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     For a tough, outdoors-type, he has a beautiful cabin in the deep 

woods.  

    He hands the keys over to me out on the front deck, which is filled 

with flowers. I can hear them wilting.  

    “I seem to have misplaced hell somewhere.” 

    “What’s that?” I say. 

    “I said ‘I misplaced an I’ somewhere, you know, in the instructions. 

I’m sure you’ll find it.” 

    He gives over the slip of paper he’s pulled from the sky.  

    “Have a good time, enjoy some company if you want, just follow the 

instructions.” 

    I slip it into my pocket.  

    “Buckley is running around out back somewhere. He’l come back at 

dark or when he gets hungry. Just keep the back unlatched, and listen.” 

    “Got it,” I say, looking out at the coming night. 

 

    I invite two girls over. There is wine, lots of it. Just as the sun begins to 

drop into its set, the sky turns to weather and dusk is done in a flash. 

Then a strike of lightning in the black. Rumbling. 

    After another pour, I think of Buckley. Who isn’t in yet. And so I take 

the girls on a walk out back with flashlights. It isn’t long before we’re 

roughing it into switchgrass and wetland. Murmurs come from the 

ground.  

    “There could be rattlers down here. And 100 acres besides. I’m not 

chasing this fucking thing all over the county in the dark.” 

    We turn back. 

    There is lightning again, but no sound after. 

    “How do you even know this guy?” one of them asks.  

    “I don’t know. That’s the one piece of this story I’ve been trying to 

figure out. How did I end up house sitting for a guy like this, who I met 

long ago in a dream?” 

    “Maybe he’s your father.” 

    “Of course he’s not my father, he’s out with his father right now.” 

    “Everyone’s a father. Except brothers.” 

    “I need a father.” 

    The rumble from the last flash comes and shakes up the land.  

    “Ooh, let’s stay and wait for the rain,” she says, jumping into the 

jacuzzi. 
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    “No no no, you do not sit in a pool of water while there is lightning, 

that’s like nature 101.” 

    “Ooo, look at you! Such an outdoorsy.” 

    “Inside!” 

    “What about the dog?” 

    “Oh, hell come back. It always does.” 

 

    The night is weird in the old cabin, and lots of things are said that spill 

onto the floor. The next morning, the girls are in their underwear next 

to a wine stain on the carpet. I go looking for the dog again. But it isn’t 

anywhere. And I’m not even sure I remember its name.  

     When I come back into the house, the girls are making coffee in the 

kitchen. They’ve dropped grounds on the tile. They are in underwear 

and t-shirts. Each has something written on their underwear. One says, 

“DUDE,” the other says “PLAY.”  

    “Guys, we better fuckin bail on this place.” 

    “Bail?” 

    “We drank five of this guy’s bottles and lost the dog. Yes, bail.” 

    “But won’t this guy find you?” 

    “How should I know? I don’t even know who he is! Gather up the 

empty wine, I don’t want him to find it.” 

    “I thought you’d never see him again.” 

    “I could see him anywhere. Haven’t I told you this is a dream?” 

    “Well, I couldn’t tell.” 

    “Isn’t that the great pity?” 

    “Go get the truck ready.” 

 

    They put three beds in the truckbag, and there Buckley is, waking 

quietly in the morning air. A retriever of some sort. 

    “Girls, he’s right here!” They come out in their underwear, but say 

something different this time, “HOME” and “SKY.” 

    “The lightning must have spooked him.” 

    “It spooked me.” 

    “Okay, the engine’s running, let’s get moving.” 

 

    Just as we are about to pull out, the man arrives. He is with a wife and 

a father. There is also a son, who doesn’t look up from his phone.  

    “Stay here.” I get out to greet them with my backpack on.  

    They are unloading things from the thing. “Hell of a storm we 

weathered. The house hold up all right?” 

    Buckley comes running from around the corner into his owner’s arms. 

He flops his ears, says something through his slobbering. 

    “Yeah, it spooked the dog a little, but he’s good.” 
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    “I see. You get to use the tub?” 

    “Yeah, before the lightning.” 

    “There was lightning?” 

    “All night.” 

    “Hmm, we didn’t see it. Hey can you help me bring this casket inside? 

Everything in it is melting.” 

    We leave a trail of water behind us while lugging the cooler from the 

gravel to the front deck.  

    “Thanks. Here, come in, I’ll pray for you.”  

    “Okay, you can knock a few bucks off. We had a bottle of your wine. It 
looked like the cheapest one.” 

    “A bottle?” the old father asks, drying off on the couch.  

    “Which bottle?” the man says. 

    “Umm, I don’t.. oh it’s right here,” I say, opening my backpack. Which 

is full of bottles. The first one I pull out is half scotch. 

    “Looks like you’ve had more than wine,” the old father says. 

    “That’s the good Glen. Were you going to take off with this bottle?” 

    “Look, I packed that bag last night when I had had a few. I must have 

gotten that one confused. I’m not trying to burn you here.” 

    “That’s exactly what it looks like you’re trying to do,” says the old 

father, standing in the kitchen. 

    “C’mon guys, you said I could enjoy some company and hang out, so 

that’s exactly what I did. If it’s a big deal I’ll replace the wine, I don’t 

mind.” 

    “Guys? Well, did you at least feed the dogs?” 

    “Of course I fed the dog. Wait. Dogs?” 

    The man moves into the bedroom, “I specifically told you about the 

sick dog in here. It was all there in the instructions!” There is yelling 

through the doors. “Oh God. He’s dead.” 

 

    When they come back into the room, I am gone, and the scotch too. 

The truck is peeling out down the driveway, and Buckley is in the tree. 

There is shrieking coming through the trail of dust the truck has kicked 

up, and a pair of underwear has been left on the drive. The father holds 

them up to the light. They are plain white.  

    He feels his gun in his holster and walks inside, smoldering. The dog 

follows.  
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