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What’s a guy to do when he kills his wife,
sticks her body in a trunk in the basement, and then is stuck with
her nagging him to take her to the movies just like he used to do
when she was alive?
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Act One: A Yellow Oil Mess

 


Sixteen days after I killed her, I took my
dead wife to a movie.

She had always loved movies.

Actually I think she loved the memory of
movies more than any one film. And she loved the smell of the
buttered popcorn you could buy in theaters, even if the butter was
actually only a melted yellow oil from big yellow cans. She said it
was part of the movie- going experience and that was all that
mattered.

On our first date to a movie I laughed when
she asked for an “extra large, extra butter, please.”

“You know that shit will kill you?” I said
as the guy with a thousand pimples pumped the handle of the butter
machine like he was huddled over his first Playboy centerfold. Miss
July.

“Sure,” my date, soon-to-be wife,
later-to-be-dead wife, had said. She never once offered me any of
her popcorn. That was sort of how we argued from then on.

And we argued a lot.

She asked for the same “Extra large, extra
butter” every time we went to a movie. She never missed a
movie.

We went to a
lot of
movies.

Of course, people who saw us at the movies
thought we made the perfect couple. “Fit together,” they would say,
but after I came out of the comma induced by new love and the first
year of marriage, I just didn’t see why. She was a light blonde,
with a large, white-toothed smile, and wide, innocent green eyes. I
actually had light brown hair, but I suppose it looked closer to
her color because I kept it cut so short. I had dark brown eyes and
people said I squinted a lot. I was almost five-six when I wore my
good shoes, and while in heals she still wasn’t as tall as I
was.

Besides that, we argued all
the time and I
hated movies and didn’t eat popcorn, especially with yellow
oil.

The last year of our marriage I started
day-dreaming about the dreaded yellow oil. I figured no human body
could digest that stuff, so it must have been building up in her
body over the five years and seven days we were together. Maybe
even for years before, just waiting for the right circumstances to
set it all off in a huge bang. I dreamed she would explode and the
police would just nod and say, “Yellow oil build-up.”

But I could never figure out how to set off
the explosion. I watched the papers for months hoping to read about
another yellow oil explosion, but never did.

I even consented to sex one night that last
year, thinking that might set her off. But the thought of her
exploding had me so excited that she said I didn’t last long enough
to even get her hot. Maybe that was why it didn’t work.

Sadly, she never did explode, or even melt.
The yellow oil didn’t kill her.

I did that. I killed her with a curse from a
book of Wizard curses I bought at a used bookstore downtown. A big
brown book with a guy on the cover wearing a pointed hat and a
star-covered robe.

I wish the yellow oil had killed her
instead, in a huge, messy wife-explosion. I wouldn’t have minded
cleaning up the mess.

After my now dead wife would get her “extra
large, extra butter,” she used to love the walk down the carpeted
halls of the multiplex theater, past the posters of the other
movies showing in all the other theaters. She would stop and point
out every show she wanted to see, as if I really cared. The last
few years I even stopped pretending I did care, but she kept right
on pointing them out.

Then, after the
pointing-at-the-poster routine was done she would go into the
theater and look around in the low light to find just the
right, perfect seat. Finding that exact right seat was always treated as one
of the most important events in life. I think a good seat meant
more to her than Christmas or her mother’s birthday.

Once she had found
that perfect place, she always whispered to me that she hoped no one would
sit in front of her.

I always just nodded and she would settle
in, happy, content, wide eyes focused on the blank screen
ahead.

On the times when someone
did have the nerve to take the seat in front of her, she would make
a rude, almost pig-like noise and make us move to new,
perfect seats. Which, of
course, again took time. And once settled she would again whisper
to me that she hoped no one would sit in front of her.

For a popular movie we moved a lot and
usually ended up sitting down front. Then I would get a sore neck
from looking straight up at the screen. I always felt I was looking
up the actor’s nose. Nose hair can really distract from the plot of
a movie.

I think more than even the movie, I think my
now-dead wife loved the previews of the coming attractions.
Something about the possibility of a future trip to the movies held
her spellbound like a deer in front of a car’s headlights. We never
saw a preview of a movie after which she didn’t whisper to me that
she wanted to see the movie. And didn’t it look just wonderful?
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