
 

 

 The bristles on his toothbrush splayed outwards, like knocked-down trees at the edge of 

a forest. Ronald held his dentures up in his left hand as though they were a prize. A trophy. After 

seventy-eight years, every night felt like a prize for enduring the events of the day. He adjusted 

his bifocals and took to his dentures like a paleontologist to a Ceratopsian fossil — delicately, to 

be sure, and with all the precision he could muster. Seventy eight years and he was still making 

games to help him do his chores; his mother, he thought, was shaking her head in amused 

tranquility somewhere up in heaven. 

 He lifted his dentures to eye level as he continued to brush away the residue from the 

night’s TV dinner. Salisbury steak, mashed potatoes, and green beans. To think! He could 

remember a time before microwaves, before television, before voicemail! He dreaded his 

Voicemail box. Sixteen, or maybe seventeen, missed message notifications beeped & blinked 

intermittently on his answering machine. This helped Ron remember he was alive. 

 His father was a heretic. He believed in Heaven and he believed in Hell. 

 “Hell,” his father would say, “life’s hell, shoot! Down her’ we got all the pleasantries of 

life, but we’e cursed to feel guilt ‘bout givin’ into ‘em. That’s hell! Ain’t nothing worse than that.” 

 His father was a heretic, but he was right. So Ron let that voicemail box beep all day & 

all night long. After a time it became rhythmic, almost a lullaby if he’d let it. 

 He rose his teeth to his left ear and listened. They scraped and squeaked and Ron 

depressed over the fact that he treated these teeth better than the one’s God gave him. He 

thought that if God had a job up in Heaven, like a real job. Sure, God’s our heavenly Father and 

he watches over us but since when was being a father a job? No, Ron figured, if God had a job 

up in Heaven he was most certainly a dentist. Dentists could drive a broken record insane with 

all their talk about “keeping your teeth clean.” His mother would always tell him. “Now Ronald, 

cleanliness is close to Godliness!” If she was right — and if Ron knew anything about his 

mother, it’s that she was always right — then God was almost certainly a dentist. 



 

 

 Or a House Maid, like his Grandmother. 

 He listened to his teeth some more. Scrape, scrape, squeeeeeak. Scrape, scrape, 

squeeeeak. He remembered his Grandmother’s old cleaning bottle. She’d use it on the floor, on 

windows, on the table, everywhere. She’d pull the handle and the bottle would release this 

awful, hissing squeak and spray the liquid everywhere. She’d wipe the tables & windows, but 

she’d scrub the floor with a brush the size of his head. For the entirety of his life, his 

grandmother had been the oldest woman in the world. Older than the forest & poorer than dirt. If 

God were a woman — and there are those who say he was nowadays — certainly she grew up 

with his grandmother.  

 His mouth naturally slumped into a frown without his dentures in. He caught eye of this 

fact and immediately cheered up. A smile shone across face so wide, he figured his ass could 

feel the warmth.  

 He reached down and turned on the faucet. Cold at first, he played with it until he found 

a temperature he wouldn’t mind taking a bath in. He let the water run over his dentures, washing 

them clean of the toothpaste foam. The sink had clogged up recently and he watched as the 

foam circled the drain like lily pads in a pond. He dropped his dentures into a cup of fresh water 

with a hearty plop! 

 He sat down on his bed and kicked his slippers off. He kept a book next to his bed, but 

he’d grown tired of reading recently, so now he used it to prop up his alarm clock for no 

particular reason. As he slid into bed, he figured he’d dream about his granddad. 

 Ronald closed his eyes and could feel the cold wind brushing against his neck. He was 

ice fishing with his granddad — the greatest adventure of his seventy-eight years on this planet. 

A small hole carved in the ice just northwest of Port Sanilac. His granddad wore a frown like Rita 

Hayworth wore a bikini. Perpetually, it seemed. A mountain of man, he remembered, and of so 

few words. 



 

 

 “Look deep in the water, Ronald. One of these days, you’ll find God looking back.” 

 With that, he let sleep take him. 


