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      “They always say time changes things, but you actually have to change them yourself.”


    

    
      Andy Warhol
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Chris Speidel hovered over her snoring body, the moonlight glowing through the window as he watched her chest rise and fall with each steady inhale. It was a warm night in July of 1952, the crickets chirping outside as they often did during the summer. Sleeping, Gloria appeared younger and more peaceful, like the woman he had fallen in love with many years ago. Not the selfish, conniving bitch she had become. Her once youthful glow had given way a harsh face, worn down from their marriage that seemed to always be on shaky ground. Chris realized what falling out of love felt like. Gloria’s once amber hair now appeared plain brown. Her emerald eyes were now just green. Her gentle voice was now a subtle screech. 

Chris had never done anything wrong, but lately, his wife only wanted to paint him as the bad guy. 

It ends. Tonight. 

The New Age Revolution needed him, and he needed them. They made it clear that any non-supportive family had to go, and Chris was the only one who could do it, as part of his initiation. 

“It shows us your commitment to the greater cause,” they had told him. 

The kid was fine, but Gloria had to go. Kids had to follow their parents, and Angelina was no different. She was only 10 years old, sleeping in her room down the hallway. 

Gloria snored, the smell of alcohol seeping out from between her lips. Chris made sure to get her drunk before bed, asking her to toast with him to celebrate the promotion he received at work. It was all a lie. Sort of. Chris had quit his job earlier in the week to take on a new opportunity with the Revolution. 

The man he had secretly met with, Ted, offered him a position within the Revolution and promised a life of luxury for Chris and his daughter. The Revolution had access to money that kept cash flowing in like a steady river. It had sounded questionable at first, but Ted showed Chris around the southern area of Colorado Springs where many of the “Revolters” lived in pristine mansions. 

Chris needed to remind himself of these benefits as he stood over his wife. The real reason he got her drunk was to make this part easier. He leaned over to grab his vacant pillow next to her, planting a gentle kiss on Gloria’s forehead, her skin soft beneath his lips, the salty taste of sweat present. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. 

As if cooperating, Gloria rolled on to her back, her face directly to the ceiling, eyes closed as she drifted away into her dreams. Chris’s hands never trembled, squeezing a death grip into the soft cotton of the pillow. 

He elevated the pillow above her face, a natural last-minute guilt barging into his mind to try and talk him out of it. But there was no turning back now. He saw his future—his rich, powerful, and long-lasting future. Who wouldn’t want to live in luxury and age at a pace slower than an ancient sea turtle? 

She doesn’t even love you anymore. She doesn’t support your dreams. The malicious voice in his head never missed an opportunity to remind him of these simple facts. With a quick nod to reassure himself, Chris pressed the pillow down over Gloria’s face, drilling the ends into the mattress with each hand, biceps bulging as he offered every ounce of strength possible. 

No one is slipping out from that pillow. 

Nothing happened for the first few seconds, minus the sound of her snoring halting immediately, but when she attempted to raise her head, Chris gritted his teeth and pressed down even harder. She mumbled underneath the pillow as her legs twisted and kicked. Gloria had always been somewhat of messy sleeper, the sheets tangled between her legs on most nights, and tonight was no different, causing her an extra struggle to wriggle free as her legs only budged a few inches. 

The mumbling grew into a distorted and muffled scream, and now her arms flailed, not toward him, but to his hands. She scratched at him like a terrified cat, but he felt nothing under the pulsing adrenaline. Her fingers were no match for his entire body weight now pressing down on the pillow. If she had managed to stay calm and focus on getting out, she might have made something happen. That was, of course, easier said than done when being smothered in darkness with no air to breathe. 

He kept the pillow pressed down, realizing he had been holding his own breath the entire time, and finally let out a long exhale. Wouldn’t that have been a scene if he fainted during an attempted suffocation? 

Within two minutes—that felt more like thirty—Gloria stopped struggling beneath the pillow, her arms and legs lying flat and motionless atop the disheveled sheets. 

Could she be playing dead? Chris wondered. She wouldn’t have been able to arrive to that as a solution during the chaos, but his paranoia kept the pillow held down a little longer. 

“Daddy?” a voice called from behind, tired and innocent. 

Every drop of Chris’s blood froze in his veins, a frog simultaneously leaping into his throat as the world came to a standstill. He dropped the pillow aside, Gloria’s mouth hanging open, her eyes gazing to the ceiling. He made sure to stay positioned over Gloria as he pivoted around, shielding his daughter from a scene she didn’t need to see.

“What’s wrong, sweetie?” Chris asked, crouching down to her level. 

She wore a white nightgown that draped to her knees, making her stand out like a ghost in the dark room. The moonlight gleamed over her pale face, and Chris saw the confusion spread over her as she craned to look at the bed behind him, her blond hair swaying behind. 

“I had a bad dream,” she said in her soft, youthful voice. “Is Mommy okay?”

“Mommy is fine, sweetie. Why don’t you go on back to bed?”

“Daddy, it looks like Mommy is dead.”

Chris would never forget these words coming out of his ten-year-old daughter’s mouth. They would always echo in his mind, a chilling reminder of the night he decided to take a chance at immortality.

She stepped past him with the confidence of an adult investigating a peculiar situation, and his legs remained frozen as she brushed by his side, her gown flowing behind her with a gentle breeze. 

What age do kids even really understand death? How could she know what a dead body looks like compared to a sleeping one?

He rotated back to the bed, Gloria’s face ghastly and disturbing. It didn’t take a medical professional to confirm that this was a corpse. The sight of his daughter standing over his late wife sent shudders down his back. 

“I think she’s dead, Daddy,” she said with the innocence only a child could have. 

“Sweetie,” he said, pulling her away from the bed and toward him. “Daddy had to make a decision today that was best for the family. We have a chance for a bright future, one your mother didn’t want us to have. I hope you can understand and keep this a secret between us.”

“Did you kill Mommy?” she asked, her glazed hazel eyes roving over him with so much undeserved trust. 

Explaining yourself to a child proved more difficult than doing the same to rational adults. “‘Kill’ is the wrong word, sweetie. I had to handle a certain situation for me and you. How would you like to go live in a big house full of all the toys you can imagine?”

“Okay,” she said, unsure, a sliver of maturity creeping into her voice, something that made Chris uncomfortable. 

“You can start at a new school with other kids who will be better off, like we’re about to be. We don’t have to drive in our old car that always breaks, or eat the same thing for dinner three times a week. I promise you’re going to love this new life.”

“But why couldn’t Mommy come with us?” Her questions stung, as she spoke of her mother in the past tense. 

“It’s complicated, Angelina,” he said, trying to sound stern. “I had a talk with your mom and she didn’t want to go. The people who are helping us get started in this new life said that if Mommy didn’t want to come, she’d have to stay here forever. So that’s all I did: made sure she stays here forever.”

Chris expected her to burst into hysterical crying, but she never did. Angelina and Gloria had been close, sharing a sacred mother-daughter bond that had come naturally in a family of three. 

“Why don’t you go back to bed,” Chris pleaded. “I need to take care of Mommy.”

Angelina studied her father’s eyes, examining his soul for some sort of truth he kept hidden. Expressionless, she said, “I can help, Daddy. If you want me to.”

He smiled, an action he thought impossible under the current circumstances, but her innocence was impossible to deny.

“That’s okay, sweetie. Go on back to bed and we can talk again in the morning.”

With a frown, Angelina turned and left, her gown flowing, her head hung low in disappointment. 

Chris returned to his dead wife, a sudden urgency creeping into his subconscious. This wasn’t even a messy murder to clean up. No blood, no broken furniture, not even an actual weapon to dispose of. All he had to do, according to Ted, was cover his tracks and make sure the bloodhounds wouldn’t be able to sniff out her body. 

Chris had the idea of disposing the body in the nearby woods, and Ted suggested he cover her body with vinegar, a common repellent against the sensitive noses of dogs. Chris had purchased the vinegar two weeks earlier in the midst of other groceries, not wanting his trip to stand out as memorable. 

He had everything he needed for tonight, bringing in the bottle of vinegar and a big blanket while Gloria had cooked dinner earlier. Chris crossed the bed and reached underneath to retrieve both items. With Gloria on the edge of the bed, he spread out the blanket
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