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Charlotte’s Melody 
Jayvian Green 

 
 The soft hums of the dryer filled the silence that slowly 
crept through the cracks on the wall. The black and white grainy 
film on the TV held my attention as I listened to the final spin of 
the dryer. The soft thuds of his bare feet could be heard. I picked at 
the stuffing flowing out of the gash in the couch idly, wondering 
how long it had been there. I could see something red sticking out 
of the gash. I picked it up fully aware that he was watching me from 
somewhere near; the red thing in the couch was small and spherical. 
It was all red but when I turned it over there was a small blue pupil 
in the center of the red. It stared at me as if to remind me of his 
presence. 
 I walked around the house going to the places that meant 
something to us. I passed the bedroom seeing the old me who was 
happy and rolling around the bed laughing as he tickled me merci-
lessly. He was happy and so was I. I walked past the bathroom 
where we waited to see the plus sign appear on the pregnancy stick. 
He was there smiling; his smile was a beautiful white against his 
dark skin. I wonder what color would our child had been between 
his darkness and my yellow tone. I walked to the washer and dryer 
room next to the kitchen. I saw him folding clothes and me coming 
behind him to surprise him. I was showing then and he would turn 
around to kiss our blossoming seed. I walked back to the living 
room and the couch to where the eye had been. It was not looking 
at me, but to another room which I purposefully skipped. It wanted 
to hurt me, just like he did. 
 I opened the door feeling his presence behind me. He want-
ed me to go inside; to remind myself of a scar not yet healed. The 
knob was cold to the touch and the gust of air chilled me to the 
bone. I was frozen in place as I looked around the room. The crib 
caught my attention first; it was a pale blue with a pink frilly mat on 
the inside of it. I thought the colors went well with the yellow duck-
lings embroidered in the trim of the room. I looked at the plastic 
mobile and watched the slow dance it did as I walked further in the 
room. I heard the soft sounds of a baby waking up from an after-
noon nap. I inched towards the crib, the soft sounds changed to 
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blood curdling screams and the crib shook vigorously. I peeked 
over the crib and found a beautiful baby girl whose small oval 
shaped face was red in comparison to the pink frilly mat.  
 I picked her up and rocked her. I shushed her, but the 
screams were relentless. I turned around and I saw him standing 
there with one arm on the door frame holding a bottle of Hennes-
sey. I squeezed the baby close to my chest and shushed her with 
each rock. He pushed off the door frame and came towards me 
and the baby. I kept rocking and shushing her. He stood in front of 
me, his alcoholic breath brought tears to my eyes. I shielded the 
baby away from his breath and shushed softly.  
 “What’cha doing?” 
 I rocked the baby more gently now; she stopped crying. 
 “Hey you listening to me? Huh?” 
 He took a couple of steps backwards and side to side be-
fore resting in the middle with his bottle still in hand. He got close 
to me again and rested his head on the back of my shoulder blade. I 
heard a thud on the carpeted floor. 
 “Why are you doing this? Please stop,” he said. 
 I continued to rock the baby. She was cold to the touch and 
very stiff, but I did not want her to be upset, so I rocked and 
shushed the best I could. He pressed his head further into my 
shoulder, and there I felt a warmness spread in the top left part of 
my shoulder. I could feel the small vibrations of his shoulders go-
ing up and down. I looked down at the baby and saw that an eye 
was missing. The other one was red with a blue pupil as its center. 
He had blue eyes and they were red with tears. I watched him fall 
to his knees and hunched over to the floor. His whole back quaked 
and quivered; I just looked at him as I rocked the baby back and 
forth. 
 I started to sing. “Rock- a- bye baby…” 
 “Carol. Please, I understand.” 
 “When the wind blows…” 
 “Please.” 
 I rubbed the baby’s cheek and the skin peeled back to re-
veal off-white bloated insects crawling in one hole and out the next. 
I stopped rocking and rubbed the other cheek, and the same insects 
crawled in one hole and out the next except this time, the bloated 
insect carried a piece of a piece of flesh. I grabbed one of her arms 
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and began to pull down on it. 
 “Stop. What are you trying to do Carol?” 
 “The cradle will rock…” 
 He did not say anything to me when the arm popped off, 
revealing a re-attachable like joint on the end. I dropped it on the 
ground and proceeded to do the same with each body part; each 
with the same outcome. He will ask me what I am doing and I will 
continue to ignore him and lull the baby to sleep. 
 “When the bough breaks…” 
 “Honey, we have to stop this,” he said looking at me with 
three of the four body parts in hand.  
 I was left with the torso and head. He was cradling the four 
body parts while still on his knees. I cradled only the torso with the 
head and sat down next to him. I rested my head on his shoulder 
and softly hummed. 
 “It was no one’s fault. We couldn’t afford to raise it. I’m 
sure they found her a good home.” 
 “The cradle will fall…” 
 I rested her head in my lap and watched the eyes close. She 
was finally falling asleep. He touched my leg and gently squeezed. I 
looked up to see his face and his red eyes with his blue irises. I 
looked back to the baby lying on my lap and lightly caressed her 
head. I felt tear drops fall on my arms. 
 “How does Charlotte sound?” he asked. 
 “And down will come…” 
 “Charlotte, cradle and all,” we both sang. 

The torso in my lap grew colder and heavier. It felt like a 
ton of bricks was piled onto my lap. The coldness seeped into my 
legs and up my bloodstream. I shivered and he put his arm around 
me as I found a basket to lay the baby in. 
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The Makeover 
Sarah Rasul 

 
Agatha sat at her vanity and examined her wrinkles. Her face 

seemed to sag more today than yesterday. She used her fingers to 
pull the skin around her eyes tighter against her forehead. She let go 
and the wrinkly skin slowly inched back down her droopy face. Her 
gray hair hung limply down to her waist.  

She was tired of being old. She opened her file cabinet and 
thumbed through her files. She needed to find the right one, a 
young one; she’d be wearing it for a while.  

“What am I in the mood for,” she mused, poking through 
the labels. “What’s popular with the kids, these days? Redhead and 
freckles? No. I did that last century. Middle Eastern? Not with the 
way things are going. Maybe some kind of Asian?” Agatha closed 
the cabinet she was browsing through and opened another.  

“The problem is that there are just too many choices. I can 
get any face I want to these days. The world's all mashed up. I miss 
the simple days where if I wanted to explore a new type of face, I’d 
have to sit on a boat for a couple of months and watch all the mor-
tals die from dysentery. I miss watching that. The world moved so 
much slower then. It’s just too easy now,” she whispered to Terry, 
her familiar. The giant huntsman spider nodded in the corner of the 
room and leapt onto a cockroach.  

“All you do is eat. Stop stuffing your face and help me get 
this thing on,” she said, pulling out a black binder. The faces were 
stuffed into the clear binder sleeves, each face was frozen in horror 
and had been expertly removed from its original owner.  

“I think I’ll go with Aiko. Do you remember her Terry? 
That sweet girl in that horrible internment camp. We sure helped 
her,” she laughed. Agatha stretched out Aiko’s face on her lap, she 
smoothed out the wrinkles. She took some gray powder off her van-
ity and sprinkled it onto Aiko’s face, then rubbed it in. “Terry! Help 
mommy massage her new face.”  

Terry reluctantly left his perch above Agatha’s bed and 
crawled over to her. He kneaded the face, and smoothed it out. 
Agatha shooed him off, then gently removed her own face. She add-
ed it to her collection of old and outdated identities, slipping it in 
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next to the last person that she was.  
She was tired of being Agatha, she wanted to be Aiko now. 

She pressed Aiko’s face onto her head and Terry crawled up her 
body and helped her set the features. He patted down the sides and 
Agatha staggered to the bathroom.  

“Thank you Terry,” Agatha groaned as she shed her robe 
and eased into the bubbling, pink liquid. She fully submerged her 
body and clumps of flesh and hair rose to the surface. Agatha 
counted the pink bubbles popping as she laid submerged in the tub, 
the process felt longer and longer each time. She waited for it to 
complete and when she rose, she was Aiko. Her body was young, 
and wrinkle free. Her shoulder length black hair was glossy and 
smooth. She grabbed a towel and removed herself from the tub. 
She was careful not to disturb any pieces of Agatha.  

“You were good to me old friend, but I’ve moved on,” she 
said as she patted herself dry. Terry clapped with his little spider 
legs. 
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A Bright Veneer 
Jake Martin 

 
 Ann knew the rules of first dates: wear the red dress that 
had just enough cleavage but showed off her entire leg. It said, I’m 
playful but not easy. She had gone over her legs with a razor three 
times already, but still worried about goosebumps pulling out hair 
and making her legs feel prickly. She wasn’t expecting to get to that 
point tonight, but it’d been almost a year since Mark left her. 
 Her friends had wanted Ann to get back out into the dating 
scene, they’d signed her up for a dating site without her knowing. 
“No, no, absolutely not,” she’d said. Ann was utilizing her new 
found free time by rediscovering herself. She started taking art clas-
ses and tasting local wines in her free time. It was the kind of thing a 
woman in her thirties was supposed to be doing— it was just that 
she did these things surrounded by women whom had dragged 
along their husbands. One night she’d decided that opera was the 
next avenue she would explore. It was there she had met Theo. 
 Theo was a local pediatric dentist. He was young, charming, 
and handsome beyond Ann’s wildest imaginations. “You wouldn’t 
believe how many people in East Texas don’t regularly go to the 
dentist,” he’d told her disarmingly as they sat together waiting for 
the show to begin. Ann couldn’t pull her eyes away from his hands 
as he held the program, these were the strong hands of a man who 
took care of himself. He had fingers that had remained immaculate 
for his work, but also showed age and character. These were work-
ing hands. The way they skated across the program, pen in hand, as 
he wrote down his number for her had put her in a trance. It was 
the first night that Ann had truly felt at ease. 
 Drinks and a walk downtown, she could manage that. It 
would be nice for her to get out again, to own the night, and feel the 
brisk air of a redefined world lift her up. She grabbed her clutch and 
put in her phone, her credit card, her keys, and Chap Stick. It had 
been a while since Ann had worn heels and it took her a moment to 
find balance as she walked down the stairs. By the time she had 
turned onto the Northwest Loop the sign for the Brass Star was in 
plain sight.  
 Inside the bar Ann was surprised to see how few people had 
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found their way there on a Saturday night. Sure it wasn’t close to the 
campus, but it was a nice enough location, and on the right side of 
the tracks. Patrons sat on aged stools with uneven legs. The bar had 
nicks in the wood and the tables looked like someone had found 
them among leftovers from a yard sale. She quickly went to the 
bathroom to touch-up her makeup that had promised to resist the 
sweat culminating across her forehead. A quick pep talk later and 
Ann found herself sitting back out on the club floor waiting on her 
first drink. Something strong to calm her nerves but not too strong 
as to taint her breath. She watched as the bar-backs twirled like bal-
lerinas with drinks balancing precariously on dexterous hands. 
 
 As one drink turned into one and a half Ann began to ques-
tion whether it was sensible to assume that a guy like Theo would 
have any genuine interest in her. Who was he to act nice face-to-
face and leave her waiting like this? As she finished the second drink 
ready to storm out in anger, she saw a friendly visage weaving 
through empty chairs and tables. He caught a passing runner by the 
shoulder and ordered a gin and tonic as he continued his way over 
to Ann’s table.  
 It was too late for her to slip away now, he saw her and was 
walking straight to her without breaking eye contact. Something 
about his unwavering stare penetrated her defenses. Ann stood, 
straightening her dress in the process, and extended a hand to Theo. 
The hand went ignored- and he swooped in to give her a hug, not 
unreturned exactly, but Ann hadn’t asked for it. The way his corded 
muscles felt wrapped around her midsection to meet around her 
back in clasped hands made her feel safe. Wanted, even.  He let go 
and took off his jacket to reveal a sanguine spot on his chest. Before 
Ann could stifle her curiosity she heard herself blurt out, “you have 
a little blood on your shirt.” She saw him look down and almost 
wince at the realization. “Long day at the office I take it?” Ann said 
trying to save herself and the night, even though she wasn’t the best 
with blood. 
 “Like you wouldn’t believe,” he said with that almost glib 
charm, “I had this little boy in today. Had an abscess in his tooth. 
One more day, I swear to God, and this kid wouldn’t’ve made it.” 
The runner came back and handed him his drink. “Kid looked up at 
me like Superman after the whole thing, I swear that’s what this is 
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all about. I must’ve ran out the door not realizing I missed a spot.” 
He dipped his finger in his drink and rubbed it over the splotch of 
blood with the power and precision of a surgeon. The spot disap-
peared as he raised his face to Ann with an intense smile. 
 “That must feel great. You know, helping people.” 
 “That’s why I do it.” He took a deep pull from his glass, the 
ice clinking around the left over space in the glass. “I’m sorry if I 
kept you waiting. Haven’t been here long have you?” 
 “Two drinks in,” she said with half courage and half trepida-
tion. Debating whether she should order a third drink she looked 
over to the man with his halfcocked grin, and knew she was in for 
one of those nights her girlfriends had been crossing their fingers 
for. 
 “Let’s get out of here. What do you say? You and I, let’s go 
see downtown. I need to do something exciting,” he said as he laced 
his strong fingers through hers. 
 “Okay, let me just pay my bill then, and we’ll head right 
out.” 
 “They know me here, they’ll put it on my tab. I guarantee I 
do this kind of thing all the time.” The guarantee did put her at ease, 
and he playfully tugged her arm as they took a brisk pace toward the 
outside world. The night sky had darkened noticeably in the hour or 
two Ann had sat within the bar. The fresh Texas air, filled her lungs 
with a healthy dose of life. She had always considered herself a 
country girl and East Texas cities were the best of both worlds for 
her. Clear open skies and the bustle of faceless people. 
 Ann cocked her head so that it rested on his strong shoulder 
and felt good seeing the scope of the city under the moon. “So,” she 
began as she rested her head on his shoulder as they strolled down 
the sidewalk, “where are you going to take me?” 
 His grip around her hand gave an excited squeeze. “I know 
the perfect little strip of buildings,” he let out as he started leading 
her along the concrete sidewalks like a wild horse leading a carriage. 
Ann ran along beside him, air expelling from her lungs in short suf-
focating bursts, her heels slipped out from her feet. As she looked 
back at the inert shoes she couldn’t help but let out the laughter she 
had shied away from all night. It was wild how surreal everything 
felt. She hardly knew this man and yet Ann was actually enjoying 
herself. 
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 With ferocious speed, Theo led Ann through the municipal 
labyrinth. When he finally slowed his pace Ann could hardly 
breathe, bending over with hands firmly upon her thighs. Theo 
picked her up off the ground one hand firmly under her back, the 
other clutching her legs under her knees. “My office is right here, let 
me take you inside so we can catch our breath,” he made it sound as 
if she had a choice but Ann would have gone anywhere with him at 
the moment.  
 As he carried her through the front door, a wave of cold air 
caressed her skin. “One hell of an electric bill you must have here,” 
she said with false confidence, trying to distract him from the goose-
bumps she felt looming along her legs. 
 “Slow day today. I don’t like sitting around in the Texas 
heat,” he said as he walked through a waiting room with walls 
adorned with murals that looked like they belonged in chapels. The 
cheap hospital furniture stuck out like a sore thumb in comparison 
to the beautiful walls and potted plants. Ann considered how inter-
esting it was that the cheap blue leathered chairs didn’t take away 
from the majesty of the artwork, but rather felt like a part of it that 
was not meant to be seen. 
 “Except for the abscess, right?” 
 “What?” he said with a curious smile creeping up across his 
face, eyebrows slightly furrowed. 
 “The kid with the abscess? That got the blood on your 
shirt?” 
 “Yeah, he was the only patient I saw today.” She began to 
wonder why he’d left the temperature so cool while the child was 
there, or why he hadn’t turned it off on his way out of work? Per-
haps there was more to the man than Ann knew yet, she mused.  

Theo continued to carry her back through his practice. The 
mural had ended in his lobby and the walls were replaced with dark 
crimson painted walls. He carried her down a long narrow hall with 
four doors, two on each side. They went through the final door on 
the left. He lowered her onto the dental chair, and slowly ran his 
hands up the length of her body. She felt an attraction, which had 
already been jump started, erupt from inside her chest. Her skin felt 
numb and her heart pounded cruelly, beating against her ribs relent-
lessly. Ann was suddenly aflame with passion and let her eyes draw 
back to the man’s hands as he worked them beneath her dress. Be-
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fore Ann could take a breath Theo had no shirt on, and her dress 
was crumpled on the floor beneath a stool. She traced the lines of 
hair that were adorned on his pristine chest. He turned behind him 
and from a drawer pulled out a rope. There was a dangerously 
erotic smile on his face. 
 As Theo bound her to the chair Ann noticed how his once 
gentle hands had become more aggressive, not uncomfortably so, 
but they went white with pressure upon her skin. He wove the 
rope around her hands and feet, she felt the loose threads dig into 
her bare flesh. With his work complete, he leaned in and kissed 
down her chest and bit down on a small piece of skin beneath her 
breast. The pain was jarring but not unwanted.  
 He withdrew from sight, and Ann was left to feel the sen-
sational feelings swimming through her skin. Her fingers began to 
lose feeling, her wrists bound tightly to the armrests of the chair. A 
moment later Theo stepped into her sight, he wore a surgical cap 
and a dental mask sprawled across his face with a smile that trans-
cended the comic quality of a caricature. In his hand he held a pair 
of gardening pliers; they looked thick and heavy in his soft white 
hands. 
 Ann tried to draw her arms up from the chair but the binds 
held tight. All she could do was watch this stranger approach her 
and scream anything at all to stop this stranger. “What are you do-
ing? Get away from me,” she screamed breathlessly, but on he 
came wordless and void of emotion save the smile painted on the 
dental mask. It was stupefying how a mask intended to ease the 
nerves of children could chill her to her very bones left unmoving 
from the binds. He sat down beside her and held her by her jaw 
and pulled down. The pressure from his fingers still felt gentle on 
her skin, and she wondered what he could be doing when still he 
treated her with such caution. His hand wrapped around her chin 
and he pulled down with more force this time. Ann pulled her face 
away from him, a desperate act of defiance, hoping maybe he 
wouldn’t fight to get her mouth open. She felt a crushing pain hit 
her right cheek, her vision blurred. By the time she realized what 
had happened, a tooth was floating aimlessly through the sea of 
blood in her mouth. With one hand holding his pliers now close to 
her jaw, the mad dentist used his free hand to clasp down on 
Ann’s throat. Desperate for breath, with a river of blood begging 
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for release, she retched up the blood on her bare chest. Her mouth 
was now agape, he shoved his strong fingers between her teeth. She 
bit down as hard as she could with her remaining resilience, but he 
did not flinch from her effort. Rather, he swung hard again with the 
pliers striking her in her unguarded collarbone. With horror she 
watched as it caved inward in an explosion of unbearable pain. Re-
leasing a blood curdling scream Ann was forced to sit there and feel 
the pliers enter her mouth.  
 She opened her eyes, begging for it all to have been a dream. 
His eyes told his entire story, unmoving, uncaring. His demeanor 
was sadistic. He had come out tonight only to exact pain on her. 
The smile he wore upon his mask iced her veins. It stayed as un-
moving as his eyes and was the only indication of emotion on his 
face, fake as it may be. Ann believed it wasn’t fake though, that 
smile was the truest thing about him. Suddenly, she felt the pliers 
clamp down on a tooth and pull down. The blow to the face and 
collarbone had not prepared her for the pain she felt inside her 
mouth. It was a bone being pulled free from her body in a bloody 
wake. Her tongue shot over as if to attempt to keep the blood from 
flowing from the hole caused by an absence of tenant. Quickly, his 
surgical hands pulled out another tooth, and another. She wanted to 
scream, to fight, to get away; but she couldn’t. She was going to die 
in that chair, as the doctor torturously pulled out all her teeth and 
she bled to death, not even a mile from her apartment.  
 With surgical precision each tooth was carefully extracted 
from Ann’s mouth and placed in a jar that now seemed as filled with 
her blood as much as her teeth. He had finished his remorseless 
deed and retreated from the surgical chair. Ann felt her life dripping 
down her chin, unable to keep her mouth closed any longer. The 
dentist returned to her with a large swab of cotton which he forced 
back into her mouth, robbing her of space and usurping her of fur-
ther breath. 
 The blinding dental light pointing down at her drew her fur-
ther and further away from consciousness. She thought she saw him 
remove the mask and seeing the very same smile on his face. She 
thought she saw him wipe his brow of sweat and leave a small nar-
row trail of crimson— but she couldn’t be sure. All she knew was 
that his fingers were caked with her blood but still, she thought, 
looked so perfect compared to anything she’d seen. 
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A Dusty Farmhouse at the End of the Road 
Kathleen Cain 

 
 Puffs of dust rise around his boots, disturbed by each 
footstep. The old farmhouse floorboards creak beneath him. Bare 
walls surround him, their paint spotty from pictures that have 
been taken down. Shelves sag empty, no longer supporting books 
and trophies from long ago. Through the doorway, he can see the 
kitchen appliances sitting unconnected, their silence making his 
breath louder. He shudders. Looks away. Wipes the sweat from 
his upper lip. 
 With each step, his heart races faster and his gait becomes 
smaller and smaller; anything to stall reaching the end of the hall-
way. The narrow corridor ends with an old door, a heavy slab of 
wood covered in meticulous scratches. Two and a half feet, one 
year. Three feet and one inch, two years. Three feet and five inch-
es, three years. He runs his finger over the familiar grooves. 
 Before he is ready, he stands face to face with the last bar-
rier between himself and the terror he already knows it contains. 
He puts his hands in his pockets to hide their shaking. Keys jingle 
from the nervous movements of his hands. The sound is loud in 
the house. He puts his still shaking hands back at his side. No one 
saw his truck pull up the long drive. No one is around for miles. 
No one would know if he left now. But someone would know he 
hadn’t come. 
 He hesitates a moment longer, stealing glances out the 
window to his right. The sky is dark gray with the promise of rain, 
a midnight in the middle of the evening. Vacant fields stretch as 
far as he can see. The terrain looks unfamiliar and unwelcoming in 
its emptiness. 

Taking in gulps of breath, he grabs the doorknob before 
he can overthink this anymore. With a quick twist of its handle, 
the door glides open, soundless and gentle. He suppresses another 
shudder as he walks inside. 

The room has only one window, dark with the heavy 
clouds blocking the dying sunlight outside. One lightbulb dangles 
from a fixture in the middle of the ceiling, the only source of light. 
The dimness allows the creation of grotesque shadows on the wall 
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that distort the room and everything, and everyone, in it. 
A woman sitting in a chair in the opposite corner from him 

slowly rises to her feet. She folds her hands in front of her, one 
thumb still marking her place in her mass market paperback. She 
smiles serenely at his entrance. He suppresses a shudder. His hand is 
still on the doorknob. More sweat gathers on his lip, in his hands, 
under his arms. He could still leave now. It’s not quite too late. Ex-
cept that it is. She’s seen him. She knows that he’s here. 

The man ignores his churning stomach and turns his gaze to 
the only other notable figure in the room. A hospital bed, done up 
with stiff white sheets, stiff white blankets, stiff white pillowcases. 
Soft beeps come from a monitor standing guard over the woman in 
the bed. She is why he is here. 

The doctors had said she couldn’t make it, that to take her 
off support would end her. He’d arranged for his mother to be 
brought home for her last breaths, have her lungs relish the air in 
their old home one last time. But it’s been two weeks now. He 
checks on her every day, thinks every time he sees this house it will 
be the last. Still she breathes. 

Duty done, he turns on his heel, hands in his pockets, shoul-
ders hunched. The front screen door bangs closed behind him as he 
rushes outside to his truck. He wrenches the driver’s door open, 
fighting the oncoming storm that pushes against him. With the 
door’s slam, his heartbeat presses heavy on his ears in the quiet. 
Wind rages outside. He needs to leave, to escape. But he knows he 
can’t. The terror coursing through him isn’t about her. He’s frustrat-
ed and annoyed and impatient. His cold sweat and shaking hands 
and ragged breath isn’t about her; it’s about himself. He wants this 
to be over. 
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Let Down Your Locks, Jane 
Daniel Fansler 
 
Dressed in black, I blend into the night— 
the neighborhood watch walked past 
several minutes ago and didn’t even glance 
in my direction. You, too, wouldn’t see 
me if you peeked through your curtains; 
but I see you every day:  
hair brushed by your mother, 
dates with stuffed teddy bears and zebras, 
the occasional sleepover with a friend. 
 
I wish you could see me,  
just a glimpse, so I might come out 
of the shadows and expose my heart 
as if we were in some old movie or play. 
Juliet, Juliet, wherefore art thou. . .  
No, I know better than to act 
on such impulse, to lose control.  
 
But, Jane, if only— 
If only you could see me and were curious  
enough to open that protective window  
just a crack. You could let down your hair,  
so I could climb up and carry you away— 
like what Romeo should have done with Juliet. 
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Convenient 
Daniel Fansler 
 
I always timed my walks around your day 
so that by the time it was around noon 
I’d see you outside with your friends at play, 
only a single thought in my mind: soon, 
I’d be able to comb through that auburn 
hair with my fingers—you won’t deny me— 
stare into those sparkling blue eyes—don’t turn 
away—play with you, smile until you see 
this is no game. And just as I’m about 
to pass out of sight from the school, I catch 
your eye. You smile and wave, then turn around 
after I wave back. But I remain latched 
to the spot, thinking of the moment shared 
between us, your teachers still unaware. 
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How to Make a Persuasive Proposal 
Daniel Fansler 

 
Squirrels chatter as they scamper across long branches 
unable to hold in the gossip as I watch you.  
Like last week, and the week before, you wander off  
the park trail into the trees’ protective shadows, 
their limbs spread wide above you. You skip past, arms swinging back 
and forth like a double pendulum, and I imagine the two of us 
skipping together, perhaps in a meadow where flowers are always  
in bloom and the grass is soft and the sky: cloudless. 
It is times like these when I like to think of myself as one 
of those mischievous imps, those mythical creatures who hop  
around, hiding their nefarious plans in the guise of innocence, 
but I can no longer bear to exist behind this false smile. 
I come from behind, leap from the shadows 
so I may catch you unawares, no chance 
for a rebuttal to my proposal  
of a scented white cloth  
and the only sound  
you can make, 
a muffled gasp,  
must mix in with  
the chemicals 
because it, too, 
is simply 
intoxicating. 
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To Mina 
Mary Perkins  
 

Whenever I think about the epidemic 
I carry, I hear your frayed scream  

Unclean! Unclean! I’ve tried to describe 
it to my preacher. “Yes, I’ve heard it  

too, seen it in the low hanging lustrous 
fruit, but it’s not knowledge 

we share,” he said. “The skin gets  
stuck in my teeth.”   

One day in late  
fall, I stood under windswept trees; 

a doe approached me, carrying a lead 
weight in her stomach. It was not a clean 

shot, but she stood there, a mirror of my 
mangled guts pretending survival.  

Hunters traditionally mark their heads  
with the blood of their first kill  

and by the smear across hers, I took the deer  
as an acknowledgement of the hidden beauty  

in pain understood. 
When I told my preacher,  

he said “Your disease will continue to spread  
until you are untouchable. There is nothing 

more I can do now.”  
This evening,  

I was wondering if people could see  
the spoiled flesh under my dress, when I saw 

my mother with her cookbook, her fingers  
peeling brown-sick bananas  

to bake sweet bread. 
  This is why I write. You have tasted 

the same fruit, the same whole bite of good 
and evil. You will understand my fear  

that I have caked my feet in mud 
and called it iron. 

Tell me, if I see 
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a man gathering mist into a cloud, 
do I stay on the ground? 

 
Or do I grab hold 

of his hand and let the sky wash my feet? 
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Trespassing Privity  
Emily Townsend 
 
Against the perimeter of my childhood backyard  
cluttered rows of privet hedges produced  
tiny ruby berries, easily crushed if stepped on.  
They always fell from the branches   
in the slightest trail of wind.  
 
Cougars prowled my playground.  
My parents, hesitant to let me out alone,  
planted the bushes   
in the hopes the cougars would  
eat the Ligustrum ovalifolium and never return.  
 
I knew the berries were toxic  
and could make me vomit more than I consumed,  
a time bomb in my stomach.  
Mother said the poison could make  
me shiver harder than a winter day.   
 
When, once, I raised a berry to my lips  
she plunged forward   
and slapped it out of my fingers,  
a strange mixture of anger and concern in her eyes.   
I never picked one again.   
 
I didn’t understand the problem  
until I saw two cougars behind a privet—  
a mama and her cub  
no longer breathing in sync. 
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Herp Lab 
Nancy Nieberding 

 
Easing open the door of the lab, Sarah gasped with pleasure 

at the rush of air conditioning. This summer’s mix of heat and hu-
midity was relentless. It was a long hike from her catch site to the 
lab, but she hated to move her truck so she had walked it. From out 
in the nearby parking lot, a car alarm beeped monotonously, and the 
last few stragglers called to one another as they cleaned up tailgate 
food and downed their last drinks before heading into the football 
game.  

She pushed the rest of her dripping gear into the dim hall-
way, pulled the heavy metal door behind her firmly and unlocked 
the lab she shared with the other herpetology grad students. Some-
times undergrads with a bit under their belts tried every door look-
ing for a restroom. Let them try. This evening’s bag of frogs was 
hopefully her last catch of the season and might be enough to con-
sider the data collection phase over. Too bad, that was the fun part. 

She unbuckled her holster and set her gun down on the lab 
table. Concealed enough. No one else was likely to come by. Her 
friends were out at Mak’s having tacos and complaining about their 
workloads and the price of the beer. By the time she caught up to 
them, they’d be ranting about their professors or gone home be-
cause undergrads will have infiltrated their haunt after the football 
game. Oh well, frogs are easier to catch in evening and water sam-
ples have to be drawn along with the animals. 

The wriggling sack of frogs seemed to almost be glowing 
before she snapped on the overhead lights and she shut them off 
again and considered it. Was the local algae ever bioluminescent?  This the-
sis was going to expand…and it wasn’t going to write itself while she stood there 
flipping off and on the lights. 

The three bigger ones that she had previously caught and 
banded were the first she pulled out of the sack. Gordo, or number 
304, seemed to have been attacked since his last capture and had 
some nasty wounds. The edges of the wounds appeared raw. That 
didn’t look quite right. She made a note, “Possible attempted depre-
dation and suppurating sores” and shot a quick photo with her 
phone. She held him in one hand as she checked the list for any 
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code to enter for what she was seeing. Hmm…As she looked over 
the list one last time before choosing the dreaded miscellaneous 
code, she felt a sharp pinch. Damn! She should’ve put her gloves on 
first, or left her outside gloves on, but the right one had that hole at 
the wrist and her first two fingers had gotten wet and were wrinkled 
up with pond water. Also, there was the whole handling of her con-
cealed carry gun that her parents insisted made her safer when she 
was working late on campus. Not many folks knew what their lab 
was, and not many would willingly enter a lab filled with snakes, liz-
ards, and amphibians. That was the final blow to her most recent 
romance. She couldn’t even get Doug to set foot in the lab during 
daylight hours let alone hold a decent conversation about her work 
with him.  

Frog number 201, a spotted female, snapped her jaws on 
Sarah’s fingers even faster than Gordo had and actually drew blood. 
She showed similar lesions, but they seemed more healed. Sarah set 
that frog in a small tank while she cleaned her finger and put on a 
Band-Aid, which made finally putting on the gloves which she 
should’ve already been wearing even more annoying. 

She typed her password to open up the desktop computer. 
Ugh, wrong. Try again. Typing with gloves was its own kind of fun. 
When she was a professor, she would install voice activated soft-
ware. She hated typing. So inefficient. Also the rattle of the giant lab 
fridge was getting more insistent. The workmen from the physical 
plant all stood around last week nodding their heads and agreeing 
for about an hour that there was no cure for the fridge. It had a bad 
compressor and would have to be replaced. Meanwhile, it still ran so 
they had put a sensor inside that would track the temps. Sarah was 
pretty sure that was akin to locking the barn door after the horse 
had run away, because she and her lab mates needed to know their 
samples would be safe.  

She was ready for frog number three and put a small rubber 
band over its mouth on the first try. What was up with these guys to-
night? Did mating season make them feisty? Were they biting one another? Sa-
rah flipped her long braid out of the way and the end of it hit her in 
the eye. Goggles! Drat. She found a reasonable pair she had hidden 
for herself in the pencil tray in the lab table. Her fellow GAs never 
looked for things in unusual places. She dropped the rest of her 
catch in a larger tank so that they could spread out and relax a bit. 
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Maybe there were just unhappy from being in that sack. She didn’t 
blame them, and she might not need them all. It would be good to 
release a few back in the pond.  

Back to the spreadsheet and stats programs. Sarah had 
opened one program on each monitor and was typing on one and 
then another. The cursor jumps between the monitors seem to 
track oddly. First it would land much higher than she anticipated 
and then much lower. She blinked. Odd. 

A mosquito that had followed her into the lab was circling 
in for blood. She grabbed it midair with her gloved hand. “That 
never happens, especially when I’m wearing googles”, Sarah 
thought to herself and resumed adding in the frog lesion codes. 
These lab lights are going to be next on the list of repairs. They were flicker-
ing fiercely and making a high-pitched noise. Probably a bad ballast. 
Pretty soon the department admin was going to have her on a list of 
complainers, but that buzzing and flickering was getting unbearable. 

Sarah hopped off the lab stool to get a drink. There was a 
dorm-sized fridge for cokes (not samples) and she had filled it be-
fore going to the pond. She knew better than to leave it to chance 
whether her stash would be there if her lab mates were in. Maybe I 
won’t even stop by the bar… my mouth is watery, my tongue feels icky, I hope 
I’m not getting sick. 

Now for the water samples. She took the stopper out of the 
large flask and put it back in again after looking around. Dammit, 
Noelle! All the glassware she needs is dirty and still sitting by No-
elle’s station. She said she would clean it before she left for the weekend. 
What an entitled brat! Sarah was mostly mad at herself for not notic-
ing earlier. Sarah moved the test tubes and their stands over to the 
sink. As she stood there on the rubber mat she heard her interior 
voice playing the martyr, “Oh no, I’ve got nothing better to do than 
clean the entire lab’s glassware, not like I have a social life…even 
these frogs have a better time than I do…” Her feet were feeling 
uncomfortable. Oh what the heck, I’m getting out of these waders. I might 
have some flip flops in the desk drawer. If I don’t that would be a good thing to 
add. At least I can lock that drawer. I might put a few of these clean test tubes 
in there for next time…Yeah I might be breaking a few lab rules, but at least I 
wash my own glassware. No shoes, no gloves, no service (glassware)…now I can 
finally unload this flask into the test tubes for the shaker table. 

At the loud bang, Sarah half leaps to her feet, snatching at 
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the edge of the counter but her feet are longer and webbed, her 
knees buckle and her hand is suddenly unrecognizable. It slaps at her 
gun, which falls in slow motion…she has heard that bang before, 
not the door, not the fridge, it is the victory cannon at the football 
game. Another louder bang stops that thought. 
 
  “No ma’am, I mean Dr. Lipscombe, no sign of your GA, 
Ms. Lockwood. Just this big bullfrog shot through with a bullet and 
a mess of broken glass, gun, boots, keys, and the computer is still 
on. Looks like the frog was hit by a ricochet when the fridge was 
shot. Did she show any signs of being unhappy in her work? You 
say her parents haven’t heard from her? I think we might need to 
consider her armed and dangerous. Or at least unstable.” 
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Without the Sun 
Mal Buchanon 

 
 It was a late September morning that the sun failed to rise 
in Nacogdoches, Texas. As early as 5:10 AM, the twilight that usu-
ally crept over the darkness was conspicuously absent to all the 
night shift workers, early risers, and dawn runners. It was around 
6:28 AM when Indi finally glanced at the clock and realized just 
how late she’d stayed up. She blinked her heavy eyes and stared 
intently at the small numbers in the bottom right corner of her lap-
top screen. 

After she rubbed her eyes, it was still 6:28. She turned her 
head towards her bedroom window. The slivers of outside that she 
could see through her closed blinds were all dark. Maybe it’s 
cloudy, she thought. Maybe it will be a stormy morning. Indi could-
n’t seem to recall seeing anything about rain when she checked the 
week’s weather on her phone yesterday…or was it the day before? 
Each busy week of her senior year at the university seemed to 
blend together. In fact, she’d spent the night researching and writ-
ing an assignment for her class on literary theory and criticism. It 
was already a day late, and she wasn’t about to lose any more 
points.  
  She finished off her bibliography and hit the print button 
before wandering to her closet to get dressed. She’d changed into 
pajama bottoms, but was still wearing the top she wore to campus 
yesterday. With one hand she scooped a shirt off a pile of clothes 
in her laundry basket, and brought it swiftly to her nose for inspec-
tion. Upon confirming its fresh-from-the-dryer smell, she pulled 
off yesterday’s shirt and threw on the clean one. Her class didn’t 
start until nine, so she figured she’d get doughnuts and coffee, you 
know, to reward herself for working so diligently through the night. 
By the time she left the house, after getting her hair pulled back, 
her deodorant on, and her face washed, it was almost seven.  
 She locked her front door, and turned around to face her 
apartment’s parking lot, which was still relying on the streetlights 
for its sole source of illumination. Indi’s brows moved together. 
She looked up at the night sky. There were no clouds, no stars—
there was nothing. She squinted a bit, searching for some reflec-
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tion, some glow in the sky that might indicate a source of light, but 
it was black—sheer utter black nothing.  
 As soon as she was in her car, Indi flipped her radio to the 
local news station. Maybe they knew something about it.  
 “—from our partner station over in New York City, joining 
us via satellite. Wendy, how’s it look over there?” 
 “Well, Todd, we’re watching the skies over here, just waiting 
for something to happen.” 
 “Wendy, it’s 8:05 there, right? What’s it look like?”  
 “It’s black, Todd, all black here. No stars, no moon, no 
clouds. It looks like night time in the city, but looking at the sky tells 
another story.”  
 “No light at all, Wendy?” 
 “No light at all, Todd.”  
 “Right, well, it looks the same here. Thank you, Wendy. Do 
let us know if anything changes.”  
 “Will do, Todd.”  
 “For those of you just tuning in, the time is 7:07 AM on 
September 21st, and we have our eyes on the sky this morning as it 
seems the sun is not rising today. Once again, it seems the sun is not 
rising today.” 
 
 Several people stood outside the Doughnut Palace. A few of 
them scanned the sky while others were on their phones. A few 
seemed to be reading news stories or texting loved ones. One wom-
an was actually talking to someone.  
 “Yes, Grandma, it’s dark here too,” she said. “No…no, I 
haven’t called her yet.” She sighed. “I don’t know. I don’t know 
what’s going on.”  
 Inside, the line was a bit shorter than usual. A small televi-
sion in the corner had the volume turned up for everyone to hear, as 
they silently ordered and paid for their fried breakfasts. It was tuned 
to a news network. Bulletins scrolled across the bottom, relaying the 
information for those who were just waking up, informing them 
that the sun was conspicuously absent. The blonde woman on 
screen, though clearly distraught, maintained her composure while 
discussing the phenomenon with her co-anchor.  
 “Scientists are still working on discovering the reason be-
hind this dark day,” she said. “Bob, how do you think this hap-
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pened?”  
 “Well, I’m no scientist, and I’m not jumping to conclu-
sions,” the suited, white-haired man started, “but it does seem 
we’ve evoked the wrath of the good Lord.” 
 “Well, hang on now,” the woman said, “there’s no evidence 
to sug—“  
 “I’m sure there was no proof before the great flood, ei-
ther.” He interrupted his co-anchor.  
 The man in front of Indi removed his trucker hat to reveal 
a fat head of short, sweaty hair. He cleared his throat, and shifted 
his weight from one foot to the other.  
 “He’s right, you know,” the man muttered, staring straight 
ahead of him at the television. He glanced backwards to see if any-
one in line had heard him. Indi raised her eyebrows. The man 
spoke again.  
 “Our nation has been alienating our Christian roots. We are 
a Christian nation and we have betrayed our Lord. He is angry with 
us.”  
 “It’s literally the end of days,” said a woman’s voice behind 
Indi. She was middle-aged and timid.  
 “I hear some people worship the sun as their God,” Indi 
added. She didn’t know what she’d gain by participating in the con-
versation but she found herself quite literally in the middle of it.  
 “That’s the problem,” said the man. “They’re worshipping 
false prophets, making a mockery of our religious freedoms. Wor-
shipping the sun isn’t a real religion. They’re praising false idols, 
and that’s why God is mad.” 
 The man stepped up to the counter and placed his order. 
Indi looked back at the screen. They had cut to dark footage with a 
subtitle that read: VIDEO OF BLACK SKY TAKEN SEVERAL 
HOURS AGO IN INDIA.  
  Indi felt her heart jump. Her throat felt small. Somehow 
the television made the circumstances all the more real—like she 
wasn’t in a weird, dark dream. This was happening. The sun was 
gone. When she got to the counter to place her order, her skin was 
clammy and she had a hard time remembering what she’d wanted 
to say. Instead of her specific order, she asked for a dozen glazed 
and a small coffee. It wasn’t what she wanted, but it was the first 
thing that came to mind when she thought of doughnuts. As she 
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walked back outside, she noticed that the air was cool and still. Not 
like the hot, dense air that usually hung around East Texas in late 
September.  
 As Indi drove home, she wondered if there would be classes 
today. Twelve-thousand students would be waking up to darkness 
soon. Some of them were probably already awake, getting ready for 
their classes. After stopping at home to grab her paper off the print-
er, she headed to campus, mostly out of curiosity. She wanted to 
know if they were taking any special precautions given the highly 
unusual circumstances. Indi had never driven to campus this early, 
and was surprised to find a parking spot in the good garage. There 
were few other cars there. She stuck a doughnut in her mouth, 
grabbed her coffee, and got out of the car with her essay tucked un-
der her arm. 
 She spotted a girl and her boyfriend walking toward the exit, 
both of whom were in her government class. Indi opened her 
mouth to speak to them, but she hesitated. She wanted to ask if 
they knew anything, about classes or about the sun, but she couldn’t 
remember their names. She settled for a resounding “Hey!”  
 The couple turned their heads toward her. Indi swallowed 
the bite of doughnut in her mouth. 
 “Do you know if we still have classes today?” 

“I think so?” the girl said, glancing up at her boyfriend who 
was a whole head taller than her.  
 “I checked the school website and my email this morning 
before we left. Didn’t see anything,” the guy said.  
 “They really should cancel classes.” The girl’s brows moved 
together. “This seems kind of…” She trailed off, searching for the 
word. “Serious.” 
 Indi could tell she was trying to seem nonchalant about it, 
but her tone conveyed fear and discomfort. 
 “I talked to my mom,” the girl said. “She lives in Beijing. 
She said that there was what they thought was a solar eclipse yester-
day afternoon, but that the sun didn’t return.” She tensed, as though 
a shiver echoed through her body. Her boyfriend frowned.  

“We’re headed to the student center for coffee before class, 
if you want to join us.” 

“Assuming there is class,” the girl added.  
“Thanks,” said Indi. She lifted her cup. “I’ve already got 
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some, but I’m walking that way.” 
The trio headed toward the main campus walkway and up to 

the student center where a decent group of students stood around 
the entrance, talking loudly, frantically, about the black sky. Already 
the local end-times church was holding cardboard signs, warning us 
that this was the Lord’s work, shouting at anyone who would listen.  

The trio walked past him, avoiding eye-contact. They made 
their way inside the student center, where the silence caught them 
off guard. The man behind the help desk stood.  

“You guys need to leave,” he said. “Campus is closed, we 
just sent out a notification. There will be no classes today.”  

“What if it’s dark tomorrow?” the girl asked.  
“Just keep an eye on the campus website. It will be updated 

periodically.”  
Indi frowned. Not that she was upset to have a day off, but 

she wondered if this would affect her assignment, which was already 
getting a merciful late grade. Would today make it another day late? 
Or does the whole world stop when faced with an unprecedented 
astronomical phenomenon? She wondered what would happen to 
all the world’s solar panels. She wondered about the plants and the 
animals. She wondered if the East Texas bats were still flying 
around, unaware that it was way past their bedtime.  

The trio went back out the way they came. The crowd out-
side was even bigger.  

“How are we supposed to get breakfast?” One girl com-
plained.  

“Right? We have a damn meal plan. They can’t just close like 
this,” a guy added. He looked in the direction of the trio.  

“Kim, what did they say?” 
Indi’s classmate looked up. “The guy said that we couldn’t 

be in there. Campus is closed.”  
“That’s crap,” the guy said. “What are we supposed to eat?”  
Kim shrugged. That’s right, Indi thought, Kim Khan was 

her name.  
The crowd got louder. It was as though everyone was trying 

to shout over each other. Everyone wanted to voice their worry 
louder, to be heard over all the others. A few people began to argue 
with the religious nuts.  

“Where is your god now?!” A guy shouted. He tried to swat 
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the sign out of the preacher’s hand. “If you ever needed proof that 
there’s no God, this is it!” He screamed.  

“Hey, leave him alone!” A girl came from behind the man 
with the sign and started screaming too. “He’s not hurting anyone!”  

“Why should I? There’s no god! There’s no karma! Our sun 
has abandoned us! This is the end; don’t you see?”  

Another person snatched the sign from the preacher, and 
several more people tore it to pieces. The crowd was becoming rest-
less, and all at once the lights from the student center windows went 
black, leaving the angry students in the dark. The crowd was quiet 
for a split second in the sudden darkness before the angry cries 
started up again.  

Someone lit a fire in a trash can, and a few people pulled 
papers from their backpacks to use as torches.  

“It’s the end of days,” the people cried.  
“This is it.” 
“Earth has been left for dead!” 
“God took the light!” 
The people with torches spread out as more and more of 

the crowd got violent. Indi looked around and found that Kim 
Khan and her boyfriend had abandoned Indi where she stood. Riot-
ing broke out. The people were afraid, and acted on their primal 
instincts. Some people fought, some ran, Kim Khan climbed the 
side of the building.  
 “Please stop!” a man screamed.  
 “You’re hurting me!” the voices came in louder and louder.  

It was that moment that a settling panic hit Indi. Her whole 
body felt cold, and she could hear her pulse rushing through her 
head. Where was the sun? More importantly, where was the Earth? 
She was having an anxiety attack. The caffeine that helped her 
through the night combined with the quiet terror that washed over 
her brought her to the brink. Her peripheral vision went dark, the 
shouting became far away, and soon, she found herself struggling to 
stay upright. Where was the sun? No matter how deep her breaths 
were, she couldn’t seem to get enough oxygen. Where the fuck was the 
sun? She felt like she was drowning. Time slowed down. Her arms 
flew out, searching for something to grab on to as her knees buck-
led. She fell to the ground. 

The people fighting around her ignored her as she lay there. 
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A guy backing up, swatting at another person fell backwards over 
her. One by one people fell over each other until everyone was on 
the ground, hitting, punching, swatting at anyone and everyone.  

“The sun is gone!” 
“God is dead!” 
Indi crawled as fast as she could out of the crowd, taking a 

few punches and boots along the way. Once she was away from 
everyone, she took off and ran. She did not stop running until she 
was back at her car. She pulled herself into the back seat and curled 
into a ball of hyperventilation and tears. She figured she’d be safe 
there until her tunnel vision let up and she could drive. As her pulse 
slowed, her eyes got heavy and she fell asleep.  

 
She woke up to a light. She sat up and noticed the illumina-

tion she’d once found familiar was back. The air in her car was 
warm and thick. She reached for her phone. It was 8:09 AM on Sep-
tember 22nd. Was it a dream? Had the world been dark for a day or 
was she losing her mind? She exited her car and walked back toward 
the student center. The trees around the building were charred and 
black. The sidewalk was littered with paper, ashes, and loose miscel-
laneous backpack items. There was an overturned car in front of the 
student center, still smoking from being lit aflame. Indi closed her 
eyes, took a deep breath, and basked in the light of the sun once 
more.  
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The Old Wife 
Scott C. Funderburg 

 
 While Eunice watches Calvin’s head bob as he tinkers about 
a clock, she thinks about his head bobbing in the arm chair buoyed 
by snore-rich air like a hot air balloon tethered to his lap by a wiry 
gray beard and, she cannot help but snicker at how cute he is in his 
quilted cardigan and blue jeans with spry tufts of gray hair encircling 
his pallid head. But watching him sit tinkering at the table, lamp lit, 
wrenching the writhing cogs, she can see the intricacies he puts into 
his craft. She knows that his beard covers more than his face. It co-
vers more than the distance between his face and the cogs. In fact, 
Calvin’s beard spans the entire face of the clock, and down the side 
to where it mounds on the table. 
 Eunice is too busy thinking, or too unwilling to help Calvin 
at this moment to comment on the twisting and tangling of his 
beard among the cogs that eat at its length and make it implode. 
Perhaps it is shock that holds Eunice from action as the hands of 
the clock twist their fingers in the hair and pull Calvin’s face nearer 
the chattering box. 
 “I’m not sure it will work right ever again,” Calvin says. He 
is examining a family of gears in an unrelated part of the clock. 
Eunice notices his wrinkles disappear with every passing minute. It 
was as if he had put on the mask of the man she used to know, but 
had donned with it none of the vibrance of this countenance. She 
wonders if he has always been this gray and waxy. Surely not, she 
could feel her cheek warm against his when they were but sweet-
hearts. She knows without a doubt that that cheek was vigorous. 
 And when she sees again with her eyes, Calvin’s skin is more 
taut yet. It is stretched thin across the anterior of his skull, and he 
says in a voice shaky with time, “I can’t quite see what the conflab-
bit is wrong here.” He is worried, she can read it in the story on his 
face. It is a story written in blue ink, and it touches her somewhere 
she has not been in a long time. Eunice feels her heart dew frost as 
she recalls something he had done. It was only once – surely. It was 
only once and it made her hate herself a little. Or perhaps there 
were a few onces. 
 Calvin’s forehead is ripping across the seam at the top of his 
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brow. It brings Eunice back to now with a sound like a ripping 
cloth. To her surprise there is less blood than she would have imag-
ined. Yes, she knows he has not been vital for some time. She stays, 
still, and loves him despite. It is a love in which she loves very little 
about Calvin, but he was there to tend the garden at a time when 
love was sure to bloom, sometime in June. 
 He wanted to cultivate gardens back then. He read vora-
ciously and had given her children and kept the front lawn mowed 
as well as the back. Leaves, however, became cogs that grew from 
the soil of Calvin’s imagination, and he left cultivation for tinkering. 
 Eunice thinks to turn in. She looks to Calvin, whose face 
has been pealed to below his nose and sees bare, white bone. She 
smiles knowing it is the first time she has ever seen Calvin’s face so 
well. “Goodnight,” she says. She turns off the lights, and starts to 
leave the room. “By the way – I hate these aging faces.” 
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