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The Last Circus

It’s the end of the world and my daughter is worried that we’ll be late for the circus at the World Arena.

“Mom.  These aren’t our seats.  We’re in the wrong section?  See, Section 116, not 216.  We not supposed to be this far up.”

“Oh, good.”

She pulls on my hand and leads me back down the concrete steps.  This place gives me vertigo.  I’m afraid of heights.  I could never be up there, dangling from the ceiling.  There are going to be acrobats.  They’ve been working on this for months.

It’s cold in the arena, and we all have dirty coats on.  Nothing’s clean, everyone’s hungry, we’re all pale—even the Black people look ashen—and outside there are zombies.  Leadership says it’s getting better.  We’ll be able to go out soon.  But what I’m afraid of is Dot getting skin cancer.  I have nightmares about it.  So stupid.

∙ ∙ ∙

My main act is later in the show.  What I love about it is the way everyone looks at me.  I know, somewhere in the audience, that a child will ask its mother: “Is she naked?”  And the mother will say, “No, darling, she’s wearing a body suit.”  And it is true, but less true than the mother thinks.  The child’s eyes will see me more clearly.  Men? Will see me with the eyes of fantasy.  Women? With the eyes of jealousy.  Children?  Will see me fly.  I do not care.  I will be seen.

My partner says, “Stop sticking your tits out and get warmed up.”

But it is affectionate, the insult that only love can bring.  He is only an acrobat.  He will catch women who are throw to him.  Any woman.  But me, I am the one he teases.

∙ ∙ ∙

I flip through the screens.  Leadership has forgotten some of the cameras face onto the parking lot.  Yeah.  I see ’em.  I want to think it’s like Dune, where the giant sandworms can hear your footsteps through the ground, so you gotta walk without rhythm if you don’t want them to find you.  We been practicing for months, music at all hours, featuring some pretty heavy bass.  But fuck, I don’t know, it could just be something random that attracts the zombies.  There’s a flood of zombies out there now, and it will roll downhill until it hits us.  
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One last beautiful moment...
wbefore the end of  the world.

The Last Circus

DeAnna Knippling






