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I Miss You, I Love You, I Need You by Scott
Wheelock

​


Dear Thomas,

I feel like I've sprung a leak. One minute
I'm fine; the next, tears are running down my face. I miss seeing
your smile. I miss hearing about your day at the hospital (even the
bad parts). I miss you at night, but most of all, I just
miss—you.

It’s funny having so much time on my hands. I
try to write things down, but the words just don’t seem very
important anymore. Nothing feels real except these letters, and
they can't even mail them to you! I just spend my days looking out
the window, time passes, and the days float by.

Mom and Dad are doing well,. They say things
like “when things get back to normal,” and “I really think we're
turning the corner” blah, blah, blah.

I wish I could find out what’s really going
on. Even though they’ve got the old landlines up and running again,
there’s still no radio or TV. The stations just play those idiotic
emergency broadcasts that repeat the same thing over and over:
shelter in place, stay inside, socially distance, limit your
exposure. It’s like they’re not even trying anymore.

Stay safe, Thomas. We’re all proud of the
work you're doing, but sometimes I get so worried.

Love you forever,

Camille

 


 


Dearest Thomas,

I can’t believe our wedding was going to be
next week. It seems time is moving both faster and slower. Even
though we can't be together, Mom and Dad say we should still
celebrate, so I’m counting on you to raise a glass with us on our
wedding day.

Anyway, it's swampy hot here, and I haven't
been out in days. The market drops our food order off on the street
now, and you're only allowed to order every two weeks. Truth is, I
don't really want to go outside. I'm sure it's worse in Atlanta,
but the pukey-smelling fog over the city is getting worse—I can
barely see across the street, and it's so humid! Did it really used
to be this hot?

I've been having this strange feeling
lately—like I'm a mouse hiding behind the cabinets afraid of the
cat. Oh, I don't know what I'm trying to say. I should cross this
out, but I'm determined to let everything hang out. And on that
note, I have a confession to make. I stopped shaving my legs; it
feels kind of sexy. When this all ends, we'll have a proper
wedding, but first, I imagine we’ll have some catching up to do. If
you know what I mean. I've got to go. Mom's calling me.

Stay safe, my love,

Camille

 


Hello sweetheart,

We got married today. Yay us! I'm imagining
kissing you right now—actually, I'm imagining more than that, but
it will have to wait.

Mom and Dad were so great. They saved up an
entire week of rations for a bottle of wine, and the three of us
celebrated in style. We even filled up a glass for you. I drank it,
but Daddy’s made me save some of the bottle for our real
wedding.

God, here I go, crying my eyes out—again.
It’s just that I need to know you’re alright. I know the doctors
and nurses take precautions, but—you know. I promised myself I
wasn’t going to let myself get this way—not today. I was going to
just take one day off from feeling so sad, but Thomas, things are
bad here. There are bags of food outside. I mean, what happened to
the people who ordered them? The crows break the plastic seals,
tear open the food, and scatter it everywhere. You never used to
see things like that—and the neighbors. We have this thing going,
knocking on the door three times, and yelling back, you know, just
to check in—just to let someone know they aren't alone, but when I
picked up our food order from outside today, I knocked on all the
apartment doors, and no one answered. It scared me more than
anything—just silence, horrible, horrible silence. I swear I could
hear my heart beating.

And the smell outside is getting worse; it's
like living in a fermenting swamp, you get used to it, but I don’t
think I can get used to all the doors with no one behind them. It
reminds me of my creepy old dollhouse. Oh, Thomas, where are you? I
love you—we love you.

When will this end?

Camille

 


Thomas,

I’m coming apart. Daddy died last night. I
didn’t even know he was sick. I spent so much time feeling sorry
for myself, I didn’t have a chance to say goodbye. And Mom has
completely lost her mind. She won’t even speak to me. When I try,
she acts like I’m not there and buries her face in the bed.

I don’t know what I’m going to do. She won’t
let me move Daddy’s body. She just keeps hugging it and wailing—not
weeping, actually wailing. It sounds like an animal. Oh God, I know
I’m not making any sense.

I told Mom we had to call the hospital and
have them pick up the body, but she wouldn’t let me. She said it
didn’t make any difference—we were all as good as dead, but Daddy
was 62. We don’t know why he died. It could've been something else,
couldn’t it?

Where are you, Thomas?

Camille

 


I was awake all night. I called the hospital,
and the person I spoke to told me to put Daddy’s body in the hall,
and they would send someone to pick him up. After Mom was asleep, I
pulled her off him, wrapped Daddy's body in a sheet, and dragged it
into the hallway.

I had to keep telling myself that it wasn’t
Daddy—that it was just a body, that Daddy is in heaven now. Oh, I
don’t know what I’m saying—and the other people in the apartment
building, they’re really gone. I ran screaming and banging on the
doors on all three floors, and no one responded. I think we’re the
last ones left. How did this happen so fast?

I’ve got to look in on her now. If she’ll
take it, I'm going to give her one of Dad's tranquilizers and maybe
take one myself.

Please be all right, Thomas; It's so quiet
here. There are no cars on the street—no nothing. It's like I'm
just waiting for something to happen like everyone's already—I
won't say it. I know you love me, but I need to hear your voice, if
even for a minute.

All my love,

Camille

 


Thomas, the sun’s coming up, but everything
has this horrible pea soup haze over it like a sweltering jungle.
It was so awful last night—Mom went berserk. She wouldn't stop
begging me to bring Daddy's body back into the apartment, and when
I wouldn't, I caught her trying to bring it in herself. I had to
hold her arms behind her back and force a pill down her throat.
She's sleeping now, but I don't know for how long.

Are there any birds left in Atlanta? They're
all gone here except for the crows. They sit on the windowsills in
long rows. Who knew there were so many crows? And Thomas, they’re
so still, like they’re just waiting. I can feel them watching me
now as I look out the window.

I am going to have to move Daddy’s body
somewhere else. Maybe hide it in the alley, and while I’m out
there, I'll go to the market, ha-ha. But not now. I can barely keep
my eyes open. It’s getting so I don't even know what day it is or
the last time I slept.

Good night Thomas, I'm praying things are
better where you are.

Camille

 


Thomas, I saw it—the thing. The crows must
have woken me because I looked out the window and I saw it. I told
myself it was the tranquilizers, but I know it wasn’t.

It had bat wings and was covered with greasy
fur like a possum—it was so big. It passed right by my window, and
I heard people running. Thomas, I can still see a few of them in
their windows, looking out at me. I hadn't noticed this before,
there are photos and notes taped all over the windows, but I
couldn't read any of them through the haze. I used to be scared
that Mom, and I were all alone now, but somehow this is worse.

Whatever it was, it scared away all the
crows, but they’re back now and in even greater numbers. It’s gone
now, but I swear I saw it. I'm not going crazy.

Oh no, I've got to go. I can hear Mom
stirring. I have to get Daddy’s body out to the street before she
wakes up, or she's going to lose it all over again. Wish me luck,
Thomas. Wherever you are, I’ll be with you soon.

Yours always,

Camille

 


Thomas, I don’t know what time it is—the
power’s gone out, and I don’t know how long it's been since I
slept, maybe a couple of days, but I'm just guessing. Mother’s
gone, but first, I have to tell you about what happened when I
tried to move Daddy’s body.

Daddy was still in the hall wrapped up in a
sheet right where I left him. I didn't want to take him outside
because of the crows, so I decided the best I could do was hide his
body on the first floor by the fire escape. It was horrible. I had
to lift him by the arms and drag him down the stairs. He made a
terrible thumping noise as I went down each step like he was made
out of wood. I was sweaty and thought my heart was going to burst
by the time I got down to the first floor, but that’s not the worst
of it.

The noise must’ve woken Mom. I heard her out
in the third-floor hallway, screaming Daddy’s name like he was
still alive. Then I heard her tearing down the stairs, so I ducked
through the fire doors so she wouldn’t see me with Daddy’s
body.

Thomas, I didn’t think she would do it. I was
so tired I couldn’t think straight. I should have tried to stop
her, but by the time I realized what she was doing, it was too
late. I got to the front door as it was closing, just in time to
see Mother disappear out into the street. I threw the door open,
but she had disappeared into the fog.

Chasing after her, I heard her footsteps in
the distance echoing off the cement. Like something out of a
nightmare, there were bodies everywhere, emerging then disappearing
into the smog. And the crows! They squawked and screeched,
infuriated that I dared disturb their feast.

Row after row of empty windows stared down at
me, displaying notes, and photographs of every sort, passages from
the Bible, dedications to people who had died, photos, horrible,
horrible pictures of enormous mass graves, and other things I
didn’t want to see.

The crows chased after me, landing on
telephone lines and fences all along the way. A few swooped down,
but when I waved my arms, and they saw I could fight back, they
kept their distance.

I still heard mom's footsteps, but often as
not, it led to a dead-end, and once or twice I thought she had
gotten away. Then I saw her, standing by the swings in the
playground, over by the swings. She was screaming Daddy's name,
begging him to come out and stop hiding. It broke my heart all over
again.

I called out to her, but she couldn't hear me
over the crows; they were so loud! By the time I got there, they
had formed an enormous flock above her. Squawking, they dive-bombed
Mom, pecking and tearing at her flesh with their beaks.

Oh, Thomas, how can this really be happening?
She ran deeper into the playground until she was by the jungle
gyms—I could barely keep up. Then she fell to her knees, covered in
blood. She looked up, and for a moment our eyes met. Everything
went still and quiet. The sun shone through the mist, making
strange shadows on the ground. Somehow I knew what was coming and
froze in my tracks.

I smelled it before I could see it. It was
foul—a sweet sickly smell like rotten vegetables. It came out of a
wall of green fog, and when Mom saw it, she didn't scream—she just
stared. I don't know how something that big could fly, but it did.
I saw from behind its bald possum tail dragging behind in the mud
as it flapped its wings slowly. It seemed to glide like a ghost
through the mist, making a noise like sheets flapping in the
wind.

The creature came to a stop hovering over
Mother, who coughed and gagged. Then it raised its wrinkly rat-like
head, stretched out its neck like a snake, and out of its mouth,
sprayed a mist of yellow-green sickness and death. The cloud of
pestilence hovered in the air then the droplets slowly rained down
on Mom.

Thomas, I don’t know how I am able to write
this, but I promised myself I would tell you everything.

On her knees, Mom swayed back and forth,
then, with a sickening crunch, collapsed flat onto the ground. The
back of her head and torso turned black, bubbling and steaming. I
smelled something like hot roofing tar, and the flesh just melted
off her—I could see the bones of her rib cage sticking out.

Mother’s face was a red open sore, but
somehow she still managed to lift her head and look up at me one
last time. Then her body seemed to melt, slump down into a black
bubbling mass.

Ignoring me, the thing drifted down to what
was left of Mom. Uncoiling its long neck, it scrunched up its face
and, with a stomach-churning slurping noise, sucked up all the
black gook leaving nothing but a steaming puddle. Then it rose into
the air, flapped its wings, and slowly floated away.

After the monster left, there was an
unearthly silence, then a crow squawked. Then another and another
joined in till the birds were all around us. Like a black cloud,
they descended on what was left of Mom, picking the flesh off from
her arms and legs until all I could see was frenzied beaks and
flapping wings.

I don't remember doing it, but I must have
run. I found myself at home sitting in my desk chair, staring out
of the living room window—just waiting, waiting, waiting.

I know Mom’s dead, but I keep wondering if I
should go and check on her—maybe it was all a hallucination, and
she’s out there wandering around. Still looking for Daddy and
wondering where we are. But who am I kidding? I can’t go out
there—not with that thing out there, not anymore.

I'm so tired, I've got bruises all over me,
and I can't get that solventy-tar smell off of me no matter how
much I scrub.

Goodnight Thomas. I’m glad you’re not here to
see me like this. I couldn’t bear it.

 


I think this is going to be the last letter I
write. I’m leaving them all in Daddy’s filing cabinet in a shoebox
addressed to you.

The thing came after me. It was here last
night. When I couldn’t stand being awake anymore, I took two
tranquilizers and passed out. I awoke sometime in the night to
everything in the apartment shaking. At first, I thought it might
be an earthquake, or a tree had fallen on the building.

I stumbled out to the living room window to
see what was going on and opened the blinds. It was waiting right
behind the bars. When it saw me, Its chest heaved, and I knew it
was about to spray me with its poisonous breath. Reaching up, I
slammed the window shut just in time.

It breathed out a cloud of pestilence. Gobs
of green phlegm ran down the glass, burning the paint off the
window bars and sending up clouds of toxic smelling fumes.

The monster flew into a rage, hissing and
spitting as it showed me a mouthful of needle-like black teeth. It
floated in the darkness, drifting away from the window then
slamming into the bars over and over. The window rattled, and I
knew if the glass broke, it would be the end.

I think I screamed. I don’t remember grabbing
it, but I found the fireplace poker in my hand and, smashing it
through the window, plunged it into the face of the beast. As the
creature reared back, the poker tore out of my hand and went down
its throat. Gagging, the skin of its long neck stretched impossibly
every which way like an inflatable boat.

Then making a terrible mewling noise, it spun
in circles toward the ground, hissing like a deflating balloon.

When it struck the ground, it exploded in a
green fireball, and the smell—unbelievable, like gasoline only a
thousand times worse. I couldn't see the creature clearly in the
darkness, but I heard it flailing around, making a desperate
pain-filled cry.

Then I heard the crows. Out of the acid green
sky, they came from every direction. The noise of their screaming
and cawing combined until it sounded like a wailing car alarm.
There must've been thousands of them all fighting for a piece of
the creature. And still more came, slashing each other with their
beaks and claws, trying to rip a chunk out of the beast. When I saw
the glistening ball of black frenzy come together as one beneath
me, I ran into my bedroom, slammed the door, and covered my ears to
block out the noise. I sat shaking in the darkness until the
morning light streaming under the door gave me just enough light to
write this final letter.

I'm going to leave now. I can't believe I’m
saying this, but I’m going to try to walk to the hospital in
Atlanta. I know it’s a long way, but I’ve got to try to find you;
you’re all I have left. I can't stay here anymore, not after
everything that's happened, not after last night.

I don't know how many more of those creatures
are out there, but as I sit at the living room window staring out
over the streets, I think I see things floating in the mist
everywhere, but I can’t tell anymore if it’s just my imagination.
At least the crows have had enough to eat for today. Hopefully,
they'll leave me alone.

Goodbye for now, Thomas. One day we’ll be
together again. Stranger things have happened. I miss you; I love
you; I need you.

Forever yours,

Camille
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