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Sweet By & By
5,/(<�7,006

 there Was the groaning again. It was dry and 
UDVSLQJ��DQG�LW�WUDLOHG�R̆�ZLWK�D�ZDYHULQJ�JXUJOH��/LNH�
EDWWHULHV�UXQQLQJ�ORZ�LQ�D�WR\��/RQJ��GUDZQ�RXW��HFKR-
ing in the silence of the dark home. You covered your 
ears; it didn’t work, but you did it anyway. Sometimes 
it made you feel better. 
� �$QQD�0DULH�-RKQVRQ�ZDV�D�VWDU�VWXGHQW�ZLWK�
the perfect boyfriend and a bright future. Or, that’s 
what you pretended. You liked to pretend that she’d 
had blond hair, two younger brothers, and a love for 
habanero peppers. Not anymore though. The rotting 
ÀHVK�DQG�KHU�PRDQLQJ��JURDQLQJ�VKDPEOHV��7KH�FDQQL-
balism too. Some people tried to say that they (“those 
WKLQJV�´��ZHUHQ¶W�KXPDQ�DQ\PRUH��VR�ZKDW�WKH\�GLG�
wasn’t cannibalism. But they looked human to you, 
still, so you could pretend. Pretend that the thing 
outside your apartment had family and feelings and 
wasn’t scratching divots in the wood to try and tear 
open your insides. 
  It worked. Sometimes. 
 The building whistled with wind. It sounded 
OLNH�WKH�ÀRRUERDUGV�WKHPVHOYHV�ZHUH�JURDQLQJ��DQG�
you gave a little silent giggle- turned into a dry, 
PẌHG�VRE�KDOIZD\��<RX�ZHUH�¿QH��,W�ZDV�¿QH��,W�ZDV�
¿QH��VLWWLQJ�KHUH�LQ�WKH�ROG�IDUPKRXVH��ZDLWLQJ�DQG�
pretending. Sometimes you imagined that the sound 
of footsteps was a hero here to save the day, and they’d 
VD\�³LW¶V�DOULJKW�QRZ�´�DQG�\RXU�IDPLO\�ZRXOG�EH�VDIH��
your dog would be alive, and Dog Cops would play on 
WY��%DFN�WR�QRUPDO��$QQD�0DULH�-RKQVRQ�ZRXOG�EH�
saved, of course, and she’d be your best friend, and 
you’d both sit at Bruno Brother’s Pizzeria and play at 
the arcade, just like friends, no hard feelings.
 Wouldn’t it be nice? 
 Maybe tomorrow would be the day the hero 
came. You hoped it was. Maybe tomorrow morning 
you’d wake up at dawn, to the sound of bones snap-
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ping as the things dragged themselves 
into the shade to sleep, and you’d 
hear a big heavy car rumble down the 
road and all the heroes would come 
out. Bang bang. The sound of their 
JXQV�¿ULQJ��QRW�RI�URWWLQJ�¿VWV�DW�\RXU�
door. Bang bang. The heroes would 
shoot the monsters, and they’d tell you 
how brave you’d been. That they were 
proud of you.
 They’d come tomorrow. You 
knew they would. So you lowered your 
KHDG�WR�WKH�ÀRRU��OD\LQJ�LW�RQ�\RXU�
balled jacket, and you tried to pretend 
that the thing breaking down the door 
ZDV�QDPHG�$QQD�0DULH�-RKQVRQ��WKDW�
she was your best friend and tomor-
row you’d get pizza and beat Tetris and 
everyone would clap and sing. 
 It was a nice dream. 8


