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It is only in the depths of sleep that my yearning for you is realized. In my dreams, music envelops us. We drift on the notes towards a magical place where there is no sorrow or longing. You are majestic, and radiate a love so pure, I fail to remember you are gone. – B.A. 
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One

September 1972
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He thought of the (use grim?) reaper, gnashing his teeth into the flesh of the forgotten one. The one they left for dead, played dead, protecting herself from all the wild creatures of the night. She was exposed, with naked flesh sparkling (change later) underneath the light of the moon. He was lurking somewhere, melding its shape with that of the trees. They (not clear, change) looked like humans standing above her, and staring down at her, ready to dissect her very soul from flesh, and skin and bones, exposing that which she feared most... 

The red scribbles on the note pad reminded him of her blood as it filled her dimpled cheeks. He threw down his pen and stretched his long, lean, body on the couch with one arm draped over his scrunched green eyes. His eyes reminded her of a feline. Her mating call became a screech of sorts, inviting him to her lair. She would ravage his body in a world where time ceased to matter. Together, they would abandon themselves and seduce each other until their impure thoughts froze the moment for what it was. It was a covenant between them, etched invisibly in their wedding rings. 

They had left the diner, floating on caffeine rushes and sugary highs, oblivious to heaven's tears that failed to permeate the moment with anything other than romantic nostalgia. “Like the day you proposed, remember?” Her breath was warm against his neck. They ran like children to their pickup, seeking its bed as if wrapping themselves in the warm, fluffy blankets at home. Naked and unashamed, they explored each other's bodies like virgins do, tentatively and with fear in each kiss. She revelled in her disembodiment, and he watched her face morph into something wicked and unaffected by the flashes of light that skipped across the ink black sky. 

He dressed himself only long enough to prance across the parking lot to order something warm to drink and soothe their throats that were parched by the sorts of sounds that lovers make. It was her father's store, and the kid at the register was aloof to Luke's bare torso and bare feet, wanting only to chew on his licorice and gaze into his sweetheart's eyes. 

As the semi crashed into the back of the old Ford, the kid's face changed, along with Claudia's crumpled, twisted torso, and Luke saw her name scripted in the electric current that danced above her, as if welcoming her home. He had thrown his ring into the coffin, as onlookers tried to hide their embarrassment, and thought of gentler things like the bubbling pot of tomato sauce in their huge Italian kitchens.

He commemorated their love with a bottle of whisky and a razor blade, marking his toned arms with exactly five slashes, one for each year of marital bliss. That night, masked behind an intoxicated version of himself, he drew a heart with his own blood on the bathroom mirror, and his reflection humiliated him by trapping him in a state of self-induced solitude. Family members left offerings on his doorstep of lasagna, torte, ragu, and clean underwear. The feral cats feasted on the fare and left the garments to rot until his neighbours came like thieves in the night to wipe the slate clean. 

For a full year, Luke mourned, disparaging gifts, and accepting well intended slaps to the face by his ma who believed that she could shock him back to reality. At the one-year mark, he picked up his pen, dedicating every single word to a rotted corpse, never getting past chapter one.
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Every word was like an agonizing grip to his heart. The letters were before his eyes, belittling his intelligence. They failed to string together in perfect order likening him to a disjointed acrobat, poised precariously on the trapeze, who would soon fall to his death. 

The secret code resounding on the front door nudged him off the couch. It was the same code they used as kids when they would sneak out in the middle of the night and knock on each other's windows to debate over the finer sex, or relay stories of sex exploits gone awry, like the time Becky Grey bluffed rape. Her pastor had taken her into the confessional for hours, until her virginity became as obvious as the stained-glass windows depicting Mother Mary. Several seconds passed before he could open the door to a shorter, fatter version of himself. 

“What the fuck is that?” 

Ricky's straight brown locks dripped on his clean floor. He carried the old typewriter by resting it on both forearms. 

“For you. Zia's going away present.” 

She died a spinster, and all her 98 pounds were celebrated today in her mansion on top of the hill with no name. The street sign was stolen a year ago and the city discarded the work order requesting a replacement, into a monstrous “to do” pile. 

“That's all I get?” 

He watched as Rick made himself at home by leaving soiled footprints on his way from the foyer to the living room. 

“Better than what I got,” Rick said, putting down the machine and shoving his hairy wrist towards his cousin to show off a cheap timepiece. “Doesn't even work.” 

Luke stood petrified at the open door. He looked outside, titling his head back and forth in tandem with the swaying trees where her voice rustled beneath the choir of the shaking leaves. He spat on the porch, mixing his saliva with the rain, and locked the door by securing several dead bolts as if trying to keep her out. 

“Gotta smoke?” 

He made his way back to the couch and thrust his chin towards the coffee table where the typewriter took up most of the space. It was a Remington, rusted on the sides and missing the “Q”. 

“How many fucking words begin with Q?” 

“What?” 

“Answer the question.” 

“You smokin' the good stuff again? Question is one. Queen, queer, quiet, quite...why the fuck you asking?” 

“It's missing the Q. Someone pounded the fuck out of it. Where the hell you going already?” 

Rick crushed out his smoke and stood, mostly so that his newly pressed pants wouldn't wrinkle. 

“Got a date with Sandra.” 

“I thought you didn't like her.” 

“I didn't like her when I thought she didn't like me.”

Luke pulled the machine towards himself. A yellowed sheet of paper sang to him: Mary had a little lamb, little lamb, little lamb.... 

“Little Elena was playing with it at the wake,” Ricky told him, reading his jumbled mind. “Thanks for the smoke. You goin' to let me out of Fort Knox, or what?” 

“The 'or what'.” 

“Goddamn, you really need to get laid. See you around.” 

He waited until he heard the door close before punching at the space where the “Q” should be. q q q q q q q q q q q q q q q q q q... Why is this working? That is the question... 

He stared at the letters, willing them to breathe. Scroll, Punch, punch, punch... 

The queer queen went quite quiet... 

“Good one, asshole...” he mumbled out loud, cursing Ricky. He tried again: They danced in the castle ballroom beneath gilded masks. A jester used words to paint smiles of mirth on the King and his queen. The midnight hour came and went. This was their world, until the morning dawn would see their enemies cross the moat, disguised beneath the same gilded masks... (maybe use later). 

He plagiarized little Elena's words: Mary had a little lamb, little lamb, little lamb... 

His niece had the same dark hair as him, and the same green eyes, framed beneath heavy brows. In a few years, she will pluck them, to make them more feminine and to attract the horny boys who won't give a rat's ass about her eyebrows. 

Her mother lacks the vein that leads to one's heart. His sister had tried to smother him when he was four years old, with her crusty, snotty pillow, claiming it was just a game. When Luke was old enough, he went around school telling everyone he was an only child. His father locked him in the fruit cellar all night when she tattled on him. She stood guard at the door, giggling, and sucking on a lollipop, slurping like a stray, rabid, bitch, lapping at a bowl of water.

He tore a blank sheet from his notepad, removed the ancient paper, and stuffed the new one in its place: He...no, She... Fuck it... My brain is fucked, and I have nothing to say... The End. 
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His bed was new. He was unable to sleep in their marital bed without her. He had thrown the old mattress in the back of his new pickup and escaped past the town's border and lugged it into the murky water like a crime boss getting rid of his latest victim. He had stood on the riverbank, chugging from a bottle of whisky, and snickered as it floated, gurgled, and vanished before his eyes. 

It was nearing the Witching Hour. His eyelids fluttered like a butterfly's wings, and he watched, helpless, as he walked along a reincarnated path that would lead him to his dead wife. He knew she would be at the end of the pass, and he didn't want to see her. He was enraged with the idea that she would only come at night, and he felt duped by a sardonic version of herself. This new courtship contaminated what they once shared, and as he brought himself out of sleep and shifted to his left side, he thought of that time that he first laid eyes on her:

April 1966 

I dream of doing it in exotic places. 

I'd like to look up and see rafters, 

Perhaps a sign that reads: We Do Not Serve on A First Come, First Serve Basis, But by Degree of Severty

“You spelled severity wrong.” 

He twisted his head to see the woman sitting next to him with a bloody bandage dressing her hand. His arm was in a make-shift sling until they could see him and tell him to keep it that way. His boss at the mill would have something to say about it on Monday, and Luke will wash colourful words over the guy until he'll retreat into his hole or pick on the new kid with the freckled face and dwarfed nose.
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