
The streetlights shone upon a man, a small flurry of snow nipping at 
his face. However, this was not a calm moment for him. Tears ran down his 
cheeks as he stared at the sky, wondering why this was happening. 

His wife had gone missing in the middle of the night and he had been 
searching for hours. He was ready to give up as he watched the sun peer 
up from beyond the distant trees. His face and hands were numb and he 
was out of breath. He was sure he would get sick, but right now that was 
the least of his worries. 

Someone approached him, asking him what was wrong, but the man 
couldn’t tell her what was on his mind. He stumbled on his words and he 
felt as though he recognized her from somewhere. She walked him to the 
police station and they helped him get warm and had him finally able to tell 
them the story. 

His wife had left their room at around 11:37 P.M. that night to use the 
restroom. There was a clatter and the man had gotten up to see if she was 
okay. He searched around their small apartment and was unable to find her 
anywhere. The lock on their front door was broken and so he left the house 
to look for her, only to be taken to the police station at 6:54 A.M. 

The police started a case and one of the officers took him home. 
Weeks passed, and the weeks turned into a month and a half. He stared off 
of their balcony to the small yard their apartment complex shared. The 
grass was rather dead due to the cold, but there was a spot near the fence 
that seemed to be thriving. He stared emotionlessly at it, unable to think of 
anything but the time they had spent together. 

Maybe the cold air was getting to him. He went into the warmth of 
their apartment, but it didn’t feel any different to him. He grabbed a blanket 
and sat on the floor. He’s shed enough tears and he told himself he didn’t 
want to shed anymore, that he wanted to save his tears for when she was 
found.  

He had received gifts from people he never knew he knew. Maybe 
they knew his wife. He didn’t want their sympathy. It wouldn’t bring his wife 
home, so why were they showering him in it? They acted as though they 
knew what he felt and what it was like. He stared at the flowers on their 



dresser. There was vase after vase of flowers people had sent, trying to get 
him to feel better or to perk up. 

Tears begin to well up in his eyes from just looking at the flowers. 
They were beautiful purple flowers, his wife’s favorite color. He stood up 
and grabbed the vase in front of him and hurried out to the balcony. He 
screamed as he threw them, watching the vase shatter and the flowers 
scatter about as it hit the soil. 

He fell to his knees, gripping tightly to the cold metal railing, as he 
began to cry. Several other people heard the commotion and stepped out 
onto their balconies. His neighbor two rooms down stepped out onto the 
balcony, only for a moment, before hurrying back inside. She Rushed to his 
front door and knocked on it calmly, but loud enough he could hear it. She 
shouted his name, but the man didn’t move from his spot on the balcony. 

His hands fell from the railing to his lap, to which he then brought 
them to his face. He started using the sleeves of the sweater he wore to try 
and wipe away the still flowing tears. It was only then that he heard the 
knocking and shouting of his neighbor, but he didn't acknowledge it. 
Instead, he stood up enough to practically drag his body inside and lay on 
the floor with the blanket he had previously abandoned. 

The neighbor gave up after a while, realizing that he wasn’t going to 
answer the door. She went back to her own apartment, but by that time the 
man had already fallen asleep. 

A week later, the man had emptied all of the flowers out of his house, 
and any previously living plants, spending almost a day washing the glass 
vases and filled a whole garbage bag with flowers, soil, and dead plants. 
The counter and sink were littered with vases and traces of soil from the 
plants they had previously owned. 

Then it hit. Almost in an instant, the wind picked up and it started to 
pour down rain, the pitter-patter at the beginning soon turned to pounding 
as it beat against the old building. The man spent that time in his bed, 
curled up with his sheets. Every lightning strike and clap of thunder terrified 
him to the core. He shook gently as he held onto a pillow, holding the 
blanket as tight around himself as he could. 



Then, as if something had come over him, he calmed. What was the 
point of being scared? Maybe this, in this moment, was his chance. He 
crawled out of his bed, his expression flat and his eyes dull as he went to 
the balcony door. He opened the curtains and stared out of the raindrop 
splattered glass that made up most of the door. He watched the rain pick 
up leaves and dirt, spreading it all over the road and surrounding area 
before washing it off with more rain.  

He opened the door, the wind taking its chance to rush in, bringing 
rain with it. He flinched as the cold rain hit his face, but that didn’t stop him. 
He took a step out onto the balcony, his hair and clothes already starting to 
get soaked. He left the door open as he walked to the balcony, staring out 
into the yard and as far past it as the rain would allow.  

He stared, letting the wind and rain slam into his frail body, until 
something caught his eye. There was something down in the yard right 
where the grass had been the greenest. He stared, just trying to figure out 
what it was. Was it an animal? No, it didn’t look like any type of animal he 
had seen before. They looked like bones. The bones of a person, a human 
being, that was brought to the surface by the wind and rain.  

He felt a rush of panic as he hurried inside and called the police 
station, explaining what he saw. They hurried to the apartments and, 
despite the harsh weather conditions, dug the body from the ground and 
rushed it away. It was a woman who had been long dead. A woman who 
wouldn't be able to be distinguished just by the rotting flesh. It was the 
man’s wife. She had been right under his feet the whole time. 


