














PRAISE FOR


Glass Shatters


“Glass Shatters is a puzzle, one that both the reader and the book’s narrator pick apart, deliberately circling a set of images, mere reflections, and shadows hinting at the truth, until reality comes devastatingly into focus. Meyers busts the detective story into pieces and digs through these shards to dissect memory, identity, and what it means to be alive.”


—Brandi Wells, author of This Boring Apocalypse


“Glass Shatters is unlike any novel I’ve read before. It’s an inventive, daring, and remarkable debut that pushes the edges of fiction with tremendous success. Michelle Meyers is certainly a writer to watch.”


—Ivy Pochoda, author of Visitation Street


“Bold ideas explored with verve and imagination. Meyers is unafraid of taking the reader to bizarre and unexpected regions of this and other realities, along the way exploring the strangeness of existence.”


—Charles Yu, author of How to Live Safely in a Science Fictional Universe


“Glass Shatters swept me up from the get-go. About a trail of lost and found memories in a world of genetic science, each sentence is as crystalline and vivid as recall can get. Tightly-plotted, it carefully walks and then fancifully deviates from the scientific through line, making both the novelist and science journalist in me applaud. Good work, Michelle Meyers!”


—Rebecca Coffey, author of Hysterical: Anna Freud’s Story


“A puzzle and a page-turner, Glass Shatters invites readers into a dark investigation of one man’s attempt to recover his memories and identity. Michelle Meyers has expertly crafted an engrossing novel with a sophisticated blend of art, science, and emotion, one that is ultimately an imaginative elegy on the arresting forces of love and loss.”


—Gallagher Lawson, author of The Paper Man


“Glass Shatters, the truly uncanny, memorable novel of (among other things) memory presents itself as a transparent tale that soon (it does grow on you) transmutes into the translucent transcendental shades of Poe and Dick and James at his supernatural-est. This is domestic hyper-realism, turning ever irreal at the edges. The book is a magnificent machine, machining the senses and sensation. Michelle Meyers splinters feelings, running them through the ringer, a sieve so fine-tuned one begins to see the tinge and tint that spark, right there, off the spectrum, just out of insight.”


—Michael Martone, author of Michael Martone and Winesburg, Indiana
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For my mother




Don’t tell me the moon is shining;
show me the glint of light on broken glass.
—Anton Chekhov





PART I
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I’m not sure if I’m awake. Colors, shapes, smells, and sounds meld together like an impressionist painting. Staticky voices ricochet through my head, the words indiscernible. I can’t tell if the voices are my own or someone else’s. Each heartbeat rattles inside of me as if I’m a machine that hasn’t been used in a very long time. I know that something is irrevocably wrong. I know it the way people know their own mothers and fathers.


Rays of sunlight fight their way through the slits in the curtains and my pupils shrink to oily pinpricks. The living room gradually sinks into focus around me. I push myself up into a sitting position on the couch. A button on my back pocket snags, ripping a tear across the muslin fabric to reveal the yellow cheese foam underneath. Charlie Chaplin’s City Lights plays on a small black-and-white television. Just as the Tramp and the Flower Girl touch hands on screen, their palms quivering against one another, a petal floats down from a vase of dead roses on the windowsill behind the TV. I blink once and then twice. There’s a photo album sitting on the coffee table. I reach for the album and flip through the pages. Every single page is blank.


Then it floods over me, this realization, this fear, like a child who’s lost and thinks he’ll never be found. I don’t remember anything about myself. I don’t know my name, how old I am. I don’t remember what I did yesterday, the last person I spoke to. I can recall the names of the things around me. And I remember that Woodrow Wilson was the president of the United States during World War I and that Watson and Crick discovered the double helix. But when I close my eyes, I see nothing, only a vast, empty void wrinkled by memories once had and now gone. The darkness is palpable, viscous black paint, and my thoughts are sticky, held in suspended animation. I open my eyes again and my attention is everywhere and nowhere at the same time. My tongue feels like a dry lump of clay in my mouth. I lap at the air, desperate to breathe. I will myself to relax, to allow my lungs to fully expand and contract. I’m going to be okay. Everything’s going to be okay. I want to convince myself of this, even though I don’t believe it.


A fat orange tabby cat struts across the living room, his tags jangling with each step like he’s king of the place. He meows and bumps his head against my leg. I scratch behind his ears, try to keep my hands from shaking. He jumps into my lap, cooing for more. I check his nametag. Einstein. Not surprising given his wild mane of hair. I again breathe in deeply, counting to five before releasing it. All I can feel is sadness, a sadness that makes me wonder if I’m thirsty, and even that sadness is tepid, lukewarm. At least I think I’m in my own house. Einstein seems to enjoy my company, and while I don’t remember anything, it all feels familiar somehow, the way the couch smells faintly like almonds, the slight springiness of the blue fiber rug.


There are no mirrors in sight. I look down at my hands. They have fine blond hairs across the knuckles, well-trimmed nails. My limbs are long and lanky, and my feet look like ships in the brown socks I’m wearing. I’m male, white, most likely in my late twenties or early thirties. I touch my face. Slight stubble. Not wearing any glasses but probably supposed to be. I’m dressed in jeans and a gray plaid shirt that’s tucked in. There’s something on my head. I raise my fingers and find that it’s a soft knit cap. My head throbs and I wonder if I was in an accident.


There’s a pair of muddy footprints across the hardwood floor, leading to a pair of leather shoes by the couch that seem about my size. My gaze follows the footprints back to the entryway of the house. The front door is wide open and rattles with each gust of wind. I hear children screaming and playing, and with Einstein tucked in my arms, I approach the door. It’s a brisk spring day, highlighted by sprays of bright pink rhododendrons in bloom, the sun occasionally peeking out from behind a thick layer of cumulus clouds threatening to rain. The maple trees are just starting to get their leaves back, and everyone’s front lawns are crisp and green, standing at attention. I step down off the porch, watching a little girl with bright red hair tumbling in her yard a few doors down, doing somersault after somersault. A pattern of plump red strawberries stretches across her dress and she wears sparkly ruby-red slippers to match.


I look back at my house. It seems out of place in such a peaceful suburban neighborhood, a Gothic mansion like something out of Poe. Its peeling wood panels are covered with purple wisteria, its windows boarded up, the shutters hanging off their hinges. The paint is chipping. I can’t even guess at its original color. The houses around it, in contrast, are friendly colonial revivals, modest and unassuming, painted rich reds and blues, perhaps to evoke American patriotism. They’re the types of houses that have basketball hoops in the backyard and barbeques throughout the summer.


“Chaaarles!” a voice cries out from the distance, and the small bundle of the strawberry girl comes careening at me, her braided pigtails flying out behind her. She wraps her arms around my legs in a big bear hug. In my surprise, I drop Einstein, who scurries back into the house. At first I wonder if the girl will ever let go, but then she steps back, a strange look on her face, as if in her joy she’d forgotten she was angry with me. I reach out my hand, let it hang in midair between us, waiting, wanting to feel her warm, tiny hand against mine, the Tramp and the Flower Girl. She folds her arms against her chest, biting her bottom lip. I finally let my own arm drop.


“Where were you?” she asks.


I say nothing.


“You were gone for six months. You missed my birthday. I didn’t think you were ever coming back.”


“I’m sorry.” I want so desperately to tell her that I don’t remember. But I’m not sure it would be a good idea, so I don’t.


“You could’ve said something. Before you left.”


“I know.”


“You hurt my feelings.”


“I’m sorry. Truly.” I mean it. I am sorry. I don’t know why I would have left without telling.


“You hurt my mom’s feelings too. She said you’d probably moved away. Did you forget about us?”


I wish I knew the girl’s name. If I could just say her name. I look beyond her shoulder, out to the clouds sinking in a sky growing dimmer. I feel alone without my memories. I feel like a dinghy floating adrift.


“Why are you wearing a hat?” the girl says.


“What?”


“I’ve never seen you in a hat before. It looks weird. And are those bandages underneath?”


“Oh. I don’t know.”


“You look like you’ve been sick.”


“Do I?”


“You’re skinnier than before. And your skin is really white.”


I kneel down so that the girl and I are face to face.


“Is there anything I can do to make things up to you? I really need you to be my friend right now.”


“Promise never to leave again?”


“Okay. I won’t leave.”


I hold out my hand, and this time the little girl takes it, her handshake firm for a child her size. I realize I have no idea how old she is. Maybe five? Maybe eight?


I pause, willing myself to keep my voice steady, to not let it crack. “There’s a game I’d like to play.”


“A game? What kind of game?”


“Let’s pretend I don’t remember who I am.”


“Why?”


“I don’t know. Maybe I’ve been in an accident.”


The little girl’s eyes flash. “Or maybe there was an evil wizard who cut out part of your brain!”


“Yeah, let’s go with that. That’s much more interesting.”


“And who am I?”


“Who do you want to be?”


“How about I’m a magic fairy who knows everything about you? And I find you wandering in the middle of the woods?”


Woods. Trees. Tall trees like redwoods, towering around me. I see flashes of gray, shadows, my own heaving breaths as I’m running away as fast as I can.


“Charles? Are you ready?” the little girl asks. I nod. The girl ducks out of sight for a moment and returns with a pair of leafy stalks that she tucks into the back of her dress as wings. She dances toward me, a ballet through the imagined woods around us, until she comes upon me, her small green eyes reflected in mine.


“You don’t remember me?” she says.


I start to open my mouth, but then stop, simply shake my head no.


“I’m Ava, Ava Queen of the Fairies.”


“Ava, what a beautiful name. And who am I?”


“You’re Charles Lang,” she says. She pretends to rub a magic ointment on my wounds.


“What year is it?”


“2012.”


“And the date?”


“March. March something.”


“And do you know how old I am?”


“Thirty-four. We had a birthday cake for your birthday in December even though you weren’t here because I said we had to and my mom made sure there were thirty-four candles on the cake.”


I take a breath, then: “And when I left, I didn’t tell you why I was leaving?”


Ava frowns and acts as though she hasn’t heard the question, picking red and yellow blanket flowers from the garden around the side of the house. “Would you like to eat some of these flowers?” she asks, approaching me. “They’ll help you recover from what the evil wizard did.”


I take the flowers and pretend-eat them. Ava looks pleased.


“How do we know each other, Ava Queen of the Fairies?”


“You’re my neighbor and you’re friends with my mom. You help her with stuff like fixing the roof and sometimes you let me play with your lab mice even though I’m not supposed to.”


“Lab mice? Why do I have lab mice?”


“Because you’re a famous scientist,” she says, “like almost as famous as a movie star. Mommy says you make people new hearts and lungs and livers so that when they get sick, they can still stay alive.”


“Ava?”


“Yeah?”


“Do you know why I feel so sad?”


Ava tilts her head down, stares at her feet. “Because you used to have a wife named Julie and a daughter named Jess but they disappeared one day and never came back.”


“Ava!” a woman’s voice calls out.


“I have to go, I have dance practice.”


“Okay.”


Ava hugs my legs again. “We were just playing a game, right? You remember who I am?”


“Of course, Ava. It was just a game.”


“Good. Don’t forget to feed Einstein. We were feeding him when you were gone but now you can do it.”


“Okay.”


I stand paralyzed as I watch Ava skip home, a fairy’s bounce to her step. I close my eyes. A fragment of a memory—again I can see myself running through the woods, mud on my shoes, every breath lurching in and out like shards of glass pressing into my chest, distant flickering lights fading until I can’t see anything anymore. I open my eyes. I wonder if this is all I have left. Why was I running? Was someone chasing me? Was I trying to escape from something? Or from somewhere? And why would I have disappeared six months ago without saying anything? I watch two boys playing catch across the street, listen to the thwap of the baseball each time it hits their gloves, and I wonder if maybe the memory loss wasn’t the result of an accident after all.


“Wait!” I shout out after Ava. I don’t want to be alone. Maybe her mother knows something more. I hop over a set of flowerbeds as fat raindrops begin to topple down from the sky. I run across the neighbor’s front lawn. An old green Volvo station wagon rumbles in their driveway as Ava slides into the backseat, barefoot and carrying her ballet slippers. Just as Ava’s mother is about to pull out, I jump behind the car, the Washington State license plate practically colliding with my knees. Ava’s mother catches my eye in the rearview mirror. She slams on the brakes. Her mouth hangs open.


“Charles?” Ava’s mother is out of the car now, a sweater over her head to block out the rain, both of us surrounded by the creeping smell of wet concrete. Her hair is curly and red with streaks of gray swirled in, and her pastel green eyes remind me of soap, clean and soft. She’s dressed in pink nurse’s scrubs that are slightly too long.


“I . . . I don’t remember your name.”


“Iris. It’s Iris,” she says with a controlled calm. Iris takes my hand as if she needs to feel the weight of it to confirm that I’m really there. Before I realize what I’m doing, I blurt everything out in a great tidal rush, about how I don’t remember who I am, how I don’t know where I was, how afraid I am. My eyesight blurs with tears as she gives me a hug, patting my back as a mother might for her son. She then lifts up my hat and examines the bandages underneath.


“It’s going to be okay, Charles. We’re going to figure this out. These bandages look clean, so my guess is that you were recently treated at a nearby hospital. I’ll do some investigating at work today to see if I can pull up any records for you.”


“Thank you. Thanks, really, I appreciate it.”


“You know, in most cases, amnesia is a temporary condition. Your memory will likely return soon.”


“Hopefully.” My voice wavers. I’m not very convincing. “Iris, do you think there’s any chance that someone may have injured me on purpose? I mean, what if it wasn’t an accident? Should we call the police?”


“Usually when head trauma is caused by foul play, it’s a lot messier. More bruising, more bleeding, fractures.”


“Okay. All right.” I breathe in deeply. “You’re sure?”


Ava squirms in her seat, calling out for Iris.


“I’m sorry, Charles, I have to take Ava to dance and then start my shift . . . you can come with us if you don’t want to be alone.”


“It’s fine. I’ll be fine.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yeah, yeah, I’ll see you soon.”


“I’ll come check on you either tonight or tomorrow,” Iris says as she slides back into the front seat. A moment later, the Volvo drives away, exhaust steaming through the cold air. I turn back around. My house looks more imposing than before, somehow reaching even further into the depths of the sky in the past few minutes. It’s the type of house children would call haunted, that would have its own mythology. It’s the type of house that would be reluctant to let go of its secrets.


I wipe the mud off my shoes on the fraying welcome mat. It says “Home Sweet Home” in curlicue letters. When I close the door behind me, I’m struck by how dark it is inside the entryway. It’s as if someone has inhaled all the light in the room. I feel nauseated, my stomach turning, flipping over, and my vision gives way as if I’m walking through a fog late at night. Images flicker around me like old film spinning through a projector. A young girl in a ballerina outfit does pirouette after pirouette until finally she slips and falls, cracking her wrist against the floor. A woman in sweatpants reaches out to me, her glossy brown hair pulled back in a ponytail. She wipes away a smear of blood from a gash on her forehead with one hand as she reaches out to me with the other. She’s never quite able to reach me. I close my eyes, sliding down against the wall. The woman and the girl eventually fade.


I stumble into the living room and lower myself onto the couch. They weren’t real. It was just my imagination. Maybe Ava was lying. Maybe I never had a wife and a daughter. My brain feels sluggish, my feet like bricks. And I know, deep down, that what Ava said was true. I rest my head against a pillow and close my eyes, wanting everything to be the way it once was. I sleep a dense, dreamless sleep, yearning for a wife and daughter I don’t remember, wanting to hold them against me, warm and happy and healthy.


I end up dreaming after all, of a small child curled up on a couch, his thumb in his mouth, his small glasses pressed up against his forehead. His blond hair is pushed up in sweaty tufts of sleep, and his cheeks are a warm pink. The television screen glows bright blue. The boy has his arm wrapped around a video game controller as if it were a stuffed animal.


The dream continues. The front door opens and closes. There’s the slight crinkle of a coat being pulled off, the clack of business shoes against the hardwood floor. A tall man enters the room, sighing and loosening the tie around his neck. He spots the boy and nudges his shoulder. The boy opens his eyes and smiles.


“Dad—”


“Why aren’t you in bed, Charles? It’s past your bedtime.”


The boy stands up on the couch. He’s wearing pajamas with constellations on them, and he’s missing one of his front teeth. “I beat it, Dad! All forty-two levels in Super Mario. There was this boss in the end who was super tough. Bobby and Andrew haven’t even gotten past level thirty-five yet.”


“That’s enough, Charles.”


“It’s a really hard game, Dad.”


“Charles—”


“I’m just saying, it was hard.”


“Charles, video games are designed to be beaten. You haven’t accomplished anything that tens of thousands of other children haven’t already.”


The boy frowns. The man gives him a pat on the head. “Go to bed, Charles. I’ll see you in the morning.”


When I open my eyes again, I can’t tell whether it’s nighttime or morning. I can’t tell how long I’ve been sleeping. I can’t shake the feeling that the house has something to hide. The dream with my father confuses me. Was it a memory? And why were we in this house? Why would I now be living in my childhood home?


I sink down to the living room rug, my legs sprawled out in front of me. I try to say my name so that it sounds real: “Charles Lang, Charles Lang, Charles La—”


With each attempt, though, the sound of the name dissipates in my mouth, the letters evaporating before I reach the end. The name doesn’t feel like mine. I try again.


“My name is Charles Lang. I’m thirty-four years old. I’m a famous scientist. I had a wife named Julie and a daughter named Jess, but they disappeared one day and never came back.”


As I say this last sentence, a chunk of white plaster falls loose from the ceiling, cracking against the coffee table. I watch as the bits of white powder gradually clear the air. I want to go home, to a home far away from here, to a living room where I can sit on a couch with Julie and Jess and watch cartoons and eat too much popcorn. I don’t belong here.


My head feels like it’s swelling, my scalp sweaty and irritated. I return to the entryway, hoping to find a mirror. No such luck. I know it’s probably not a good idea to take off the bandages, but I can’t help myself. The itching is unbearable. I search for a loose edge on the gauze and begin to peel the bandages away. They spread out in my hands like a snake’s molted skin. The bandages are stained with eight small circles of brown blood, the circles oddly symmetrical. With each bandage I unravel, I feel an intense stinging pain. I bring my fingers up to one of the circles and feel the tender, oozing skin. It has the texture of a burn. But what would have created a pattern of burns like this? I replace the bandages around my head, worried that otherwise I’ll get an infection.


I tilt my head back, close my eyes, and exhale a stale breath. I just want to find familiarity, to find out the truth. I open my eyes, and as they adjust to the light, I realize that I’m not alone. Instead, just above me in the rafters of the entryway are dozens of marionettes, beautiful young men and young women twisted around one another. I feel something shift in me, turning like cogs in a clock, as I descend into what I recognize could only be a memory.
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August 1, 2004


Age Twenty-Six
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A beautiful young man and a beautiful young woman sit in the living room, their limbs intertwined around one another. Their smiles are doused with light from the setting sun. The young man has brilliant blue eyes and thick sandy hair cropped close to his head. He wears a pair of tortoiseshell glasses, a white-collared shirt, and a pair of light-washed blue jeans that should’ve been thrown out last year. The woman has round hazel eyes and high cheekbones like apples. Dark hair pours over her shoulders. She wears a dress flowing down to her ankles and a necklace with heavy beads around her neck.


The young woman pecks the young man on the cheek and then stands, bending over the old leather trunk beside her and brushing the dust off the top. The latch has rusted over. The woman attempts to lift the latch. No luck. But then she puts her foot against the trunk and heaves backward, and the chest rattles open. The woman pulls out three wooden marionettes. They are simple, painted by hand—a woman, a man, and a child. Their hair and clothes are sewn from scraps of flannel, frayed pieces of denim, squares of cotton. The lack of uniformity in their outfits somehow makes them seem more alive.


“Do you remember? My mom used to tell us stories with these when we were kids,” the woman says. She works at unknotting the marionettes’ strings.


“Yes, I remember. But don’t you think it’s kind of disconcerting? I mean, the way they resemble us now?” the young man says.


“Oh, I don’t know, I think that’s just coincidence.” The woman finishes with the strings and stands the male marionette and the female marionette next to one another. They look almost identical to the man and the woman. The child marionette lies immobile by the trunk.


“Now, let’s see,” the woman says, and she sits the male marionette and the female marionette next to one another on the couch. She positions their small painted hands so that they’re touching, just slightly. Their faces are turned toward one another and their posture is relaxed, casual and comfortable.


“May I?” the man asks. The woman pauses, then hands over the marionettes.


“My favorite story was the one that began on a rainy night in December,” the man starts.


“A man and a woman are curled next to each other, soaking wet, gazing up at the stars from the dry depths of a cave. They’ve admitted they love each other for the first time that night, even though they’ve known each other for years and years.”


The man stops. He looks into the woman’s eyes and plants a small kiss on her forehead. “And they’re happy,” he says, more quietly now. “They are happier than they’ve ever been.”
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I’M BACK IN THE ENTRYWAY, MY NECK CRINKLED BACK. I can’t tell how long I’ve been in this alternate state. An hour? A day? But as I breathe out the claustrophobic air stuck inside of me, I can tell it’s only been a few seconds, a minute at most. I take my face in my hands and rub at the heaviness that’s still in my eyes. It was something like a memory. That’s certainly the word I would use to describe the experience. And yet, if it was a memory, it didn’t feel like my own. It didn’t feel like something I lived but instead almost like a video recording. I could see the time and date imprinted, and it was as if I were an observer, watching someone else’s home movies on a television screen. Except who else would the young man have been if not me? And who else would the woman have been if not Julie?


I look up above me, searching for the male and female marionettes from the story. They seem like they might be important, like maybe there’s some sort of implicit knowledge stored in their wooden bodies. The marionettes are organized in rows of ten each, at least fifty altogether, their strings tied around the splintering rafters. I take a solid wooden chair from beside a bookshelf and balance myself on top of it, my head in among the marionettes. A layer of dust coats each one of them. The tips of my fingers are black within moments, my nose tickled, on the verge of a sneeze. I discover that the marionettes are, for the most part, different permutations of the same three figures—woman, man, and child—dressed up for different occasions, wearing different expressions. Some of the marionettes seem very happy—red grins are carved into their faces and their glass eyes gleam green and blue. Others are nearly destroyed. Pieces of their arms and legs have gone missing, their expressions scraped clear away. I move the chair back and forth among the rows, examining each of the marionettes. Eventually I realize that the ones I’m looking for, the male and female marionettes who confessed their love on a rainy night in December, no longer exist.


Back in the living room, Einstein greets me with a hair ball false alarm, hacking and coughing and then ultimately burping. I sit down on the couch and pick up a pen from the coffee table. I tear out a piece of paper from the blank photo album, writing in an unsure, chicken-scratch scrawl.


THINGS THAT APPEAR TO BE TRUE


1. My name is Charles Lang.


2. I’m thirty-four years old.


3. I’m a famous scientist.


4. I have a wife named Julie and a daughter named Jess who have disappeared.


5. I’m living in my childhood home.


6. I disappeared from my house six months ago and this is the first time I’ve been back.


7. I’m friends with Iris and Ava down the street.


QUESTIONS I HAVE


1. How did I lose my memory?


2. Where did I disappear to six months ago? And why didn’t I tell anybody?


3. What happened to Julie and Jess?


4. Are the memories I’m experiencing in fact my own? Or could they actually be somebody else’s?


5. Why am I living in the house I grew up in? What happened to my parents?


The walls creak around me as I write. I imagine that they’re sympathizing with my frustration and exhaustion. I think for a moment, then add another question to the list:


6. What has happened to all of the photographs?


I don’t know that I would’ve even noticed the absence of photographs if it weren’t for all the empty frames scattered around the living room. All the paintings have been left behind, or at least the sorts of bland pastorals one might find in a doctor’s waiting room. There are landscapes of beach sunsets and French villas in the countryside, watercolors of hot air balloons and white horses traipsing through Central Park. But there are no photographs, only tilted frames, cracked glass, and fingerprint smudges left behind as detritus in an otherwise clean house. Whatever was previously placed lovingly and thoughtfully into these frames has since been torn away and ripped apart in a hurry.


I stand up again and lurch forward, grabbing the arm of the couch. My skin feels dull and clammy, stars bursting across my field of vision. I smell pancakes, fresh blueberry pancakes sopping in yellow butter and maple syrup, and I see Julie again, perched by the windowsill in the kitchen, wiping her hands on a flowery apron, her shadow slowly seeping into the hardwood floor. The smell disappears. My stomach gurgles. I feel like I haven’t eaten in days.


The door to the kitchen is cracked open and when I step inside, the first thing my eyes are drawn to is the cast iron stove, heavy against the wall. Initially I imagine that the stove is just an artifact, a relic of the past, but when I touch the surface, it’s warm, recently used. Strange. The china in the cupboards looks like something out of the early twentieth century, handcrafted and chipped, the enamel worn beige in places. A faded daisy pattern winds around the rim of the ceiling. There’s also a sleek metal refrigerator humming with electricity, though, and the hardwood floor looks like it’s been refinished sometime in the past year. A series of cobwebs haunts the windowsill.


I open the refrigerator, expecting everything to be spoiled, the milk sour, the cheese moldy, a few cucumbers limp and rotting in their own juices. Instead, the refrigerator is fully stocked with fresh produce, lettuce and tomatoes and an enormous bunch of green grapes. There’s a Tupperware of spaghetti sauce and another Tupperware filled with beef stew. I take out the carton of milk and give it a sniff. Nothing. I check the expiration date. It doesn’t expire for another week. Meanwhile, Einstein stalks into the kitchen, his sleepy yellow eyes gazing up at me expectantly. He then turns around the edge of the counter and disappears, and when I follow him, I discover that he’s gorging from a can of tuna. I nudge Einstein aside, much to his displeasure, and touch the tuna with the tip of my pinky. It’s still wet. Has somebody has just opened it? For a moment I wonder if maybe Iris bought groceries for me, but that would make no sense. She hadn’t known I was coming back.
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