TWO FLASH FICTION PIECES AND ONE POEM
The Shop

Two boxes sat in the back of the candy shop. They were small, no larger than shoe boxes. A boy came and picked one up. He was tired and disheveled, and stains spotted his employee’s uniform. He stood in the back for a long time, with the box in his hands. The single dusty window showed the sunset, the sunset covered in old cobwebs. Then it was night. Still the boy stood, listening to the shouts coming from the apartment upstairs. He should be up there, finishing his homework late at night as he always did, and falling asleep with a blanket on the floor. Instead he stood still, staring at the small crack in the corner of the window. When the shouts died down he picked up the other box and walked out the front door.   

—Sarah Iverson

Keeping an Open Mind

There was a girl I knew once. She had golden blonde hair, almost down to her shoulders. When she walked in the wind it scattered all around in the air, waving at me each time I saw her. Her name was Isabel.

On my way to the coffee shop on the corner of 2nd Avenue, I heard her high heels pounding on the street. She always took the edge of the street, she said sidewalks were too pretty to walk on. I never understood how she thought.

Over two espressos to get our blood flowing, Isabel and I talked about splitting up. She told me she’d been reading a lot of new books recently. One of them was titled The War Against Women. I had never heard of this novel and had no clue what it was about. She explained to me that it was a feminist book and that she now hated me. She hated me because I was a man. I cried on the way home, the first time I’ve cried since my mother died five years ago.

It was May 4, 2001. I had just finished my night of perfect slumber when the phone rang. A woman named Jane told me that Isabel had been raped and killed the night before. She said she thought that I ought to know, and that she was sorry.

My skin and hair were still fragrant with the fresh, drunkening scent of blood.

When the police questioned me on my whereabouts on May 3, at approximately 12:30 am, I told them I was home in bed reading a fine novel. “You should really read it.” I said. “It really makes you think differently about women and their role in society.” 
 —Kristi McGinnity 
A Pinch of Salt is All it Takes

She sits alone in the girls' bathroom
The only place to get away from it all.
Hair stringy with sweat and vomit, she cries
The words scrawled on the stall laugh at her
Shouting insults and spitting black in her face
She stares off into space
It's not like it matters anymore...

Two girls come in, slamming the door behind them and lighting their 
cigarrettes with borrowed matches
They're talking.
They're talking about her.
Did you hear what she did today?
Why doesn't she just give it up and die?
She thinks, maybe she will...

She takes her time ripping off a piece of toilet paper
Careful, don't let them hear
Drying her eyes, trying to make everything seem normal, she says to 
herself, "Why don't I just give up and die?"......

The girls are gone now
She forces herself up and runs her fingers through her hair
In the mirror she is dead, white face and purple lips
She laughs at her reflection, at the puffy eyes and big red zits
At the smudges of mascara blotched on her face
Damn, she's ugly
That's what they've told her
That's what she tells herself

She sighs, it's almost time for class to start
She flings open the door, taking one last look in the mirror,and goes 
back to school,back to hell.
She won't be back again tomorrow. 

—Kristi McGinnity
