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Max Stokols

Resurrection Ritual


It was the day after the accident that I read the article in the newspaper: “ACTRESS LAURA FRANK, DEAD AT 35.” But even after reading it in 5 inch font, spelled out in black and white, I couldn’t accept it. That day was seven years after the day we met at the G.S. Gold Theater; two years since the day we were married, and five months since the day we found out she was pregnant. There was a sentence in the obituary dedicated to the child that died with her.


Two days after she died, at the funeral, is when it finally sunk in. After she was buried and we were walking back to our cars, Laura’s brother walked up to me and put his hand on my shoulder. After a long pause, staring at my shoes, he said “I’m sorry” and walked away. I looked back at the fresh hill of dirt; it looked like the ground was trying to scream.

On the far left side in our queen-sized bed I curled like a dying candle, touching the spot on my chest where she draped her arm over my shoulder. I could still feel the weight of her arm on my arm, and the indentation of her fingers on my skin. It was then that I realized what I could do. If I could still feel her fingers, then the ground could still feel her feet, the chairs could still feel her back, the air could still feel her lungs. There was enough of her essence in the house we’d just finished moving into that she was still alive within it. She was still alive within me. What is a human after all but the reflections they cast onto others? I still had her reflection. I would rebuild her from her fingerprints.

ONE: SKIN


I had to make sure I didn’t forget her shape. When I touched the spot on the middle of our bed where she used to lie, I stopped my hand before it touched the sheets. I trained the air to remember her. I held her hands in mine. I brushed her hair. I ran my hand along her back. After a week of crafting and molding, I had beside me a model of her, formed from the living air around her. It hardened into her form. She was just an empty transparent shell now, but I had her back. Now that I had her body I had to fill it. 
TWO: IDIOSYNCRASIES

I had the air around her shaped, but the rest of the house could feel her absence. I had to counteract that. For this step, I tried to remember everything she did when she was at home. Of course, most of our time together was spent at the G.S. Gold, but I couldn’t afford to take her out of the house yet. Besides, the G.S. Gold was already starting to forget her. The actors we worked with every day were starting to pretend she never even existed. But that was fine. I would show them later.

Her smell was starting to dissipate. What was her smell? Stage makeup, scented shampoo and scented candles. That would be easy to replicate. I went into the bathroom and got her scented shampoo and squirted a bit of it on her pillow. I got her stage makeup that she was never without and put it on the mirror. That would be sufficient.


I played the songs she would hum on the stereo. I left the TV on the channels she watched. Every Sunday she would vacuum downstairs, so I did the same. Every Sunday night we’d dance and drink in the parlor. Even though I now danced alone, it still felt like she was with me. I was a terrible chef, but I tried to cook the foods she liked. Ravioli, lasagna, penne pasta; I ate them in solitude.

But even though I did it all alone, the house we’d just finished moving into was starting to feel a bit happier. It’s like it knew I was trying to bring her back, and succeeding. The house was moving in sync with her movements again.

THREE: SPEECH


Now that the house was used to her again, I began to fill her up with the memories I had of her. We reminisced on the day we met, our honeymoon, plays we put on together, the night I met her family. I told her about current events too, and imagined what she’d say in response. “The lighting for the set looks great, and your understudy almost has all her lines memorized!” Oh good, I hope it all goes well. I know the lighting looks beautiful if you did it . “Your brother called, he wanted to know how we were doing.” What did you tell him? I hope he’s not worried about you. “The audience was great, the house was standing-room only! And they gave a standing ovation at the end!” I’m glad it went well. I love a good audience. “I got in a fight with the director today, and I walked out. I’m looking for another job, but I’ll be home for the next couple days.” Oh good, we’ll have more time to spend together. 

The more I spoke with her, the less I had to work to make her respond. Her mouth was moving on its own now, and we had real conversations instead of just one-sided small-talk. Her skin was fleshing out too, instead of just a hollow shell her cheeks were full and eyes green. It was happening. She was coming back to life.
FOUR: MOVEMENT


I stood up and gave her my hand. She gripped it and, for the first time in half a year, got up off the bed. She was still so light I had to be careful not to crush her hand. I led her to the bathroom and showed her the mirror with the makeup on it that I replaced whenever it dried out. She touched the mirror lightly. “It’s been so long… since I’ve been on the stage,” she said quivering. “If I could put some on, it would be nice…”


“No, you’re too fragile still.” 

“Oh, you’re right.”


I looked at her reflection in the mirror. It’s all we are, reflections. “Wait, I have an idea. Look in the mirror,” I said. She looked up and I scraped away the old makeup, and put a new layer over her reflection in the mirror. She looked as beautiful as she did on the stage.


“Thank you…” she said as a tear ran off her nose. I held her shoulder.


After that, she got stronger and stronger as she moved around the house. She walked without me guiding her, spoke and laughed without me having to speak for her. We danced in the parlor and watched the sunset together on the balcony. Laura my wife had returned to me. I was happy again, and laughter filled the large house.

FIVE: LIFE


I still kept the obituary. According to the date, today was the third anniversary of her death. But I didn’t pay attention to the date anymore.


I ate pasta in the dining room and Laura sat on the other side. She wasn’t eating anything. She still wasn’t strong enough. She still could walk and dance and talk, she still hummed the same beautiful songs and liked the same scented candles, but what sat across the table was still a shell, just as she’d been three years ago. I cleared my throat and she looked up at me. I didn’t say anything.

“What is it?” she asked. 


“Oh, it’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.”


She stood up and walked over to me. The chair didn’t move when she stood up, and the floor didn’t creak when her feet pressed against the wooden boards. “What is it,” she repeated.


I cringed. “It’s been three years, today is the date. But you still aren’t complete yet.”


She bit her lip. 


“I love you, still as much as I ever did, but I’m tired of this. I want you to be able to leave the house again. I want to go back to the G.S. Gold. I want to go to restaurants with you again, to drink with you again, to hold you again. I want to try to have a child with you again. But how much longer is this going to take? I recreated you when they said you were gone forever, I want to know that it wasn’t a waste. When will you come back to me? When will you come back?”


Laura’s face was drawn in like it was a dam holding back a river. She walked behind me and draped her arms over my shoulders so her mouth was next to my ear. I could smell the salt water on her breath. “Baby,” she said after a long pause, staring at the empty plate on the table, “I’m so sorry. Never.”

I chuckled a little under my breath and cursed my stupidity. “Of course.” I turned around and put my hands on her shoulders, and for the first time in three years embraced her. My arms closed around the stale, yielding air.
