


























Laney sat at her usual table with her notebock and the frown on her face that had been there
for the past week.

“Hey Sugar, here’s your Thursday,” Shirley set her plate on the table.
“Thanks Shirley,” She smiled back.

“You know | love you, but you gotta learn to cook sdmetime."

“I know. I'll do it tomorrow,” She teased.

“Uh huh, I'll see you tomorrow for Fish Fryday.” Shirley patted her shoulder and walked back
into the kitchen. She watched as the pencil scribbled back and forth, and then the eraser went where
her latest creation should have and she smiled wistfully at the young woman.

Laney walked out the front door of the small restaurant, around the corner, and entered the
side door. Shirley’s Temple was the kind of place you wouldn’t even notice unless you knew it was there,
and even more surprising was the apartment right above it that even the usual patrons never noticed. It
was very small, would never fit a family, but was perfect for a young woman living alone for the first
time. The girl walked through her baron kitchen, through the sparsely decorated living room, and into
the empty bedroom where she took her stash out from under her bed and rolled a joint. Crossing back
the way she came, she climbed out onto the roof of the Temple. She wasn’t sure where the screen from
the kitchen window had gone, but as long as she could sit on the roof and smoke, she wouldn’t bother
to look for it. She inhaled deeply and let her thoughts drift.

This time last year she would never have touched an illegal subs;tance, but so much had changed
when she met him. With his short brown hair, striking blue eyes, and thin boyish frame, he looked just
like her dad. When she stood close enough to shake his hand, he smelled like him too. The air of
cigarette smoke, stale beer, and the sweet sting of pot clung to him and with ane sniff she was sitting in
her father’s living room again. His absence tore at her more than she could bear and this man was the
perfect substitute for her grief stricken heart. It never mattered to her that he was almost ten years her
senior-in fact it may have added to the Freudian attraction. He helped her pack up her father’s empty
house and unpack her same belongings into his own small home. They were engaged within the year
and when he asked her to move across the country with him, she went.

A car alarm went off in the street below and startled her back inside. She had the munchies.
Laney wandered the kitchen opening her cabinets in vain. All that the small central rocom contained
were the original appliances and her three drinking cups. Shirley had offered her plenty of dishes when
she moved in, but what was the point? Her dad had been a chef and she couldn’t be bothered to share
his passion when she had the chance. Now she could barely stand to look at a stove. She walked into the
living room and sat down on the couch. Picking up her cell phone from the small side table, she knocked

















