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    Don't tell me we've got time
The subtle thief of life
It slips away when we pay no mind


            -Someday We'll Linger in the Sun


                      by Gaelynn Lea





For Time.


For all those moments that have made life worth it. 




    


The Count Down

60 seconds: Okay, I’ve got this. It’s simple. Open your mouth, speak, close your mouth, walk away. Easy as pie. No problem. Don’t wait for any reaction, that’s where the trouble is. They react, and then you react. Just say your piece and shuffle on to buffalo, boyo.

55 seconds: Crap. Why did I sign up for this? I didn’t sign up really. I just decided. I can do it. It’s okay.

52 Seconds: I can’t do this.

48 Seconds: No, shut up. You can do this. You have to. No questions, just do it. They have to hear it, you have to say it – everything afterwards is none of your business – just say it.

44 Seconds: Crap crap crap crap crap crap crap crap crap crap shit damn crap.

41 Seconds: Calm yourself. Breathe. Breathe in. Breathe out. Focus. Now, what are you going to say?

40 Seconds: What am I going to say?!?!

39 Seconds: I had it all planned out. I had even drafted a few different ideas! I had put together certain points to hit, and certain phrases – I don’t want it to sound like I want a fight, I just wanted it to be short and on-point.

34 Seconds: Come on, breathe. Just remember the basics to start. What’s your name? Who is going to be here that you want to address? What is it that you want to convey?

30 Seconds: Alright, that’s not working. How about just your name?

27 Seconds: Remember to breathe. Just breathe and relax and it will all come naturally.

26 Seconds: I hope.

25 Seconds: You can still walk away. All you have to do is turn and go. Just run. Or even walk – at a fast pace, but a walk. There’s still dignity somewhere.

22 Seconds: Say you just wanted to give them your regards. NO! Say you wanted to talk to them about your future. Well, yes – but NO! Say ANYTHING ELSE!

20 Seconds: Last chance to run.

18 Seconds: I feel like my head is separate from my body.

16 Seconds: Shit. Eye contact.

15 Seconds: Breathe

12 Seconds: Okay. You’ve got this. I’ve got this.

10 Seconds: F.E.A.R. Fuck Everything And Run

7 Seconds: I know I had words at one point. What were they?

5 Seconds: What was I thinking? This won’t end well.

4 Seconds: What was I going to say?

3 Seconds: What was I going to do? Just walk up and say, “Hi”?...

2 Seconds: Not Hi – Hello

1 Second: Hi, Hello, How do you do?... Greetings? Salutations?

Time’s Up

5:27 PM

It is 5:27 PM. That was all that I could say or think or even believe at that moment. It was 5:27 PM and everything was different. The world was dark and I was afraid to go outside. I didn’t know if the sun was going to rise again. The door looked like it was a warning and a safety net. I felt the walls moving with my breathing. It’s all different now.

I can see car lights drive by now and then – they creep in between the curtains and the walls. I heard some kids going down the street once. They were on skateboards – I could hear the wheels hitting the lines of the sidewalk.  I think I can hear a dog sometimes, but it’s far away.

I don’t like to turn on the lights in the house. I don’t have a working television anymore, and I threw my computer against the wall after it happened. I don’t need them. There are small lights throughout the house anyway; the stove telling me the time, the air filtration unit and air conditioner letting me know the temperature. I’ve walked around the house so many times now that I don’t think I need lights anymore. Twenty-nine steps from the kitchen counter to the bathtub. Another eleven to the hall closet where the towels used to be. I just walk the house and go through a dark life now.

I don’t open the refrigerator anymore. That used to be another light that would make me aware of where everything in the house was; make me more aware of myself and the changes I was going through. But, the food has long since run out. I hadn’t gone for groceries in a week before it happened, and everything that’s still in the fridge is either growing a friend or just an empty case. I have no reason to go in there. I used to look in there out of habit. Walk to the cupboards, go to the fridge, check the freezer. I know that I have some food in the pantry, and some emergency stuff in the attic, but I don’t go up there. Not yet. When I have to, if I have to, I might run up and get a few cans of whatever I can grab. I don’t want to spend any time up there, though. No. No, I won’t.

I never wanted to be alone. I used to offer people a place to stay, a couch to crash on, I even bought a two-bedroom house so I could have a guest bedroom. I would be that person that always invited friends over. Or strangers. I would welcome parties at my house, even when I had to work early the next day. I didn’t know I was scared to be alone until I was petrified of being around anyone.

Two young people in suits came to my door the other day. They rang the bell and waited politely. I didn’t tell them to go away. I didn’t answer the door. I didn’t do anything. I froze in the middle of the room. Instantly I could feel the sweat gathering on my top lip. It wasn’t until I heard them walking away that I realized I hadn’t been breathing. I almost fell over, inhaling and exhaling as heavily and as quickly as I could. It wasn’t until long after they had gone that I resumed walking around the house. For hours after I tiptoed around making even less noise than I already do.

I’ve become invisible. I didn’t mean to. I disappeared from everywhere I used to be. I disappeared from everyone I used to be. I haven’t changed my clothes much since it happened. I don’t see a reason to. I don’t shower either. When the urge comes over me I will wash myself with a rag – I used up all the washcloths a while ago. I stopped washing myself after I scalded myself. It wasn’t the first time I had the water too hot. But that time I felt it. And I could smell it. I could smell myself cooking. That was how I knew I was gone, though. I didn’t worry about how it would look or feel, I didn’t care about infection or the like. I only wanted the smell to go away.

I don’t know how long it’s been since then, since I knew it happened and was done. All I know is that I’ve run out of clean clothes and towels. All the fresh food is long dead and growing fungi. I haven’t seen natural light directly for so long I think it would hurt my eyes. I never thought things would be like this. All I can do is pace the house until I want to rest. I think a lot. I talk to memories a lot. Sometimes I get lost talking to them; I replay them again and again and again. Sometimes I can change them a little here and there. I can change how I reacted and the outcome – it goes from recollection to a beautiful dream. In that dream none of this has happened. I can’t change any of it, though. It all happened how it happened and I can’t change a lick of it. All I can do is keep going. I don’t know why, but I can’t stop yet. Maybe I’ll try going outside tonight. Look at the stars. It’s a start.
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The Denizens
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The Denizens run this area. I heard that they used to be like a biker gang, but just like everything else, they evolved. Now, they’re our district representatives, they’re our congressmen, they’re our shop owners and our supervisors. They are not a gang anymore, but they still act like it. They shake everyone down for “protection donations” and “insurance.” But, they take care of everyone, too. If someone breaks into your house and steals your TV? The Denizens will handle it – as long as you’re up on your insurance. Some drunk sod laid his hands on his lady? The Denizens will handle that – or rather, him... As long as he wasn’t a Denizen. If he was, then it all depends on his standing, his ranking. The ones that you see walking around most days, some of them are at the top of the food-chain, some are at the bottom. It can be hard to tell.

I’m not from here. Well, I am – I was born and raised here, but I left years ago. I came back because I had to. I mean, Shit why else would anyone come back here? It’s not like the places that they show on postcards or dream scenes in movies. It’s not even one of those places that they show in movies to look like a rundown hellhole. Mostly because it’s not a rundown hellhole. To anyone driving through it looks like any large town, or
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