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PHILIP’S SKIN WAS DRY and rough again. His wife used to apply cream to the dry patches each night after his bath. Tomorrow would mark the third year of her death. And for the two years since her passing, he hadn’t given his skin much thought as if his appearance no longer mattered. 

He noticed it a few months after he buried her that his skin had begun to change. At first, just the texture as he dragged his fingers across his face was noticeable. That was quickly followed by the cracking of his skin. It became dry and flaky. He left it, unsure what products his wife used on his face every night. He barely left the house.

And one day it was gone. All clear. Nice, smooth skin had returned. He felt he could leave the house once again and stop working by email. Maybe he could meet someone? Form a relationship. It wasn’t cheating, was it? The possibilities were endless.

He glanced at the framed picture of his wife, which he had placed on the vanity shortly after her passing, and noticed a crack in the smooth, supple skin that was pulled taut across her features.

It was so tiny he thought it could be just a hair. On closer inspection, he saw the jagged edges and knew he had to do something. But what? In this photo, her beautiful image was forever marred. He couldn’t allow that.
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