
Afternoon Sunset 

Twilight 
 
The permanence of it shook them both. A glance said everything: anxiety, grief, solace, the 
recognition of a trivial grievance amidst the gravity of substance. Corey called it in. The clock 
tower struck 1:00pm.   
 
Sunset 
 
It wasn’t long before sorrow accompanied the rage, tears nurturing the seeds of heartbreak 
cast from the forbidden fruit – the spoils of infidelity.  
“How could you do this!?” Michelle screamed through her sobs. Her brain so preoccupied with 
organizing the cacophony of reverberating emotions, her vocalized thoughts were scattered like 
puzzle pieces. “…and I’m feeling guilty. That’s the fucked-up part. I’m out here thinking of 
excuses for you!” 
A crowd had gathered in the city hall courtyard. Michelle’s husband, Davis, was attempting to 
utter a thought – some magic elixir of a thought that would sedate his wife and disperse the 
gawkers. He believed he’d found that thought. 
“Shut up!” Michelle interrupted. “You don’t get to say anything to me. I know what you did.” 
She recited words from the text message she’d intercepted, “[‘I fucked up. I’m with Wendy.’] 
Ring a bell? You did fuck up… but never again.” She reached into her purse and wrapped her 
fingers around the oversized handle – the metal made cool by the crisp fall air, the weight of 
the pistol exaggerated with the heavy consequence it promised, her strength fortified by 
resolute justice.  
Fear gripped Davis as the glint of the barrel emerged. The eloquence he’d found a moment ago 
had fled, replaced by desperation. “Calm down!” he shouted, reflexively. “I didn’t do anything!”  
Calm down. He’d used it argumentatively countless times before and it had grated her each 
time – one trigger for another. The blast scattered the crowd, struck down Davis and muffled 
the cried protests of his brother, Cameron.  
“He didn’t do it.“ Cameron mouthed, almost silently. “He didn’t do it.” He pronounced audibly 
this time, something insidious seeping into his tone as he glared glassily at his brother’s killer, 
his grief temporarily quelled by this immediate hatred. 
She knew she’d made a mistake. Cameron’s expression was unambiguous. He had no reason to 
lie to her. The tinge of preemptive guilt she’d felt before swelled, consuming her will to hold 
herself upright and she fell to a knee.  
“Drop the weapon!” called a familiar voice – this time sterner than before. “Let’s just talk about 
this.”  
Talk: it’s all her husband wanted the opportunity to do. She’d denied him even that. One trigger 
for another – she turned the barrel to her own temple, clenched, slumped over, lifeless, and 
closed her eyes. 
 
Davis 
 
“What kind of a name is Davis anyway?” Davis thought, willing his mind into a brief moment 
unconsumed. “It’s a last name; that’s what kind.”  
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It was a parlor trick at best. Davis sat in an undersized blue plastic chair at an undersized table 
in Dilworth Park, on the city hall grounds. He peered through the oversized hole in a giant 
Connect Four game board at the courtyard just beyond, then up at the clock tower [12:25pm], 
then back at the courtyard; his preoccupations again took control, then anxiety. He became 
hyper-aware as he awaited the arrival of his brother. Then, he fixated on a solitary pin of a 
juggler’s act, the metallic blue cylinder seeking uniqueness in predestination, a brief 
opportunity at self-expression between grasps.  
So thorough was his fixation that he didn’t notice his wife pass within arm’s reach of him at 
12:41pm. Nor did he notice his gym-acquaintance, Corey, circling the perimeter, searching for 
he wasn’t exactly sure what; and none of them noticed each other. At not quite 12:45pm Davis’ 
patience was gone and he went about pacing around the courtyard. Shortly thereafter 
Cameron’s approach gave him relief, Corey in the background facing the opposite direction, 
Michelle lying in wait in the shadowy corridor to his left. It was time. 
 
Corey 
 
Officer Corey Reed’s instincts were gravitationally binding him to city hall. He was already late 
to a meeting elsewhere, but felt very uneasy about the past 30 minutes.  
He couldn’t stop thinking about that distressed woman. She was looking straight at him as they 
approached each other on the street but, had he not spoken, she would’ve walked right into 
him. She was so absorbed in her own thoughts, they consumed her natural defensiveness, or 
maybe it was his uniform that put her at ease. 
Corey fielded an onslaught of emotional pain and fury from the woman, but also some 
information: Her husband is a cheater. She hates him. She’s on the way to the city hall 
courtyard at 1:00pm. He even thought he perceived an L-shaped indentation in her purse but 
quickly dismissed it as his imagination.  
Still, he made his way to city hall for some quick reconnaissance. He didn’t find anything odd 
and didn’t see the distressed woman anywhere. He decided to leave, but the feeling of dread 
continued to brew. 
Even bumping into that guy on his way out was odd, as if he was also physically being impeded 
from leaving. After all, he was trained to be aware of his surroundings at all times but had 
found himself as inattentive as this random passerby, consumed with hypotheticals. It didn’t 
feel right.  
“It’s probably nothing,” he again concluded, and in doing so conjured visions of the cliché movie 
cop who misses something major despite the signs pointing him to it. He walked a block away 
from the courtyard and stopped. He turned. The clock tower read 12:45pm. “15 minutes,” he 
thought. Gravity drew him back. 
 
Michelle 
 
Michelle stormed from her lover’s apartment, still dressing; the epiphanic rush like intravenous 
cocaine. She felt no fatigue, no lethargy from having awakened only moments ago. She felt only 
rage. She walked quickly but each step was heavy and flat-footed, sending vibrations to her 
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shoulders. Each step was furiously purposeful. Her arm grazed a fellow pedestrian as she 
passed, the touch sending a million pinpricks through her nerves.  
Her handbag was 4.2lbs heavier with contraband she’d taken from the apartment. She 
mindlessly caressed it through the leather as she fixated on a sentence she’d read: [‘I’m with 
Wendy’] – repeating it to herself in perpetuity, for fuel. 
“Are you ok, ma’am?” A police officer appeared in front of her. “You seem a little distressed.” 
Michelle felt like she’d told the officer everything that wouldn’t get her arrested but couldn’t 
recollect immediately after. All she remembered was the brief moment of lucidity when she 
concluded the conversation with, “I’m okay. I just need some space,” which was sufficient to 
appease the officer. 
Four blocks later she was in sight of the courtyard. The clock tower read 12:35pm. She waited. 
 
Cameron 
 
Cameron rose abruptly from a particularly deep sleep, facilitated by thorough physical 
exhaustion from a steamy night before, his partner still sleeping soundly. The “silent” buzz of 
his phone rattling atop the nightstand roused him. It was a text from his brother: 
[‘Cam, I fucked up. I’m with Wendy. I think Michelle and I are done. I need to talk to you. Meet 
me at city hall courtyard at 1pm.’] 
The text worried him; his brother wasn’t prone to distress. [‘1pm’] Cam considered. He had 
time to shower, get a bite to eat and collect his thoughts. Still, he showered with haste. 
It was odd, for sure; Michelle never left Cam’s place without saying goodbye. He couldn’t have 
been in the bathroom for more than ten minutes. “All drama, that one” he thought. He couldn’t 
preoccupy himself with that, though. He headed to the coffee shop around the corner for his 
customary egg and cheese croissant and cappuccino – thinking food. 
As Cam approached city hall, he could see Davis pacing from 30 yards away. The clock tower 
read 12:44pm; Davis was early as always. Cam, read the text again as he proceeded. His eyes 
averted, he bumped directly into a police officer heading in the opposite direction, who was 
equally distracted. 
“Pay attention, sir.” The officer said, more startled and embarrassed than actually indignant.  
“Whatever, man.” Cam said, unfazed, as he proceeded past, his brother finally noticing his 
approach. 
Davis had more words to blurt than his mouth could keep up with so his explanation came as 
one long sentence. 
“I had a drink with my coworker Wendy and maybe we had too much but we ended up at her 
place and I wanted to do it but I held back and she wanted to too but I ended up just sleeping 
over on the couch but I think I love her.” 
“Ok…” Cam replied, his brain still interpreting his brother’s words. He processed: “So… you 
didn’t really do anything…” 
“No, I guess, but… But I wanted to. Cam, I don’t think I love Michelle anymore. I don’t think I 
have in a long time.” 
Cam’s reply gave both himself and Davis a deep sense of relief from their burdensome 
transgressions: “Don’t stress about it.” Cam said, revealing the precursors of a coy smirk. “I 
never really trusted her anyway.”  


