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MISSING	
  HARVEY	
  

“Where	
  were	
  you	
  last	
  night,”	
  my	
  best	
  friend,	
  Julia,	
  asked	
  stirring	
  her	
  iced	
  tea	
  

with	
  her	
  finger.	
  

“Same	
  place	
  I’ve	
  been	
  the	
  last	
  two	
  weeks,”	
  I	
  said	
  and	
  then	
  stopped	
  to	
  take	
  a	
  

sip	
  of	
  my	
  tea.	
  I	
  added	
  a	
  spoonful	
  of	
  sugar.	
  “Still	
  trying	
  to	
  figure	
  out	
  how	
  to	
  kill	
  

Harvey	
  and	
  get	
  away	
  with	
  it.”	
  

“Making	
  any	
  progress?”	
  Julia’s	
  oldest,	
  Matthew,	
  ran	
  over	
  from	
  the	
  swing	
  set	
  

for	
  a	
  hug.	
  

“A	
  little,	
  I	
  think.	
  It’s	
  very	
  hard	
  considering	
  he’s	
  a	
  good	
  husband	
  and	
  a	
  great	
  

father.	
  The	
  kids	
  love	
  him.	
  And,	
  to	
  tell	
  the	
  truth,	
  I’ve	
  come	
  to	
  love	
  him,	
  too.	
  

After	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  conversations	
  I’ve	
  had	
  and	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  time	
  I’ve	
  spent	
  with	
  him	
  

…	
  Still	
  …”	
  	
  

My	
  voice	
  trailed	
  off	
  in	
  thought.	
  My	
  youngest,	
  Timothy,	
  came	
  to	
  me	
  for	
  a	
  hug,	
  

too,	
  imitating	
  his	
  friend	
  Matt	
  who	
  was	
  one	
  year	
  older	
  than	
  five	
  and	
  therefore,	
  

much	
  wiser.	
  The	
  boys	
  ran	
  off	
  to	
  play.	
  

“I	
  know,	
  I	
  know,”	
  said	
  Julia.	
  “You’ve	
  lived	
  with	
  him	
  for	
  such	
  a	
  long	
  time,	
  it’s	
  

kind	
  of	
  hard	
  to	
  make	
  his	
  leaving	
  so—permanent.	
  Are	
  you	
  sure	
  he	
  has	
  to	
  die?	
  I	
  

mean,	
  isn’t	
  there	
  another	
  way	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  the	
  issue?	
  Counseling,	
  maybe,	
  or	
  

maybe	
  he	
  just	
  needs	
  a	
  reality	
  check.”	
  She	
  lifted	
  the	
  light	
  blanket	
  from	
  the	
  top	
  

of	
  the	
  baby	
  carriage	
  where	
  it	
  had	
  been	
  placed	
  to	
  shield	
  her	
  two–month–old	
  

from	
  the	
  sun.	
  She	
  was	
  still	
  sleeping	
  soundly.	
  

“You	
  know,”	
  she	
  continued,	
  “since	
  Sissy’s	
  birth,	
  John	
  and	
  I	
  are	
  starting	
  to	
  

connect	
  in	
  a	
  better	
  way.	
  Our	
  relationship	
  was	
  so	
  strained	
  while	
  I	
  was	
  

pregnant.	
  Maybe	
  Harvey	
  just	
  needs	
  a	
  change	
  of	
  pace,	
  a	
  great	
  vacation,	
  a	
  new	
  

toupee,	
  a	
  red	
  sports	
  car	
  .	
  .	
  .	
  “	
  she	
  paused	
  as	
  she	
  thought	
  of	
  her	
  upcoming	
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romantic	
  dinner	
  with	
  John.	
  It	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  first	
  in	
  a	
  long	
  while.	
  Planning	
  sex	
  

around	
  your	
  home	
  ovulation	
  test	
  kit	
  took	
  the	
  romance	
  right	
  out	
  of	
  a	
  

marriage.	
  

“He’s	
  not	
  having	
  a	
  mid–life	
  crisis,	
  Julia.	
  He’s	
  32	
  years	
  old.	
  Besides,	
  I’ve	
  tried.	
  

God	
  knows	
  I’ve	
  tried.	
  I’ve	
  talked	
  to	
  him,	
  pleaded	
  with	
  him,	
  begged	
  him.	
  But	
  

still	
  there’s	
  no	
  movement—no	
  change	
  in	
  attitude.	
  I’ve	
  thought	
  of	
  all	
  the	
  

reasons	
  he	
  should	
  live	
  and	
  it	
  still	
  boils	
  down	
  to	
  this:	
  Harvey	
  has	
  to	
  go.	
  I’ll	
  

figure	
  out	
  a	
  way	
  to	
  tell	
  the	
  children	
  so	
  they	
  won’t	
  be	
  quite	
  so	
  devastated.	
  

They’ll	
  adjust.	
  And	
  then	
  I’ll	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  move	
  on.	
  To	
  get	
  some	
  distance.	
  Start	
  a	
  

new	
  project.	
  Something.”	
  

“It’s	
  sad,	
  through,	
  “	
  said	
  Julia.	
  “I	
  think	
  I’ll	
  miss	
  Harvey.”	
  

“I	
  think	
  I	
  will,	
  too.	
  But,	
  his	
  spirit,	
  his	
  legacy,	
  his	
  impact	
  on	
  my	
  life	
  and	
  those	
  of	
  

the	
  children—all	
  of	
  that	
  will	
  live	
  on.”	
  

There	
  was	
  a	
  long	
  pause	
  before	
  Julia	
  glanced	
  at	
  the	
  swings	
  to	
  make	
  sure	
  the	
  

boys	
  couldn’t	
  hear,	
  then	
  whispered,	
  “Have	
  you	
  decided	
  how	
  to	
  do	
  it?”	
  

“Ah,	
  that’s	
  the	
  most	
  difficult	
  part.	
  To	
  cause	
  him	
  pain	
  and	
  suffering?	
  Or	
  to	
  

fiddle	
  with	
  the	
  car	
  so	
  he	
  dies	
  quickly	
  in	
  some	
  fiery	
  crash?	
  Neither	
  one	
  seems	
  

fitting.	
  It’s	
  a	
  tough	
  one.”	
  I	
  poured	
  more	
  tea	
  in	
  my	
  glass	
  and	
  then	
  in	
  Julia’s.	
  We	
  

thought	
  in	
  silence	
  for	
  a	
  full	
  ten	
  minutes,	
  watching	
  our	
  children	
  play.	
  

“It	
  has	
  to	
  come	
  as	
  a	
  surprise,”	
  Julia	
  offered.	
  “He’s	
  so	
  much	
  bigger	
  and	
  

stronger.”	
  

“True	
  enough,”	
  I	
  said,	
  nodding	
  in	
  agreement.	
  

“Carbon	
  monoxide	
  poisoning,”	
  Julia	
  suggested.	
  

“Too	
  contrived.”	
  

“Hire	
  a	
  hit	
  man?”	
  

	
  



—	
  5	
  —	
  



	
   	
  



“Too	
  expensive.”	
  

“Cut	
  his	
  wrists?”	
  

“Too	
  messy.”	
  

“Gunshot?”	
  

“Way	
  too	
  messy.”	
  

“The	
  burning	
  bed?”	
  

“Gross!	
  No	
  way.”	
  

Julia	
  studied	
  her	
  tea.	
  “That	
  leaves	
  only…”	
  

The	
  words	
  hung	
  in	
  the	
  air.	
  

“I	
  know.	
  Electrocution.”	
  

“Oooo…what	
  a	
  way	
  to	
  go!” Julia	
  said.	
  

“I	
  know.	
  I	
  know.	
  Poor	
  Harvey.	
  He’ll	
  never	
  see	
  it	
  coming.	
  But	
  what	
  else	
  can	
  

you	
  do	
  with	
  a	
  man	
  whose	
  only	
  vice	
  is	
  watching	
  football	
  while	
  soaking	
  in	
  a	
  tub	
  

full	
  of	
  bubbles?”	
  

“Better	
  sooner	
  than	
  later,	
  I	
  guess,”	
  Julia	
  said.	
  The	
  wind	
  was	
  picking	
  up,	
  the	
  

boys	
  were	
  headed	
  back	
  to	
  the	
  house	
  and	
  Julia	
  started	
  gathering	
  her	
  things.	
  

“When’s	
  the	
  next	
  game?”	
  

“The	
  Super	
  Bowl	
  is	
  this	
  weekend.	
  I’m	
  thinking	
  that	
  might	
  be	
  the	
  answer.	
  

Seems	
  like	
  poetic	
  justice	
  somehow—killing	
  a	
  football	
  fan	
  while	
  he’s	
  watching	
  

the	
  best	
  game	
  of	
  the	
  season.”	
  I	
  pulled	
  Timothy’s	
  cap	
  down	
  over	
  his	
  right	
  ear,	
  

the	
  one	
  prone	
  to	
  infections.	
  

“You’ll	
  call	
  me	
  when	
  it’s	
  over?”	
  Julia	
  asked.	
  

“Plan	
  on	
  it.	
  It	
  will	
  be	
  good	
  to	
  have	
  someone	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  afterwards.”	
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“How	
  much	
  time	
  do	
  you	
  have?”	
  Julia	
  asked.	
  

“Not	
  much,	
  I’m	
  afraid.	
  I’ll	
  have	
  to	
  work	
  fast	
  if	
  I’m	
  going	
  to	
  get	
  the	
  manuscript	
  

for	
  “Missing	
  Harvey”	
  to	
  my	
  editor	
  by	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  next	
  week.	
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THE	
  COOKIE	
  SONG

My	
  grandma	
  died	
  today.	
  She	
  was	
  very	
  old	
  and	
  always	
  wore	
  a	
  red	
  sweater	
  and	
  

kept	
  her	
  teeth	
  in	
  a	
  glass	
  next	
  to	
  her	
  bed.	
  Even	
  though	
  she	
  isn’t	
  here,	
  I	
  still	
  

remember	
  the	
  fun	
  we	
  had.	
  

“Laura,”	
  she	
  said,	
  “we	
  must	
  go	
  to	
  the	
  market	
  today.	
  Your	
  daddy’s	
  coming	
  

home	
  and	
  he’ll	
  want	
  roast	
  chicken.”	
  

“I’m	
  Dani,	
  Grandma,”	
  I	
  said.	
  “Mommy’s	
  name	
  is	
  Laura.”	
  

“Do	
  you	
  think	
  we	
  can	
  walk	
  that	
  far?”	
  I	
  asked.	
  

“Don’t	
  be	
  smart,	
  miss,”	
  she	
  said,	
  and	
  then	
  she’d	
  search	
  for	
  her	
  glasses,	
  which	
  

were	
  always	
  on	
  her	
  face,	
  the	
  last	
  place	
  she	
  thought	
  to	
  look.	
  She	
  put	
  on	
  her	
  

coat	
  while	
  I	
  got	
  mine	
  from	
  my	
  room.	
  

“Mother,	
  where	
  do	
  you	
  think	
  you’re	
  going?”	
  Mommy	
  asked,	
  but	
  Grandma	
  just	
  

looked	
  at	
  her	
  as	
  if	
  she	
  didn’t	
  know	
  who	
  she	
  was.	
  

“Take	
  your	
  grandmother	
  into	
  the	
  den,	
  Dani.	
  Sesame	
  Street	
  is	
  almost	
  on,”	
  

Mommy	
  said.	
  I	
  took	
  Grandma’s	
  hand	
  and	
  led	
  her	
  to	
  the	
  den	
  to	
  watch	
  Big	
  Bird	
  

and	
  Grover	
  and	
  Oscar	
  the	
  Grouch.	
  But	
  our	
  favorite	
  was	
  the	
  Cookie	
  Monster	
  

and	
  we	
  would	
  sing	
  the	
  Cookie	
  Song	
  as	
  loud	
  as	
  we	
  could.	
  “Me	
  love	
  cookies	
  .	
  .	
  .”	
  

One	
  day,	
  right	
  before	
  Sesame	
  Street,	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  find	
  Grandma	
  but	
  she	
  wasn’t	
  in	
  

her	
  room.	
  I	
  looked	
  in	
  the	
  bathroom.	
  No	
  Grandma.	
  I	
  looked	
  in	
  the	
  kitchen.	
  No	
  

Grandma.	
  I	
  looked	
  in	
  the	
  den.	
  No	
  Grandma.	
  Then	
  I	
  went	
  into	
  the	
  living	
  room.	
  

I	
  saw	
  her	
  outside,	
  standing	
  in	
  the	
  middle	
  of	
  the	
  front	
  yard.	
  It	
  was	
  late	
  fall	
  and	
  

most	
  of	
  the	
  leaves	
  were	
  scattered	
  on	
  the	
  ground	
  like	
  gold	
  coins.	
  Six	
  Canada	
  

geese	
  flew	
  over	
  her	
  head.	
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I	
  went	
  outside.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  cold	
  and	
  Grandma	
  didn’t	
  have	
  a	
  coat	
  on.	
  “Come	
  on,	
  

Grandma,	
  let’s	
  go	
  in,”	
  I	
  said	
  while	
  I	
  pulled	
  on	
  her	
  arm.	
  

“Look,	
  Laura,”	
  she	
  said.	
  I	
  looked,	
  but	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  see	
  anything.	
  

“I’m	
  Dani,	
  Grandma,”	
  I	
  said.	
  “We	
  better	
  go	
  in	
  now.	
  It’s	
  very	
  cold	
  and	
  we	
  don’t	
  

have	
  our	
  coats	
  on.	
  We’re	
  going	
  to	
  get	
  in	
  trouble.”	
  

“Nonsense.	
  Look	
  at	
  the	
  snow,”	
  she	
  said.	
  And	
  she	
  held	
  out	
  her	
  arms,	
  tipped	
  her	
  

head	
  way	
  back	
  and	
  stuck	
  out	
  her	
  tongue	
  to	
  catch	
  the	
  snowflakes.	
  I	
  looked	
  up	
  

and	
  saw	
  the	
  big	
  white	
  flakes	
  beginning	
  to	
  fall	
  from	
  heaven.	
  

What	
  fun!	
  I	
  tipped	
  my	
  head	
  back,	
  stuck	
  out	
  my	
  tongue	
  and	
  caught	
  some,	
  too.	
  

Grandma	
  began	
  to	
  laugh.	
  We	
  were	
  busy	
  catching	
  the	
  icy	
  little	
  drops	
  when	
  

Mommy	
  came	
  to	
  the	
  door.	
  

“What	
  are	
  you	
  two	
  doing	
  out	
  there?	
  You’ll	
  both	
  catch	
  your	
  death	
  of	
  

pneumonia!	
  Get	
  in	
  this	
  house!	
  Dani,	
  don’t	
  I	
  have	
  enough	
  to	
  do	
  without	
  you	
  

encouraging	
  her?”	
  

Mommy	
  followed	
  us	
  into	
  the	
  house.	
  “Honestly,	
  Mother,	
  can’t	
  you	
  act	
  your	
  

age?”	
  But	
  Grandma	
  just	
  looked	
  at	
  her	
  as	
  if	
  she	
  didn’t	
  know	
  who	
  she	
  was.	
  

I	
  took	
  Grandma’s	
  hand	
  and	
  led	
  her	
  into	
  the	
  den.	
  She	
  and	
  I	
  sat	
  down	
  to	
  watch	
  

Sesame	
  Street,	
  but	
  we	
  sang	
  the	
  Cookie	
  Song	
  very	
  softly.	
  

Another	
  day,	
  while	
  Mommy	
  was	
  cleaning	
  the	
  kitchen,	
  I	
  found	
  Grandma	
  in	
  my	
  

parent’s	
  room.	
  She	
  was	
  trying	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  Mommy’s	
  clothes.	
  There	
  were	
  shoes	
  

on	
  the	
  bed	
  and	
  dresses	
  on	
  the	
  floor.	
  

“I	
  have	
  to	
  get	
  ready,	
  Laura.	
  Your	
  Daddy’s	
  taking	
  me	
  out	
  tonight.”	
  She	
  was	
  

wearing	
  Mommy’s	
  new	
  blue	
  dress	
  that	
  still	
  had	
  the	
  price	
  tag	
  on	
  it,	
  red	
  high	
  

heels,	
  a	
  pink	
  scarf	
  and	
  Mommy’s	
  old	
  straw	
  hat.	
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