
 

 

 Malcolm returned the milk to the fridge and read the reminder pinned upon the 

outside. “Optometrist Appt. 5/14. 11:30am. Don’t Forget.”  He took his mug from the 

counter and took a sip. The milk stained his mustache and he thought about how 

adulthood had finally ensnared him. 

A sundial reads, 

as the man plants seeds; 

and the world begins anew. 

    - R. Emery Tolch 

 He stared at the magazine in his hands. Better Home & Garden. The poem 

inscribed within accompanied a photo — emblematic of the type photography an artist 

accepts as a necessary evil in order to survive.  

 The office secretary sat behind a long, curved desk. She was plump. Plump 

seemed a good word to describe kind women who happened to work behind a long, 

curved desks.   

 Malcolm wondered if he looked mature, sitting in the office lounge reading Better 

Home & Garden. The man across from him probably thought Malcolm was a “young 

professional.” How hilariously wrong he’d be. He turned the page, as if the contents of 

the magazine were worth pursuing. 

 “Malcolm Grayson,” the optometrist’s assistant called out. “Come on back.” He 

felt like a contestant on a game show. “Maaaaaalcoooooolm Graaaaaayson, come on 

doooooooooown,” echoed in his head. He tossed the magazine on the floor, having 

misjudged the distance between him and the table. His face felt red. He got up and 



 

 

followed the woman. As he passed into the examining room, he observed a short poem 

written upon the whiteboard: 

One man reads, 

the other sees; 

who carries the burden of truth? 

    - Dr. Alicia Blayton 

 A nihilist optometrist, he thought. Cheeky. 

 “Alright, Malcolm. Looks like you’re pretty much textbook farsighted.” He had 

figured as much.  

 “Go talk to Kathy up front and she’ll show you our frame options. We’ll get the 

lenses prepared and have everything ready for you by 4pm tomorrow afternoon.” 

 He followed instructions as he always had. Kathy the plump one wore a huge 

smile across her face — she couldn't be more torn from a cliché if she tried. 

 He weighed his options carefully. Tortoise shell had always looked feminine to 

him and like something he should avoid, but black was a little too “young professional” 

for someone who only half fit that description. 

 The fate of the world felt as though it rested on this decision. Black frames, brown 

frames, clear frames, wire frames — nothing would ever be the same should he choose 

wrong. 


