

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 from her tears 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.

Mobsters

“What do I get if I’m good?” Jessica asked, flying behind Pamela like a kite.

“Nothing, you’re just going to be good by yourself.”

“But last time we went to grandma’s house you got me a toy!”

“You don’t need a toy to be good, do you?”

“Yes!”

Pamela sighed. They ran down the stairs, going so quickly that if Pamela weren’t holding onto her daughter’s hand, she would have fallen over. Without slowing down they sat on a free bench; the spare momentum was transferred to Pamela’s tapping foot. Still five minutes before the subway came. It was such a hassle getting around since Pamela wrecked the car. Her insurance wasn’t enough to pay for repairs, even though it wasn’t her fault. That idiot didn’t see her trying to pull out of a parking lot, and plowed into her backside. 

“Mommy, there’s gum on the chair.” Jessica was poking at it with her fingers.

“Don’t touch that! That was in someone’s mouth!”

“Oh. Mommy, I have to go to the bathroom.”

Pamela looked at her watch. “You need to hold it, we’ll miss the subway.”

“No, Mommy, you don’t understand! I’m gonna pee my dress and this is my favorite dress! I really really need to go!”

She looked at her watch again. “Fine, but you have to be quick!” She grabbed Jessica and they ran to the bathroom.

They came back as the subway was leaving the platform. Pamela held back a curse. “Drat it all!”

“Sorry, Mommy.”

“Don’t worry, it’s not your fault.” 

Jessica went to sit back down on their previous bench, but now there was someone else sitting on it. It was a man who looked like he had just stepped out of a 80s glam rock band: he was in his late twenties with white spiky hair and a leopard print jacket too small for him. His pants looked like women’s pants, and you could see his belly button sticking out from under his shirt. Pamela couldn’t see his eyes behind the sunglasses, but he looked like he was coiled and ready to attack the first person to look at him funny. Pamela moved to usher her daughter to a different bench, but she wasn’t there. She was already sitting right next to the man.

Pamela gulped and sat down too. If they were to get up and move, that might only piss him off more.

“You know you’re sitting on gum.” Jessica said.

The man stood up and looked underneath him. “Oh.”

“It was in someone’s mouth. Isn’t that gross?”

He pulled the piece of gum off the bench and popped it in his mouth. “Disgusting,” he said and sat back down, his back to Jessica.

“Eww! You’re gross!”

“Jessica, sweetie, don’t bug the man.”

“Oh, sorry.” She turned to the man. “Sorry.”

The next subway wasn’t coming for another twenty minutes. Pamela wondered if she’d have to sit next to the man for the entire time. He didn’t look like he was waiting for the subway though, he was scanning the crowds. He pulled out a long red popsicle and started sucking on it. At least it wasn’t a cigarette. 

Another man walked up to the bench, this one in a normal business suit and glasses with hearing aids in both ears.  “Are you Panther?” he asked. 

“Rockwell, right? It’s good to know you.” 

Panther? An odd name for an equally odd person.

“I want a popsicle, can I mommy?” Jessica was pulling on her dress. Pamela put her finger to her lips.

“Come on, don’t stand there. Have a seat.” Panther said to Rockwell. “You’re here to talk, right? Well I can’t talk when people are standing over me like that. Sit the fuck down.” Panther slid across the bench, squishing Pamela and her daughter together.

Were they gang members? What if one of them started shooting, and they were caught in the crossfire?

“So, you want to meet the boss.”

Oh god it was worse: they were mobsters. Jessica was squirming to get out from in-between them. Pamela hushed her again. “Just wait until they leave.”

The two men were talking about job interviews and school plays. It was probably code for drugs.

“Pleeeeeease, can I have a popsicle? I promise I’ll be good!” Jessica stopped squirming as an example. Pamela was too engrossed in the mobsters’ conversation. “You never let me have anything I want! I just want a popsicle! Mommy! You’re not listening!” She started crying now. 

Pamela knew it was too late; she couldn’t reinforce her behavior with rewards. But what about the two men? What if the crying got to them? “Jessica, please just shut up!” That just made her cry harder.

The men were talking about arrest records now. People were starting to look over at Jessica, with a mixture of pity and annoyance. Pamela wanted to melt away.

“I didn’t hear a word you just said. One second.” Panther turned around to stare directly at Jessica. Pamela froze, unable to move or even scream.

Pamela was unable to open her eyes for what happened next. The mobster pulled a switchblade out of his pocket. He grabbed Jessica and stabbed her, over and over again in the chest and face. When he was done he threw her daughter on the ground and stood up. Everyone in the station stared. “THIS IS WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU PISS ME OFF!” He screamed, holding Jessica’s hand over his head.

Pamela opened her eyes. There was no blood. Jessica was alive. She was eating the Panther’s popsicle stick. The gangster had the open switchblade in one hand, and the bitten part of the popsicle in the other hand. He popped it into his mouth. “You, learn to control your fucking daughter.” He turned back around. Pamela started crying openly.

“Fuck, lets get out of here. What a fucking ridiculous place for an interview.” Panther stood up and walked to the exit. The other man, Rockwell, was as bewildered as Pamela.

“Hey, er, I’m really sorry about that.” Rockwell jumped off the bench and followed the strange man.

There were still ten minutes until the subway came. Pamela buried her face in her hands and sobbed as Jessica finished her popsicle.

