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Introduction 

The title Dysphoric Pauses describes a collection of stories about people in states 

of despair and misdirection in life. Each piece takes a snapshot of a lull or interruption in 

a character's life and displays the journey they take through it from beginning to end. 

Some characters do not reach a positive ending - the narrator in Ignorance is Bliss, when 

confronted with his own mortality, chooses death over trying for a better life, while 

Frenetic Waiting and Statues show characters clearly on a downhill path in life. Other 

stories, however, show characters coming to realizations that help them rebuild or better 

their lives in some way. In Pulled From the Wreckage and The First Week of Many, the 

narrators' realizations do not bring an end to all of their problems, but the things they 

learn in the end allow them enough insight to reach the beginning states of their changes. 

The characters portrayed here are ordinary people that are thrown into odd 

situations or have simply fallen off the wagon. The stories here are not unrealistic or far-

fetched enough that the reader cannot imagine themselves or someone they know in the 

narrators' situations. Not all the stories here may have happy endings, but each 'hiatus' 

ends with a newfound knowledge, either on the narrator's or the reader's part. 



Pulled From the Wreckage 

I was shuffling through my CD case when I saw Paul Selman drive his car off the 

freeway and plummet one hundred feet to his death. 

There was nothing to it, courtesy of road construction that forced the removal of 

the concrete barriers. Only orange drums separated the cars from the edge, leaving the 

highway undamaged by the accident (although the city would surely go postal over any 

crushed orange drums). I remember seeing them for the first time on my way to work at 

the beginning of the week and being unnerved at how much more dangerous the ramp 

was without concrete barriers. 

The roadwork looked unnecessary - strict, blocked-off sections of pavement that 

looked fine and in no need of fixing. An unavoidable barrier to the TV dinner and late 

night talk shows waiting for me at my apartment. Paul Selman saw it as an invitation to 

death. 

I didn't know his name at the time. I knew nothing about his impressive resume of 

employment at prestigious advertising companies in the metroplex, or about the wife and 

two confused young children he left behind. All I knew was what I saw on the ramp 

between George Bush Freeway and 1-35, that day in rush hour - a movement caught the 

corner of my eye. I briefly stopped singing along to the Deftones, looked at the car to my 

right and saw a man with indifference painted on his face. He fidgeted, but probably not 

much more than the average suicidal person. Weary hands loosened his gray tie and un-

tucked white suit shirt with difficulty, as though they were suffocating him. I wanted to 

cringe at how painful yet methodical his actions looked. It's like you never had wings... 



I couldn't look away - Paul Selman interested me. Simple actions, muted by thick 

glass windows, found their way into my head and formed a frustration and anguish that 

was far too thick to dissect right then and there. I needed more time and, in bumper-to-

bumper traffic, I made the mistake of thinking we had just that. 

He reached for what looked like the air conditioner, turned the knob. Then he 

turned it again, running a hand through his hair. Then, again. On, o f f . 

Paul Selman looked up and caught me staring at him. Embarrassed, I reverted 

back to my CDs, hoping he hadn't noticed. I couldn't see the sun ahead of me, but my 

face felt its heat getting closer. I gave brief acknowledgement to a small tear in my skirt-

Then, a barreling crash. I looked over, not five seconds later, and saw the rear end of his 

midnight blue BMW plunging off the side of the road, a glint from the sun giving it a 

helpful flick on the way. 

Concrete and an airbag were all that greeted Paul Selman at the bottom (his life 

ended the second the car's front smashed into the pavement, I was later told). Those that 

shared the small stretch of road at the time sat in their cars and stared, then looked to each 

other for confirmation that such an event had happened and they weren't hallucinating 

freakish tragedies. Some gave their passengers questioning looks. No one, myself 

included, got out to look over the edge. We were either too scared or too shocked. 

Twenty minutes passed, and I turned my car off. I would usually have arrived 

home by now, popping the TV dinner in the microwave while I would change into my 

sweatpants. What I would give for those mini potato portions, those pants that wear you 

into oblivion. The sudden silence of my car penetrated the humid air, though the song 

played on in my head. I've watched you change into a fly. Ilooked away. You were on 



fire. I thought about Paul Selman's grand and final fall, felt my stomach do a delicate turn 

as I imagined every one of those one hundred feet. How surreal it must feel to experience 

true gravity firsthand. How regrettable when you can't stick around to bask in it. 

The police finally arrived and taped off the area, shutting down the freeway. 

Traffic was diverted with much difficulty, setting off a spree of impatient car horns. I 

wondered if they even knew what happened. It was strange to see officers with 

expressions of panic and disarray; I halfway expected this to be routine for people in their 

field of work. Movies are the ultimate deception. 

I was one of four others asked to step out of my car and talk to the police about 

what I saw. One of the witnesses, a mother in an old, dark red Volvo, ignored her young 

son's questions about what was going on, instead hugging him to her leg as she gave her 

statement to the officers. Her hands trembled as she stroked his brown hair. They 

couldn't have belonged there, mother and child in after-work rush hour. It felt 

devastatingly unfortunate to think that by chance, they may have been in the wrong place 

at the wrong time, that the little boy might have traumatic nightmares for the next five 

months because of some random, last-minute trip to see Aunt Daisy or what-have-you. 

I was closest to the scene of the accident, yet felt inept as a witness, having seen 

nothing other than the perpetrator's eyes catching me staring and the back of his car as it 

took the dive. I couldn't evoke much else at the time, beyond the sickening crash that had 

made me jump in my skin. 

I wished Paul Selman didn't catch me looking at him. I didn't want to be involved 

in the last moments of the man's life. I didn't want to be the last face he saw before 

deciding now was the time, before that nerve in his brain told him it was the right 



moment to grab the wheel, step on the gas, and swerve right. Detachment was often 

integral to survival. But we had met each others' eyes for just a moment, and I was 

locked in, locked into his life through being witness to his death. 

Despite my wish to sever ties with Paul Selman (his life and death), I found 

myself at his funeral, three days later. It wasn't out of obligation.. .perhaps a desire to see 

a last glimpse into the life of a man that took his life in front of me. My boss at the Fort 

Worth Star Telegram was gracious enough to give me the day off on short notice when I 

informed him, "someone close to me died on Friday." I felt bad that I was forcing him to 

delay my feature story on foreign exchange students. Especially because that "someone 

close to me" was never all that close. 

Slivers of sun peeked through lazy clouds as I parked on the curb outside the 

cemetery. Placebo's "Without You I'm Nothing" drifted through my speakers on low 

volume. The ceremony was visible from where I sat in the car, friends and family clothed 

in black and huddled close to one another in mourning. I knew none of them, and I had 

played a role that wasn't big enough to fill a chapter in the book. My relationship to Paul 

Selman was nothing like what these people probably had. 

Instant correlation sucks and breathes a path of lies... I switched the ignition off 

with a click, severing the song mid-verse and bringing to the forefront a distressing 

silence. My head spun as it tried to decide how I was going to fit into this mold of 

personal pain and grief, these memories of a man who was practically a stranger to me. 

I stepped out of the car to a gust of wind from the right. I turned my head towards 

it to stop my hair from blowing in my face. Texas heat showed no mercy, and even at this 



time of day, with the wind blowing, overwhelming waves of heat could strike at any time. 

I crossed through a few rows of gravestones to the ceremony and took a seat in the back 

row, hoping not to be noticed and interrogated by his family members. Why interrogated, 

I don't know, for there seemed to be no accusations of guilt here. I felt otherwise. My 

black, sleeveless dress seemed too short and out of place, while others did more than 

brave the heat in long sleeved blouses and suit jackets. Paul Selman was clearly the kind 

of man they would do anything for, and I wondered why. I tugged at my dress as though 

doing so would make it longer, but its stiff material didn't protect me from the 

nervousness of being an outsider. 

The ceremony lasted half an hour but felt like it went on for days. Paul Selman 

left behind many people, each with their own fond memories of time spent with him. I 

listened with strange interest to Simon, his coworker, who shared through tears the 

countless times Paul Selman came over to watch football games with him, never turning 

down an invitation to play Candyland with his daughter in front of the TV. Paul Selman's 

wife, Kathy Selman, mused that he was the only man she knew that voluntarily shared 

house-cleaning duties with his spouse. House-cleaning duties.. .if only people could 

witness their own funerals, if they could hear the incoherent ramblings that were said in 

their remembrance. 

The younger of his children, Mara Selman, followed her mother to the podium, 

and Kathy Selman hoisted the girl up so she could show a picture she drew of her daddy. 

The crayon drawing displayed a smiling man wearing a suit and carrying a briefcase, 

waving with a three-fingered hand. A pained moan came from somewhere to my left, and 

someone closer to the front sniffled loudly. I pictured what the girl would look like in 



five, ten, fifteen years, her features either hardened and numb or softened and broken by 

the childhood loss of her father - a father that apparently took his family to Sunday 

brunch every week and never missed a PTA meeting. Paul Selman was exactly the man 

that didn't deserve pain, yet the one that suffered it anyway. The cliche was true. Such 

thoughts were too disrupting, and I pushed them away. 

I sat stiffly through the funeral, not shedding a tear, which wasn't altogether 

unusual. The last funeral I'd been to was my aunt's, and I didn't recall crying at hers, 

either. A numb feeling circulated through my body, and I sensed it was more than the 

unbearable heat. 

The ceremony was over, and friends and coworkers got up to leave for their air-

conditioned cars. Family stayed, milling around in tightly-packed clusters of tears and 

handkerchiefs. They paid special attention to Kathy Selman and her children, particularly 

Mara Selman and her brother, James Selman, who received several pitying looks. They 

feared the wide-eyed children were not yet old enough to understand. It was as if nothing 

could be done for them now. 

I didn't realize I was still standing there until most of the small crowds dispersed 

and all that remained were Paul Selman's wife and kids. She began to lead the young 

ones toward me, and panic rose to my head. 

"I understand you were there.. .when Paul drove.. .when he passed on," Kathy 

Selman said, her wavering voice being carried away with the wind. 

Well I was there at the scene, at the time. But I wasn 't really there, like in the car 

with him, you know? "Yes," I replied, my own voice coming out hoarse. I cleared my 

throat. "I'm Susan. I was in the lane next to him." 



She nodded and there was a long pause. I tried to ignore the round faces of the 

kids staring up at me. Children could be the scariest, most confrontational people on 

earth. They always made me uncomfortable, and I had managed, for the most part of my 

life, to avoid close contact with them. The few babysitting jobs I'd had as a teenager 

resulted in disasters of mass proportions, including but not limited to a flooded bathroom. 

Mara Selman huddled close to her older brother for protection from the wind. 

"You didn't see him by any chance.. .did you?" Kathy Selman sputtered and 

sniffled unattractively. She was, otherwise, fairly good-looking for her age, which I 

presumed to be mid-thirties; healthy blonde hair, no trace of wrinkles under what little 

makeup she wore, and she certainly didn't have the figure of a woman that's had two 

children. She was a natural beauty, the soft, wholesome type whose imperfections 

enhanced her appearance instead of hindered it. 

That beauty, that confidence was more than just tinted now. It was ousted; 

whatever definition her life had before perished in the backseat of that BMW, leaving her 

spineless, as though her bones had been ripped from her body and she would crumple to 

the ground any minute. 

"I mean, you didn't happen to see him say anything or.. .look at something before 

he...Idunno." 

I looked into her eyes for the first time and saw desperation. A person can have 

such a huge effect on your life that their death can be ten times more altering. It didn't 

seem this woman could go on without some sort of answer or explanation. This unnerved 

me, and I suddenly wanted to leave. I thought of my TV dinner, sitting in the freezer at 

my apartment, waiting for my arrival. It would probably be chicken and potatoes tonight. 



"No," I replied. "Unfortunately, I didn't look over that way." 

Nightmares plagued me during the two hours of sleep I got that night. The scene 

of the accident played repeatedly in my head, except for the addition of a thick rope tied 

to Paul Selman's bumper, wound around and tied to the front end of my car. When I 

broke my stare from his eyes and he swerved the car off the freeway, mine jerked to the 

right and followed him, hurtling towards the concrete at a distressing speed. Orange 

drums entered my peripheral vision from the left and right, and I recalled trying to close 

my eyes to the horror, with little success. 

As with any near-death dream, I awoke before my car smashed into the pavement, 

breathing heavily, and slid out of bed to get a glass of water. Sitting on my bed and 

sipping it, I tried to make sense of the dream, but I couldn't understand who or what was 

drawing me closer to Paul Selman and why. Maybe it was nothing at all, nothing but my 

own unease and distress. I sipped faster, then chugged the rest of the water down. 

The drink didn't calm me at all. 

A week passed, and work was slowly becoming Hell. The feature on the exchange 

students fell through, and I was making up for it by doing two features this week (along 

with calling and apologizing to four disappointed students). As if it wasn't bad enough I 

still wasn't sleeping, deadlines were coming, left and right. Like the orange drums, my 

unstable state of mind told me after four cups of coffee one morning. 

"Hey Susan," Melanie said as she peeked over the wall of my cubicle. "I've got a 

favor to ask." 



It wasn't even nine in the morning. "What is it, Mel?" I asked, pretending to 

concentrate on typing an email. 

All that was needed was the unlocking of the gate for the twenty-something 

blonde to produce a nice-sized stack of papers tucked into two manila folders. "Could 

you help me out and finish the timeline for the Hurley murder case?" she asked. 

I was outraged she would ask such a thing, as usual. "Why can't you do it?" 

"Well, Rickle wants it in by five tomorrow. My mom's coming into town tonight, 

and I have to pick her up at the airport at four, which means I'd have to be out of here by 

at least three, which means I won't have much time to finish the timeline for tomorrow 

because I'm taking tomorrow off to take my mom shopping, and I still have endless 

memos and emails to get out today, which means I'd have to-" 

"Okay, I'll do it," I said, cutting off her disgusting monologue. She forced another 

sickening smile, followed by the loud thud of the folders hitting my already-crowded 

desk and a "thanks, you're the best, don't worry, it's already half done anyway" trailing 

behind her as she walked off. I stared at the bloated folders, and they seemed to stare 

back, as though they held an air of high quality and importance that was unfamiliar. Were 

they mocking me? 

Prison advice is so universal: first impressions can mean the difference between 

having bitches and being somebody's bitch. Lacking the ability to say no, or much of 

anything really, I easily slid into the latter role. I hated doing others' work, specifically 

the work of someone almost ten years my junior that probably entered her position with a 

higher starting salary than mine. It amazed me how Melanie could just dump her 



workload on others and rid herself of the responsibility of finishing it. I resented her for 

it, but at the same time didn't blame her. 

Afternoon rolled around, and I stared at Melanie's bubbly, hand-written notes in 

the margins - large, confident, and appealing. The stark, black ink blurred together before 

my tired eyes, and I sighed heavily. I pictured her shutting her computer down for the 

day, waving to our boss on the way out. I imagined her three-inch heels clicking on the 

marble floor of the lobby as she headed for the freedom of the parking lot, leaving me in 

my dungeon of a cubicle to finish her timeline. 

I looked up at my computer screen, the white glow making the backs of my eyes 

ache. I realized I would get out too, if I had the chance. 

I managed to finish most of Melanie's work before deciding it wasn't worth 

staying late for and left. I came home to my apartment and went straight to the bedroom 

to change and wash up. Then, to the kitchen. Tuesday was lasagna night, and I pulled the 

correct box from the freezer, haphazardly tugging the oval tray from it and punching 

holes in the plastic film before shoving it in the microwave. As I stood there, watching 

the cheese start to bubble, I silently admitted how much I was beginning to hate the 

lasagna. By the time the microwave beeped, I had resolved to replace it with something 

else from then on. 

I sat there eating my mushier-than-usual meal, trying to ignore the unappealing 

crusty parts caked on the sides of the dish and watching the same shows that I was 

beginning to tire of. Nothing was good on TV anymore; the comedies were no longer 

10 



funny and the dramas too overdone and badly written. Or maybe I had just seen all there 

was to see. I flipped it off in frustration and decided to go to bed. 

Another dream. Granola bars were my thing in elementary school. While the other 

kids went through every new flavor of Fruit Roll-ups in existence, I was content with my 

granola bars. Never even wanted to try the plastic fruit sheets. I dreamt of a day at lunch 

that stuck out in my memory. The teachers let us eat outside on the playground, giving 

me the chance to eat with my best friend, Lindsey, who was in another class. We swung 

our legs as we sat on the swings and ate our lunches - she, a baloney sandwich, and me 

munching on my granola bar. 

Michael was commonly known by most as the class bully, and there was no 

exception that day, as he approached us on the swings, snatched my granola bar from me, 

and threw it on the ground before sneering at me and running away. 

I didn't sob or even cry, just let the tears fall silently. I hated the thought of people 

seeing me cry. I waited for Lindsey to do something, to at least comfort me or offer me 

some of her sandwich. Nothing. I ventured a courageous glance in her direction and saw 

a head with no face, just the smooth complexion of her featureless skin. Nothing. 

I woke up, breathing hard again. Oddly enough, I remembered how I had felt that 

day, how much I hated Lindsey for not being there when I needed her. Not until I went 

down the hall for a glass of water did it occur to me that she never knew I needed her in 

the first place. 

"Hi, Susan? It's Mel. Uh.. .look, I need to ask you a favor." 
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The next day, Wednesday. Melanie's presentation was done and my own 

unfinished work was left behind. I didn't have the energy to care. There was nothing I 

hated more than getting home after dark. Late dinners warmed in a microwave that was 

too illuminating in the dark, and the thought alone was saddening. I was therefore on my 

way home. Until Melanie called, that is. 

"What do you need?" I asked, sighing and leaning back in my chair. 

"I need you to finish the Hurley murder story. In addition to the timelines." 

"Melanie, listen, I can't do that. I have two features due by the end of the week, 

and there's no way I can do that as well." 

"But the interviews are already done and everything," she said, desperately. "You 

pretty much just have to pick out the relevant quotes and follow the timeline." 

"I can't, Melanie. I've got too much on my plate. Isn't there anyone else you 

could-" 

"My mom's in the hospital," she blurted out, interrupting me. 

"What? Why.. .what happened?" 

Melanie sighed, and I could tell by her voice how exhausted she was. "I'm not 

even sure, Susan. She flew in last night and was complaining that she didn't feel good. I 

thought maybe she just had jet lag or something. But the next day, she said she felt 

worse.. .she looked worse too. So I took her to the hospital. She wouldn't let me in the 

examining room until after the doctors ran tests, and I.. .1 was so confused. Then she 

called me in told me that she.. .she has cancer." 
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"What?" I said, surprised by my own shock. It wasn't like I had ever met 

Melanie's mom. Perhaps it was her tone of voice that told me how unexpected the news 

had been for Melanie, herself. 

"Yeah," Melanie said, her voice wavering. "So um.. .1 called Rickle, but I think 

he already left for the day. I left him a message.. .1 don't think I'll be coming in for the 

rest of the week. I feel like I need to stay with my mom until she gets better.. .maybe talk 

about some stuff, I dunno." 

My brain was running on automatic as it was still trying to process Melanie's 

news. "Of course, yeah, you take as much time as you need. I'll take care of the Hurley 

story, okay? I'll talk with Rickle about it tomorrow, see what he wants to do. Don't worry 

about it, Mel." 

"Okay. Thanks, Susan, I appreciate it." 

"No problem. I hope your mom gets better." 

"Yeah," she said. "We were never that close, you know? And it never bothered 

me, until now. Pretty weird how something can so indirectly alter your life, isn't it?" 

I thought about it, probably pausing longer than I should have. "Definitely." 

Exhaustion had finally set in, but I was happy to be cruising along at 75, on my 

way home. The moment barely lasted a minute, however, as I spotted the familiar rows of 

cars at a standstill up ahead. 

Rush hour traffic. I sighed heavily and leaned back into the seat, trying to sink 

into it as I began to slow down. I wasn't sure I could handle it today, the same traffic 
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back-up I went through every day. Detachment from the outside was integral to survival, 

but addiction to routine became suffocating. 

An exit on the right caught my eye, and I spontaneously took it, swerving the car 

to the off-ramp and clipping the row of grass that separated it from the freeway. 

I followed the service road for a while before pulling over to the shoulder and 

turning the car off. Setting the blinkers on, I stepped out, shut the door, and looked to the 

spot under the ramp where I knew Paul's family would be standing. 

I stepped over the foot-tall guard rail easily and approached the trio. I could see 

Kathy straightening out a small wreath with pastel flowers and green vines weaved 

around it. The setting sun cast an almost artificial orange haze over the scene. 

Kathy barely acknowledged me as I came to stand beside them, just glanced over 

with a solemn smile before turning back to the small memorial. I looked down at the two 

children, who were watching their mother work. James stared at the ground, shuffling his 

Velcro sneakers as though he didn't know what else to do. Mara occasionally helped by 

straightening a flower with her tiny hands, unaware of the wreath's purpose but knowing 

how her mother wanted it to look. She suddenly stopped and turned away from the 

decoration to look up at me, her eyes squinting against the sun. 

"I like your keychain," she said, pointing to the set of keys dangling from my 

hand. She was referring to the string of beads I had attached to a key ring when 

volunteering at an arts and crafts class, years ago, when I had actually cared enough to 

help others in need. I looked from the beads to the girl's face, then back to the beads, 

before kneeling down to her level. The youthfulness in her eyes startled me, and I found 

myself fighting the urge to turn away, to stand and back up. I thought about the lifetime 

14 



of math tests, minimum-wage jobs, bad dates, and fatherless nights she had ahead of her. 

Slowly but steadily, thoughts of TV dinners and late-night talk shows felt like they were 

fading in my mind.. .and I mentally waved a farewell back at them. 

"I can teach you how to make them," I offered. She smiled and nodded. 
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To the Touch 

Ben sits on the edge of the spotless bathtub in his apartment, wondering where 

ignorance went and if there is any way he can get it back. The tiny room is shaded by the 

cloud cover keeping light from shining through the window. He leans forward with his 

elbows on his knees, listening to the rain build up its steady drumming on the square 

panes of glass. 

Catherine wouldn't make it over today; she's afraid of driving in the rain. She 

crashed her father's car the month of her sixteenth birthday and almost totaled her 

mother's a year later. Both accidents had happened in the rain, and they were the reason 

he wouldn't see her today. But Ben is glad for those things outside, for the rain bathing 

them thoroughly. The cleansing will do them all some good. 

Touch is the problem, he thinks. The way everything touches everything and 

circles of lives overlap in bonds of invasive torture. People get too close to other people, 

and that's when things start to go bad, that's what jars the mind from its state of peace. 

But they still do it. It can't be. How are others okay with this? 

The Grand Canyon seems like one of those places everyone should visit in their 

lifetime, Ben muses, absentmindedly. It seems peaceful, the kind of place where you 

could reach the peak of all your senses. All except touch, at least. 

Ben doesn't mind so much that Catherine won't come over today. He thinks 

maybe this break in the routine will end her visits altogether, and the circles of their lives 

will detach. Floating apart with a mutual gentleness would be better than the pushing and 

pulling that would shatter both circles. Ben thinks it can be done. Eventually. Maybe. 
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He would have to get his Descartes book that he'd lent her, though. He'd read the 

Meditations once a month for at least the past two years, and he couldn't imagine never 

getting to read them again. The month is almost over, too. And Catherine is just the kind 

of person to borrow a book and forget about it. He hadn't known this part when he met 

her, about her tendencies to discard things with such apathy. 

Circles change. Some change before touching, but many of them touch and then 

change. Ben knows this is true. He's seen it happen, and it eats at him. We all draw our 

own pictures, but others will touch you and try to draw your pictures for you. They mold 

you like clay into something new and throw out your old self, despite how much you may 

have liked that old self. It is often claustrophobic in Ben's new mold. There is no way to 

stop it from happening, except to get rid of that stifling touch. 

He will visit the Grand Canyon tomorrow. 

Ben thinks of Catherine sitting at home by herself, eating canned peaches and 

watching The History Channel. And most likely angry at the rain for keeping her isolated. 

He almost smiles at how pleasant the image makes him feel, of her alone and him alone, 

separated by doors and walls and thoughts and activities. It is more pleasant than the idea 

of her here with him. 

He leaves the bathroom to stand by the bedroom window and watch the rain. The 

sun peeks through the clouds and taints the ground below. The rain may as well cease 

now, the cause is lost. 

There are many high places to visit in the world, but the Grand Canyon will be so 

pleasing to his remaining four senses. 

And nothing will touch him on the way down. 
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Frenetic Waiting 

The Internet's going slow again today. Second day in a row it's been like this. I 

don't know what I'll do if it doesn't pick up soon, because there's nothing more time-

wasting than waiting for a page to load. 

No, I don't realize that wasting time is already all that I do. I don't realize that it's 

almost eleven at night, and I've been stuck in traffic on the information super highway 

since.. .well, since The View was on this morning. So don't ask, I can't answer. Every 

clock in this house runs on a battery, and when they stopped, time stopped counting for 

me. 

Time is only important for some people, anyway. A journalist has to report the 

news in a timely manner. An air traffic controller has to help planes get in on time and 

keep them from crashing into each other. My brother Jason's a surgeon, the one who 

decided to go to college in our family. A guy he was operating on died on the table once 

because Jason couldn't fix him in time. Now that's a job where time's important. Time 

only matters when you have to get something done. The Internet can't be done, so it more 

or less became my vocation in life. Although it seems more like the Internet chose me. 

A scrap of paper under a pyramid paperweight catches my eye. "BUY FLOWERS 

FOR AUDREY'S B-DAY", it reads, with the 'R's backwards (never did learn to do my 

'R's right). I vaguely recall June as the month of my sister's birth. My Salvador Dali wall 

calendar shows the month of June, underneath the painting of flimsy wall clocks draped 

over tree branches in the desert. Dali says it's June, it must be June, right? Then again, I 

remember the Fourth of July passing by, not too long ago. It stands out in my mind 

because it's the last time I left the house, sitting in the yard to watch the fireworks. 
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A quick check at CNN online confirms the date in bold letters: OCTOBER 21, 

2002. Reaching over and sliding the drape over to feel the windowpane, I conclude that it 

truly must be October. The glass is cool to the touch, much cooler than it would be in 

June. The Internet never lies. I must have missed Audrey's birthday again. 

I could still send her some flowers, though, courtesy of my lovely Internet that 

never fails to meet my needs. It really does make gift-giving easier. I pull up a search 

engine and type 'flowers' in the search field. The click of the keys fights with food for 

the top spot on my list of comforts, but it's usually the clicking keys that win out. 

I select the first flower site Yahoo pulls up and begin scrolling through the various 

types of bouquets, trying to remember if Audrey likes tulips or lilies. Or if she likes 

flowers at all. 

Tulips will do. I like the bouquet with several colors of tulips; it looks like more 

effort went into its arranging. Perfect. Add to cart, proceed to checkout. 

The process becomes painstaking because my connection moves slower and 

slower. I try to wait patiently for each page to load and wish someone would invent 

something to distract me for the few moments that I'm waiting for my page to load. I'm 

not a very patient person, especially when my connection runs slow. But it's important 

that I send these flowers to Audrey. She's my sister, and I missed her birthday without 

even realizing it. Unacceptable. I must send these. I must get to the end. Thank you for 

shopping with SpecialFlowers.com! You will receive a confirmation email, shortly. 

Credit card.. .where's my damn credit card? I only glance at the scattered papers 

on the desk before reverting back to an alternative button on the screen. Bill me later. 
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Awesome! The internet doesn't fault you when you lose your credit card. It's so easy, 

isn't it? Click. 

Minutes go by, and the 'thank you' screen doesn't show. I get nervous. The tiny 

hour-glass stands frozen against the white background of the screen. Then I start to freak 

out, because for Christ's sake, it's at least October, possibly November, and Audrey can't 

wait any longer for these flowers. But this damn page won't load! My Internet, my 

connection, doesn't understand that these flowers can't be any more late than they 

already are. They'll wilt! Audrey will wilt, and I may never see her again! 

This page cannot be found. 

My connection's gone altogether now, and I slam my fist on the table. The messy 

room receives this motion indifferently, save for the desk that wobbles slightly on its 

dusty wooden legs. After all the time I've spent in here, you would think it would care! 

Nothing responds, and I stop wondering if my order went through or not. No 

matter. I can try sending them again later, and if the first order did go through, she'll 

receive two bouquets. No harm in that. Although the first order probably didn't go 

through. And I probably won't try again later. I'm hungry. It's dinnertime, and food 

usually makes me forget to do other things. 

I lean back in my chair and notice a bluebird out the window, perched on a skinny 

branch of the dying tree in my yard, chirping its head off in the dark. Almost like it was 

singing only to me. I name it Audrey, because it would be really nice to browse the 

Internet and have Audrey sing to me, all at the same time. 
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The Violin Story 

Monday 

Three months later and Carla still laughs about it. It's not a good-natured chuckle 

that builds up from your diaphragm, or a shy smile of nostalgia. The tone and sharpness 

of her laugh suggests more of a sympathetic hilarity. Or is it hilarious sympathy? She 

can't be bothered to care. The bottom line is that Carla laughs at how idiotic she must 

have been to lie in that street three months ago and actually believe that no, those 

approaching sirens couldn't possibly be for her. Could they? 

The car is easy to laugh about, so that's why Carla focuses on it more than the 

other stuff. It's simpler this way, than dealing with the uneasy churning in her stomach 

that comes with other thoughts: the depressing amount of relevance a slow reflex carries 

when you realize you had control and used it to throw life away. 

Her car. It hurts to have a pride and joy not only taken away but destroyed right in 

front of you, but a car is a car is a car. It transports you from one location to the next. A 

technicality in the makeup of one's day. At least, this is how Carla forces herself to think 

of it now. 

She sighs and taps her foot impatiently on the driveway. "Mom, hurry up or I 

might as well just walk\" She adds "damn it" under her breath. 

Through a crack in the back door, Carla sees her mother bustling around the 

kitchen, the baby in one arm and purse slung in the crook of her other. "Carla, I'm 

looking for my keys, can you just be patient?" she calls out. "I keep forgetting you need a 

ride there now." 
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Carla feels the words like a blow to the head and takes a deep breath, focusing on 

the pavement and preventing the appearance of tears. She tries to imagine what it feels 

like to have the burden of an eighteen-year-old with the sudden dependency of a sixth 

grader on your hands. Carla watches through the crack in the door as her mother locates 

the keys, then stops, places them on the kitchen table, and leans over so Joshua can 

attempt to pick them up. This is the new craze with her little brother - picking up objects. 

Every time he so much as reaches out a stout, fat arm, the world jerks to a stop on its axis 

so those nearby can marvel and cheer the boy on as he struggles to grasp something in his 

stubby fingers. Carla is tired of this spectacle. Joshua's actions do not impress her. 

Joshua picks up the keys and is rewarded with excited coos of affection. Out on 

the driveway, Carla turns her head away from the light wind, cringing as it ruffles her left 

shirt sleeve. Making sure her mother is still occupied with the baby, Carla reaches inside 

the sleeve and touches the smooth skin just below her shoulder, where her arm used to be. 

She tries not to do this too much, to remind herself what used to be there, what should be 

there. But she can't help it on some days. Physical contact is important, she thinks, to 

grabbing hold of memories from a previous life. Perhaps a more purposeful life. 

Her mother comes laughing out the door, the keys dangling from Joshua's 

outstretched hand. Carla sighs and climbs into the passenger side of the car. 

"You're a little flat on the F sharp." 

Rena lowers the violin from her shoulder and leans closer to the music, squinting 

at it. "What, the one in measure 37?" 
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"Of course not, you hit that one perfectly every time. You know which one I'm 

talking about." 

Rena sighs and scans the music. "I dunno, can you show me-" 

"45. The F sharp in the chromatic scale. For the second time, it's flat." Carla says, 

patience clearly not on her side. "You'd know that if you listened to what you played, 

once in a while." 

Rena shoots Carla a narrow glare she hates to see. "Look, I'm tired, okay? Miller 

kept us at rehearsal until seven. You don't have to fucking snap at me." She goes to 

switch on the lamp by her bedside and plops down on her bed. "I need a break. You 

hungry?" 

"Oh for fuck's sake, I'll show-" Carla cuts herself off and the two girls succumb 

to a straining silence they'd never felt before. She notices Rena's fingers tighten their 

grip around the neck of her instrument. Slouching visibly in her chair, Carla speaks 

softly. "Just make sure your hand's in good position. You almost had it the first time." 

Rena stares for a moment, as though astonished by the situation, before 

swallowing and turning back to her music. She lifts the violin to her shoulder and shifts 

her fingers around the neck of the instrument, fumbling around before finding the note. 

"Better. But you'll have to practice hitting it right on the first try," Carla says, her 

voice coming out two pitches higher than normal. 

Rena lowers the violin and nods, her stern expression directed at the floor. Carla 

remembers how easy their sessions used to be, or rather, how fun. Sarcasm and biting 

insults didn't seem to be taken so seriously. The occasional break for a food run 

frequently wedged itself into practice time. What was once Carla helping her friend 
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practice violin became Rena helping Carla put her books in her locker after school 

everyday. Or so this is how Carla sees things. Practice sessions are all business now. A 

student needs help, Carla steps in to help them. She thinks it really should be that cut and 

dried. 

Carla takes a moment to study the instrument in her friend's hands. Bought 

secondhand, it's a lot uglier than Carta's own violin - the wood is a mix of lighter 

browns, making it appear less shiny and attractive. Rosin covers the strings where the 

bow had touched, and the white sticky powder even coats the wood. Rena doesn't take 

much care of it, but the instrument is still a stunning sight to Carla. A violin held by 

someone, a violin played by someone. With two arms, so gracefully. 

"Have you ever tried to play again?" Rena asks. "After the accident, I mean." 

Carla shoots her an annoyed look, her mood beyond frustrated. "Of course I 

haven't tried, how the fuck am I supposed to play with one arm?" 

"I dunno, I.. .I'm just saying..." Rena stutters. "There are people that have lost 

limbs, and.. .they're able to learn. They find ways to do the things they could do before." 

"I know there are people like that, you don't have to tell me. I've seen the 

goddamn Maury shows with armless women that learn to drive with their feet and legless 

men that are somehow able to play basketball. You think the thought didn't cross my 

mind? I've seen it, Rena, and it's not me. I'm not some crazy, optimistic overachiever 

that's motivated enough to say 'screw it all' and overcome every goddamn obstacle that 

stands in my way of having a normal life." 
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Rena cranes her neck and lets out a deep breath. "Look Carla, I'm sorry, okay? 

I'm just trying to offer suggestions. I know you don't think any of it helps, but...I just 

want to do something, you know? You're an amazing player, and-" 

"Was an amazing player." 

Rena sighs again. "Whatever. The point is, you taught me practically everything I 

know about playing, and if it weren't for you, I never would have made concert master 

for the Spring Concert. I don't know if you remember, but I wasn't always this good. 

Remember Mrs. Rooney from eighth grade? That old hag that threatened to fail me 

because my scales were terrible? You came in that day after school and taught me good 

posture. I went from a D to a B plus on my scale grades. Fucking posture, for crying out 

loud! Who knew?" 

"We went to the hamburger place afterwards," Carla recalls with a small smile, 

forcing herself to breathe deeply and calm down. "That was fun. We broke the jukebox." 

"Correction, you broke the jukebox," Rena says, and Carla rolls her eyes at the 

impossibility of ever arguing with her friend. "Again, my point is, you have the gift and 

you have the passion, whether you can still play or not. Above anything else, I hope you 

at least realize that much." 

"I realize it," Carla confirms, and Rena nods. "I've always had a passion for 

playing, and I still do. There's just nowhere for that passion to go anymore." 

"But there's the mechanics, the art of the music itself. You know all that stuff, 

Carla! I just want to do something for you in return, help you with something, anything. I 

don't want you to think this is the end, because it doesn't have to be." 
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"You can't help me," Carla says, attempting to be polite this time. "That's just the 

sad truth: it's all over. A stupid accident and I'm stuck with no clue what to do with my 

life. Music is the only thing I ever wanted to pursue, and Julliard took my scholarship 

away. You think they would really cover sixty percent of my tuition to go there and study 

theory? Fat chance, Rena. Fat fucking chance." 

Rena keeps her gaze on the floor, chewing her bottom lip as if considering what 

Carla said. Wordlessly, she climbs over her bed and leans to look out the window. Carla 

entertains the notion that she has actually won the argument, yet it somehow feels like 

she hasn't won anything. 

"Your mom's here to pick you up," Rena says. 

Tuesday 

Adrian Turner doesn't look like an internationally renowned cellist, not to Carla 

at least. She watches the rather heavyset man enter the lecture hall out of breath, 

presumably from his mad dash up the stairs to arrive on time. His tan coat, dark brown 

pants, and briefcase make him look more like a door-to-door salesman. 

"Nice of him to dress for the occasion," Carla mutters to Jay, who's practically 

perched on the edge of the seat next to her. 

"He's an artist, Carla," Jay retorts, playfully rolling his eyes. "Artists don't care 

about what they wear." 

They watch Turner situate himself at the podium on one side of the lecture hall 

floor, his breathing slowly returning to normal. 
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"So did I tell you Miller finally came up with a project for me to do in place of 

playing in the concert? I have to write a damn paper on this guy," Carla says. 

"Turner?" Jay says, his expression going oddly serious. "Dude, from what I heard, 

the guy's fucking anal retentive when he composes. He spoke at my friend's school a few 

years ago, and she said he talked for an hour about the mathematics of composing. 

Statistics, algebra, logarithms, you name it, it's apparently in his music." 

"Shit. I would've paid more attention in calculus if I'd known. Why exactly does 

Miller want us to equate math and music all of a sudden?" 

Jay shrugs. "Your guess is as good as mine. You know how Miller gets when he 

thinks he's on to something. As long as he doesn't start making us compose shit using the 

Pythagorean Theorem, I don't care." The microphone is turned on and Turner greets the 

audience. Jay quickly digs his camera out of his bag. "Hey, I'll be back. I'm covering this 

for the school paper, so I gotta-" 

"Yeah, yeah, have fun," Carla waves him away, wondering for the thousandth 

time if Jay wastes too much time on stories people will never read. 

Turner's lecture follows the standard format of practically every lecture Carla has 

seen in her life - small talk about the weather, an introduction to his life of parental 

neglect and how he came to see the cello as his only companion, a humorous joke or two, 

and a scraggly-looking Power Point presentation that never does justice to its content. 

And Jay turns out to be right about the math thing. Carla begins to nod off as Turner is 

explaining the quadratic formula's influence on the baroque style, bemusedly pondering 

that maybe such a comparison should be the other way around. 

27 



She feels herself being shaken awake rather violently and slips away from a lucid 

dream about her teaching fractions to incompetent fifth graders by taking a butcher knife 

to a red apple. Carla opens her eyes and squints under the high ceiling lights. Jay is still 

shaking her. 

"Too bad ya can't just do this everyday, right?" he says, and she turns away from 

the amused grin on his face. 

"Jaayyy," Carla whines. "You shouldn't have let me sleep, I have to write a paper 

on this guy. And damn it, I have history next period. I didn't read the chapter.. 

"Who do you have, Hendricks? Don't worry, I don't think he gives a quiz on it," 

Jay says. He makes a half-effort to pull her out of the seat. She budges, but more slowly 

than Jay would like. "Alright, I have to get this film to the newsroom before next class. 

I'll see you later?" 

Carla nods, and Jay's off, taking the steps two at a time down to the lecture hall 

floor. She gathers her stuff and follows soon after. 

"Excuse me? Carrie, right?" 

In the almost empty room, Carla assumes the address is to her, and she turns 

around to face Adrian Turner hastily packing up his lecture materials. 

"It's Carla, actually." 

"Carla\ I'm so sorry! That's a beautiful name, Carla," he says. "Anyway, your 

teacher, Mr. Miller, told me about you. It sounds like you've done some very impressive 

work with the orchestra here." 
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"Oh, uh.. .thanks. I don't really do that much anymore," she says, waving off the 

praise and feeling a sudden bout of self-consciousness. "I was in an accident a few 

months ago, and.. .well, yeah." 

"Yes, Mr. Miller informed me about that as well," Turner says, shooting a fleeting 

glance at Carla's stub of an arm. "It's quite a traumatic thing to have to go through, I'm 

sure. Fortunately, music is a very vast field of study, and.. .you do plan to carry on with it 

through college, right?" 

"No.. .1 mean, I did have plans to go to Julliard, but they uh, revoked my 

scholarship.. .after the accident happened. The money was awarded only to people who 

planned to major in performance, so.. .that's that, I guess." 

"Oh, I see," Turner says, trailing off in thought as though trying to choose his 

words carefully. "Does composition interest you at all? Or theory, maybe?" 

Carla lets her backpack slide off her shoulder, dangling it just above the ground 

with her hand. "I like theory a lot, actually, and composition is something I'd love to 

study and get more experience with. But even those fields can't be studied without being 

able to play." 

"Yes, but you still know how to play, right?" Turner says. 

Carla sighs as the bell rings, her attention turning to the possible history quiz she 

might be missing. "I guess so. Anyway, it was really nice meeting you, Mr. Turner. I 

enjoyed your lecture." 

She hoists her bag back onto one shoulder and holds her hand out for Turner to 

shake. He obliges. 
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"I hope you continue your studies in music," he says. Carla quizzically searches 

his face for any trace of ingenuity and finds only a stark seriousness in his expression. 

"Mr. Miller thinks you're very talented, and he certainly doesn't see your accident as a 

hindrance to your work. Music is bigger than just playing an instrument, you know. I'm 

sure Julliard would agree." 

Carla turns to leave, but Turner holds his grip on her hand. 

"Diversity, Carla," he says, and Carla sees an intensity in his eyes. "The day my 

eyes opened to the whole spectrum of music was the day I opened a math textbook and 

saw notes on the page." 

Carla stares at their hands that are still joined, raising her eyebrow. Jay was more 

than right, the man had some screws loose. Turner finally releases her hand, and she 

gives him a cordial nod before running off to history. 

Carla stares at her mostly white computer screen until her eyes burn and she has 

to blink. After writing a meek two lines of her eight-page paper, she concludes it would 

almost be easier to just play in the concert. She remembers the countless times she would 

type one-handed while on the phone or eat pizza and not have any problems, yet now, 

with only one hand, typing suddenly felt like the most tedious job in the world. Although 

a lack of anything to write about was just as much to blame. 

Carla clicks 'play' on her computer screen, and Beethoven's Eroica Symphony 

comes faintly through the speakers. She rests her head in her hand and closes her eyes, 

imagining how Beethoven must have composed such a powerful piece less than a year 

after discovering his hearing loss. To throw so much strength and determination into 
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song, at a time when loss consumed one's life. While here she sits, unable to even play, 

to write, to think about anything that has to do with music. Why she couldn't love music 

the way she used to, when others can overcome such adversity is beyond Carla. Although 

Beethoven probably had money on his side. And fame. The music plays on, and its epic 

sound overwhelms Carla. She abruptly turns it off. 

She feels bittersweet when she remembers her last performance. It certainly 

wasn't as grand and perfect as she would have expected her last concert to be, but she 

now knows a lot of life is unexpected. Carla recalls feeling good about the show and her 

solo parts that night, yet the flaws are what stand out, all the off-key notes and undefined 

dynamics. She remembers the horror she felt when coming in one beat early on the solo. 

She still got a standing ovation, though, the whole orchestra did. Such memories seem 

more faded in Carta's apparently selective mind, and the group's mistakes linger a bit 

longer. 

Pictures of that night hang on the bulletin board above her desk of her, Jay, and 

Rena holding their bows up in mocking gestures of triumph. Carla stares at them and 

wonders why she feels so alienated. Her life changed, but nothing between them has. Or 

should have. Carla studies her friends in the picture, but they stare back with more 

certainty and she looks away. She doesn't know where to turn; there is too much in her 

room to remind her of life before... 

Her eyes come to rest on the hard, black casing of her violin. It lies open from 

when she tried earlier to play it. Carla doesn't know why she never tells Rena the truth, 

that she takes the instrument out every day and stupidly tries to play. Tries to teach her 

right hand the new role of pressing the strings, while holding the bow between the toes of 
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her left foot. She continues to do this with little progress, until the notion of how 

ridiculous it must look is too overbearing and she has to stop. Since the accident, Carla 

has been torn over whether or not to sell the violin. Something in such exquisite condition 

should really be played by someone, but she doesn't want to part with it. The instrument 

serves as another visual aid to her memories. 

Carla knows she is lucky, but why not her leg? She could at least still play with 

one leg, but losing her arm takes away all her potential. What did she ever do wrong? Is 

there some kind of significance in going back to square one, back to sixth grade where 

you have conferences with your counselor about what you want to do in life because you 

have no earthly clue yourself? 

Enraged, Carla rises from her desk, her right hand casually knocking the computer 

mouse off the edge, so it hangs by its cord, inches above the carpet. Part of her fears her 

own stride as she crosses the room to kneel in front of the case and smooth her hand over 

the finished wood of the violin. So nice. Too nice. 

Grasping it by the neck, holding it upside down at eye level, the instrument takes 

on a hardened appearance before her eyes. Tightening her hand around its neck, Carla 

swings her arm back and slams the hollow body of the violin into the wood frame of her 

bed. The force of the blow resonates up to her elbow, and horrid, unrecognizable notes 

hum in its aftermath. She lets out a shaky breath, turning the instrument over to see the 

damage. A large, thick crack in the dark wood and two broken strings. Not enough. 

Carla swings again and breaks the remaining two strings. She is not using enough 

force, and she is even more angered at not having another arm to help destroy it more. 
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She smashes the violin against her bed frame one more time and quickly lets it drop from 

her hands as the body finally breaks in half. 

She can hear her mother yelling to her from downstairs and knows she'll 

eventually come charging into the room with worry to see what the noises are. Carla 

clumsily picks up and places the crippled instrument on the middle of her lavender 

bedspread, as if to present it artistically when her mother comes. What a nice centerpiece 

it makes for her room. What an even nicer toy it will make for baby Joshua to pick up and 

slobber over. She half-smiles and goes back to her desk, typing to the muffled rhythm of 

her mother's feet ascending the stairs. 

Wednesday 

"So, I assume you know the reason you're here for an extra session this week." 

Carla nods. "Pretty obvious. I flipped, broke something, my mom freaked out and 

called you." 

"And how does that make you feel?" Dr. Hahn asks, her pen poised and ready to 

scribble notes on her yellow legal pad. 

"It kinda pisses me off," Carla admits, shrugging. "I don't like how she controls 

when I come here, because she doesn't know what's going on in my head half the time." 

The therapist starts taking notes while talking at the same time. "Do you think 

maybe your mom was worried at all? After all, I'm sure she knows how much you love 

your violin, so it must have scared her to see that you'd broken it." 
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"Fair enough," Carla says, then pauses. "I mean, I did feel kinda bad after I did 

it.. .1 know it cost a lot of money and stuff. But I didn't think it would upset my mom that 

much. She never played it.. .she doesn't even know anything about music." 

More note-taking. Carla sighs, drumming her fingers on the large armrest of the 

leather chair. She wonders why they couldn't just tape-record her sessions; it would save 

both of them a lot of time. 

"How do you feel about breaking your violin?" Dr. Hahn asks. 

Carla shrugs again. "Strangely indifferent. But I guess it makes sense. It was of no 

use to me anymore, anyway." 

"But you still tutor people at school, correct?" 

"Yeah.. .but I don't need my own violin for that. The year's almost over anyway, 

so I would have gotten rid of it sooner or later." 

Dr. Hahn tilts her head in slight confusion, still writing. "So you don't think 

you'll find any use for it in the future? Even if you can't play?" 

"Music isn't really in my future anymore," Carla says, then brightens up. "In fact, 

I've been thinking I want to study something like economics in college. Something useful 

like that." 

"Mhmm..." Dr. Hahn murmurs, still writing. 

"What?" Carla retorts. 

"Nothing," she says. "I was just thinking that's quite a drastic change - music to 

economics. Wouldn't it be easier to move to a different area of music? I don't know 

much about the programs, but I have a niece who studied music history. She wants to 

teach someday." 
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"That's nice," Carla remarks. Dr. Hahn smiles at her. 

"Well I'm sure you'll excel at whatever you do, Carla, and it's ultimately your 

decision, of course. I would just hate to see you ignore that passion you have for music. 

There aren't many people your age that feel as strongly about a certain subject as you." 

They stare at each other for a moment, as though waiting for the other to speak. 

When silence ensues, Dr. Hahn changes the subject. 

"I want to go back to the violin for a minute," she says. "If you can remember, I 

would like to know what was it exactly that drove you to smash it apart like that." 

Carla rolls her eyes up to the ceiling, trying to recall the moments before the 

incident. "I was looking at some old pictures," she says, leaning back in the chair. "Of me 

and my friends... from before the accident. It suddenly felt like too much just to look at 

them, but everywhere I turned, there seemed to be something.. .stuff that reminded me of 

how things were before the all this happened. When I saw the violin, I lost it. It was 

almost like it was too perfect.. .1 felt like I couldn't even look at it unless it was.. .flawed 

in some way." 

She pauses, watching Dr. Hahn scribble furiously in her notes. "Looking at it 

now, do you still feel that way? That it's easier to look at now that it's broken?" 

"Not really. It was kind of a stupid thing to do. So when I look at it now, I just see 

my own stupidity," she says, smiling sarcastically. 

"Okay.. .interesting..." the therapist says, finishing the last of her notes. She 

glances at the wood-framed wall clock. "I think this is a good place to stop." 

"Are you ever going to tell me what any of this means?" Carla asks. "Or tell me 

how you interpret what I'm saying and stuff?" 
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Dr. Hahn smiles as she gathers her notes together. "I think the answers are in 

everything you said today, Carla. You will come to many realizations on your own, with 

time. I'll see you tomorrow at the regular time, okay?" 

Carla wonders if she should bring out her sarcasm and jokingly ask for the 

therapist's notes so she can search for these so-called answers. She thinks better of it and 

stands, stretching. "Yeah. Thanks for squeezing me in today, I appreciate it." 

"What the hell are you doing?" 

Jay jumps and lowers his camera. "I was just taking pictures." 

She looks to her open violin case, where he was pointing the camera. "Of that?" 

"Yeah, why not?" 

"Because, it's just.. .1 mean why? Why take pictures of a broken violin? It's 

worthless, it's a piece of shit." 

"It might be worthless to a music store," Jay says in an infomercial voice. 

"Photographers look for things worth capturing on film. Violins aren't meant to be 

smashed, so this isn't something you see everyday. And, in the event that I never see 

another broken violin in my life, I'll at least have pictures of it." 

He smiles, as though proud of his on-the-spot reasoning. 

"It's a piece of shit," Carla repeats dryly. 

"It's broken. It's significant. It's art," Jay protests. 

"I'm fucking broken. You wanna take a picture of me?" 

Carla's words shock Jay, and she can't bear to see his reaction. She turns away 

and clenches her jaw, blinking hard to keep the tears from building. Hour-long seconds 
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go by, and they stare at the deformed instrument. A helicopter zooms close overhead 

lightly rattling the floor, and Carla tries to pick up the song playing faintly on the TV 

downstairs. Then Jay shifts himself to a sitting position on her bed, setting his camera 

aside. He picks up his own violin from its case on the floor and starts to tune it, loudly. 

Carla quickly wipes the remaining tears away before they can fall and turns back to face 

him. 

"How's the college hunt going?" he asks, trying to gain back a casual air of 

conversation. 

"Shitty," Carla retorts, still not entirely calmed down from the previous 

conversation. "I mean.. .it's fine, and I know I'll get in somewhere. It's just knowing that 

somewhere won't be Julliard that pisses me off." 

Jay nods. Carla can sense his hesitancy to say anything, so she blabbers on. 

"UCLA looks promising. So does George Mason, which also gets brownie points 

for being on the east coast. I was also looking at OU, because.. .well, what do you think 

about me doing journalism?" 

"Journalism? Hell no," Jay says, shaking his head. 

"What? You're gonna do it, what's so bad about it?" 

"It just doesn't seem like your kind of thing," Jay answers. "Too many deadlines." 

"Hey, I can meet deadlines," Carla argues playfully. "I don't think I've ever 

missed a deadline all year." 

"So Carla, how's that paper on Turner coming?" he asks sarcastically. 

"You suck," she says, lightly tossing a pillow at him. "I'll get it done, eventually. 

It's not my fault he's not interesting enough to write eight pages about." 
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They laugh in agreement, before Jay changes the subject. "Why do you still tutor 

people anyway?" he asks quietly. 

Carla shrugs. "Not much else for me to do now. You're right though, I really 

should stop at some point." 

"That's not what I mean," Jay says. "You're a lot of help, and I know everyone 

appreciates it. Actually, that reminds me, Miller wanted me to run an idea by you for the 

Spring Concert." 

"Which is?" 

"He wants you to conduct the concerto at the end." 

"WhatV 

"You heard me," Jay says, grinning. 

"I know, but.. .why?" 

"I dunno, he thinks it'd be cool," Jay offers. "You've given so much to the group 

through your playing and your knowledge of music. Rena was barely hitting her F sharps 

before you helped her. You're the best player out of everyone-" 

"Was the best player," Carla interrupts. 

"Whatever. My point is, you've devoted a lot of yourself to this group and Miller 

- all of us, really, we want to give something back. We want you on stage with us again." 

Carla sighs, still in disbelief about her orchestra teacher's request. "Well, it'll be 

hard to be on stage with you if I'm not going to be there." 

"You can't be serious," Jay says. 
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"Look, I just don't want to, okay? The harsh truth that we all have to face 

eventually is that I'm no longer of any value to that orchestra," Carla explains. "There's 

no need for me to be there." 

"Not even to support the group?" Jay asks, a mixture of hurt and rudeness in his 

tone. 

Carla swallows and stares at the ground, hating that he raised that point. Hating 

that people keep seeing through her proposed disinterest in the concert, since the 

accident. "I've got until Friday?" she asks, and he nods. "I'll think about it." 

Thursday 

Carla's mother looks at the clock as her daughter walks in the front door. "I 

thought you had rehearsal today," she says. Balanced on her hip, Joshua reaches for the 

closest thing in sight: the salt and pepper shakers on the kitchen counter. 

"Technically, I do," Carla mutters, burying her head in the fridge before pulling 

out a can of soda and heading for the stairs. 

She can hear her mother's footsteps faintly behind her as she ascends to her room 

and rolls her eyes at the annoying passive persistence. She purposely shuts the door 

behind her and sits at her desk, before her mother reopens the door and stands in the 

entryway. 

"Why aren't you at rehearsal?" she asks, her tone hardly demanding an answer. 

"I have nothing to do there," Carla replies. "Miller doesn't need me anymore." 

Joshua is fidgeting, and her mother lowers him to the floor, where he promptly 

crawls straight to the broken violin. 
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"Well maybe there's something you could offer to help with anyway?" she 

proposes. "I'm sure there's something you could do, and Mr. Miller obviously values 

your w o r k . . S h e trails off into silence, which is halted by Joshua attempting to pick up 

a broken half of the violin and accidentally dropping it. 

"Don't let him do that," Carla says angrily. 

"Carla, please," her mother almost pleads. "He's just a baby, you know he doesn't 

know any better." She walks over to Joshua and scolds him in her high-pitched baby-talk 

voice before scooting him gently away from the instrument. Naturally, he crawls back to 

it when she lets go, but her mother ignores him and sits on Carla's bed. More silence. 

Then, "We'll probably just have to.. .throw it away now anyway, won't we?" 

"No," Carla quickly says. "It still has sentimental value." 

"But sweetie, you.. .you broke it," she says, smiling sadly. "I don't even think the 

shop can fix it when it's so-" 

"So what are you saying?" Carla interrupts. "Should we just throw it away 

because it's broken? Does everything become worthless once it stops functioning?" 

"Now, you know that's not what I meant. It's just that..." her mother stops, and 

Carla sees her visibly shaking over her loss of what to say. "I got a call from Mr. Miller 

today. He said you turned down his offer to conduct the orchestra at the concert." 

Her mother's blatant change of subject aggravates Carla even more than watching 

her brother use her violin as a chew toy. "Because I'm not going to the concert," she 

retorts. 

Joshua continues to pick up pieces of the instrument and drop them back into the 

case. Carla shifts in her chair in irritation. "I don't know, Carla.. .don't you think it might 
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have been a bit rude to turn him down like that?" her mother questions. "Conducting the 

orchestra, that's a big thing he's asked you to do. You should be honored. I hope you at 

least thanked him." 

"Yeah, honored," Carla laughs. "Miller wants me to conclude his little circus 

show. Behold the one-armed, formerly violin-playing conductor, extraordinaire - one 

night and one night only! He wants to sell more tickets, mom." 

"You could have politely told him you wouldn't be comfortable on stage in front 

of an audience, instead of-" 

"But that's not the point," Carla interrupts. "I want to stop bringing attention to 

the accident. Shit happens, you lose an arm, you move on. I'm over it. I don't need 

orchestra to keep me happy anymore, and I'd rather not dwell on it. Especially in front of 

a group of people." 

Carla ventures a glance up and sees her mother is shaken by her words. She 

heaves a sigh of frustration, before bending down to take Joshua into her arms. He tries to 

hold onto a piece of the violin to take with him, but he fails and the part again drops back 

into the case, another crack forming. Carla also sighs, aggravated. 

"We're on you side, Carla," she says, her voice pleading for Carla to believe her. 

"I just want you to know. ..no one expects you to be over it yet." 

She leaves the room, Joshua's screeching cries filling the hallway as he is carried 

farther away from his new toy. Carla pulls up her paper on the computer and begins to 

type. 

"So, my brother Josh is really starting to annoy me." 
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"How so?" Dr. Hahn asks. 

"Oh you know.. .just the way little kids are, I guess," Carla says, leaning on the 

arm of the chair and twirling her hair. "Everyone's always so fascinated by the smallest 

thing he does, and it gets tiring having to be around it after a while." 

"Was that what you and your mother fought about this afternoon." 

"Why do you talk to her so much anyway? Am I not the one that's supposed to be 

telling you that stuff?" Carla asks. 

"I'm sorry, Carla, you're right," Dr. Hahn says, writing something in her notes. "I 

didn't ask your mother anything, she just told me when she came to sign you in. But 

you're right, this is really about what's on your mind, not your mother's." 

Carla, who is still angry with her mother, feels bad for taking it out on her 

therapist. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to.. .lash out like that. It's just my mom, she.. .1 know 

she's not trying to be mean, but.. .it's frustrating sometimes..." 

"What's frustrating?" 

"The way she talks to me now is just.. .1 mean, it's not just her." Carla stares at 

the maroon carpet in a trance as she tries to figure out what's going through her head. 

"With Josh, everything's so exciting and new, and every time he does something, she 

eggs him on to do it again. And it seems like she does that with me, except.. .orchestra! 

All everyone goes on about is orchestra this and orchestra that, trying to get me to do 

something without realizing I can no longer do it. It's crazy!" 

"What do you want them to talk about with you?" Dr. Hahn asks, writing more 

furiously. 
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"I don't know," Carla admits. "I just wish it wasn't all about orchestra all the 

time. They act as if there's nothing else I can do. I wasn't kidding about economics, you 

know. That's something I'm really interested in, but whenever I bring it up, people ignore 

it and go back to the music thing." 

The therapist writes some more, before capping her pen and placing it on top of 

the legal pad. She rests her elbows on her desk and clasps her hands together, taking a 

deep breath. "Do you wonder why they keep going back to the music thing, Carla? Do 

you really think it's because they don't think you can do anything else?" 

"Well.. .no," Carla says. 

"Then why do you think they do it?" 

Carla opens her mouth, but nothing comes out and she shrugs. "You tell me. I 

honestly don't know." 

"Okay. Here's my theory," Dr. Hahn says, a coy smile forming on her face. "I 

think that these people - your friends, your mom, everyone - envy your musical talent. I 

think that most of them wish they could love something as much as you love music, and I 

think they admire your talent so much that they want you to excel in it. I don't think they 

would deny your abilities in other areas. It's just that passion that they see is so strong, 

that they want nothing more than for you to embrace it and be happy with it, the way they 

would if they were as lucky as you." 

Silence hangs in the small office. When Carla doesn't respond, Dr. Hahn speaks. 

"That's my theory. What do you think?" 
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Carla doesn't know what to think. She struggles to fill the silence, but ultimately, 

her brain has no reaction to Dr. Hahn's words. "I never really thought of it that way," she 

says." 

Dr. Hahn looks at her, scrunching her brow slightly, as though puzzled that Carla 

doesn't say more. "It's hard sometimes, Carla, when you want to move on from 

something, but others want you to stick with it. It's ultimately a decision you'll have to 

make, but in making it, I would consider the opinions of your friends and family. They 

may just have a point, sometimes." 

"I know they have a point. I just want them to be supportive of what I want, no 

matter what it is." 

"Well, in order for that to happen, I think you have to know what you want, first," 

Dr. Hahn says. Carla looks at her quizzically, about to ask what she means, but the 

therapist anticipates her question. "You know what I mean, Carla. If you truly don't like 

music anymore, by all means, move on to something else that interests you. But don't 

ignore what you really want, just because you think you can't do it anymore." 

Carla sighs, suddenly feeling exhausted from talking about herself so much. She 

looks at the clock. "Time's up. I guess I'll see you next week." 

Friday 

Carla stands at the auditorium doors, handing out programs. She doesn't 

remember how she got there, who brought her. And for the life of her, she can't 

understand why, though she feels that tug in the back of her mind, a desire for closure. 
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Audience turnout looks good so far, and a sense of pride swells in her. Before it has time 

to develop, she suppresses the feeling. 

Most of the orchestra students are too busy running around to notice her. Jay stops 

to say hi and tell her how glad he is she decided to come, before rushing off to snap 

pictures for the newspaper before the show. She peeks inside the auditorium and calls out 

to Rena, who is walking down the aisle toward the stage. She turns around and Carla 

takes note of her apparent nervousness. 

"Good luck. Not that you'll need it," Carla says. 

Rena's distressed expression turns into a smile. "Thanks. I need all the luck I can 

get." 

As Rena continues down to the stage area, Carla looks around more and happens 

to lock eyes with Mr. Miller, the orchestra director. She searches his face for the expected 

disappointment and abhorrence that should accompany her turning down his offer, but 

receives a slight smile instead. Carla looks away, squeezing the programs in her hand. 

Someone is tapping her on the shoulder. She turns around before smiling at the woman 

and handing her a program. 

"Enjoy the show, ma'am." 

So far, so good. The violas are sharp at the end of the first piece, but not enough 

for the audience to notice. Other than that, everything sounds great. Carla can tell the 

crowd is impressed by what they hear and see. She feels her pride rearing up again and 

allows it to wash over her. 
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The group is three measures into the last piece when Carla starts having 

flashbacks. Hills of heavy crescendos and fading diminuendos carry her down the path of 

memories. Going to the music store with her mother during the summer before sixth 

grade and remembering the excitement of holding a violin for the first time. First 

impressions and love at first sight. Being told her hands were too small to play the 

instrument and wanting to quit the same day. Earning the role of concert master her 

junior year for the very first time. Getting her driver's license one week later and taking 

Rena, Jay, and some of the cellists out for ice cream, in celebration of playing one of the 

orchestra's best concerts ever. 

The action in the piece is rising. Mr. Miller's arm gestures become bigger and 

more violent, while the violinists move their bows faster, their fingers dancing wildly up 

and down the strings. 

All the tireless rehearsals, Carla remembers. All the notes they played thousands 

of times, striving for as close to perfection as they could get. She suddenly feels her left 

hand, fingering the notes along with the orchestra. She knows them by heart. 

The intensity continues to elevate, and Rena plays her solo, backed by cello and 

bass. She hits the F sharp dead-on. Carla feels the music taking over, driving the 

memories beyond her comprehension. 

The group reaches the climax of the piece, the full sound of every instrument 

reaching the back corners of the auditorium and everywhere in between. It takes a 

moment for Carla to realize her memory has suddenly gone blank. She searches for a 

moment, attempting to recall a climactic event in her life, but comes up empty. Her left 
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hand, now more present than it had ever been in the past three months, stops fingering 

invisible notes. 

The high point of the piece is over and the group shifts into the coda, gradually 

slowing down to a moderate pace. A pause, then a collective breath as everyone nods up 

in unison, before the conductor's last arm gesture signals them to play the final note. The 

audience waits patiently for the long note to cut off completely before erupting in 

applause, programs flying off their laps as they rise from their seats. 

Carla remains seated, baffled. Though she doesn't remember crying, her face is 

streaked with tears. Her memory is still powered off. 

She types, not furiously, but as fast as her hand will allow, feeling for once that 

it's not the deadline propelling her to finish, but the sudden clarity of Adrian Turner's 

words. 

Turner excelled at music from the moment he was introduced to the cello. 

However, it wasn't until he allowed mathematics a central role in his music that 

he was able to compose the works he is known for today. 

I honestly didn't relate much to the composer's love of mathematics. It was what 

he said to me in a private conversation after his lecture that has greatly 

influenced my outlook on music. "Music is bigger than just playing an 

instrument," he said, and after thinking about it, I was shocked at the truth of 

such a statement. Turner is not a great musician, simply because he plays well. 
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He is great because he appreciates music on a vast, diverse spectrum that 

includes more than just the physical presentation of it. There are numbers, 

formulas, and even geometric shapes - mathematical entities one would hardly 

connect to music - that require intense scrutiny before becoming part of a piece, 

and Turner spends just as much time analyzing his songs in parts as he does 

analyzing the final product. Where some may only find beauty in the grand 

performance, he finds art in the mechanical components ofpieces, as well. For 

these reasons, there is no doubt Adrian Turner will continue to create legendary 

pieces and impress the world of contemporary classical music. 

Carla's mother knocks before entering, carrying Joshua in and placing him on the 

floor of her bedroom. 

"I'm going to the grocery store. Watch him while I'm gone, please." 

"Okay," Carla nods, her eyes not moving from the screen. Her mother leaves. 

A loud clatter jars Carla from her paper, and she turns away from the screen to see 

Joshua sitting before her violin, trying to pick it up. 

With an outrage from out of nowhere, Carla shoves her desk chair back, stands, 

and stalks over to her brother. Nudging him gently away with her foot, she leans down 

and arranges the broken instrument so it fits in its case. She then slams the case shut and 

locks it, hauling it with her one arm to her closet where she shoves it onto a high shelf. 

Violin out of sight, she shuts the closet door and walks back to baby Joshua. 

"Don't touch," Carla tells him. "It's NOT a toy. Understand?" Her words hold a 

stern tone that makes the child start to cry. She hesitates, then rolls her eyes before 
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clumsily hoisting him onto her hip to take him to the kitchen for food. The boy stares at 

the path behind them the entire way downstairs, sobbing loudly. He stretches his hands 

out, as if reaching for the locked-up violin like his life depended on it. Carla ignores his 

cries, focusing straight ahead as she continues down the stairs. 
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The Hierarchy 

In the hierarchy of high school, just as with any other concentrated society, one's 

status is determined by a select list of attributes. The real world's list may include what 

car one drives, what church one attends, or where one gets their hair done. In the case of 

the aforementioned juvenile grouping, such traits include the contents of one's class 

schedule, report card, and bedroom closet. There are those with academic ambitions, 

those with Hollywood ambitions, and those with no ambitions at all. One may join every 

club on campus, if only to look more attractive on a resume, or one may dye one's hair 

purple in an act of undirected rebellion. The former knows how to play the game but will 

never live peacefully, without competition. The latter will simply never be taken 

seriously, in person or on a resume. 

There are those petty cliches that only live within the high school bubble, and 

then, there's you. Your 3.44 grade point average and coveted spot on the school's debate 

team put you at about average, academically, and one step below the theater aficionados, 

socially. Yeah, touch school. No one's ever good enough here, anyway, so you're okay 

with where you stand. You're in the middle, the mush created when chocolate and vanilla 

blend into something indefinable and bland. 

You rather enjoy being lost in that middle layer of banality. No pressure to keep 

from falling off a precipice and no danger of not being able to at least reach a decent 

height. A person in your position can exist within the hierarchy, without being affected 

by its pressures and pitfalls. 
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But what happens when the atoms collide? What happens when you walk into the 

second-floor restroom during sixth period one day and see the head cheerleader rinsing 

blood from her wrists at the sink? What happens when there's nothing to just gossip 

about, because you saw blood, stark as ever, clearly saw her panic as she shoved a metal 

nail file with faded red splotches into the unseen depths of her Tommy Hilfiger purse? 

You see the head cheerleader, not a person. That's what happens. 

This is why you don't tell anyone. You can't. Because, not only is she far from 

the most frayed edges of your social network, but there was never even a chance the 

circles of your lives would join in concentric harmony. You both know your place in this 

institutional structure, and she therefore understands when you remain tacit on the matter. 

There are rules, and everyone more or less follows them. 

And yet you can't help but determine that the head cheerleader would have lived 

if you disobeyed such rules. That revealing your observations would have prevented her 

from entering the very same bathroom the next day and slashing a little too deep for her 

own good. Everything goes back to being so regular then, except you see it from a 

different perspective. A packed crowd for the funeral three days later; in-school 

counseling not just made available, but practically forced on some; candlelight vigils, and 

special editions of the school newspaper with features on suicide. 

This is what happens when someone in the hierarchy can't stand the hierarchy. 

You wish you had more understanding than that, but all you got was a front-row view. 

You walk past the theater group, downstairs to the basement for debate practice a week 

later, when things have had time to sink in, and theorize gravely that it's not the nail file, 

but one's status, that kills. 
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Statues 

Donald Mackey, the retired man with the receding hairline, shriveling 

complexion, and slowly-fading memory, stood in the middle of Arrowhead Cemetery, a 

place he knew he'd never be buried. The land bore a stark boundary, separating the age-

old mansions of historic value and meaning from the more modest dwellings, one of 

which belonged to Donald. Relatives of the town's founders lay in ivory and cherry wood 

coffins below him, having earned the wealth and prestige to rest there through mere 

association. Concrete blocks with chipped corners sunk into the ground around him, 

topped with stone statues that were lifelike in size and appearance and commanded his 

attention. Their marred, grayish faces bore chipped noses and missing ears, a testament to 

their legacy and the years of history they left in the town. Flaws here seemed to testify to 

hard work, not weakness or cowardice. Harold Kensington Ill's statue had only three 

fingers on its left hand. 

Prestige, luxury, and legacy. Maybe if he hadn't retired so early...maybe if he had 

stuck it out a little longer.. .promotion would have been nice.. .more money... 

Donald visited the cemetery more frequently now. He weaved among the rows, 

reading engravings on the blocks at the statues' feet. Samuel Avery, founder. James 

Foley, founder and mayor. Three moderately-sized tombstones, lined up to his left - a 

wife and two daughters. The deeply-carved capital letters demanded an importance 

Donald couldn't even fathom achieving. He liked to imagine what the people looked like, 

more specifically, how they dressed and went about their days. 

He had a chance, just as they all did. Donald hadn't done anything important in 

his life, and he knew his place in the 'average' spectrum of society. He accepted that his 
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afterlife would be in the form of ashes, enclosed in decorative porcelain that would 

forever feel the sound vibrations off the top of the living room TV set. Though it would 

be nice to have a large statue to represent you when you could no longer do it yourself. 

The day was waning. Tired and decrepit, Donald's rickety legs took him home to 

his wife, who was making dinner. The eyes of the statues raked on his retreating form. 

The smell of pork chops wafted from the oven and through his senses, as he 

jerked open the screen door of the bungalow and stepped inside. Through the foyer, past 

the formal living room of Kinkadian pink and green brushstrokes, and a left into the 

kitchen, he went straight to the set table and sat down to wait. 

Here is where Donald would describe her for you, but he barely looks at her 

enough to remember even the starkest of details. 

The meal was had in silence, as was typical for them these days. It was easier to 

ignore each other, now that the kids were gone and it was just the two of them. Each 

found something to occupy the space conversation left absent; her watching Jeopardy on 

the Game Show Network, and he working on a book of crossword puzzles, only pausing 

to eat his food. Pork chops used to be Donald's favorite meal, but coming home to it had 

since lost its excitement. It was all he had now, and it wasn't enough. 

Conversation became necessary, this evening. "The doctor's office called a few 

hours ago," she said, her tone starting out calm. "You didn't show up for your 

appointment this morning." 

"I don't need to know the results," Donald replied, trying to sound indifferent so 

as not to make this an issue. "I don't need anything to stress about at my age." 
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"You don't need the results, or you don't want them?" she said, emotion 

awakening in her voice. 

He sighed. "What's this really about, Beth?" 

And she went straight into it from there, because after thirty two years of 

marriage, people leam to fight more straight-forwardly and less dramatically. She reeled 

off her answers in list format, each one relating to the last - his disinterest in his health, 

his mental detachment that would only make health matters worse, the distance he gained 

between his two sons by being out on one of his many walks whenever they called home. 

Each answer was so clear and precise, as though they were just sitting in her head, 

waiting to be summoned out. Donald was both baffled and bitter, but altogether 

unimpressed. 

He tuned back in. "-always out on those walks, you're never here." she said, 

visibly upset. "And even when you're here, you're not here, you know? What's going on, 

Donald? What is going on?" 

"Where did all the savings go?" he asked. 

"What? What are you-" 

"The savings. The money we had saved up for the boys to go to college. What 

happened to it?" 

"Well, we.. .we used it, Donald," she stuttered, slightly confused. 'The Chevy 

clunked out and we had to get another car, and.. .then you had the surgery-" 

"So we had to take out a loan," he interrupted. "The boys have jobs, they have to 

pay their own tuition..." 
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Wrinkles formed in his wife's forehead as she tried to read Donald's thoughts. 

"They're doing fine, Donald!" she assured him. "They're doing fine, and it's nobody's 

fault to begin with! You have to realize, things happen and no one's to blame. Things just 

happen." 

"And I never fixed a single one of them," he muttered, pushing his chair back and 

making his way to the door. 

The sky bulged with navy blue as it escorted him down the block, and by the time 

he reached the cemetery, it was overtaken by a faded black. He swung the long hammer 

at his side, but not wildly enough to get noticed. 

Donald stood before the grave of Harold Kensington III, surveyed the three-

fingered hand that said so much to him about what he would never have. Taking careful 

aim, Donald swung the hammer behind him, then forward, smashing the remaining three 

fingers of the statue's left hand to pieces. The force of the blow rattled through his arm, 

and he almost dropped the hammer. 

He gripped the handle harder and moved on to Samuel Avery, then his wife, 

Martha Avery, beheading both statues with a few slow but steady hits. James Foley and 

the three members of his family were next, the former destroyed one limb at a time, and 

the latter three's tombstones smashed to pieces when the hammer impaled their centers. 

He knew he should stop, but a sudden rush of power fueled his strength even 

more. He couldn't give this up, the opportunity to gain some sort of power over such 

prominence. Donald went through every row, smashing every statue to small, crumbled 

heaps of stone scattered about the cemetery. He didn't worry about anyone seeing him, 
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fear would only slow him down. The breeze let up slightly, and he began to sweat as he 

worked, but nothing could stop him. Even as his blows weakened and his muscles 

cramped, Donald moved slowly to the next statue. 

At the other end of the cemetery, Donald surveyed his work, wiping his forehead 

on his shirt sleeve. Scanning the damage, the stone torso of James Foley caught his eye, 

and he quickly made his way over, raising the hammer above his head and bringing it 

down one last time. The remaining solid parts of the statue shattered, and Donald leaned 

on the hammer like it was a cane, waiting to catch his breath. 

There was a moment's sense of accomplishment that quickly faded. A cricket 

jumped onto his brown shoe before quickly hopping off. Turning around and walking out 

of the cemetery, he made the journey home. 

Beth was at the kitchen table doing bills when he walked in. He could tell she had 

been waiting, despite her efforts to make herself look busy. She looked up briefly at him, 

before turning back to the papers scattered on the table. 

"I rescheduled your doctor's appointment for tomorrow morning at eleven," she 

said, stoically. "Make sure you go this time, they have your test results. I'm not paying 

another cancellation fee." 

Donald closed his eyes and still saw the porcelain urn, still sitting atop the TV set, 

and still awaiting his arrival. 
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