continued to smoke. She sat there at 
the side of the hill: she was a few steps away from me. She 
eventually ignored me and shifted her sight to looking at the 
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closed shops. I stood there and kept looking at her, wondering 
what she was thinking about. The entire time not once had I seen 
her look at the sun.

'Well, I suppose you're right.' I said, hating the fact that 
she did have the right to smoke .. even here in Putmud.

She took out a box and offered it to me: 'Want one?'
'No!' Geez, I'm just a kid, lady. What's wrong with you?'
I overreacted.
'Lady?' She exclaimed laughingly, 'just how old do you think 

I am?'
'I don't know,' I said as I scanned her face, reading her 

wrinkles, then moved to scanning her body. After my 2 seconds 
scan was completed, I ventured off a guess: 'above twenty.'

'Barely. 22 ... well, 24.'
'...'
'So who're you?' She changed the subject, 'Haven't seen you 

around here before.'
'I  live  in  that  house  over  there.'  I  pointed,  but  she 

couldn't see it as she was sitting. She didn't feel like getting 
up just for me. 'It's the Fisher's house.'

'Oh, then you must be Megan Fisher.'
'Megan's my sister. I'm Ruby Sweetheart Fisher.'
'Get out! For real?' She exclaimed as if she knew my family.
'Yup.'
'Gosh .. how long have I been away ..' She talked aside as 

if  she  was  preforming  a  soliloquy.  'So  Megan  finished  high-
school, I presume?'

'She's in college. She's actually about your age.'
'Oh, no, honey, believe me, she's not.' She said laughingly, 

then smoked some more. Her confidant smile assured me that I was 
way off track, that she was older than Megan by at least a 
couple of years, which means she lied about her age. 'Well, you 
seem to be headed home. Just tell her I said hi.'

'What's your name, anyways?'
She had just finished her cigarette then. She put it out by 

forcing its tip down onto the grass. Then, she gave me one quick 
glance. It was very quick, lasted about a second. But to me, it 
seemed to be much longer than that. Because in that glance, I 
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saw things. I understood things. I saw what she was thinking, 
what she thought about me, this town, my life, and our possible 
future together if we were to have one. A part of me wanted 
that. A big part.

'Danger.'

[2011]


