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“Dedicated to my sister who finally
agreed to dlustrate this for me.”

- Gemma Park

“Dedicated to my sister who is actually
kind of okay at writing I guess.”

- Sam Park



The orange leather sofa in my bedroom doesn’t do much good
other than look tremendously out of place against the faded walls
where ages of wallpaper and paint had been stripped off
completely to make room for my little life. It sits in its ugliness like
an old, blind stray cat cowering in the corner of my room, likely
put there by the previous owner to cover up a stain in the carpet,
which was also no longer there.

One tired evening though, as I noticed with subjtle exasperation
the emptiness that flooded my confused apartm;ient, I found the
beaten thing oddly welcoming. I reluctantly let myself sink into its
rough, greasy fabric and leaned my throbbing head against the
chewed up wall. And through the plaster, I heard a little tunnel of
noise emerging from the other end and gently hummlng against my
left ear, as I 1nvoluntar11y listened to its wonders ’and hilariousness.

I was not familiar with any sort of excitelﬁ\ent growing up,
besides the rare chance of seeing stars through oppresswe urban
skies, so you must understand how thmgs so ‘miniscule and
inconspicuously pricked with insanity could cont'\a.ln so much
fascination to me.



There is a small hole with the same diameter as that of my
index ﬁnger, or perhaps the size of a bullet, punctured through the
wall of my bedroom. You couldn’t make out a thing if you looked
through it, but it carved a somewhat clear pathway for the sound
of clattering poker chips and bent, uneven conversations in the
next unit to reach mine every Friday evening.
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I wanted more than anything to be a part of their esoteric noise.
Sometimes I caught a glimpse of the couple that were my
neighbors, whether it be the woman’s casual eyes at the words on
their postage or a sliver of the man between closing elevator doors.
Even SO, there constantly remained a shroud of an unknown,
opaque feeling that hovered around their bodies, like a gray light
that left their faces imperceptible to me, until the fateful day the
shroud combusted into one burning firework of a dream.
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Their mail compartment was to the left of mine. One Friday
morning, when I finished digging my key into my mailbox, a
woman politely requested my pardon as she unlocked hers. I
promptly moved two paces to the right with letters in my hands.
Instantly, I knew she was the woman next door, the one who
laughed loudly when she was drunk and was terrible at dealing
cards, as I noticed the number 609 engraved on the compartment’s
metal lid, preceding my apartment number 610.
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As she slipped away towards the stairs, {an envel (Xisi;;%ed
from the pile in her hands and onto the floor tb/my feet, T pisk d it
up and caught up to her as she was a quarter \%Vay up the stai \t‘o
our level. When I presented the letter, she offe ad the kind of sw ét{

and nervous smile you make when you're tryin% \{wt to Jaugh. /'\{/

I sai@. o
She said]fier name was| Dorothy.
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I don't know what to do with myself half the tlm;j she

astray from what sh \wanted to say. She had the 1dlosyncrasy of
repeating herself a lo with more emphasis on every word if she

spoke too quleﬂy the ﬁ t time.
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She didn't mentlon poker once, strangely enough and spent
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most of the stairs goi_ri-g on /e}'l’)out vmtage magazines she coH\ected
from the ‘60s and ‘70s: Dozens of different issues rolled out offher
tongue, as she desperately talked through her favorite writers and
artists as if [ had to know all of these names in time before|we
parted ways.

“—And every Friday evening,” she went on, “Robert hosts a
poker game with me, himself, and some of his friends from the
office.”

When she uttered this, it gave me that same thrill I mentioned
previously. I felt as if I had just been broken out of my eternal
slumber for this very moment. She tightened her lips before
continuing.

“I would love to have you over tonight. Can you play?”

I couldn’t think of a reply. Her offer struck me with the
sharpest, most delightful pang that rang loudly in the hollow drum
in my chest. Those very words turned back and over in my mind
constantly like a piece of film as I tried to remember over and over
again that utter ecstasy occurring just in the previous second.

“I'll show you how. O, it'll be a grand night! And I'm sure he
won’t mind...” she said with a smile so restrained she seemed to
wince.

This statement marked the end of a conversation once fantasized as
she waved goodbye and disappeared into the oblivion of next door.



I paused before knocking their door, making sure all of myself
was intact for the spectacularness that awaited me. But before I
could finish my last breath—the breath that believed in angelic
neighbors, that believed my evening would be perfect—I heard a
disastrous conapse, followed by the sound of a hard strike along
with some shouting, coming from the inside of their apartment.
Everything in me shut down, while everything on the other end of
that door was splrallng with the desperatlgn\to get out and go.
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Then it all spilled out,>above it all belng th V{Iﬂd\eyes on mine.
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I only saw the horrox of a™man that used to be|

nelghbor and the sweet Yvoman on the ﬂoor in what appeared to be

their kitchen with a hot,'red mark on thenl\e& ofher shaklng chin.
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Everything was dark; they had no lamps or any windows, as
far as I could tell, besides the lame bug of a light fixture dangling
from the ceiling above the gentleman’s head. The way it swayed
and caused the shadows in his face to change made me feel dizzy.
But even so, it was plain to see that the inside of their home was a
horror, brimming with nothing but old beer cans and broken glass.

Through the moﬁnds of litter, I could barely see the yellow-

eyed man 51tt1ng 1e1sure1y on a sofa inside their living room,




I was frankly both sh({\cked and insulted by the nonsense of I hastily escaped the frozen field of his vision, slipping back
what I was seeing, and I could tell that in a way, Robert k{new. into my unit.

But tragically, what he did}l"\t know was that the clutter he just
made had caused a single, lonely, chip to gain precisebll the right
friction and balance against their ‘stained floors and roll straight

towards me, crashing into the rubbe}'\tﬁof my shoe and' falli[/rfg flat
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I pulled my eyes from his and kneeled over to pick up the blue, /,’/,,,.-——-ﬂ——f‘“‘
clay slab. I reached my arm out and poir\lted the chip between my There,\ I“cut-a piece of thick-maskifig_tapeas long as almost
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Take it. His pupils only quivered dangerously under>the Ehghtv. \ILY, Rew souvenir-decisively-over_the-hole as it all came crashing
Sometime within the next few seconds or years, a drop of sweat ‘fél‘l down arc;u"nd"ﬁl}’,.;s-itﬂaﬂ’carne-crighiﬁgfdown,on—the other end of
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from a wet, black quill of hair jutting out from\his scalp and landed
onto the chip's cool center.

It couldn’t be helped.



