
 

 

      

 

what you’re missing  
 

So it’s Saturday morning and I’m working on my flower bed when I have to go 

into the shed out back to get some fertilizer and a hand trowel. I open the door to find the 

trowel lying on the ground. I bend down to retrieve it and as I’m crouching down, I 

notice some big ants crawling on the floor in that random manner in which ants seem to 

find themselves wandering around. But these ants are kind of different - big and thick, as 

if from the jungle or something. So as I crouch, one of the ants suddenly stops and looks 

up at me. Then it stands up on its hind legs and flips its head back, as if its head is a hood 

or helmet or something. And who should be under that helmet? Why wouldn’t you know 

it’s a person! A little person wearing a tiny ant suit! I lean in closer to check the little 

person out, thinking it must be a tiny remote control toy or something. And who would it 

be wearing that wonderful little ant costume? Why wouldn’t you know, but it’s my ex-

girlfriend, Larane! 

I tell you, this is quite a surprise, but then she was always up to something. She’d 

really come up with some clever stuff alright. Anyway there she is, tiny and on the floor 

of the shed out back, dressed in a little ant outfit. So she nods up to me as my big fat mug 

is gazing down in wonder at her. Neither of us says anything for a moment. I mean, I am 

just frozen, marveling at this unusual situation. I‘m so surprised to see her here at all, 

much less this way, that I only stammer a few short breaths and that‘s about it. Until 

finally I just go, “Hey, Larane, whatcha doin’ down there?” and that sort of breaks the 

ice. That seems to do it.  

“Oh, hey Chuck,” she flips the head back, and it drops behind her and just hangs 

there like a hood, as if on a hinge. I guess it’s not really a helmet, it’s more like a cockpit 

windscreen, like in those old airplanes. Then she pulls her arms from the sleeves and the 

front of her costume sort of folds down. She begins to straighten her hair. I guess she 

wants to look nice, me being her ex-boyfriend and all.  

“Larane, how’d ya get so small like that?” I peer down. 

“Oh, yeah, that,” she smiles and looks around at herself, “Would ya look at that. 

It’s the darndest thing. Really. I mean, just look at me here.” 

“It’s me isn’t it? . . . It’s all my fault,” I drop to my knees, “Right? It’s me? 

Right?” 

“Yes, it is, Chuck. I mean, just look at what you’ve reduced me to here,” she 

holds her arms out and chuckles jokingly. “Naw, Chuck, don‘t worry about it. This is all 



 

 

my doing. Totally my decision. This is my new thing. How you like it?” she twists from 

side to side, “Check me out. I‘m teeny.” 

“It’s me, isn’t it? Oh what am I saying, of course it is. I’m a loser. A horror. A 

walking horror. An emotional horror show. All I do is upset people. It’s all my fault,” my 

head drops into my hands and my shoulders quiver. “I’m nothing but a clumsy bumpkin 

at life, constantly clanging into other people’s feelings, befouling one and all, polluting, 

befouling. . . It’s me. It’s all me. . . Oh, I’m no good. No good at life. I shouldn’t have 

never been born. Never ever. I mean, just look at me. I shouldn’t have been mean to you. 

Maybe you could’ve helped me get a good job. Or helped me meet a great girl. I 

should’ve been more practical. I should’ve been nicer to you. You deserve better than to 

be treated that way. And now here you’ve come back to haunt me, to show me what a 

great new life you have. Haven’t you? You’ve come back to haunt me, right? You’re 

doing this to harm me emotionally? Aren’t you? To get back at me?” 

“Not everything’s about you, Chuck. I got this way because they came to me and 

asked me to join them and I said yes. They’re showing me a better way and now here I 

am, working for that better way. . . Chucky, why are you looking away from me?”   

“It’s hard to look at you. It hurts too much.” I exhale in confusion. 

“You can only get hurt by the things you love.” 

“I’m sorry. I made a mistake. I should’ve never let you go.” 

“The fact that you make a mistake makes you normal. You’re not a loser. You’re 

perfectly normal. Tragically, horrifyingly normal. That’s the litmus test for normality 

right there - making mistakes.” 

“Do you feel that you need to repay some sort of moral debt or something? Huh? 

Is that what this is all about? More charity work? Another one of your ‘projects?’ ” 

“I s’pose we all have our own moral debts to repay, but no, that isn’t part of it, or 

at least not for me. And man, do you look like hell, Chuck. I mean, really. Have you been 

sleeping in the trunk of your car or something lately, ‘cause, dang, man, you look like 

you haven’t slept in weeks. . .” 

“Yeah, I been feeling a little run down lately, a little out-of-balance, a little out-

of-sorts, now that you mention it.” 

“Looks like you’re wearing a rented smile. I mean, where did you find that thing, 

along the side of the road or something?”  

“O.K., that’s enough. You always gotta lay into me, don’t you?” 

“. . . and a borrowed expression. Did some down-on-his-luck bum lend you his 

face for awhile, ‘cause yours just wasn’t cutting it there? Huh? Did he feel sorry for you? 

Did he feel that you might need his face more than he did? Huh? Did he pity you? ‘Cause 



 

 

that‘s what it looks like from down here.” 

This was rather odd, to see her so carefree and happy like this. To see her so 

limber, joking around, so loose, as if a great weight has been removed from her 

shoulders. Before, when I knew her, she was always on the dour and morose side of 

things. For example, at Halloween when the kids would ring the bell, she would answer 

by saying, “Trick or treat,” and ask them for candy. That side of her never really bothered 

me much as I enjoy the sweets from time to time. But her picnicking in the cemetery on 

moonlit nights really creeped me out. 

“It’s because nothing I do ever works out. Right? That’s it, isn’t it?” I gaze down 

at the hard, dirt floor in realization. “That’s why. I mean, it’s not like I do things half 

way. It’s just nothing ever works out. I’m no good. I’m just no good. That’s all. I’m no 

good at life. No good at all. It’s as simple as that. Please help me,” I quiver and sob.  

“No. No dear. It’s nothing to do with you - my reduction, that is. . . And you have 

to complete your thought. You say, ‘Nothing you do ever works out.’ But really, what 

happens is that nothing you do ever ends up working out exactly the way you envision it 

in your head in the first place. And who amongst us can not say the same? You see, ideas 

change once those thoughts leave our bodies. You have a thought or idea in your mind, a 

perfect vision of things that gets changed once it enters an imperfect world. You just have 

to get used to that and recalibrate your expectations for the inevitable change. Once you 

move in this world there are automatic reactions. Once an idea is released into the 

atmosphere it instantly becomes distorted from its original features, taking on a life of its 

own and is subject to the forces around it. Once you have set it free from your mind, it’s 

on its own and begins to grow in its own metamorphosis. You have given birth, but you 

can not control your baby once it is no longer yours, now forced to shape itself by the 

wind, the world, other people’s perceptions, other people’s will, and thus changes 

anyway. So no, dear, you’re not a failure or loser as such. No, you’re pretty average that 

way. Maybe you just need to plan things out in deeper detail or something. Maybe 

prepare more and see things through all the way to the end. Not as a control freak, but to 

try and maintain the shape of that original vision or idea. . . .” 

“But, we failed.” 

“At least we tried. We got together at least. Don’t get bogged down by your 

perceived failures. Learn from them and grow. Do you know how hard it is for people to 

get together these days? I mean, people are so busy and have their own view of what 

should be. It’s hard enough to get them all to match up and jive and fit together toot-

sweet. So, yeah, it didn’t work out in the end. But just getting together in the first place is 

the hardest part anyway. So in that regard, we didn’t fail. It’s just in how you look at it, 



 

 

that‘s all. At least we accomplished the very hardest part. So that‘s at least something. 

Isn‘t it?” 

“Well, isn’t that just a convenient rationalization? An excuse?” 

“Well isn’t thinking you’re a loser a convenient rationalization not to keep 

trying?” 

“You’re a treasure, my dear. A lost treasure. Please come back to me, for you 

soothe my bruised psyche,” I plead as I lean closer to try and see her. She is maybe a 

quarter of an inch high now. Maybe three-eighths of an inch, tops. I keep squinting to try 

to see her clearly.  

“Randal Von Westmeyer!” barks the neighbor. Every once in awhile I can hear 

him from over the fence and through the overgrowth of bushes that separates our two 

yards. It’s just a quirky little thing he does. Now and then he calls out a random name, 

like an involuntary spasm or something. He’s always done it. I’ve been too embarrassed 

to ask him about it, figuring it’s all just a personal matter, as if it’s his way of 

remembering old childhood chums or something, recalling an innocent time in his life to 

comfort himself, as if it were a reaction to all the comings and goings in his life, so many 

people slipping away and getting lost, so many times and places evaporating away, so 

many things changing on him without his permission. I think it’s something he can’t help, 

like it’s just his way of dealing with things beyond his control. He just lets fly with 

random names. “Terry Nighberg! . . . Terry Nighberg!” See, there one goes again.  

“Silly, why are you squinting?” she asks.  

“Because you’re so hard to make out.” 

“Oh,” she smiles in realization of the situation.  

“I mean, come on, you gotta meet me half way on this one.” 

“Yeah, I suppose,” she sighs.  

I’m surprised that she’s here, that she’d show up in my life again. I figure she’d 

find some big muscular jockey guy with a Trans Am and really work to rub it in my face. 

But she seems so peaceful now. Centered. At ease. Down to earth. She speaks so matter-

of-factly. Her voice never wavers. I’m impressed with the calm that she radiates. It 

radiates into me and makes me warm and calm, absorbing any and all anxieties. “Why 

did you leave?” I finally grow the courage to ask.  

“You were preoccupied and unkind to my needs. I guess I needed more attention 

than what you could offer at the time. I don’t know, it just didn’t work for me any longer. 

Maybe we took it as far as we could and that was it. There was no more left of it. . . . Plus 

you slurped your soup something awful. And I mean every damn spoonful. Slurrrrrp. 

Slurrrrp,” she mimics, raising a fist to her mouth. “A person can only take so much of 



 

 

that.” 

“Well, I really like my soup. . . I realize that I’m imperfect. Incomplete. But you 

made me a better person. Just by being with me. You calmed me and gave me warmth. 

You made me feel like I didn’t have to worry about anything, because no matter what 

happened out in that grotesque, distorted world out there, I would always have you and 

you would always be there to listen to me and cheer me up and laugh at my silly 

observations of things. I mean, I can only see and do so much,” I plead, my brow 

furrowing. “I wish I was perfect for you. You deserve that. That much anyway. You 

deserve perfection. Absolute purity. Honestly, you really do. . . I wish I was perfect, like 

all those guys on television and in the movies and in print advertisements. The guys from 

the beer commercials, or even like the guys down at the lodge,” I sigh. “Yeah, I wish I 

was perfect for you and could give you everything that makes you happy.”  

“Joyce Maynard!” Another disembodied call from beyond.  

“Well, I could never really figure you out either, you know?” she sighs.  

“Why would you want to? Why couldn’t you just let things be themselves? Why 

couldn’t you just let me be me, whatever that would be at any given moment?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. I guess I might have been all wrapped up in other superficial 

stuff back then too.” She seemed to be apologetic. She seemed sorry things didn’t work 

out for us. And I must admit that did make me feel a little better, like it wasn’t all my 

fault.  

“Well, maybe it’s nobody’s fault then. Some things just are what they are. Maybe 

we should try to move on. Start fresh,” I reach to the ground and rub it a little, as if I were 

reaching out to her. “. . . Say, I been meaning to ask, how’d you do that to yourself?” 

“Do what?” she squints up at me, the sun burning bright behind me. 

“How did you get so small all of a sudden? If it‘s not too impolite or personal.” 

“Oh, it was ‘The Orb.’ This tight little shining ball of energy. I’m better off this 

way. This size. I take up less space. I need less resources. I’m better off this way. 

Happier. The Orb has made me happier. And they’ve shown me and told me of all sorts 

of things. You know, the whole Zen simplicity thing - ‘don’t focus on the bowl, focus on 

the light reflecting off the ripples inside.’ ‘Love the journey, not the outcome.’ That 

whole angle on things,” she explains.  

“The Orb? Who is that?” I wonder. 

“A glowing orb of light the size of a marble. Actually, there’s two of them. One’s 

referred to as ‘The All.’ We don’t know what that one does. It just is. We think it just 

floats around and looks pretty. We don’t know. It has such a force, such an energy. I was 

sucked right in and absorbed it late one night in my room while I was lying in bed. It just 



 

 

came to me and asked if I wanted to join it and I said, yeah, sure, I’m sick of this lame-o 

world, this tired old life. And then it entered my stomach and glowed real hot until the 

next thing I knew, here I was, this size.” 

“Really now?” I gush in disbelief. But how could I disbelieve, I mean, here she 

was, right before me in all her small glory. 

“David Hageldorn! . . . Haggy! . . . Haaaageldooooorn!” barks another anguished 

cry from beyond as if searching, calling out to other days, lost days.  

“Yep, really. And then I followed it and it showed and told me all sorts of things. 

It showed me a small, glowing, green plasma known as ‘The substance’ that allows a 

person to learn at a radically accelerated rate.” 

“You don’t say.” 

“Yep. And it showed me these ghosts that can only be seen in the reflection of 

glass. And it introduced me to a delightful little curly haired fellow we all call ‘Marty,’ 

who’s just super positive and a really nice guy to be around. Just a super guy. Really.” 

“Well, if he’s any good at bowling, I’d sure like to meet him. Maybe we could all 

go out for a pint sometime in the near future?” 

“And a heretofore undiscovered sponge-like organism that lives just underground 

and can travel all over just by oozing around. It’s known as ‘The Gump,’ and exists in an 

undetectable squishy, blob-like state and occupies a footprint of about a square block of 

space that . . .” 

“The Gump, huh. Yeah, I think I’d like to meet that guy too. He sounds 

interesting. Sounds like a right fun guy. Right there, that one does.” 

“Tucker Hingle. . . Tucker.” This one was not a scream that called out to fate 

accusingly, but more of a tired, frustrated, out-of-breath whimper of an exhale.  

“Man, Chucky, I tell ya, you don’t know what you’re missing. We get around in 

these ant devices here. See. I mean, just look at me here,” she spreads her arms apart, “I 

mean, they’re actually little robots that look like ants to the human eye, but really it‘s just 

us, truckin‘ around in ‘em, doin’ our thing - like you guys peel around in your cars. Half 

of this robotic device opens up like a car door and you just climb right in, like a snug car 

seat, and just go. They’re great bio-engineered robotic suits - temperature controlled, 

amphibious, strong. You can lift things. Move things. Heavy things. You can climb 

things. They’re weather-proof. You name it, these primo babies are loaded.” 

“Oh,” I exhale, “That must be loads of fun.” I’m trying to be more positive about 

things, more supportive for once in my life. “What do you eat? How do you live? If that’s 

not too impolite of me to inquire?”  

“Off scraps of food. You’d be surprised how many of us you could feed with, 



 

 

like, just a quarter of a doughnut.”  

“Oh. Sure. ‘Cause you’re, like, real small and everything.” 

“Brady Aldridge! . . . Frickin’ Brady . . .” 

“Yeah. We don’t need much. . . . Don’t ever worry about us. I feel good now. 

Really good. Like I never could before for some reason. Maybe it’s because I’m free. 

Unencumbered. Free of all the crap in your world. I hope to evolve into a new form of 

purity. Maybe grow into a burning ball of energy like The Orb. Eventually I hope to melt 

down and liquefy and, you know, just totally let myself go. Hopefully seep down into it 

all and seek out that squishy blob, The Gump, and hopefully, if I’m good enough, pure 

enough, join the blob, the gang, the scene, to absorb it and be absorbed by it, to join that 

final naked finality. To finally be free of it all, to finally be pure - 100% free, 100% pure. 

To finally connect and join and belong and be together and contribute and move forward 

and evolve into that next thing that is waiting for us out there in that grassy field known 

as the future, to . . . It’s the calm, the warmth, the everything, the gumption of it all, the 

audacity, the . . .” 

“Tie your gumption to your rumption,” I sigh, interrupting with a passive 

aggressive mumble, upset that I am about to lose her again, to lose her not to another guy 

or another place, but to a disturbing, sponge-like mass. “I don’t think this is you talking, 

Larane, I think it’s The Orb, or The All, or the gumption, or the substance, or whatever it 

is. I don’t think it’s really you. . . . Please. Please come back. Please. I miss you. I miss 

your warmth. Your dental work. Your tire rotating abilities. Please. Let’s give it another 

chance. Relationships need time. They evolve. They go through stages. If only we could 

get to know each other better, you’d understand my situation and thought processes. 

Things would work out better this time. I’m sure of it. Now that I know how much I need 

you. How much you mean to me. I miss you. And I miss our enthusiasms. And I gotta tell 

you, I’m feeling mighty enthusiastic right now. . .” 

“Kip Tuckerson!” 

“. . . Now that I’m lost here in this weird world of ours. Stranded. Now that I find 

myself lost in that dark, sticky morass of perpetually being single. Everyone else is paired 

off. And I’m the only one left. Alone. All alone. I’m nothing without you, Larane. I’m 

mist. Vapor. Invisible. . . . Maybe you just need a break from things. Maybe you‘re just 

stagnating, trapped, in a rut, and need to try some new things - mix things up a little. 

Maybe you could try some bioenergetics? Or some Reichian therapy? Gestalt therapy? 

Yoga? Natural foods? Erhard Seminars? I mean, come on - there’s all sorts of stuff out 

there for you in the human potential movement. . . Why would you want to give in and be 

absorbed by me or anyone else? Why not be a free and independent you. Think for 



 

 

yourself. That‘s gotta be better than just being a small piece of anything else. Right?” 

“Tuckerson! . . . Tuckerson! . . . Oh God, Tuckerson!” 

“No, Chucky. I really don’t think that’s going to do it. Not this time. I’m sorry. 

Relationships shouldn’t seem like work. They should grow and evolve naturally. Like 

how it is with The Gump. You, fine sir, are like work to me. Constant upkeep and general 

all around maintenance. . . I’m very sorry. But I’ve moved on. I don’t need attachments 

or relationships anymore. I don’t need to be big or to be a big shot. I don’t really even 

need a body anymore. All I feel I need is the warmth and energy of The Gump. I can’t 

wait for it to absorb me. So that I may join it and ooze along under the ground in peace 

and harmony with nature and everything, the way a mushroom-like mass should. I can‘t 

wait to be a part of something that‘s bigger than myself. To belong. To be warm and 

involved.” 

“Well just where did you meet this spongy Gump? Do I know him? How did you 

find out about him? Really, he‘s just a guy. Just like me, right?”  

“Well, it’s not a ‘him’ really, but more of an ‘it’ or a ‘what’ in that The Gump 

isn’t gender specific in any way. It just is. As for finding it, The Orb sought me out, 

sensed my melancholia, my discontent, my detachment, my disconnected state, my 

ambivalence, my restlessness, my trepidation, my angst, my unbalance, my emptiness. It 

came to me late at night, woke me, and told me of a better life, a more pure, complete 

existence in The Gump. I think I could feel it coming too, like for days there was this 

sweet smell in the air, like perfume.” 

“It’s a trap! A trap! Don’t believe it! You belong with me! You belong up here 

with me, breathing the fresh air, thinking for yourself, going to ball games, rotating tires,” 

I yelp in a slobbering whine, “We belong together. You and me. You don’t need The 

Gump, and it doesn’t need you either. Not at all. Not in the least. Not like I do. It could 

never appreciate you or love or need you the way I do. Be careful, Larane. This organism 

sounds more like a cult to me. I mean, if you have to give yourself up like that. Surrender 

yourself. Let yourself be defeated. Do you know how many people out there only want to 

tell you just what you want to hear just to use you? Who only want to spread dirty lies 

about others. To use you for their gain. To separate you from others. To manipulate you 

for their own needs in some smarmy way. To absorb you into themselves. Do you know 

how many? Most of them. Lots of them. Lots and lots of them. So how can you trust this 

Orb? How can you trust The Gump?” 

“I just know, that’s all. I know by the warm, comforting feeling inside they give 

me - just knowing that they’re out there and that they care for me gives me peace. And I 

want to join that peace and be a part of it and have it as a part of me. They make me feel 



 

 

good. They make me feel good about myself.” 

“They‘re just telling you what you want to hear. Complimenting you and then 

trying to separate you from others, from yourself. . . Yeah, that Gump thing, if he exists 

at all, sounds about as reliable as a puddle of stewed prunes.”  

“You don’t need to lie to me to try and get me to stay. I don’t like liars and it only 

makes you look bad. Lying will only push me further away from you. . . Besides, we 

never really meshed anyway. You’re not missing a thing with me leaving. In time you 

will find someone else who compliments you and listens to you and makes you feel good 

about things. And it‘s not a cult. I‘m giving myself up to it for a chance to join a more 

pure existence of comfort and acceptance.” 

“I’m missing you. I’m already missing your company, your support.” 

“That’s nice to hear. I appreciate your honesty, but you were never a good fit for 

me anyway. Remember that time I was watching the neighbor kids and I asked you to 

teach them about monkeys and you thought I said ‘money’ and took them to that pool 

hall to hustle pool . . .” 

“Simple economics, honey,” I smirk, remembering that Dawn, the youngest, 

skinned a hobo for twelve dollars and treated the rest of us to ice cream.  

“Jackie Davison!” 

“You just need to get out there, Chucky. Throw yourself out there and join the 

world. Get out there and meet some new people. Give yourself a fresh perspective . . .” 

“But I don’t function well in large groups. . . . Or in groups.”  

“Sure you can. . .” 

“We’re so close. So close to growing together. Why the Gump? Why now?” 

“Well, I don’t rightly know. I guess, eventually, well, the way I figure it, 

eventually you gotta believe in something. . . . I have to go now. I feel The Orb calling 

me. I feel The Gump calling out to me, I feel its heartbeat in the wind, in the ground. 

There are negative forces out there, negative attitudes, defeatism, bad vibes that must be 

fought and kept in check. I feel the entities I mentioned need my help, my strength, my 

honor and integrity to help stop the negative advancement, help absorb them like a 

sponge, opportunities to broaden, freedoms to win. There is this negative force out there 

called ‘The Goo.’ The Gump is looking to build up mass in order to reduce the influence 

of The Goo. The Gump has fought it for years, but eventually had to retreat. And now it 

is my time. Mine and others. To join The Gump and make it stronger. Besides, I’m tired 

of this life, of always having to comb my hair and shave my legs. I mean, it’s friggin’ 

endless. I’m throwing it all in. I’m letting go, leaving for a better place. A place of peace 

and togetherness. A more restful place. A softer place of purpose and direction. Off to 



 

 

combat The Goo. Off to persuade a large, potato-like mass known as ‘The Lump’ and a 

stringy thing known as ‘Hinkey-dinkey’ to come and join us. To absorb all the negativity 

and churn it into a butter-like liquid to use to eventually process into things that will help 

feed, clothe, and educate the disadvantaged.” 

And just then, in trying to process the events of the last few moments, it finally 

came to me. I finally realized that my problem in the past had been that I never said, 

“Please don’t go” to anyone. That must be it, the magic words to prevent the 

unpreventable. I think in the past I probably just stood there and pouted as they left - just 

stood there so angry at life that I stubbornly refused to move or take any action at all, too 

mad to do anything. I had refused to do anything, as if in a state of protest. Man, that was 

so stupid of me, to play it cool like that, to get mad, to let my emotions get the better of 

me. I mean, if you have the rug pulled out from under you a couple of times you might 

think why even bother trying anymore. You too might lose confidence in your ability to 

hold something close to you, or lose faith in life itself. And now, in realizing all of this, it 

just makes me so sad. Sad and lost and empty, knowing that it is helpless, that another 

really great something who made my life richer and more interesting and fun and easy 

and safe and filled is slipping away from me again. Again. 

My mouth moves several times, until finally I utter, “Please don’t go,” in just an 

exhale of a whisper to myself, as if trying out the idea of actually doing something. 

“Please don’t go,” I practice, looking to see if the very air itself would somehow spoil the 

words, would somehow ruin my chance at affecting some measure of change.  

“What’s that, Chuckie . . .?” she began, “You know . . . I just . . .” 

“Pleasedon’tgo,” I spit, pronouncing it as one single word, interrupting her again.  

“It’s too late for that now, you see I can feel myself already melting away.” 

“But you’re still right here.” 

“I know, but inside I can feel myself leaving, turning to mist.” 

“You look the same.”  

“I won’t for long. Once The Gump digests you, well, then you’re The Gump.” 

“Please don’t go,” I sigh, “I need you here in my life.”  

“You’re not listening to me.” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“When you give advice, I think that you’re not listening, only that you’re 

meddling. You see, I just need some ‘me’ time, I guess. Some alone time. Some time 

away from it all. Like a few decades. . . . And you need to learn how to live without . . .” 

“Please don’t go,” I mouth. She claims that I don’t know what I’m missing, but 

believe me, I already know what I’m missing.  



 

 

“It’s all up to me now. This is what I feel I must do. . . . I have to go now. I feel 

them calling to me. . . . I’ll see ya around.” And with that she reaches around herself and 

flips up the back of her ant suit machine, throws her arms into the machine’s arm sleeve 

things, drops down on all eights, and scuttles off, joining another group of ants in the 

corner and mixing in until I can’t recognize which one is her anymore.  

I don’t know if any of what she told me will turn out to be true or not, but I can 

tell you this - I sure miss her. Now more than ever. Now that she’s truly gone. And that’s 

truth enough for me - heavy, painful, and stinging.  

This entire episode has only hardened my opinion that I’ve been spending way 

too much time preoccupied with the frivolous and unmeaningful - light bulbs and 

shoelaces, and not enough time on meeting new and interesting people, making new 

connections with others, so many people just coming and going in life, too many of them 

lost to the mists and shadows of time. I mean, I should join a bowling league or a chess 

club or something. This entire episode has only heightened my fear that I really don’t 

understand this life at all. It’s all just a vast mystery. And all too slippery and elusive for 

me to grasp.  

“Marvelous Marvin Hennigan! . . . Marv! . . . Marv Hennigan!” A glorious, 

celebratory bleat from beyond. Not sad. Not this one. This one is happy. A happy 

celebration of a long lost someone.  

And I look down in defeat and close my eyes and whisper, “Larane,” to fate. . . I 

guess I haven’t yet gained the strength to cry out. 
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