
		
			[image: A Cozy Silence]
		

	A Cozy Silence
Harry Lime
 
“Maude?” Frank Wallak asked from his easy chair in his family’s modest living room.
 
The room’s décor had a decidedly mid-70’s aesthetic, especially considering that was the decade when last it was decorated. The Wallaks had not gone so far as to venture into the realm of velvet paintings, but faded olive-colored trim, orange curtains, and faux wood paneling certainly had lost with time any appeal it may have ever had.
 
“Yes, Frank?” Maude replied using the monotone she reserved only for her husband when he wouldn’t get to the point.
 
“Do you love me?” he asked, looking somewhat full of trepidation.
 
“Yes, Frank.”
 
Pause.
 
“How much?” Frank was now staring at his wife rather intensely, small puffs of smoke escaping with each breath from the pipe clenched in his mouth.
 
“For heavens sake, what are you getting at?” Maude put down her knitting and impatiently stared over the top of her glasses.
 
“I’ve something to tell you.”
 
Silence.
 
“I won the lottery.”
 
“Oh…that’s nice dear,” Maude said, resuming work on her toaster cozy. “Enough for your weekly tobacco allowance, I hope.”
 
“Uh, yes…”
 
“Enough for a new sweater for your lovely wife?”
 
“I won $21 million.”
 
Maude’s needles hitting the floor clanged so loudly in her skull that Maude felt as if her head was suddenly stuck in a church belfry during the announcement of second coming.
 
“When?” she croaked instinctively, her ears ringing.
 
“Twenty years ago.”
 
Tomorrow’s headline flashed through Maude’s head: MAN DIES IN TRAGIC KNITTING ACCIDENT
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