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The noises in the kitchen started the night after Ed died. At first Elizabeth didn’t wake to 

them. She was so exhausted, she slept right through. Still, some part of her heard them and 

though she didn’t wake, some part of her recognized them and incorporated them into her 

dreams. In those dreams she was in the kitchen, cooking and cooking furiously—cooking in 

a temper while Ed walked down to the roadside to get the morning paper. In the dream she 

was slamming pots because she was so angry—so fucking angry!  

What had they been arguing about? Christ, could it have possibly mattered that much? 

Could it have possibly mattered at all? Who did what, and who spent what, and who 

worked harder; always feeling put upon, and nothing was ever right until you found out 

how not right things could get.  

That morning the reality had been cold breakfast—cold cereal and hot anger, but in the 

dream, triggered at least in part by the noises coming from the kitchen, she was cooking 

breakfast in a cast iron skillet. In reality she didn’t even own a cast iron skillet. In the dream 

she cooked breakfast in one and she looked up and she saw the truck ridiculously hopping 

and sliding on its giant tires. In the dream she heard the sound of Ed dying, and of gravel 

sliding, and the shuddering, howling thunder of the thing that had killed him. In the dream 

her mouth gaped, and her body froze, just as it had that morning when it wasn’t a dream. 

She had been standing at the screen door, and not at the stove, and she’d watched it 

happen. Even then, it was unreal. 

A full week had passed since—a full week of that same dream before she woke and heard 

the noises coming from downstairs. If you had asked her then, she would have said that 

morning was the first time she’d heard the noises. The truth was, she’d heard but hadn’t 

really noticed until now.  She sat up, and pulled the quilt they’d bought from that little 

antique shop in town around her.  

Ed had liked living in the city. Why couldn’t she have just given him that? Why did she have 

to have the old country house on the old country road? Why did she have to force the issue? 

Why was it so fucking urgent? Was it worth a mortgage too big and a commute too far? Was 

her fantasy of country life really worth the price they had paid together, and now the price 

she paid alone? 

Sitting in the dark, wrapped in a blanket from a different time with the real and the unreal 

stretched thinly across the skeleton of those hours, she heard the sound of someone 
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cooking –furiously cooking. She heard the sound of banging pots and pans and the clatter of 

utensils roughly sought after in a cluttered drawer. Her eyes grew wide when she realized 

that she wasn’t dreaming and her mouth dropped open, hanging slack like an idiot on really 

good meds. She was a Boston College girl, and a Harvard Med Grad, but she didn’t look like 

one just then. No, with her hair all wired out, and her tear streaked face, and that hanging 

mouth and those wide terrified eyes she might have been one of her patients at the State 

Hospital—sitting in the dark staring blankly into nothingness. All that was missing was the 

rocking.  

The noises coming from the kitchen continued long enough for her paralyzed brain to start 

reasoning.  Was it a rat or a raccoon that had somehow gotten in? It must be. What else 

could it be? She tried to convince herself it was some country animal in a country kitchen, 

scurrying around on the countertop, but she knew it wasn’t true. A raccoon, no matter how 

big, wouldn’t raise and drop a cast iron skillet, and she didn’t own a cast iron skillet, and 

worse—she could feel someone down there.  

Ed kept a baseball bat by the bedroom door. They’d never spoken of it. She’d never asked 

about it and he’d never volunteered. It was just there one day, shiny and new and leaning 

against the old over-painted trim. Privately, she thought that Ed was a little afraid of the 

country, having lived in the city his whole life. All the dark out there scared him, and all 

those small things with sharp teeth that lived in the dark, and hunted in the dark—she 

imagined that’s what scared him. It wasn’t, and he’d told her once, but she’d never really 

listened to him anyway, had she? 

He had told her the scariest thing he’d ever seen was Clockwork Orange, but he’d said it a 

long time ago. They’d been sitting on the floor in their tiny apartment, and he’d told her 

how he’d laughed at the Exorcist, laughed at The Shining and that one about the house in 

Long Island too. While other people in the theater screamed and jolted in their seats, he’d 

sat hunched forward, stifling giggles. 

“There’s nothing scary in any of that,” he’d said. He was propped up on his elbow, his other 

arm resting across his bent knee, balancing a wine glass. “There’s nothing scary about the 

supernatural because it isn’t real,” he’d said. Or maybe he’d just said something like that, 

she didn’t really remember. 

When he’d told her what really scared him, they were sitting in front of a poster of a 

fireplace that Ed had taped to the wall. He’d also draped a lamp nearby with a red kerchief. 

A plate bearing the remains of a wedge of Brie was just over there, and she lay on her back, 

her head on his tummy and her eyes glassy—imagining the fireplace was real. His voice 

droned in the background as he spoke about the stuff of terror—those things that could 

and did happen. He’d told her all about how that couple in Clockwork Orange had felt safe 
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in their country home until the monsters came for them, and how that had scared him, but 

she hadn’t listened. 

In the new house she would lie there, night after night in their very own country home, 

pretending to be asleep, while he crept around the house touching the window locks and 

testing doors in the darkness. It wasn’t like he was obsessed. It was more like he simply 

couldn’t relax. She should have noticed that he was never relaxed—not since they had 

moved into the house. If she had, she might have put it together. She might have 

understood if she had listened all those years ago, but she hadn’t. So rather than 

understanding, she tolerated. Some nights she even rolled her eyes, but she kept silent and 

didn’t ask him about the baseball bat he kept propped in the corner, never dreaming that 

she’d be glad of it one morning when in the pre-dawn darkness, she woke and realized that 

someone was in the house. 

*** 

After the murder, Dorothy Stallman took her usual seat at the kitchen table, and opened her 

journal before her. Golden autumnal sunlight streamed in through the window over the 

sink. The air was crisp, carrying with it the scent of fall. She had referred to that smell in a 

previous journal entry as the scent of drying colors on chill air. She wrote carefully that 

morning, as she did every morning. She printed the date in square block letters, spelling out 

the month: October 29th 1939 and then addressed the entry as if it were a letter 

 “Dear Diary,” she wrote switching to that carefully crafted script she had learned as a 

schoolgirl, “This will be my final entry. I have committed a mortal sin, and I feel shame at 

the peace, or dare I say, even the joy I felt following the act. I have damned myself, but I 

have also found at long last, the desperate relief I have sought all these many years.” 

She sat back in the wooden chair and it creaked beneath her. She looked up at the exposed 

beams of the ceiling and at the tongue and groove sub-flooring above them. On the other 

side of those boards, in the bed above, the man who had been her husband lay dead. She 

had used a log from the stack alongside the stove. The sharp edge where it had been split 

had done plenty of damage right from the first blow, maybe enough to kill, maybe not, but 

she hadn’t swung just once anyhow.  Funny, the first blow was so hard to strike that she 

almost hadn’t done it, but the second and the third, and all the rest—a dozen maybe even 

two… those came faster and easier than she had imagined possible.  

She set the pen down carefully alongside her journal and covered her face with her hands. 

She wasn’t crying—she wasn’t even remotely sad. She was just horribly tired—empty, and 

weak. She understood then that this was the nature of evil—empty and weak, hollow and 

vacant. She understood evil now, because she had become evil.  
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She’d stood over him in the dark. She held the heavy log, cradled in her arms like it was a 

newborn, and watched him sleep. His mouth hung open. She smelled whiskey and stale 

tobacco. She could smell his underarms and the foul smell of him down there where she 

had performed her wifely duties. Had he been younger, or had he not come up lame from 

that accident at the mill, maybe in a few years the Germans or the Italians or the Japanese 

would have done her a favor. Maybe he’d have gone off to war, never to return, and maybe 

she would have even grieved his death.  

While Napoleon B. Stallman, Nap to some, and “Bee” to his closest friends, had made a 

dishonest woman of her, he’d come up true, and made an honest woman of her again. She 

had consoled herself with the idea that as long as no one looked too close at the dates, as 

long as no one actually did out the math, she would have been able to hold her head up on 

the way to church every Sunday.  But that was both the first and the last decent thing that 

man had ever done, and it hadn’t mattered anyway. If she’d only waited a few more 

months… if she’d only known she would lose the baby.  

She sat in the kitchen now, looking down at the journal page where she made her 

confession. Aunt Sylvia, her Mother’s sister who she always referred to as Aunt “Sill,” had 

sent her the finely crafted pen and journal from New York City. It had been a set—a 

wedding present. Nap had scoffed at it, calling it a diary, despite the fact that it was clearly 

marked “Journal” on the cover in beautiful script.  

“That’s fine for a silly girl,” he’d said reaching for the next present, “but you’re a wife now.” 

While he hefted the next present and commented on its weight she idly flipped open the 

cover. Aunt Sill had written a note inside. It read: “Dot, Don’t lose yourself!” She had signed 

it “Aunt Sill” and this had made Dorothy Grogan, now Dorothy Stallman smile.  

That had been nineteen years ago. Sitting there now, at the kitchen table with autumn 

sunlight streaming through the window, Dot Grogan reappeared for a flickering instant 

before sinking down and away again like a corpse in a muddy bog.  She took up her pen and 

carefully struck out the words: “Dear Diary,” and then set the pen down alongside the 

journal again. 

It occurred to her that Nap’s truck was in the driveway, and his keys were probably still in 

his pants. His pants were draped over the chair in the bedroom. All she’d need to do is 

climb the stairs one last time. All she’d need to do is witness what she’d done… but she’d 

never learned to drive. She was a woman, why would she need to learn that? Still, she 

imagined she might pick it up easily enough. If her thick drunkard of a husband could do it, 

certainly she could do it. But, even so, where would she go? Who would have her now? 
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She sighed and leaning forward she picked up the pen. She hesitated. The fine pen trembled 

just over the page. What might she say, and who would care? Could she describe how alone 

she was—how trapped she was? Could she convey in any real way how very far she was 

from the person who she thought she would be? Should she plead for forgiveness or simply 

for understanding? She tried to organize her thoughts but she hadn’t imagined how hard it 

would be to think after committing murder. She hadn’t imagined that regret could have 

such power. If she could only go back and undo it she might have, but if she could go back, 

she’d have never married him at all.  

She didn’t move and she didn’t write. Instead she sat, imagining nights in the city—nights 

that might have been but never were. She imagined that she and Aunt Sill might have 

visited exotic night clubs, might have listened to big bands, and might have sipped exotic 

drinks while men in fine tuxedos and handsome soldiers in their dress uniforms courted 

her attention. She sat, and she could almost hear the sounds of that world—a world that 

had at one time been no more than a single decision away. She could almost hear the 

murmur of the crowd, almost hear the sound of ice rattling in her glass, and it felt as if any 

moment she might just make it there… but then there was the sound of movement upstairs. 

A surge of horror brought here back to the present. She heard the floorboard creak above 

her head.  

*** 

The baseball bat was just a few steps away from where Elizabeth sat on the bed. There 

were no sounds coming up from the kitchen now. It was silent in the house, and so very 

dark, but she could still feel that eerie presence flowing up from downstairs. Her fear 

showed her what her senses could not. Was it a man? Of course it was. How could it not be?  

He’d be standing in the kitchen just now, eyes rolled up to the ceiling, and listening. He’d 

hear her. He’d hear her heart thumping—it was so loud.  

If she moved, even in the slightest, the bed springs would creak, and he would come like a 

violent explosion, yet she couldn’t stay still. He’d come up the stairs anyway. He’d find her 

in bed, and the idea of that was somehow worse. It seemed suggestive of what he might do 

next. It seemed like an invitation. Of course, he’d do that anyway—that’s what hulking male 

intruders did when they found a woman alone. That’s what they did, unless the woman had 

a baseball bat and enough sense to swing the goddamned thing! 

She glowered. She’d swing it alright. She’d break the motherfuckers head wide open. Fear 

had given way to rage, and the hidden tigress that dwelled inside every woman stirred in 

her. He had no right to do this to her. It was … insulting! She was a psychiatrist—a doctor, 

and she knew human anatomy. She knew where to hit, and how to do some real fucking 

damage. She was a Doctor, and a widow, and… it dawned on her. The fucking coward had 
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probably read the obits! It’d all have been right there in the paper—a lady Doctor, all alone 

in a house and out in the middle of nowhere with no husband to protect her. Plenty of 

money, and easy fucking pickings, right? 

The idea of it pissed her off so much that she might have cast off that old quilt and stood, 

striding across the six feet of bare hardwood floor between her and the bat. She might have 

even called out to him. “I’m coming for you, you motherfucking coward!” She might really 

have done all that, but for the fact that he moved just then. He moved, and nudged one of 

the kitchen chairs, and it made that sound on the floor—that wood on wood chirp. Whether 

it was courage she had felt moments ago, or just rage-induced bravado, it drained away at 

the sound, and her fear swelled once again, looming within her like an enormous and 

indistinct shape in the darkness. 

It took some real effort to make her limbs cooperate. She knew she had to get to that bat, 

and when the time came she would have to swing and swing hard. At first she couldn’t 

move, but then she did. Her arms and legs felt remote and numb. The bed did squeak, and 

although it might not have been loud enough to have been heard in the hallway, let alone 

the kitchen, to her ears it sounded louder than thunder.  

*** 

“No,” Dorothy gasped rolling her eyes up toward the ceiling. It couldn’t be. He was dead. 

She was sure she had murdered him. He was so drunk he didn’t wake when she climbed on 

top of him. She’d straddled his hips, and using both arms, she raised the log high above her 

head. She rose up on her knees, with her arms trembling under the strain of holding the log 

up. He didn’t stir, he didn’t move. He just laid there, his mouth gaping open, the sound of his 

breathing rising deep from his throat. She could see his two-day scratchy silvery beard 

stubble in the scant moonlight, and she hated him for all that he’d done, and all that she’d 

become! But still, she hesitated—certain that he would wake up, certain that her 

movement, or some sort of sixth sense would rouse him from slumber.  

If he had, his big meaty hands would have seized her. Would he break bones this time? 

Maybe, God knows he’d done damage before. She’d have gotten a beating. No question 

about that, and it wouldn’t have been one of those regular beatings he’d dish out every few 

days or so. Those happened often enough that she’d come to think of them as normal 

beatings. No, this one would be a special beating, and she wouldn’t have blamed him and 

that was the crux of it right there. That was the worst part of what he’d done to her. 

But he hadn’t woken, and if he had only remained still just one moment more, she wouldn’t 

have done it at all. One moment more, and her fear would have done its job in the guise of 

reason. One moment more and she would have slowly lowered the log and carefully, oh so 

very carefully, she would have climbed off him. She would have returned the log to its place 
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beside the stove in the kitchen, and then, as if in a dream, she would’ve sat at the table 

watching the early morning sun rise through her kitchen window. When he woke, he might 

have noticed some dry gray bit of bark on his belly—but probably not. He’d be hung over. 

He’d groan and fart, and climb from bed. He’d come downstairs, expecting his breakfast to 

be ready—and it had better be.  

But that extra moment just wasn’t available. He twitched in his sleep, and she thought he 

was waking up. He twitched, and she panicked, and she brought the log down hard, crying 

out as she freed herself and damned herself.  

*** 

Elizabeth was halfway to the bat. She was holding her breath, and moving so very slowly, 

and so very cautiously, each bare foot fall on the old floorboards threatening to explode 

with a tiny sound that she would hear like the blast of a trumpet. There might still be 

sounds downstairs as the intruder crept toward the back stairs, and maybe the floorboards 

under his heavy booted feet would creak too, but she wouldn’t have been able to hear it 

over the roaring in her own ears.  

One step, and then another, and then her numb terrified fingers wrapped around the 

handle of the bat. She fumbled for a moment and almost dropped it. She imagined the 

sound of it sliding along the plaster, and the hollow ring of it hitting the floor. That sound 

might have been a warning to the intruder, just as her brave shouting might have been, but 

she knew better. Predators in the darkness thrilled at the hunt, and maybe they fed off 

resistance just as they fed off the fear of their victims. Hearing that sound would have made 

him smile. It wouldn’t frighten him off. It would draw him onward. She was sure of it. 

“Here, piggy, piggy, piggy,” he might have called to her in an eerie falsetto voice. “Papa’s got 

a special treat for piggy.” 

She hefted the bat. It hadn’t fallen, and he hadn’t spoken, not in that falsetto-crazy-rapist 

tone or otherwise. She had to get a grip on her fear, but the best she could do was to adjust 

her grip on the bat, and that would have to do for the moment.  

Moving as quietly as possible, she slipped from the bedroom. The hallway was narrow and 

dark as pitch. If he came upon her here—if she was even able to see him in all that 

blackness, she wouldn’t be able to swing the bat—not from the shoulder. The ceiling was 

high, and she might be able to get an overhead swing in—she might be able to crack open a 

would-be rapist’s skull with a swing like that, but again, another inner play ran in her head, 

and in that play her arms felt weak, and her blow was ineffective, and he was able to shrug 

it off. It was a glancing blow that did little more than anger him.  
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“Oh you wanna go, huh?” he boomed at her in her mind, and then came that awful smile: 

“Piggy likes hitting!” 

She’d need to get to the back stairs before he did. There was more room there, and an 

overhead swing, with her on the top step, and him charging up the stairs—that swing 

wouldn’t be a glancing blow. She’d hit, and hit hard, and even if she missed his head… Let 

him just try to rape someone with a shattered clavicle!    

*** 

Dorothy stood as still as death that morning in the golden autumn light. She gripped the 

table edge as though she was steadying herself on a rocking ship in a terrifying storm.  She 

gripped it so tightly her knuckles went white. The creak of the floorboard upstairs had 

made her jump, and she stood up so fast that the chair scraped back across the kitchen 

floor. It had almost tipped over, but she had caught it, an action more of instinct than of 

forethought. It couldn’t be him! There had been so much blood! She didn’t know how many 

times she had hit him, but the bed had been covered in blood and meaty pulp before she 

was exhausted and climbed off. She was sure he was dead. It couldn’t be him moving up 

there, but how could it not be?  

She’d come downstairs after killing him. She moved, her body feeling strange and distant 

but also feeling good. She knew nothing about endorphins or biochemistry, but she knew 

about good and evil, and she knew about the Ten Commandments, and she knew that only 

an evil person would feel delight after murdering another. She knew that only an evil 

person would cook herself a hearty breakfast while her husband’s dead body emptied itself 

thickly onto the sheets, and into the mattress of their marriage bed, and maybe, just maybe, 

that was all just evil enough to allow the dead to rise. 

She stood, leaning heavily on the table and staring up at the ceiling, listening as he came. At 

first his movements were clumsy and uncertain, but then he was in the hall—she could 

hear him coming for her slowly, and with all the determination of the vengeful dead. She 

imagined his face, bloodied and wearing that all-too-familiar scowl. In her mind she could 

see his wet hanging lips, and his dead eyes looking up at her from under his brow. The 

image of his face, though just imagined, was no more terrifying than usual—even with all 

the blood, and she drew herself up, readying herself for him, and for what he’d do. 

*** 

Elizabeth had come part way down the stairs, intent on striking before the intruder could 

begin his ascent, but there was no intruder—not the kind that she had imagined. She held 

the bat at the ready but what she saw she simply couldn’t comprehend. What she saw was 

brilliant golden light. It was beautiful but it was wrong. It didn’t fall across the stairs the 
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way light should. It wasn’t cast against the wall making a shadow of the banister. It ended 

in midair—in a strangely bellied and hazy way. It hung solidly above the banister like an 

edge between here and there. 

*** 

Dorothy stood, too afraid to move, still certain that it was Nap—just at the top stairs now. 

She looked down at her journal and realized that what she had written was all that 

remained of her. He’d broken and twisted the rest, but her secret words—they were what 

remained of Dorothy Grogan. He’d destroy it, she was suddenly and certainly sure he 

would. Maybe he’d force her to watch him burn it up in the stove, and once he’d destroyed 

this last remaining sliver of her soul, then he’d finish the job and rid himself of her 

poisonous meat once and for all. 

She snatched up the journal. She had to save it. She moved toward the hidey-hole under the 

stove, where she had hidden it from him all these years, and she’d taken two blindly 

desperate steps before she saw the blade of darkness that cut across the stairs. The golden 

morning light that filled the kitchen didn’t penetrate the darkness. The light simply 

stopped—simply ceased to exist against the edge and just precisely there, just within that 

edge, something was alive and whatever it was, it saw her. 

*** 

Elizabeth could see her kitchen though the golden haze of the light. It was her kitchen, but 

not her kitchen. It was barren and unfinished, and there was a ghost there. There was a 

ghost in the kitchen and it stood gaping at her, awash in a brilliant, golden light. The ghost 

looked at her with vacant eyes, its mouth slowly falling open, and then came the 

screaming—it came up like a mushroom cloud of sound that was pulled and stretched 

across the years. Elizabeth jolted, dropping the bat. It bounced once on the next stair down, 

and then it landed in midair. It lay there on the light as if the light were solid. Elizabeth 

watched as the light contorted beneath the weight of the bat. It twisted the apparition of 

the ghost on the other side, and slowly and thickly, the bat began to sink into the light. 

Dorothy watched the bat come through the edge. She watched as the edge, like the hand of 

God, seized the bat and held it there before her wide eyes before allowing it to sink into the 

world as if through molasses. The thick end emerged from the edge slowly, and then it 

swung before her like a pendulum, swaying slowly from side-to-side while the pommel at 

its base worked its way through. Suddenly it was free and falling. It hit the kitchen floor 

loudly, and rolled toward Dorothy’s feet.  

Elizabeth heard the bat hit the floor but the sound was muffled and distant. There was a 

deep rumble, like thunder from far away or perhaps deep within, and the edge seemed to 
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react, trembling at first, and then cracking and breaking along a single jagged axis, as 

though it was a pane of glass being folded. Autumnal light broke through the edge, 

penetrating the darkness. The light from one side penetrated the darkness, and the 

darkness, like a thick smoke, flowed into the light.   

In that singular moment was everything that might have been, and everything that was. 

The light of the past and the shadow of the present lay atop one another, like lovers. Ed was 

there, alive and dead at the same time. Nap was there too, and Nap was both a drunk and a 

corpse. Aunt Sill was there, and soldiers and men in tuxedoes were there, and Dorothy as 

she was and as she might have been was there, and Elizabeth was married and happy, and 

widowed and tormented by grief, and it was loud. The noise that arose from the presence 

of everything—all that was or might have been, broke itself upon itself and the impact was 

like a wave that struck with crushing weight. It drove Elizabeth back—hurling her and the 

ghost away from one another. 

*** 

Elizabeth woke lying at the bottom of the stairs. The overhead light snapped on. Someone 

was coming down the stairs. She couldn’t move, not at first, but then she heard him.  

“Oh my God, Liz!” Ed said, rushing down the stairs. He crouched down and took her in his 

arms. “Are you alright? Liz? Liz! ” She opened her eyes, and her head hurt, but she smiled. 

He looked so worried—he was alive! She reached up to touch his face.  

“You’re okay?” she said. 

“What? Yeah, Liz, you fell down the stairs.” 

“I saw a ghost,” she said.  

*** 

Elizabeth found Ed’s bat two years later. 

Plastic sheets hung along the stairs and over the doorways, separating the kitchen from the 

rest of the house. The contractors had stripped the kitchen down to almost nothing—it was 

so much bigger than she’d become accustomed to. The coffeemaker sat on a TV tray, the 

fridge was in the wrong place, but at least they had left the sink hooked up. Ed hadn’t been 

able to cook since they started, it was frustrating, for both of them. They were both growing 

tired of pizza and sandwiches and the limited variations on take-out he picked up on his 

way home from work every night since the renovation had started. It had been weeks, and 

they both wanted their kitchen back—their home back. It wouldn’t be long—the 

contractors had promised. 
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She almost tripped over the loose floorboard—what the contractors had called the sub-

flooring. She set her empty coffee cup down, not even bothering to get more from the pot. 

She crouched and pulled up the board. All the boards were loose—they told her that’s why 

the floors creaked so much in the house, but this one wasn’t even attached. She pulled it up 

and set it aside. She’d heard all sorts of stories about things found under the floors and 

inside the walls of old houses. Sometimes, such things were valuable.  

In the gap beneath the floor, she found a dusty old book. She brushed off the cover. The 

words “My Journal” were etched into the dry leather—some little of the gold leaf remained. 

She carefully opened the book and read the inscription. The ink had faded but she could 

make out some of the fancy handwritten script.  

“Dot, don’t lose yourself.” 

The pages were mostly stuck together and it would take some time and a great deal of care 

to separate them. She set the book aside, intending to read every page but reluctant to tear 

the old pages. She looked into the gap to see what else she might find, and that’s when she 

found it. 

They’d argued about it. Ed demanded to know what she’d done with it. She’d tried to tell 

him that she hadn’t touched it—she’d believed it too.  

“Well it didn’t walk off on its own, LIZ!”  

She wished he wouldn’t yell, but she understood. She didn’t remember anything from that 

night but having a bad dream and seeing a ghost. That night she’d said she wanted to sell 

the house, move back to the city, but he wouldn’t. He said he knew how much she loved the 

place. He faced his fear and he stayed, for her. He brought a new bat—an aluminum bat, 

and they stayed.  

She reached into the gap and lifted the bat from where it had been resting for well over 

sixty years. It was Ed’s bat, she was sure of it. She brushed off the dust. For some reason the 

image of a truck having an accident—tipping over on a gravel road came to her. She felt a 

wave of nausea, and she dropped it. She was crying, and she didn’t know why. 

The End
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