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**

For Stephen King

(You did this to me… darn
it)

 


**

 


Anna hadn’t noticed the thread
yesterday.

Yet there it was this morning,
protruding from the corner of the living room wall, like a thin,
curious snake looking for shelter from the hot summer
sun.

It wasn’t there yesterday. But it was
there now.

She knelt beside it. Touched
it.

It did nothing, except for tickle her
palm.

She giggled.

She ran her finger alongside the
thread.

It felt… different. Not like the yarn
her mother used for knitting, or the thin spooled string that
mother coiled and constricted around the eye of a needle in order
to fix a button or hem pants. No, this felt like something else.
Almost like a blade of grass.

Anna didn’t think that was right. Grass
didn’t grow indoors, certainly not on the plush cream carpet that
blanketed the living room. And not from the almost-white (What did
mother call it? Eggshell?) walls.

But it still felt like
grass.

Well, Anna decided, there was only one
thing to do.

Pull the thread.

So she pulled it.

**

Anna pulled the thread.

In came the grassy green,
flat and waxy like a leaf. Short, then longer, then longer,
then much longer,
it squirmed and wriggled and serpentined in with each tug. Without
resistance, without breaking, it heeded each of Anna’s tug with
perfect obedience, continuing to slip through the corner where
walls and floor met.

Then the green was gone.

In it’s place was a different color.
Brown. Or maybe black.

Anna stopped, looked at the
thread.

Why did it change color?

It didn’t matter. Anna knew that it
didn’t belong there, even if it did act like a chameleon and change
colors.

Maybe it did that because it knew she
was trying to take it out, and it didn’t want to come
out.

It didn’t matter, Anna thought. I’m
taking you out.

So she pulled it.

**

Anna pulled the thread.

In came the brown, soft and yielding.
Like a string made of mud or dirt. It worked its way in with each
tug, never breaking but never stopping.

Somewhere in the other room, mother was
on the phone, using a word she once swatted Anna for
using.

Anna didn’t care. She wanted to pull
the thread.

So she pulled it.

**

Anna pulled the thread.

But the thread was no longer
brown.

It had changed to grey. A coarse, rough
grey like the sides of a stone or the surface of a sidewalk that
Anna used for bringing flowers to bloom with chalk. It didn’t want
to bend or twist like the brown and the green had. But it still
flowed through the wall.

So she pulled it.

**

Anna pulled the thread.

And the thread changed for her
again.

It turned into brown again, but a
different brown. Not the soft, yielding brown, but a harder brown.
A brown that resisted her, like the bark of a tree that tried to
hold its place when she picked at it.

Somewhere in the other room, mother was
talking to nobody about what she’d like to do to whoever it was she
had just called. She sounded like she did when she caught Anna
getting in the cookies.

Anna didn’t like that.

 

But mother wasn’t mad at her, so she
didn’t care.

And the thread kept coming.

So she pulled it.

**

Anna pulled the thread.

And the thread performed
again.

Now it had no color. Invisible but
visible, like glass. But cool and soft, like the brown she had
pulled out earlier. It moistened her fingertips as she tugged. She
liked the sensation. Like playing in a pool of
rainwater.

Mother didn’t like that either. Once,
she used the
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