
      ASCII of a Wave


      

      
      
         The sun touched the water and flickered dreamily. Colette watched it go down with eyes wider than the sea.



She sat softly in the sand of a California beach, halfway between the ocean and the parking lot. The beach was pockmarked with footprints and crumbling sandcastles abandoned by their makers. The urge to swim had been satisfied, but it wasn't quite time to leave yet. Here was balance. Equilibrium. 



The moment fell through the sieve of her mind as a car horn sounded from nearby. She turned and saw a familiar woman hop over the stone wall separating the beach from the parking lot.



“Are you done yet?” the woman said, plodding across the tiny banks of sand left by the wind and the tourists. “I’m starving.”



Colette chuckled and turned back to the ocean. The sun was nearly halfway down now. “We can stop and get something on the way home if you want.”



“I dunno. I worked out today, and it’s getting late. I’ll probably just warm something up at home.”



“I’ll buy.”



“Well, if you insist.” Bea whipped around, slipped in the sand, shook it off with a delighted gasp, and raced back to the car. Colette watched her go with a smile on her face. Once she was sure Bea wouldn’t hurt herself vaulting over the sea wall, she looked one last time into the ocean. Twenty yards to the sea. Twenty yards to the wall. 



Colette sighed. When she sat here, she felt like she had it all. 



As Colette slipped into the passenger seat, Bea spoke up. “Tell me again why you like waterwatching.” 



“It sounds so weird when you say it like that,” Colette giggled. “You make it sound like a fetish.”



“It is, the way you do it.” Bea slammed her door shut, sealing out the sound of the ocean. In the vacuum her voice sounded strangely hollow. “But I love the sound of your voice, so just tell me.”



Colette rolled her eyes. “It looks like a dream,” she finally said. 



What Bea didn’t know was that, to Colette, it looked exactly like a dream. A very particular dream, in fact. Since she had first moved to the west coast ten years ago, Colette had dreamt of the ocean. It was the only dream she could remember with any amount of clarity.



In it, she sat in the sand watching the tide rise. After awhile the water would touch her toes, then move up her legs and chest, until finally her head went under and she was left breathless at the bottom of the sea, though in her dreams she never felt compelled to breathe. There at the bottom of everything, she would watch the sun descend towards the surface. Just as it touched the waves, the dream would flash to black and end. 



That dream played across her mind as she and Bea sped down the great wide highway towards their home in the suburbs. She could see the ocean peek through the valleys from time to time. The thought of the sun setting into the ocean and going out burned into her mind as the sky grew dark, but then Bea saw a sign for a burger place and got jumpy on the accelerator. For her own safety, the task of navigating the slew of exits and turnpikes took precedence. 



When they got home, greasy take-out bags in tow, Bea stole french fries from the bottom of the bag while Colette set the table. 



“Come on, they come wrapped in little plates.” Bea protested as she snuck another one of Colette’s fries. “We’re just waste water on washing them.”



“Yes,” Colette replied, slipping a plate under Bea’s meal, “but the grease will smudge the countertop, and if I don’t try and keep this house clean no one else will.” She lingered in Bea’s personal bubble for a moment, just to make sure she got the message.



“Don’t look at me. If you’re looking for culprits, look for that stupid bird that keeps running into the window. I don’t know what his deal is, but he did it again today. At least he’s not building a nest in the gutter anymore.”



“I can’t control the bird. I can’t control you either, for that matter,” Colette said with a chuckle. 



Bea slouched and tore into her burger. “At least I don’t poop all over the window.” 



That remark earned Bea a fry to the face. In response, she grabbed the two french fry boxes and spilled them together between them.



“Now you won’t know which ones are mine,” Bea said triumphantly. 



“Eat them all if you want.”



“No, don’t encourage me! I’ll lose my, my--what’d you call it?”



“Your lithe figure,” Colette said blithely. 



“Yeah, I’ll lose my lithe figure. Can’t have a trophy wife looking anything less.”



Colette’s frown softened. “Bea, you look wonderful.”



“Not for long, if you don’t help me with these fries.”



In no time at all, dinner was done. Bea offered to clean the dishes for once as Colette went to their lofted bedroom. Before she climbed into bed, Colette checked the weekly forecast to make sure it wouldn’t rain and opened the window. Though at the moment it was obscured by the thrum of cars and sirens from the city some miles away, she knew that when night came truly the sound of the ocean would float across the rolling hills between her and the coast and find her. It always found her.



Springs creaked behind her. She turned to find Bea already hogging the covers, not that they needed them. In the winter, blankets were a necessity. In the summer, it just felt nice to be beneath them with someone. 



“What’s my schedule look like?” Colette asked once she was in bed.



“Uh--hang on.” Bea wiggled to the nightstand, taking more of the covers with her. “You have that rich dude--Winnerstein? Weinerstein? Whatever, I can’t read your handwriting. He’s tomorrow at nine. Then four more clients, then lunch, then five more clients.”



“Want to get lunch?”



“Nope,” Bea grinned, “I’m gonna sleep til noon.”



Colette sunk further into the bed. “You’re hopeless.”



“The operative term would be unemployed.”



“You’re telling me there’s an entire city out there that doesn’t have a single bar to bartend?”



“Nope, they’re just not hiring me to bartend them.” Bea’s smile fell a little. “Don’t get down, Colette. Summer’s a good time of year for this. Things’ll pick up.”



“I know.” The light outside grew dimmer still. Soon the only source would be the scented candle on Bea’s nightstand. Colette relished the low light. This time of night, everything had a bluish tinge to it. “I’m not worried about money, I’m worried about your sanity.”



“Well, good. You can worry about sanity and I’ll worry about money.”



They kissed softly as twilight gave way to night.



“That’s my little bookkeeper,” Colette cooed.



The candle winked out. A sound flitted across Colette’s ears--perhaps the sea, perhaps the rushing of an impending dream. 



She fell asleep smiling.
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Colette didn’t dream for nearly a week. When the ocean dream came again, it took her by surprise. 



The day before, the bird Bea warned her about came back. They were in the middle of breakfast, talking about a one-night job Bea had found in the city bartending for a garden party in the evening, when something smacked into the nearby dining room window.



Bea swore and spilled her cereal. Colette just jumped. 



“I told you!” Bea said. “I told you it would be back!” 



They watched the bird fly in a lazy circle, then dive at the window again. It hit the glass headfirst and fell, unconscious, into the dirt outside. 



“Jesus,” Bea said. “Should we help it?”



“It’s probably crazy.”



“Huh. Maybe it spent too much time in the sun as an egg and it got fried.”



Colette glanced at the scrambled eggs on her plate and sighed. 



“Dumb bird. Look at the coloration,” Bea said, peering through the glass. “It’s brown with black spots. What kind of bird is that?”



“I’m a dentist, not an ornithologist.”



“Yeah, well you’re the best dentist in town. This bird is the worst ornithologist in history if he can’t even fly right.” Bea ignored Colette’s laughter and added, “Must be a loony bird--oh look, it’s getting up.”



The little bird shook its head, hopped around in a circle, and looked up at the two women eyeing it through the glass. 



Bea tapped her finger against the floor. “Hit the window again, you little--” The bird rose up, opened its beak, and slammed into the window again. Bea yelped and stepped back. “Quit it!”



Through the glass, the two heard the bird utter a single note reply before it turned and flew off. 



No one spoke for a moment. Colette stared through the windowpane. If the bird came again, it wouldn’t scare her this time. The sleek analogue clock in the formal room ticked softly. A dense flurry of car horns sounded somewhere far away. The stovetop went click as it cooled.



Bea let out a harsh chuckle. “I told you he’d come back.”



Colette finally looked away. “That was weird.”



“I think it can smell my cooking.” 



“You’re eating cereal.”



Bea just laughed. “He pooped all over the window too. And would you look at the time, gods above and gods below, I need to get supplies for my job tonight. Who on earth could possibly have the next hour free to take care of that?” She slugged the remaining milk with a flourish. “I just don’t know.”



“You’re not doing this to me.” Colette tried to block Bea’s way out the door, but she was just too fast. “You can’t do this to me!”



Bea threw a smile over her shoulder as she hopped into her car. “I’m already in the car. I don’t know what else I can do.”



Colette tried to shout something else, but Bea slammed the door shut and flew away on the bleached pavement connecting their little suburb with the rest of the world. She watched until the car was out of sight, then sighed. 



“I should divorce her,” she mumbled as she rummaged around for cleaning supplied. “That’ll teach her.”



The bird didn’t show up again that day. Colette went to work when she was finished cleaning up and heard nothing from the sea. Tell white plumes of smoke from distant factories crested over the coast like giant waves.



The ocean swelled and churned. No one seemed to notice. 



Was it... getting closer?



Colette woke up from the dream with a quiet gasp in an empty bed. Bea had stayed at a friend’s apartment in the city to sleep off the hard night of bartending. She always did get invested in her jobs. The window was closed. It had rained the night before. 



It was for the best, Colette thought. She felt a cold coming on. 
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The cold put a damper on her spirits, but it wouldn’t stop Bea from coming home that evening with half a crate of fancy wines and another set of crazy stories. This was their rhythm, as predictable as a tide. Colette on one side of the table, nursing hot tea and a meager portion of her own halfhearted cooking. Bea on the other side, leftover wine all but spilling from her cup, inhaling the lion’s share of the meal and exhaling some outrageous tale from the night before. 



“You wouldn’t believe the kind of parties these yard club fogies can pull off. I mean, god, they were dancing on the bartop! One old dude, he had to be fifty years old, he took his polo off when the band played this one song and whipped it around like a stripper!”



Colette murmured and drank more tea.



“And then his wife came over, and I thought it would be the death of him. I thought he was done. She had this look like she was going to drag him off by his ear. But at the last second she breaks into song and starts dancing with him. Then, get this, she pulls out her purse and starts sticking dollar bills into his pants!” She paused to gulp some wine. “The old guy loved it. I got to keep all the bills he left behind, too.”



“And the wine.”



Bea smiled. “Yeah, and the wine. The club paid for it and no one stopped me when I packed it up. May the sun forever shine on the hearts of the drunk! They were so generous.”



Muffled rattling came from the storage room down the hall. A question formed in Colette’s head--washing machine or boiler failure?--but the harsh thump of blood in her head drowned it out. She looked up to find Bea with a strange look on her face. 



“What?”



“Were you zoning out again?”



Colette shrugged. “This cold is killing me.”



“It’s fine. Don’t stress. I said, tell me about your day.”



“Oh. Well, I saw that rich client today for his follow-up. We did some surgery on him last week--”



“The rich whatshisname, yeah.”



“Right, that one. We did some serious corrections to his misaligned lower front teeth, and I think the surgery freaked him out.”



“How so?” 



“Well, his teeth poked out before. Now they’re straight like they’re supposed to be, and he’s telling us we fixed them wrong. I couldn’t think of a kind way to tell him they look better now.”



“What a jerk.”



“He threatened to sue while I was examining him.”



“Really?”



“I almost sneezed in his mouth as he said it, too.”



Bea scrunched up her face and let out a long, “Eww.”



A smile broke through Colette’s cold features. “You’d be surprised how often it happens. The gauze masks help.”



“Oh my god, stop.”



“I think I feel one coming on right now.”



“Oh my god, stop!” Bea threw her hands up and wailed. Colette ran to the counter and grabbed a tissue. This just made Bea laugh even harder. 



The bird picked an opportune moment to slam into the window again. Bea nearly fell out of her seat. 
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Colette slept with the window open until her cold cleared up. Every day she felt a little better, until one day she woke up and completely forgot she had ever been sick at all. That was how things went with her. Something came up and consumed her life until it went away, and like waking from an incomprehensible dream she would blink and forget it ever happened. Colds, bad work days, neighbors, exes--they all went away. 



Suburban life treated Colette badly. The endless rows of houses that looked eerily identical to hers made her head spin sometimes. When she drove past them on her way to work, she could look out her window and swear she wasn’t going anywhere at all. Spinning, yet stationary. Always moving but never moving anywhere. Like the ocean. 



She was at her desk in her home office that weekend, browsing through a website of exotic beachfront properties she could never afford, when a notification bell chimed from her phone. She could tell from the ring it was a social media alert. Without looking over at her phone, she pulled up her account on the desktop and took a look.



What she saw made her jam the power button on the computer tower. She stared at her reflection in the empty screen for a moment before standing up and walking outside. She did one complete lap of the house before stepping back inside and picking up her phone. 



The same name she had seen on her desktop was now on her phone. She looked around, wishing the bird would come and smash the window to pieces so she could do something.



The name on the notification was Butch. It was an ugly name, and the picture next to it was no better. He had aged horribly since the last time Colette had seen him, with a patchy black beard stringing together locks of greasy hair with a matted clump of chest fuzz. He was as lopsided as he was hairy as he was horrible as he was magnifying.



When they were both in college, Colette had somehow dated him. A few years after they broke up, somehow, Colette started buying drugs from him. Ten years ago, she had flushed her baggie of party drugs and study pills down the toilet and broke all contact with him. Tossed him to the sea and watched the memories of him float away.



Why did it feel like she was the one without any solid footing, then?



She blocked him without replying to his message, whatever it was. The very thought of him was enough to put the rest of her day out of focus. It was like trying to look through a glass full of water. When one part of the picture stood still, the rest shifted.



She moved around the house in waves, cleaning and straightening and trying not to look outside too much. It was all shifting so strangely. Then Bea got home from some errand or other, and everything else shifted.



They didn’t talk about their days as they ate dinner. Bea had enough sense to notice something was off, and after they were finished she cleaned up the dishes like a real trooper and put on a movie she knew Colette would like. 



They fell asleep in each others’ arms. When Colette woke up the next morning, she recalled rushing water moving closer over sand and creeping cold. The ladder was just an aftershock of the sickness coming back to ruin what was left of her weekend.
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The next week was lonely for Colette. Someone from the garden party had recommended Bea to the right person, and offers to bartend upscale parties in nicer parts of the city came flooding in. They barely had time to kiss and say goodbye around lunchtime, if that. Colette thought more about Butch, and she kept reassuring herself that she had done the right thing. The more she thought it, the less the words sounded like words. 



After three days of seeing Bea exclusively through video calls, Colette was all but ready to tackle her. Partly out of longing, but partly for validation. Winnerstein, Wintergreen, whatever his name was, kept sending her threatening letters. The computer felt booby trapped, the keys weighted with trip wires and pressure mines. The roads felt narrower, the cars wider. The horns louder. The news bleaker.



On the third day, she got a call from the local hospital while she was finishing up her lunch break at the office. An older nurse informed her that, no, everything was alright, it was just her wife, Bea--yes, she’s okay. Nothing to worry about. She was in a car accident this morning, and--well, about an hour ago, actually. That was when she came here. She’s doing very well, and I need to reiterate that there’s no cause for alarm. We just want to run a few tests, and since she’s in a medically-induced coma at the moment we need a spouse’s approval to--



Colette wasn’t sure whether to floor it straight to the hospital, damn the red lights and stop signs, or be extra careful and drive five under the speed limit. 



When she made it to the hospital, she met the nurse who had called her. She led Colette to a room in the first floor of the ICU with lots of windows and staff that looked more at home in an eastern religious commune than a den of western medicine. 



In a quiet room at the end of the hall was Bea, bandages on her head and legs, pain written on her face in the form of a subconscious grimace. One tube connected her arm to a saline drip.



“She looks dead,” Colette said coldly.



“Nothing of the sort,” the nurse replied. “We’ll run a few tests on her over the next hour to make sure she doesn’t have a concussion or any other internal injuries, then bring her out of the coma. She’s very lucky.”



The tests wound up taking three hours. With nothing else to do in the now empty room, Colette tried tuning into the hospital sounds and finding a rhythm, but it was all chaos all the time. Nothing popped out. She resorted to checking her phone every few minutes. When she ran out of apps to check, she thought back to Butch and his endless supply of uppers and downers.  



That third and final hour alone in Bea’s hospital room was the first time in ten years her brain relaxed at the thought of stimulants. She felt disgusted, but then the nurses wheeled Bea’s sleeping form back in, and the thought was lost.



“No concussions or internal bleeding,” a different nurse than before announced, “but a fractured left tibia and some serious bruising. She’ll be awake in fifteen minutes. We’ll bring you the complete paperwork as soon as we have it.”



The staff cleared the room. An hour went by, and still Bea slept. 



Slowly at first, then all at once, a wave of fatigue sapped the fear from Colette’s body. She put her head next to Bea’s leg and tried to think of something--anything to do to shake it. She had to power through. She had to be strong. But when she opened her eyes, all she saw was the bleach-colored bedsheets blurring into the bleach-colored walls. Somewhere beyond the hospital room, past the rolling gurneys and buzzing machines, the ocean beat on against the sand. 



Colors danced behind her eyes. Always moving but never moving anywhere.



Colette closed her eyes, and it all went away.
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Colette opened her eyes to find herself on the beach again. It was evening, like it always was in her dream. The sun was going down. The water seemed even closer still. As she waited for the ocean to finish its inevitable course, she laid back and ran her fingers through the sand.



Fifteen minutes passed. That was the first sign of trouble. Then her cell phone rang.



A string of curses burst from the receiver. Colette was glad she hadn’t put it to her ear. 



“You dumb bitch,” she heard Bea say, “I should divorce you right now. I mean it. You little asshole. The nurses said you left. I just wanted to do something nice for you and you left me in the goddamn hospital by myself!”



As Bea continued to curse and scream, Colette looked to the western horizon. The sun touched the water and slid down slowly into the waves, flashing and flickering as it went. 



When night finally fell, she put the phone to her ear and heard herself say, “It was too much to handle all at once. I’m sorry dear. I’m on my way back,” but her mind was elsewhere.



She found her car sitting idle in the parking lot. The keys were in her pocket. It was all so much like a dream. And yet...



Fear and shame shot through her like steam through pipes. This wasn’t a dream.
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From then on, Colette couldn’t trust herself. The thought that she had drove to the beach and sat there for hours and couldn’t remember any of it cast a cloud of uncertainty over her. What else had she forgotten? What else was lost? When the fundamental trust anyone who interacts with the world has is shattered, all bets are off.



Bea’s situation complicated things. Insurance didn’t want to cover all the medical costs due to outstanding circumstances. When Colette pried for answers, she found that when the paramedics had pried Bea from the wreckage of her car, they thought she had already bled out and died. It turned out the red sticky stuff on her face was not blood but ketchup. The half-eaten bag of fast food on the passenger’s seat was just as damning. The firm claimed Bea was eating at the wheel when she lost control and rolled her car down the California highway. 



“The rest of it was supposed to be for you,” Bea admitted. “Some asshole cut me off and I swerved too hard. I just lost control.”



Colette wanted to be mad, but losing control seemed to be something they both struggled with. 



“It’s alright. You just have to focus on getting better, and we have to focus on getting things back on track.”



“Are you okay?” Bea asked. “I’m so sorry for doing this to you?”



Colette wanted to laugh, but she couldn’t muster up the energy for it. “It was an accident, right? It just happened.”



“I think you should get some sleep.”



“No.” The harshness in her own voice startled her. “I’m gonna call the insurance company again. Then I’ll go to sleep.”





“You better promise, or I’m gonna knock you out. Then you’ll have to sleep.”



“I promise.”



“Okay.”



Colette didn’t sleep for another twelve hours. When she finally did pass out next to Bea’s bedside in the wee small hours of the morning, insurance papers and case reports from work spread across her lap, she was transported again to the ocean.



The water was a little closer. Faint scents of antiseptic and sandalwood floated around her.
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They let Bea out of the hospital a few days later. Colette spent some of her built-up vacation days and nursed Bea around until she was able to get around on crutches. The house felt dusty and unused, but they were home again. 



Bea slept on the couch, her casted leg elevated with plush pillows. Colette didn’t sleep for nearly 50 hours. The thought of having another waking dream tore at the rational part of her brain screaming for sleep. She napped here and there. Five minutes. Ten. Fifteen. Jolt awake. Think about coffee. Think about drugs. Think about Butch and his awful drugs. Perhaps they could make her function again.



The hospital bill arrived on the same day as an official summons to court from one Mr. Harold Weinerstein, seeking malpractice reparations. 



Colette sobbed over the papers in the living room as Bea looked on helplessly. “What’s his name? Weenerstain?”



“Whiner-stein. W-E-I-N-E-R, stein.”



“Weinerstein. What a prick.”



it didn’t matter what he was, Colette thought. With the amount of money he had, it wouldn’t matter how dazzled the judge would be by the miracle work she had done on his busted face. Money moved the court dates. The settlement would be oil on the floodwaters, waiting to ignite. They had just been handed a court summons of burning rags.



“Babe?”



Colette looked at Bea, who in turn looked at her.



“What is it?”



“You look like you’re about to die.”



“Don’t say that kind of thing,” Colette said, and collapsed over the coffee table. 



The last thing she saw were papers flying across the room and Bea lunging for her only to trip over her crutches. The sound of her wife screaming in pain was drowned out by an omnipotent white noise, the sound of water rushing over itself in a tubular wave, stretching into forever. 



Colette woke up on a beach at evening, ever closer to the waves, and immediately went for her cell phone. Sure enough, her dream had merged with real life. This time it wasn’t just an evening. It had been three days.
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In the right frame of mind, legal work can actually be somewhat calming. Colette was not calm as she poured through her practice’s insurance policy covering malpractice. She was not calm as she read the large list of exceptions where the company would not rover malpractice lawsuits. She was not calm as she gulped down another energy drink. 



The last one actually made her feel pretty good.



What did calm her down was the presence of Bea, and the delightful way she articulated exactly how miserable the cast and crutches made her. But those moments of serendipity consistently gave way to uncertainty. After her last dream episode, Colette had made Bea promise to not let her leave the house alone. 



Was it insanity? This was the stuff of cartoons and sitcoms. Not the stuff of dentists living posh middle-class lives in California. There was hardly any time left to worry about her own mental state in between worrying about the practice getting sued and worrying about the hospital bills, but somehow she found time. Time enough to damn those insurance companies, too.



One evening, Bea had tried to make a convincing dinner for two, and wound up ordering pizza instead. As they ate, Colette said flatly, “I kinda miss drugs.”



Bea put down her slice. “What?”



“It seems like the last thing I should want right now, but in some way it makes sense to be doing drugs right now.”



“That’s stupid. You said you almost died the last time you used.”



“Yeah, I did.”



Bea tore into her pizza with merciless abandon. “So there you go. It’s stupid and you shouldn’t think about it.”



Colette closed her eyes. “You’re right.”



“Hey. Over here.”



Colette looked up.



“Don’t say that again.”



“Bea, I’m scared. What did I do when I was asleep? I was gone for three days. What did I do? What did I do?” 



That was all on the tip of Colette’s tongue, but she held it back. 



“Instead, she asked, did you hear from the bank about the insurance claims?”



“I’m working on it. They’re stubborn old shits, but we’ll get them. If nothing else, we can get a loan and pay off all the debts over time. We have options.”



They fell into silence for another few minutes.



“Colette?” Bea said.



“Yes?”



“I think you should give me your cell phone.”



“What do you mean?”



The words seemed to come out slower than they had before, and lower in pitch. “You’ve been talking to your old drug dealer, haven’t you.”



The mention of Butch made Colette clam up. Cold wind from nowhere made her hair stand up. “I haven’t.”



“That’s why you had those episodes. You were back on drugs.”



“That’s insane.”



“Admit it.”



“No. You’re wrong.”



“Admit it!”



Bea’s past thought came back to Nancy. She had plenty of options here, but all the doors seemed closed. More than closed--open in every direction forever. Doors everywhere. 360 degrees of openings and opportunities paralyzing Colette. She hated options. She wanted to be a dentist. She wanted something simple. 



But this was no longer simple. The bills were piling up. Two more months and they would take the car and the house and everything not carried on their backs, and everything off their backs too for good measure. 



And the dreams! Every time she dreamt she was by the ocean. Half the time the dreams were real, and she’d wake up quietly in the evening to find ehr phone ringing and Bea leaving sobbing messages over the machine begging her to come home, sick with worry and doubt and fear, asking all the time if this was somehow her fault. That was three days after that recent disappearance. What would happen after a week? Or two? Or three?



“Well?”



Everything was coming apart. 
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The worst day of Colette’s life come on the day one month after Bea’s accident, a few weeks before the official changing of the seasons and a few weeks before the schools started. Everyone was progressing. Bea was out of her cast. She and Colette talked less and less. One thought the other was using again. The other thought you’d have to be crazy to think that this was the result of just drugs, that there was something else far deeper going on. The malpractice case was driving them straight into the ground. The hospital wanted all its money yesterday and wouldn’t accept IOU’s. The windows at the Colette and Bea household her open once again. Life was putting weight on their broken bones.



Then Colette had a two-week fugue.



She awoke on a beach at evening, the soft colors turning a deep twilight purple on the horizon. The water was deep blue and crystal clear. She was so close now she could feel little rivulets of water leap onto her feet. In between the bands of orange sunlight skipping across the surface, she saw the flowing shapes of underwater plants. 



Wait! Be patient! She wanted the sea to overwhelm her. The water rising up past her eyes, the sunlight bending and swaying, the air a distant memory, the life spent clinging to the sandy coast forgotten entirely. Now was the complete absence of time. Tomorrow was forever. Yesterday was ageless like the sea. Forever moving. Forever stationary. Forever.



Dreams usually didn’t contain phones, 



There were over a dozen voicemails on it, each one from Bea, each one more desperate than the last. Somewhere around voicemail five, Bea had gotten it in her head that Colette had left her. The messages were angry, then hateful, then downright spiteful. Around message nine Bea had evened out and mostly just sobbed. She begged Colette to reconsider a choice she hadn’t even made, telling her that she would change whatever she wanted as long as she stayed.



The sun slipped away. Colette gave Bea a call.



“Is it really you?” Bea asked.



“Yes.”



Bea swore loudly. “You dumb bitch. I should divorce you on the goddamn spot. What gives you the right to just leave, huh? What kind of divine bullshit makes you think you can just leave me?”



“Bea?”



“You think you can just leave with all this going on? Do you know who’s coming to the house every day? Tax collectors. One from the court and one from the bank and more from I don’t know where.”



“Bea?”



“There are tax collectors here every other day, Colette. They don’t stop until you promise them more money. The insurance is falling through everywhere. The Weenerstain guy is siphoning all our cash away with that stupid case. We can’t do anything. We can’t--” Bea shrieked.



“What’s wrong?”



“It’s the fucking bird again! Look, they said they were gonna take the cars. We’re three weeks away from losing the house.”



“What?”



“Did you hear me? They’re gonna take our house, Colette!”



“Bea.”



“What?!”



“I want to go swimming, Bea.”



Dead silence on the line.



“I’m gonna get a divorce.”



It seemed impossible that their bastion by the coast could ever fall into someone else’s hands. Colette hung up and dreamed for another week of deep blue water and faint sunlight.



)`'-.,_)`'-.,_)`'-.,_)`'-.,_)`'-.,_



She couldn’t tell what time it was, or if any of this was real. If seemed real enough. She wondered how the ocean felt. In her mind she was already passing the shallows, slipping the grip of countless stalks of seaweed, plunging deeper and deeper into the deep. She opened her eyes, but there was no sting. Tall beams of light folded and creased as they hit the surface far above her. She watched the sun move closer and closer to the waves, tilting the light that pierced the water, until it touched the sea. Darkness rose from below like sleep. The colors faded, first blue and then green.



Then black.
      

      
   