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Flu Even the shadow beneath het chin, where her darkness
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you?” Aldo blurted, startled by the sight of her sitting,
legs crossed, back behind the feception desk.

“Flu,” Faye said. “Everybody’s getting it. I mean, you
sit up here in frone | day and you’re going to come in
contact with everything anybody walks in with.”

“Everybody should get so sick,” Aldo said.

It seemed to Faye an odd remark at the time, but she
ignored it and kept talking, about the job, the weather,
the flu epidemic. I was the first conversation she’d had
since she’d been sick and she clung to it, needing desper-
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She worried about people; he worried about things,
And between them, thar abour covered ir.

“What would you think of our dauy,

ghter sleepin
around?” she said. P

“The porch steps are rotting,” he replied. “Someone’s
going to fall through.”

They were lying in bed together, talking. They had
been lying in bed together talking these twenty-five years.
First about whether to have children, he wanted to
(although the roof was going fast); she didn’t (Down’s

syndrome, leukemia, microcephaly, mumps). Then, after

their daughter was born, a healthy seven pounds eleven

- ounces (““She’s not eating enough”; “The furnace is fail-

ing”), they talked about family matters, mostly (“Her
~ friends are hoodlums, her room is a disaster”; “There’s

- something about the brakes, the water heater’s rusting
out”).

Worry grew between them like a son, with his own
small insistencies and then more pressing demands. They
stroked and coddled him; they set a place for him at the
table; they sent him to kindergarten, private school, and
college. Because he failed at neatly everything and always
returned home, they loved him. After all, he was their
son.

“I've been reading her diary. She does drugs. She sleeps
around.”

“T just don’t think I can fix them myself. Where will
we find a carpenter?”

Their daughter married her high school sweetheart,
had a family, and started a health food store in a distant
town. Although she recalled her childhood as fondly as
anyone—how good her parents had been and how they

worried for her, how old and infirm they must be grow-
ing, their house going to ruin—she rarely called or visited.
She had worries of her own.
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Carcful, honcy, 1ts loaded,” he said,

re-entering the bedroom.

Her back rested against the headboard.
“Thus for your wife?”

"No. Too chancy I'm hiring a
~ professional.”

"How about me?”

He smirked. “Cute. Bur who'd be
dumb enough to hire a lady hit man?”

She wet her lips, sighting along
the barrel.

“Your wife.”
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WHAT THE DEVIL
WANTED

T:m two boys stood watching Satan
walk away, the power of his hypnotic cycs
sull m their minds.
“Geez, what'd he wanr from you?”
"My soul. How bout you?”
A quarter to call home.”
"Oh. Wanna go get something to cat?”
“Yeah, but I can't. Now I'm ourt
of money.”

"No problem. I've got plenty.”
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