
Still Life (55 words)
by Mary Guterson

It wasn't so much the softness of the bed that kept her from sleep,
or the pungent bleach-scent of the unfamiliar sheets, but the lack of
her clock's familiar tick, tick, tick. Or was it a missing heartbeat?
Awake, she watched his chest. On the table, an empty pill bottle next
to an empty glass.
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