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Weight of Maybes


Meredith caught the scent of something damp and earthy as she inhaled. The smell made her think of grassy fields the day after heavy rain but it hadn’t rained, heavily or otherwise, for at least two weeks. The brush of cold fur against her cheek sent a shiver down her spine. The cat had returned.

Had she left the window open?

She gave a half-hearted swat and rolled over.

“Let me sleep.”

“That’s no good, Merry. There’s work you know.”

“If the world wants me, let it want me badly enough to wait.”

The cat let out a rustling laugh. It wasn’t the world—it was him. And he wouldn’t wait. Meredith moved at his pleasure, not the other way around. She knew that.

“He can send someone else,” she muttered.

“Merry talks better than I do. Maybe if you explain, we can have the day off.”

Meredith sighed into her pillow, still refusing to open her eyes. “I was actually dreaming for a change.”

The cat rubbed against her again with an excited purr. “Will you tell me about it, Merry? I haven’t dreamed in so long.”

“I was sitting in darkness beneath a tree. There were no leaves, the branches were gnarled and knotted, the bark was dry and peeling. It was my tree, as dead and damned as I should be—alone, without hope.”

She took a deep breath, then sat up and pulled the cat into her lap. She scratched the fur around its ears. There was a slight tingling and a slow cold seeping into her fingers but she didn’t mind. She barely noticed.

“Then light came down through the branches. It was warm and bright and better than I deserved. The tree started to bloom. Leaves first, then flowers. Even fruit—all different kinds. I climbed into the branches and just sat there, in the light and life. It should have hurt. It should have been a harsh glare. But it wasn’t. I’d been forgiven.”

The cat sighed dreamily. “Do you think we’ll be forgiven, Merry?”

“I don’t know.”

She set the cat down on the bed rose. She shed her night clothes on the way to the closet. Pulling back the doors she began to sift through the clothes.

“Wear the sundress, Merry—the yellow one with the pansies. I like that one.”

Meredith took it out and brushed one of the pansies with her thumb. There had been none on the tree in her dream and the faded yellow was nothing like the light which had poured through the branches to return the dead thing to life. It seemed to mock her and the very idea of redemption.

“Who would forgive us?” she wondered aloud. “Who could?”

She pulled the dress on over her head.

“You look lovely, Merry.”

She favored the cat with an indulgent smile, then reached for a wide-brimmed hat the same yellow as the dress. She went into the hall to examine her reflection as she tugged it into place.

The lifeless yellow against her brown skin made her look equally dull. She wasn’t beautiful enough to rouse suspicion, not ugly enough to cause disgust. She didn’t look benevolent or holy. She didn’t look cruel or threatening, and she thought that was really too bad. A few might be spared if only she looked worth a little caution. She sighed, slipped on her sandals, and left the little house with the cat close on her heels.

Meredith didn’t know where they were going but the cat would direct her. That was its job, leading Meredith to the helpless, the desperate, the haughty and the obsessed. Such ones were always in need.

Today it led her to a playground.

There were no children. Only a woman sitting on a swing. She wore an over large t-shirt with faded jeans and dirty sneakers. An abundance of gray streaked her auburn hair, though she didn’t look old enough for it. She kicked her legs forward without enthusiasm, eyes locked on some distant point.

“Helpless,” Meredith decided.

“It’s a familiar feeling,” the cat murmured.

Meredith sat on the swing beside her. The woman glanced at her, then back at the horizon.

“My son plays here,” she offered, unprompted.

Meredith nodded as she kicked her swing into motion. “I’m sure, if you wait, he’ll come.”

“Maybe. But I can’t wait. Not much longer
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