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Il y a beaucoup du vent ce soir!
Quel temps fait-il?
Il fait 4 degrés — ah merde! Celsius, -15 degrés. Je suis en Canada!

I swear I never get out of the wind. Or the snow for that matter. The boardwalk is very 
desolate at one 'o clock in the morning, and the boards keep creaking underneath my feat — 
speaking to me. Probably in that French Canadien dialect I'm having a hard time understanding. I
can't comprehend what they're saying sometimes — elle va mourir. Montréal was easier; in 
Montréal the French was international, but here in Sept-Îles, oh mon dieu, I'm having a hell of a 
time with it. The habitants here just love it when I speak franglais with them, no sarcasm intend-
ed, they're quite amused by it. They're very friendly though. 

I just want to blend in with the crowd — I hate standing out as the anglophone. Not too 
many people here speak English; it's another difference from Montréal. I'm complaining too 
much. Why? I like it here in Sept-Îles. I am used to the cold anyway, and the wind isn't as bad as 
it is back home. 

Elle va mourir — the wind whispers in my ear, chiming in with the creaking boards on 
the boardwalk. The water looks nice tonight, well this morning I should say. It relaxes me when I
watch it dance with the wind — elle va mourir! Amazing how the sand looks like a mirror when 
the tide ebbs. It looks purer than the snow. I could just stare at it for awhile. I wonder if another 
storm is coming? The tide pushes out farther and farther, and the howling of the wind tells me —
elle va mourir — that a blizzard is coming. There's a chill in the air, it feels — calming, I feel 
calm, refreshed rather. I'll just keep. . . staring into the sand. Just a moment more. I think, maybe 
just a mom. . . 

Two 'o clock in the morning — I don't want to go back to ma chambre just yet. I want to 
keep sitting here, and stare into the water for a few more moments. J'aimerais un kayak pour ce 
soir; then I could paddle out to La Petite Basque — Josephine. I once knew a Basque girl. I 
think her parents lived on the French — well, maybe it was the Spanish border. It could've been. 
I really don't remember. But, I do remember how her long dark hair and her straight bangs would
frame her face. Just like a portrait would. A portrait I would hang in a museum, but not in the 
louvre. Too good for the louvre. She isn't overrated at all. 

I remember she had the habit of nibbling on her bottom lip when she was nervous. You 
could tell the days when she was really anxious. That dark red lipstick looked so adorable, hiding
her fears, and her wind-bitten cheeks would glow against her pale-white skin. She hated the 
wind. It never spoke to her — but she never listened either. 

I've never been out to the islands for some reason — the fog has settled around them and 
they look unwelcoming. Really fascinating from afar though — eerie? Perhaps. Solemn. Maybe —
the wind keeps whispering — elle va mourir.  

Three 'o clock in the morning. Who cares anymore? This tie feels like a noose — watch 
it! Danser dans l'eau. The current is swift; it's out of my reach. Bon voyage le cravate! Bon voy-
age! — that howl, listen! The wind is so fierce tonight, I think that it's blowing at about sixty 
miles an hour. Oh! Look at the warning ahead, no light trailers and . . . black ice warning. 
"Doesn't the heater in this thing work?" The windshield is fogging up again. The defroster is 
only blowing cold air. The engine is idling below one thousand RPMs. Our breath is as visible 
as a London fog — I can hardly see. Where is ten feet in front of us? What is ten feet in front of 



us? The headlights aren't even aimed right. They're shooting straight into the sky. A surrounding
darkness. Nothing but streaks of snowflakes — looks like space. Look! The stars are passing us 
by. . . 

"Yeah the heater works. It just takes about ten minutes to warm." Look at her eyes. I 
could get lost in them forever. The turquoise hue, a little more blue than green. It's the sea around
Ireland. We could swim in the sea and lie on the beach for eternity. Anywhere but here. . . 

"Ten minutes! What if we die?" The waves would crash on us, but they could never sepa-
rate you from me.

"That does seem like a possibility, doesn't it?" We're laughing and shivering uncontrol-
lably now. The CD player is skipping in the background, the car is too damn cold. 'Kind of Blue,'
although I'm rather enjoying myself at the moment. 

"What is it about Miles Davis that makes everything seem so — so surreal?" I could dis-
tinctly hear her teeth chattering when she talked. "I don't know what it is. All I know is, I love 
looking out this window. Watching the ravenous wind tear through existence — listening to 
these modal textures, your hand on my thigh, the warmth it brings, I feel safe with you by my 
side." Deep breaths she's taking. Her chest up and down, up and down, up and down. I'm trans-
fixed. "It's been ten minutes now, and my ass is still freezing!"

"No it hasn't. We just got on the road."
"Yes it has. We're on 'Freddie Freeloader' now."
"Oh, you're right."
"Of course I am. I'm always right!"
"No you're not!"
"Yeah? Well — " She is really shivering now. Her teeth are digging into her lips again. 
"Ok, we're stopping at this diner for some coffee and pie."
"What? Why?"
"Look at you Josie! You look like you're having convulsions, and your lip is split. Plus 

my car isn't heating up and I'm miserable too. I know a place. Let's go! You're shivering, here's 
my jacket. Take it! Your lips are trembling. Please don't cry, not now. Here's some gloves — no, 
I don't need them — your hands are freezing. C'mon! It's the best coffee in town. Ok just a mo-
ment then. Lay your head on my lap — I like to kiss you upside down — you're still shivering. 
Please don't cry." Please don't cry. I will hold her forever. Let the tears stop streaming down her
face. Her lips are trembling. The breeze flows between our legs. Her bottom lip, between my up-
per and lower jaw, slightly in my mouth — quivering — she loves it when I nibble, but not this 
time. Not this time. Poor girl! What's wrong? It isn't that cold outside. She has my jacket, and my
gloves on. Is she sick? It isn't just her lips. Her body is vibrating; her bones — a rattling 
skeleton. Let me embrace you. . . "Oh hey! It's Mark. Mark!" It's cold enough to split your knuck-
les on a glass window. The diner is warm. The eggs and bacon, so pungent, so thick in the air, 
almost tangible — they tingle my nose — my stomach growls, like a mountain lion who is fam-
ished and poor, its fur coat mangy — struggling, breathing, until it finds some rations and sur-
vives for the night. "What's up Mark? Cool if we sit with you?" "Yeah! Sure thing, where did — "
"She went to the bathroom — oh, there she is." Refreshed. A lot better now. "Can I have my 
jacket back?" "Can I still wear it? I'm still cold, and I forgot to shave my arms. I'm a little em-
barrassed — Hi Mark!" "Hey! How are you?" "Better now. It's freezing outside!" "It's forty-
eight degrees! You know it gets colder here, right? Plus, the wind isn't blowing for once in our 
lives!" "Well, we were on top of South Hill and it was kinda breezy up there." "Oh! Backseat, or 
doing it on the hood?" So sharp, so poignant. The way he said it made me uneasy. I know that's 



what he was going for. "A little of both." She owns up to it, why don't I? "Are you two here for 
some coffee?" "Yeah. I think I want some bacon and eggs too — maybe. . ." My wallet convinces
me that I don't want them. "Whatever you want. It's on me." "I can pay!" No I can't. . . "No you 
can't! And you know it!" "I hate you sometimes." "Shut up and swallow your pride!" "One day 
I'll pick up the check. Then you'll feel like the freeloader. You can't rub your money in my face 
forever." "Just shut your mouth and fill it with some food — Ma'am! Two more coffees and some
bacon and eggs for the both of them. You look hungry too." He's starring at her as if she needs 
analysis. "Thanks Mark. I'm going to use the bathroom again, real quick." "Can I have my jacket
back now?" "No, not yet!" She's quick. Can't help but stare at her when she's walking briskly. 
Her curves hypnotize me. She's been really pale lately. "Are you cold dude?" "No. I just hate this
shirt all by itself. It only looks good with that denim jacket she stole from me." "Shut up and stop 
being a bitch! Ha! — Oh! By the way, have you met that Josie girl yet? She told me she's from 
Canada. French Canada to be exact, but I couldn't tell. Her English sounded good to me." 
"Yeah, I've had a couple conversations with her. She works at the convenient store downtown, 
right?" "Yeah. Did you speak French with her?" "Oui. Un peu." "Shut up! Tell it to her." Here's 
the waitress refilling our coffee. Her apron covers most of her chest, but she's still busting out. Is
she doing it on purpose? She's pretty much thrusting her chest in my face. Sylvia. That's her 
name. Her name tag is practically in my mouth. Sylvia wants me to bury my face, I bet. A job like
this needs excitement. "Anyway, how's Mark and the new girlfriend I haven't met yet?" "Just 
peachy." The hot liquid bites. I like mine black, he loads his with cream and sugar, my lady in 
the restroom will too. "Why are you so sure about everything? I'm not. Never, actually. I'm so 
transparent. People read me like a book." Sylvia is clearing the table behind Mark. I'm surprised
she can bend over like that in those tight jeans. She knows hypnosis too. I'm going to drop my 
fork on the floor. "Sorry for my clumsiness, Sylvia" — I want hypnosis — "thank you very much 
Sylvia," for the sight. "Amazing what appearance can do, right? The world would never 
know. . ." The way he sips on his coffee makes him so nonchalant. The world goes by and he 
watches. "Let me read you this story I found online, it's from some sort of flash fiction journal, 
actually one of my friends back home wrote it — here, it's on my phone." "Sweet! I'm listening." 
He coughs and clears his throat, then takes a deep breath and reads. "The blizzard was coming 
in that day. Dark gray clouds hover above. Suspending themselves above the mountains that sur-
round the cityscape. The wind rips itself through town, and maneuvers its way around the deso-
late buildings. The trees are bare — sticks stuck in concrete. There are no more leaves to clothe 
them — they're naked, exposed — the wind drove them out of town a week ago. And now, the 
street is empty. Quitting time was an hour back, and everyone was home for the evening. A lone 
man walks down the sidewalk with his scarf wrapped around his face. The street is lonely, the 
man can hear his footsteps echo all around. The sound waves bounce off the surrounding build-
ings as if they took the form of a racquet ball. A distinct delay is heard in the distance — the 
sound of loneliness one would say. It's the vibrations' turn to play in the street. Even the hum 
from the traffic has quieted. The last of the birds are chirping, probably devising a plan to es-
cape town tonight. Around the corner the man stumbles upon a group of people huddling in the 
street. Between the gaps of the congregation the man sees a still hand lying on the pavement. 
The hand of a child, a little girl. 'Is there a doctor?' Several people shouted. The man came from 
behind and replied, 'I am a doctor.' The group opened up, the doctor knelt beside the little girl, 
and proceeded to his job. A few minutes passed by. 'Where are the parents?' The doctor in-
quired. A lovely couple emerged from the mass, the doctor, in a solemn tone, 'I'm sorry, but your
daughter is gone.' The couple shivered and cried, the group consoled, and the man went on his 



way. He then arrived to his home with his wife in tears. She was on the phone. The cancer in her 
brother was spreading. More so than the family thought it would. He consoled his wife as best as
he could, 'let me talk to him.' He went from the room to another, and shut the door. His wife 
starred through her teary eyes at a family portrait, focusing on her baby brother. Her husband 
came back and handed her the phone, 'you're mother needs to speak to you.' She sobbed, heavi-
ly, and her breath was gone. Goodbye baby brother. That night, while in bed, the wife sat there 
wiping the uncontrollable stream of tears from her eyes. Grieving, she tried letting the recent 
event sink in her mind. She starred at her husband through the glistening tears as he was wash-
ing up in the bathroom. To her, he was a blurry figure, but looked different, somehow. She wiped
her eyes with her handkerchief, blinked, and starred. There in the mirror she saw the face of 
Death. A face of misery, a face of sadness. A face longing for his own touch to end it all. His 
eyes caught his wife's in the reflection. He turned, and slammed the door shut. . ." The bacon is 
screaming on the griddle. I'll throw my pen on the floor. "Sylvia, I'm so sorry to bother. My pen 
rolled under that booth. Do you mind getting it for me?" 

She came back from the restroom after awhile, I remembered. I can't say I know what the
face of Death looks like, but I know misery, sadness, even pain. Her skeleton stopped shaking. 
Probably a result from the small blood stain in the crease of the elbow of my jacket. She didn't 
let it dry before putting my jacket back on. Eh! C'est la vie! I guess. Everyone has a vice. Every-
one has a facade. Everyone wears a mask. I found out later that. . . "Although his death was a 
tragedy we will not mourn his loss, but celebrate his life. . . There are many people in this chapel
that can attest to the unselfish attitude he possessed. His charismatic behavior graced us all. . . 
His friends are many. They played a big role in his life. They were a part of his family." The 
thunder is clapping above our heads. Flashes of lightning give spark to the dark chapel. "No! 
We don't want her here. Don't let her near the grave sight. . ." Mark's girlfriend fell in love with 
another guy. At least that's what she says. I don't know how much 'love' there was. She was real-
ly promiscuous in High School. I would think she still is. There's nothing to do in this town, so 
why not pursue a hobby? Now Mark's lying in the Riverview Cemetery with a bullet hole 
through his skull. Gone a year. I can still see his family crying — their swollen faces. My visits 
went from once a week to once every three months. Rest in peace my friend. I love you. "I hate 
you. Why did you leave?" I'll never forget the times we spent together. Precious moments. Those 
are the luxuries of life. I was lucky to be graced with your presence. "You're such a coward. . . 
Why did you let that bitch get to you? Mark's suicide wasn't her fault. I've come to grips. I don't 
excuse her actions, but it's unfair to blame her for his death. "These flowers are for you. I can't 
stop crying, I'm sure you'd have something to say to that. . . Thanks for letting me write the poem
on your headstone. You were the only one that liked them anyway." I don't know how healthy 
Mark and Laura's relationship was. I just wish she was honest. I wish we were all honest.

"Hello! Two cups of coffee and two slices of pie." 
"Ok, we have apple or pecan." She's nice, but there was a waitress here that made this 

place more enjoyable. I jokingly called her Sylvia Plath, out of adoration. She didn't get it. We 
used to mess around out back on her smoke breaks. She has a better job now. Good thing too 
since she was knocked up last spring. I'm glad I didn't go that far with her.

"What would you like, Josie?"
"Hmmmm. . . I think I want pecan."
"We'll have two pecans. Thank you. . . Brandy." The diner is crowded tonight. So many 

conversations inside. "Je veux partir."
"Où est-ce que tu veux aller?"



"Je ne sais pas. N'importe où."
"Nous pourrions aller à Marseilles, mais je veux voyager en bateau."
"Oui. Moi aussi. J'adore la mer!" Especially the sea around Ireland.
"D'accord! Allons-y maintenant!"
"Je t'aime!" She smiled, mais rien. She sipped on her coffee. The dark elegant liquid 

touched her lips. The steam, coy like smoke, rose between her eyes, caressing her forehead, 
stroking her eye lashes. The sea is covered by fog. Will a storm come tonight? Josie, are you 
happy? Let me get lost in the Irish sea. I don't care if I drown. The bacon is screaming again.

I swear the wind picked up even more since we were in the diner. It hurts my face. 
"Looks like my car is low on coolant. We'll stop at the convenient store and pick some up."

"Sounds good, but I'm staying in the car. I hate this wind!"
"Look at your face! Your cheeks are so rosy. You look like a Christmas figurine, so 

adorable."
"Shut up!" The door slammed. Why does she do that? I know it's not the best car in the 

world, but it's still my car. It's the only thing I can afford — fifteen bucks should do it — I swear
every time I need to gas up, put oil in, or fill the coolant the wind is raging. With the windchill, I 
bet it's negative ten out here. Josie would tell me what it is in Celsius. Who cares though? Cold is
cold.

Damn! I hate this place. Why did I agree to deliver the things she left behind. It's not my 
fault she lives in Rock Springs. It's not my fault she failed. I should've kept the pendant of the 
turtle doves I bought her. Artificial happiness; that was fifty bucks a day for two days that she 
was happy. White gold too, none of that sterling silver shit. I tried to help, really, but she 
wouldn't listen — how many horizons have we passed now? I think this is just the third since 
Green River — she still has my denim jacket! Damn, I forgot it!

"I'm glad the car finally warmed up."
"Me too."
"So, what's Cindy up to now?"
"I have no idea. I don't really care either." It's Monday morning and the sky is overcast. 

Lie in bed. It's Tuesday morning and the sky is overcast. I'll just lie in bed. She speaks; should I 
listen? Not right now. I don't want to. Dark gray; the bedroom is really dark. I should just go 
back to sleep. My eyelids are getting heavy. . . Isn't it interesting how I don't dispose of the spi-
ders after I kill them? There are eight of them hanging from the ceiling on nooses they created 
for themselves, up against the crown moulding, all four corners, all four walls. They're brown, 
fuzzy, and three inches long. Just dangling, spinning in both clockwise and counterclockwise 
motions, but only slightly. Look at their shadows! Magnificent projections; giants. Don't look! It 
will frighten you. Why are their legs so spiny? One of them is twitching. It's alluring! It's also 
calling. Here they come! Here come the comrades! Eight more of them coming from the shad-
ows, scaling the ceiling. They know I'm responsible for the massacre. I can see myself through 
their beady black eyes, their mouths, dripping for revenge. They'll kill the sociopathic organism 
who hung their friends and watched them spin like a clock! They're fast! Watch! They glide! I 
keep dodging their attacks, but it's too much. I trip over a pair of jeans on the floor. I'm strug-
gling! Struggling for my life! Why won't these jeans let go of my ankles? I'm bound! I'm bound to
the floor! They see my entanglement. They buy their time. Crawling slowly, crawling slowly, 
crawling slowly. They see the panic in my eyes, they're enjoying the situation, the turn of events. 
I'm getting anxious. Thirty-two legs on my face! Spiders in my eyes, spiders in my nose, and spi-
ders in my mouth. I feel it, that thing they call justification. Then — DARK! — She speaks; 



should I listen? "Could you grab my bra from the floor?" She must've been sweating a lot last 
night. She was trembling a lot too. "You know the funny thing? She doesn't realize a thing. Not a
thing! Nothing will change! I took her to parties, she never acted normal — well, she couldn't! 
She got so awkward when she was nervous, you could cut the tension with a knife. I did a lot for 
her, and she doesn't even realize it. Well, she can live her life without me in the picture."

"C'mon you still care about her. Don't you?"
"Can't say I do."
"You don't mean that." I stare down the freeway at the open air. A vast horizon stares 

back at me. The Southwest corner of Wyoming makes me want to die. The desert is so empty, 
probably only good for a mass burial ground. 'Dump your bodies here!' the wind screams in your
face. Rotating windmills in the distance. They look happy, somehow. Just spinning. I'm mesmer-
ized by them. Josie's lips keep pecking at my face, my heart races. Am I on an overdose of coffee
or affection? If Cindy died I wouldn't go to her funeral. "At least we have clear visibility now, 
and we're almost out of Wyoming! That's good right?"

"Yes, very."
"What are you thinking about?"
I want my denim jacket back! Why didn't I grab it? The left breast pocket with the top 

two corners torn, she used to tug at it. She bit my lip. The blood dripped. Dripped onto the even 
bigger blood stain on the right side of the abdomen. She stabbed me. Stabbed me! I found her sy-
ringe in the inside pocket of the jacket; I confronted her; she confronted me. I really want my 
jacket back. Just give it back!

"So, Josie, do you think the Canadiens are going to make the playoffs this year?"
"Ah merde! They'll probably slip into the eighth seed, but will they advance? I doubt it." 

Je t'aime, Josie. J'adore la musique tu m'apportes. J'adore ton visage et tes yeux — I would float
in the Irish sea forever with you. "I was two years old when they won their last cup. I couldn't 
appreciate that! — You know, since we're on the subject of Montréal I want you to know that I 
have a good chance of going over there for school in a couple of months. I'm so excited! I think 
I'll just room with my sister until I can find a place of my own. I love Montréal so much! Such a 
beautiful city, I wish my parents never moved — "

"From Montréal or the Basque Country?" I don't want her to leave. What will I do if she 
leaves? Nothing would ever fill that void. I want to be selfish. I never get to be selfish. Now's the
time to be selfish. But, what would that do? We're friends, just friends, just. . . friends. . . 

"Montréal! Aren't you listening to anything I'm saying?"

"I'm moving to Montréal. I'm sorry but this is goodbye for now. You knew I was serious 
about leaving. There is nothing here for me — for anyone for that matter, it's a wasteland. No 
opportunity. My roots are in Québec, and I want to go. I'm sick of speaking English all the time. 
Je ne peux pas le supporter. Il m'emmerde. I like speaking French. Before I leave for Salt Lake 
though, promise me one thing. Get out! Please! I want nothing but the best for you. This place is 
just too destructive for you, even your parents left. There's nothing here except pain. Leave!" 
"Josie I — " "What? C'mon! Tell me!" "Never mind, I forgot what I was going to say." "Well, I 
need to finish packing. Keep in mind what I said. You're my dearest friend, you know. You've 
brought nothing but joy into my life. I need to go now. Good night, dear. I'll call you when I 
land." How long can I stand here before I freeze? I never realized how empty this football field 
is. There's nothing here, anymore. Josie, Josephine — I love you — but, you never loved me 
back. To you, we were just friends. If I told you, it wouldn't've done any good. Goodbye, 



Josephine. Goodbye, my dearest friend. Do you remember our first kiss on Expedition Island? 
We were lying in the grass, staring at the stars, then at each other. Our faces were so close to-
gether without touching; your breath caressed my lips. I stared into your eyes. Yes! Lie for eter-
nity — anywhere but here. We connected, your torso against mine, our legs interlocked; there 
was warmth on such a cool night. The wind couldn't, the wind wouldn't, stop us from touching. 
The mountain lions in heat, their animal instincts couldn't be stopped. For once nature didn't 
win. Nature can't beat passion, or lust. The breeze gave us a sheet of snow for cover. There was 
something so pure in it all. I could've held you forever. We didn't even shiver. You loved it when 
I stroked your hair behind your ear. Then we waded in the river, just off shore, and held each 
other close. The moon reflected off the surface, and I could see your breath. The river was so 
cold but strong. I can feel it, my feet in the swift current. I love the numb feeling. The wind is 
picking up. I bet the blizzard will be here by the afternoon. I don't even see La Petite Basque 
anymore — she never called when she landed. Josephine, I hope you and Marc live a happy life 
together — I miss you, Mark. I hope you're happy too — I wish I were happy — I would have 
been happy with you, Josephine. I can't feel my feet anymore. The water is freezing.

The dock keeps creaking. I think it needs to be quiet now — elle va mourir! I wish the 
wind would stop yelling in my ear — elle va mourir! Shut up! Of course she is! You don't think I
know that! Elle va mourir! I know! Dammit! I know! Elle va mourir! Stop it! Please, stop telling
me. I know, I know, I know — elle va mourir. Please, I'm begging. Stop saying that! STOP!

Awake in my room. One missed call. One voice mail. I can't listen. Why should I? I have 
nothing to do with this! Why? Why would I? WHY!

"Adam. Just calling to let you know that
Cindy didn't make it. The doctor said that 
there was too much brain damage. . . 
*sobs*
"It's best she went.
*sobs* 
The funeral is going to be next Tuesday." 

I can't stand listening to this. This is too painful. I'm choking. She's choking. I can't swallow. 
Why can't the speaker in my phone take these bouncing frequencies? I got the best phone on the 
market, and it can't even keep a clean tone. Distorted piece of sh — "Cindy don't do this! 
CINDY! Fine! Do it. Inject whatever shit you want to. Why do you hate me so much? Cindy I 
want the best for you. I do love you. Why can't you runaway from it? From this. Please, at least 
for me, Cindy! You hate me, don't you? YOU HATE ME! Yes you do! Look at you! Fine. You 
win. You're right. It's your life. Who am I to tell you? Cindy, get the hell out of my life. NO! I 
don't want to see you again" — Please stop crying, please — Cindy, I did love you — Just stop 
crying!

"I just don't know why! 
Why would they do this to my baby girl?
Why would they do it? Why — WHY?
*sobs*
"I'm sorry. . . I'm so sorry!



Cindy was one of
your best friends. She loved you. . .
*sobs*
so much! We would love to see you.
It's been a long time. . .
Well, I'll let you go then,
Goodbye."

Cindy McCinn was raped by a group of meth addicts, then brutally beaten to death yes-
terday, April 25th, 2014 at 2:53 am. Her body was found in the desert, south of Green River, 
Wyoming near the Blacks Fork River. Several burns were found on her neck, and she was found 
lying in the fetal position — she was naked, exposed — clinched in her fist was a pendant of tur-
tle doves — her lips left a clear impression on them.

Cindy let's go. Let's get out of here, this place is a drag. C'mon! My apartment is lonely, I
would love the company — Cindy, kiss me! I can make you forget about the scars, forget the 
pains. "I love it when your fingers run through my hair. Look! You give me goosebumps when 
you graze my thigh — Hold me please! I'm scared! I CAN'T STOP SHAKING! The pain! Make it
stop, make it stop! No, don't leave. Don't leave me alone. I'm scared. I'm so scared! — " 

— Cindy! NO! What the hell! Grab the towels, now. DAMMIT NOW! Why? Look what 
you did. Look! I'm bleeding all over the kitchen floor — Cindy, call the paramedics, I'm not feel-
ing to — I'm dizzy. I'm dizzy Cindy. Cindy — 

I tried to help her. I tried. All I can do is cry. I won't be going to the funeral. Cold is cold.


