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Probably best they're not identifiable, she though
set behind the tower blocks, enveloping her in an orange haze
that made her eyes blurry. She took a sip from her bottle of La
Croix, enjoying the coolness it brought to her lips. Washing it over
her tongue, pushing it to every corner of her mouth before
swallowing, making the most of it.

She thumbed through the battered notebook on her knee and
opened it to the next available clean page, smoothing it down
gently, to not cause any more unnecessary damage to the spine.
There were five columns on the page, and in the one furthest to
the left she wrote the date.




August already, she thought with a start. It'd be fall soon, the
summer heat giving way to September calm. She hoped work
would reflect the change in the weather.

In the next column, she wrote "Daniel Klein,” who was now
residing in a cell, ready to be moved to the maximum security
prison just out of town. She took in a deep breath, closing her eyes
and enjoying the sun’s warmth, knowing Daniel Klein would get
just one hour of sunshine a day until he died.

At the next column she paused. She always did, giving herself a
moment to think about what had been lost, the hole that was
always, inevitably left behind, when someone was ripped from
this earth too soon. Slowly, and extra neatly, almost out of respect,
she wrote "Sarah Davis.”
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