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weaving suspense, drama, and a touch of the surreal. From a 
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a profound vision through his grandparents' intercession. This 
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guidance through divine signs. Drawing inspiration from every-
day moments and human complexities, Jimy creates emotionally 
resonant narratives. Outside of writing, he enjoys hiking, coHee, 
and exploring new places. Re currently lives with his family in 
Mockville, Uaryland, )SA.

Jimy San



Introductory Note from Telel

M y dear readers,

You’ll probably want to know what this story means. 
Mortals usually do. They like beginnings, middles, and tidy end-
ings that tie everything up with a bow. If that’s what you expect, 
too bad. La Traviata isn’t tidy, and neither is the city of glass where 
this story takes place.

The traveler wanders, the siren deAes, the monks whistle tunes 
that don’t belong to them. Ond still, nothing changes. —r maybe 
everything does. It depends on how you read itDand how it reads 
you.

Jon’t look for a moral here. Simy :an is trying to leave a small 
itch in the back of your mindN a phrase that won’t leave you alone, 
a fragment of cardamom scent that follows you into tomorrow’s 
breakfast. That’s how you’ll know you’ve really read it.

*ow go on. :tep carefully. The glass is thinner than you think.
DTelel



La Traviata

T here once was a heartbroken traveler,  restless and un-
moored, who wandered the City of Glass: transparent, end-

less, and cold. His youth had been jlled with Noy, but life eventu-
ally calcijed into burdens and disillusion. 

gow he drifted alonV a nearby stream that ran throuVh the 
Balley of zutterscotch Chrysanthemums, a hapless crayon-blue 
sky skirtinV the hori'on above him. He felt sliVhtly blue, mutterinV 
ancient banterinVs that slowly tensed his body and edVed his de-
meanor toward tanVerine red. The waterAs ;eetinV ripples and en-
ticinV VurVles oSered him hollow relief, pleasures that promised 
more than they Vave. Fll the while, he searched earnestly for a 
remedy for his pain: a path, a prophetic voice, a drink to forVet, a 
miracle. Fll eluded himE of those he tried, none proved true.

He was no lonVer a traveler but a meanderer, circlinV himself.
Mtuck.
Iro'en.
He pressed aVainst the fracture that muted his essence. The 

fracture pressed so hard that in his stillness, he nearly fell into a 
slumber. F beauty, who had happened into this place, woke him, 
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soon becominV his source of hope and pleasure, and became 
his betrothed. xven she Vrew bitter due to her loveAs inability 
to move beyond the dome. Mhe encouraVed and supported the 
’eanderer. qn desperation and heartache, she died in his arms 
of boredom.

The hunt for the e"it haltedE he acknowledVed his failure with 
resiVnation. Thus he abandoned the search for the pathE with his 
love Vone, instead of healinV, he allowed these and the sorrows 
of others he did not know, to seep in. Their tears became his own, 
an omen for the livinV.

The traveler?s sorrows overwhelmed him, and his VatherinV 
tears rushed downward to become a Vreat lake, threateninV to 
drown him and all who lived in the Balley.

go one knew why he returned to his Duest. He had invited death 
to his bed. zut as suddenly as he had resiVned, hands on hip and 
chest puSed out, he beVan to search for an escape aVain, a way 
from that which held him captive, a door leadinV to freedom. He 
searched for a crack, a chink in the armor, the sliVhtest e"posed 
breach: an e"it for the sake of his proVeny.

Ior their sake, he removed his hand from his side and placed it 
on his plow. He could see it, almost feel it, but could never cross 
its thresholdE his heart was in the land his feet touched. To his 
dismay, as he Vained Vround towards the destination, the other 
side dissolved.

He Duestioned the wind.
 He prayed to anVels.
 He listened to the stars.
 zut no answer came.




