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I followed you on a Tuesday, masked beneath my own face. You poured me stale coffee from the decanter as I sat in your parents’ diner, drooling like a Goddamn kid in lust. The guy at the end of the bar stole your attention and I wanted to pummel his face into an unrecognizable mass soiling his pink polo shirt. Who the fuck wears pink? My pen moved furiously as I pretended not to listen to you tell him you were going to the Fair. You always hated the Fair, Claud...I fucking hate the Fair...

Luke stood at the Fortune Teller machine feeding it quarters and stalking his wife who had been resurrected by the keys of a warped Remington typewriter barely a month ago. Every night, he gets on his knees and prays to the machine seeking guidance from a hunk of metal, and every morning, he drowns in Whisky, to stave off the urge to tell the world that his haunted typewriter makes everything he types come true. 

A year earlier, he had witnessed her untimely death, and fueled by a deep love for her, he made it so that they had never married. The Grim Reaper had taken a detour. 

For weeks, Luke imagined reuniting with her by starting over, wooing her into submission under his fake name, and despite the fear that choked him with each breath, he had mustered enough courage to step foot through the diner door and gaze upon a once-dead woman who knew him only as “Paul”. He had listened intently to the cadence of her voice, trying to find a coded message in her words. With the knowledge that she was planning a trip to the local Fair, Luke had tossed a five-dollar bill on the counter and made his way down country roads like a Dick in layman’s clothes. 

“You might want to try sweet talkin’ that thing.” 

“What?” 

“The fortune teller.”

“Oh. Yeah.”

“You followin’ me? First the hospital, then at Pop’s, and now here.”

He thought about how he had written himself back to the hospital waiting room where they had first met and adopted a fake name. Luke stared behind her at a circle of girls who all wore the same miniskirt in colours that made his eyeballs bleed. Pink Shirt guy towered a foot above them and was sending invisible daggers Luke’s way.

“Do you...want me to follow you?” 

“I thought you said you have a girlfriend?”

“I do,” he lied.

“That’s what I thought. Good to see you’re healing nicely, Paul,” Claudia said, stroking his cheek with one thumb before walking away.

“Claudia, wait.” 

“How do you know my name?” she asked, twisting half her body towards him – the half that had been crushed by a semi’s front end. 

“Heard it at the diner.”

“Oh. Well, what do you want?”

“I...nothing. I wanted nothing.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah.”

“See you around.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, watching her join her coven. He kicked at the dummy in the machine who grumbled in response. 

His heart ached and he clutched at it dramatically as he pushed his way through the crowd, stepping on little toes, and ignoring the dirty looks given to him by angry parents.

In the parking lot, he leaned against his pick-up, and cried openly, sickened by the unfathomable truth that she would never know him as the man who pledged his forever love. 

He drove home too fast, filling his lungs with cancerous streams of heaven. Reaching over, he pulled a flask from the glove compartment and suckled the thing until he felt light-headed. The snot dripped from his nose and he wiped at it, remembering their wedding day when icing had lined Claudia’s upper lip and he kissed it away, tasting her beneath the sweetness. 

Pulling into his driveway, he stared at his house –their house – that felt like a crypt without her. Knick-knacks had been put away after the last of the earth was thrown over her grave. Mementos of their lives together now sat in the basement, buried along with her corpse. He had visited the cemetery after her rebirth, drunk, and high. Luke spent an entire afternoon searching the grounds, but the marker had disappeared, along with what little was left of his sanity. 

Darkness enveloped him. The house was cold, despite the humidity that lingered in the air. Parched, he walked to the kitchen and filled a tumbler full of whisky. It was his soul that was parched, and not his throat where he often imagined the hangman’s noose tightening and ending the charade he called his life. 

In the living room, he stood in front of it like a worshipper standing before a false idol. The Remington exuded something preternatural, and as if he had swallowed a handful of magnets, he was drawn to it. 

He sat down carefully, cautiously. Taking one long gulp of liquid courage, he placed his fingers on the keys. Booze rose to his throat as he recalled his past life and his ambitions as an author. She had been so proud of him; his number one fan. That dream had died when she died. Yet, there were moments when the words called to him, and his fingers merrily danced:
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