Glove Fiction - Short

Forty-Nine Degrees


More than wishing, he was praying, praying hard, hoping for some miraculation, (‘my GOD, is that even a word?’ he thought) needing some part of that mixed-up day to come out clear and straight and then he would find them.  The rain, however, turned an impassive ear to his pious pleading and redoubled its assault.  The bank sign at the corner also looked on with scornful indifference, methodically displaying its temperature, 53, 52, then hovering, savoring the brief balance between fact and drama, presented 51.  2 more and he could kiss his cuticles goodbye.  


He rushed down the alley where he’d known them to be in his suit pocket, he’d felt them when he pulled out the tickets to the show.  But that was hours ago in the light and promise of afternoon, a lovely date on his arm; now it was dark and cold,  more than a little bit dangerous and his lady-friend of earlier had long given up hope for sane companionship.   He stumbled over a small something in the sidewalk shadows…then rushing to recover his balance, stumbled over a much bigger something.  The man landed face-down in the rain-soaked gutter, shivering.  ‘So this is what it’s come to,’ he thought bitterly, as hot tears slid down his portly cheeks to fill the newly-formed cracks on the edges of his fingers.  

DOB


Sally woke a lot earlier, unusual for her habitual style.  She confirmed with the calendar on the wall what she already knew for certain … and anticipation raced through her, a freight train unleashed.  Today was the day! She flipped back the covers and pulled the thin silvery box from beneath her pillow.  It was bound with colorful ribbon, same as last year, the flowery pattern that reminded her of September mornings long past, sitting on Momma’s patio and loving the last blossoms of the season. Yes, she knew what was inside (after all, she was the one that picked them out at McDougall’s last spring, forty percent off.)  An appropriate discount, she mused at the time, considering the milestone she was facing.  ‘Why you shouldn’t have!’ she shrieked out loud and giggled as she tore the top off the package.  There they were, the pristine white pair, nestled in the delicate tissue, whispering birthday salutations louder than any lover Sally would ever know. 

There Are Many Ways


It was September 30, late, late into the night, the date floating in his mind like a soggy pretzel in a pitcher of warm beer.  He rotated on the stool, flapping his arms wildly to keep his balance as the room swam in an easterly direction.  From his new position, he could just about reach them…sticking out of the worn khaki scrub hanging just beyond the end of the bar.  He grabbed out clumsily…and pulled.  The pocket tore just a thread or two more, then ejaculated its contents into his fumbling hands.  First the left one, softly, quietly, he slid the stretched hide over his knuckles, then past his palm, then it was snug.  Next the right one, harder to manage with his now-covered left hand, but still he was able to achieve the satisfying union of skin and leather as the accessory found its place.  He swiveled back and grabbed at the mug before him.  Whether the unlikely fact that he wore them at all, whether a subtle revision in his perched posture or whether the svelte atavism of besting the elements had somehow become tangible, there was now about the old sot the slightest air of a noble, regal soul.  
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