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Graveyard Shift
VICTORIA FORESTER

fiction

“Foucault predicted that this condition of visible, unverifiable power, in which 

individuals have internalized the idea that they may always be under surveil-

lance, would be the defining characteristic of the modern age.”

Jeffrey Rosen

“A Watchful State”

The New York Times Magazine

The new girl was eating again. Nanveet watched on the closed-cir-
cuit television as she nipped the end off a Payday and stashed the 
rest beneath the counter. One of her cheeks was a stretched pouch 
of ground up peanuts and caramel, shining pink beneath the bank 
of fluorescent lighting. She looks pregnant, he thought. Her face was 
growing rounder and her skin gleamed even in the grainy black and 
white image on monitor B. She was definitely plumping up around 
the middle and she’d taken to wearing her woolen coat indoors like 
she was trying to conceal something. It was caramel colored, long 
and belted, with a scraggly collar that she pulled up around her 
neck like a sad mane when she went out for her cigarette breaks. 

“Please stop smoking in the restroom,” Nanveet had implored, 
but she said it was too cold to smoke out in the lot with her voice 
that grated and drifted like shifting sands. 

“Look at my fingers,” she said. They were tight-skinned, the 
dull blue of raw prawns. “Besides, you can’t smoke near the pumps. 
You know that,” she said and flipped her palms upward to reveal 
the callused hands of an oarsman. 

She must have worked hard in another job, Nanveet thought.
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The new girl wiggled her cold fingers in front of her face. 
“Besides, you never know what might be lurking out there.” She 
laughed like a ghoul.

Back in his office, Nanveet watched as monitor B showed a 
customer sidling up to the counter to pay for gas on pump three. 
The man mouthed something into the two-way mike and the new 
girl plucked down a pack of Lucky’s from overhead. She tossed it in 
the Plexiglas drawer while he dropped in a twenty from the other 
side of the bulletproof window. She was slowly fingering coins from 
the register when the customer nodded and walked away before she 
could return his change. 

She’s not supposed to accept tips. I told her that, Nanveet thought 
and then imagined her snapping a quarter into the air and catching 
it in the deep well of her back pocket with her hip salaciously 
cocked to one side like Bhumi Devi. Accept no tips, I said when I 
hired her, he thought and crossed his arms. Please do not put one of 
those Styrofoam cups on the counter. Not even if it says college fund. 
This is not a place to make people uncomfortable by panhandlers. 

During her interview, the new girl had flared her nostrils like a 
startled horse. “You know what they say, don’t you?” She asked.

He waited but she just stood there, shifting her weight onto one 
gangly leg and chewing her gum. “No. What do they say, miss?”

“This here’s the most dangerous job in America. You throw in 
the graveyard shift, it’s doubly so.” 

Nanveet sprayed Windex on the counter, wiping it down with a 
paper towel.

“We’ve never had any trouble since I’ve been overseeing the gas 
station,” he said.

“Well, that’s what they say. Positively deadly.” The new girl blew 
a bubble, letting it collapse over her nose like a germ mask.

Nanveet had received only one response to the classified ad that 
read Gas Station Minimart Attendant for Graveyard Shift. Apply in 
person. He hadn’t expected a female. The new girl said she’d just 
moved back into the Colson Grove Park for families. She told 
him she’d been taking care of her mother ever since she got lupus 
from living so close to the airport with all that diesel fuel making 
the rain drops plink down like black pearls on the tin roof of their 
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trailer. Nanveet found it all too ludicrous, but she was the only one 
who responded to his ad.

“And why do you want to work here?” Nanveet asked with his 
pen perched over a pad of paper.

“Well, it’s been a dream of mine ever since I was a little child to 
work at an inconvenience store near my mama’s doublewide.” 

Nanveet looked up from his notes. “Convenience,” he said.
“That’s what I said,” the new girl snapped her gum. To Nanveet 

it was clear she’d been a homely child who received no benefit from 
a few years of maturity.

“Well, I don’t know anyone who would really say something 
like that,” Nanveet said. “That’s just a cliché.” He tapped the 
pad during the long silence that followed. “Um, do you have any 
questions for me?”

“A cliché,” she said, her eyes drifting from the thick tufts of his 
black hair to the buzzing neon Open sign in the window.

“Let me see . . . where are you from?”
The half-hearted smile slipped from his face. “The Western 

coast of India, along the Arabian Sea.”
The new girl snapped her fingers. “I knew you looked like an 

Arab,” she said.
It was Nanveet’s cousin, Raoul, who had first warned him that 

Americans would ask prying questions about his origins. They 
wanted to be able to place him squarely on the map in their minds 
with all its imaginary pins marking where certain people lived and 
how they loved, worked, exacted revenge, forgave, and died. Raoul 
had purchased the gas station a year after he immigrated to the 
United States and, upon Nanveet’s suggestion, he installed Gotcha 
face recognition technology right away. It wasn’t long before 
Nanveet received a text from Raoul explaining how, during the 
first few mornings he opened the minimart, he would receive a call 
from the database management alerting him that a suspicious-look-
ing individual had just entered the building. Sensing Raoul’s 
exasperation, Nanveet called him right away.

Nanveet held the phone away from his ear as his cousin yelled, 
“I said, ‘Suspicious? How do you know?’” Nanveet could imagine 
Raoul slicing the air with the blade of his hand, sharpening every 
word as he barked, “And the guy told me that Gotcha assessed the 
individual’s nose breadth and length and the location of his temples 
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to find a potential criminal match. So, I’m like ‘I see. Thank 
you.’ And he goes, ‘No worries. Just doing our part in Operation 
Noble Shield.’ He sounded like a recording, saying something like, 
‘Thank you for your patronage. Gotcha’s watching out for you’ 
when I just hung up on him.”

“Maybe you need to get rid of that service,” said Nanveet. “I’m 
sorry I ever suggested it.”

“Are you crazy,” cried Raoul. “To be successful in America, you 
have to be able to keep tabs on everything that’s going on around 
you.” 

A week later, Gotcha’s all-seeing eye was not enough to keep 
Raoul in control of the reckless driver who careened into his 
parking lot and sent his wingless body flying through the air. 
The broom he had been using to sweep the pump area arced like 
a javelin before thudding into a pile of wet sand, vibrating as if 
it had just pierced the tough hide of a wild boar. On the nearby 
pavement, Raoul’s limbs stayed tucked beneath him at incongruous 
angles until the ambulance hauled him away. Surgeons untangled 
him like fishing line, applied hard casts, and strung him up in a 
motorized bed to lie in wait for months on end. The first person 
he called was his mother, who recognized the opportunity for her 
sister’s son Nanveet, a new graduate on the brink of summer with 
no job and a girlfriend of questionable merit. The following day he 
was sent to Chicago.

Nanveet put down his pen on the paper. He ran a hand through 
his hair and looked at the new girl. “I’m Indian,” he said.

“Arabs have those velvety chocolate eyes. Never seen one with 
blue eyes.”

“I’m from Mumbai, India, on the Arabian Coast.”
“Or green. Bet you ain’t got no hair on your chest neither.”
“I was raised Hindu, but went to a private Christian acad-

emy,” Nanveet said, the heat rising in his gut. “I’m trained as a 
goldsmith.”

“No hair makes you all slippery-like. More snake belly than bear 
with all that skin exposed.”

“Miss, I’m… nevermind.”
“Oh, what’s the difference. Folks all look the same until you get 

to know them, don’t they?”
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Nanveet fingered the jumbo keyring secured through his belt 
loop. Janitor-sized, it had at least fifty keys. He knew them by 
shape, weight, color, and scratches. Some were bent at the tip, 
others worn down by time, and the teeth of one were crenellated 
just like Mt. Kanchenjunga as seen from Sandakphu. It took him a 
long time to know them this way. “Well,” he sighed, looking at the 
new girl, his only candidate. “When can you start?”

“I have some time now,” she said and stood up.
“I’ll show you around.” Nanveet flipped a gold key up from the 

ring to unlock the enforced door to the register. “Don’t keep more 
than a hundred and forty in the till at any time. Small bills,” he 
said and pointed to a mailbox opening on the wall. “Just drop the 
extra money down this slot here. It’ll go to an underground vault. 
There’s a panic button under the register. You can feel it down 
there on the right. Do not press it unless there’s an emergency. The 
police will arrive within minutes.” Nanveet opened the door to 
a small closet and said, “Back here is the volume adjuster for the 
Muzak.” He swiveled the plastic knob to the right and the wordless 
remake gushed through the store. 

“Oh, yeah,” the new girl nodded and began to sing. “Every 
move you make. I’ll be watching you. Have you ever listened to the 
end of that song? He goes on and on like every breath you take, 
every cake you bake.” She gestured as she spoke, moving her limbs 
at awkward and rangy angles like all of her ligaments had been cut 
loose.

“Please don’t change the station,” Nanveet said.
“You know that song about Ahab the Arab, don’t you? It goes – 

give me a minute.”
Nanveet sighed and walked back into the store, tapping a sign 

that read CCTV: We’re Watching Out for You. “There are twelve of 
these posted around the store and on the pumps. I’ve even got one 
sign in each restroom, though no cameras of course,” Nanveet said. 
“There are actually only three video cameras. You’ll need to change 
the tapes at the beginning and end of each shift.”

“Hey, look, Lemonheads,” the new girl said, snatching up the 
candy. “I used to keep all my money in a Lemonheads box.”

“They’re labeled Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday – ”
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“All my money got to smelling like lemons even though there 
was no more candy. I guess lemons last longer than money,” she 
said, inhaling deeply against the thin cardboard.

Nanveet struck another finger with each listing, “Thursday, 
Friday, Saturday – ” 

“I got it all wet in Fallow Lake,” she said. “Drank too much and 
fell off the dock in my jeans and that box went all to pieces in my 
pocket. Now I got one of them Altoid tins.”

“And Sunday,” he said and let his hands drop to his thighs.
“It’s indestructible,” the new girl said and fished the tin from 

her pocket.
“The first camera is trained on the pumps. The second, the 

counter. And the third oscillates around near the beer aisle. Each 
tape is labeled for the correct camera.”

She pointed to the label on the tin and asked, “You know how 
they call it extra strength?”

Nanveet turn around to face her and said, “That says Curiously 
Strong, not extra strength.”

“Now I like to say all my money’s been newly minted,” the new 
girl laughed and slapped his arm.

Nanveet wrapped his hand around the skin that smarted. 
“Look, are you following me?” he asked.

“I’m right behind you, Nanveet. And I’m wondering why you 
got so many cameras if you never had any problems.”

“The idea of being watched is a necessary precaution.”
The new girl pressed her lips together and rolled her eyes. “I 

see,” she said. 
“We receive deliveries on Wednesday and Saturday,” Nanveet 

continued.
“Ahab was a sheik, a sheik of the burning sands, and he rode a 

camel – the kind that has one hump. Or was it two?”
“You may have as much coffee as you’d like, but please don’t 

scoop up all the non-dairy creamer. It is surprisingly expensive 
per pound and people waste it terribly. Everything else you’ve got 
to purchase – no discounts on candy, beer or cigarettes.” Nanveet 
pulled a styrofoam cup from its metal sleeve and asked, “May I 
pour you a cup of coffee?”

“One hump or two?”
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“Oh, you’re being funny,” Nanveet chuckled and depressed the 
top of the thermos, filling the cup with lukewarm coffee.

“No, it was definitely one. He rode that camel to the Sultan’s 
tent where he’d sneak in to have an affair with Fatima, the cream of 
the harem.”

“Crop. Its cream of the crop,” he said and carefully measured 
two teaspoons of non-dairy creamer, before stirring them into the 
dark liquid with a plastic stick.

“Fatima drank RC Cola and ate everything in sight.”
“A dromedary has one hump,” said Nanveet, pouring a packet 

of sugar into the cup, and handed her the coffee. 

“Have you added three dollars to the till yet?” Nanveet demanded.
“For what?”
He pointed to the grill case she was leaning against. “You just 

ate two corndogs.”
“Don’t think so.”
Nanveet took a step backward and cried, “I saw you do it.”
“You mean you watched me.”
“Watched, saw. What’s the difference?” Nanveet shrugged so 

that his shoulders were up around his ears.
The new girl checked her breath behind her hand and said, “I 

think I would have known if I ate two corndogs.”
“It will be on the tape, miss,” Nanveet said and stomped his 

foot against the floor.
“I guess you’ll have to watch it then to see what you saw,” she 

said.
Nanveet rushed into the unlocked area behind the register and 

ejected the tape from deck A. “You wait here,” he said and stormed 
off to his office, but, with his hand on the doorknob, Nanveet 
turned back to look at her.

“Aye aye, Captain A-hole.” The new girl saluted and turned 
sharply on her heel like a soldier, plucked a bag of chips from a 
rack, and pocketed a king-sized Snickers and a pack of Camel 
Lights. Nanveet narrowed his eyes as she, unaware of him watch-
ing, gasped in delight and  rapped her knuckles on the image of the 
miniature dromedary. “Clyde. That’s right,” she said, “ his name 
was Clyde.”.
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Nanveet was certain the new girl had been drinking a couple of 
Cokes every morning and throwing the cans into the wooded patch 
behind the service station. Who drinks Coke at seven thirty in the 
morning, he thought. How can a person do that? But with all the 
recent focus on crime prevention and upgrading his technology, he 
had not completed last month’s inventory and could not yet prove 
her consumption. He had put aside the corndog tape even though 
there was no clear evidence of stealing because she turned her back 
to the camera before she began chewing. The other day Nanveet 
thought he had surprised her when he came out of the restroom, 
but could not tell what was awry. In reviewing the tape later in the 
day, he confirmed that she had taken a bite of a prepared sandwich, 
made a face, and wrapped it up again. He was determined to be 
more vigilant in his real-time observations.

Nanveet pulled himself away from monitor C with his mouth 
agape. He stood, smoothed his shirt, tugged at his sleeves, and 
walked out of his office and into the store as if against a storm gale. 
“Please stop eating the Nacho cheese at once,” he demanded.

The new girl swallowed and wiped her mouth. “Why, ‘cause it’s 
not yo’ cheese?” She asked and buckled over, slapping at her thighs.

“Very original,” Nanveet said, remaining composed. “I’m afraid 
there will not be enough for the customer’s corn chips.” 

“Vel-veet-y, don’t you know there’s always more chips than 
cheese,” she said and deliberately licked her extended middle finger. 
What Nanveet noticed most was that she was double jointed.

“But, you eat it like this from a Dixie cup,” Nanveet felt himself 
losing composure as he dipped an imaginary spoon in the air before 
him and popped it in his mouth. After the second empty bite, he 
threw the spoon over his shoulder and smashed the invisible cup 
against his teeth, smearing it over his face. “Gggglfffh,” he gurgled 
with unbridled pleasure. “Are you pregnant or what?” he asked.

“Ain’t it illegal to ask something like that?” the new girl asked 
with her hands on her hips.

“In the hiring process,” Nanveet stammered. “But I already 
hired you – almost a month ago,” Nanveet said and then wiped his 
hands over his face. “Who eats like that but a pregnant lady?”

“Are you saying I look pregnant?” The new girl bent backwards 
and cupped her belly beneath the caramel coat. She was pouting. 
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Nanveet averted his eyes and mumbled, “I just wanted to know 
if you are.”

“I wouldn’t say so,” she said and chewed her gum, facing him 
squarely.

The new girl had been crying and her long eyelashes were clumped 
together, fine like wet down. 

“Are you all right, miss?” Nanveet asked.
Her soft chin quivered and she waved her hand above her 

head before she turned her back to him. She smelled like the 
Shamamatul Amber he had watched her steal from his collection 
of attars on the Indian goods shelf lined with exotic perfume oils, 
bidis, and blue-and-white glass cow’s eyes for safe driving. He 
surprised himself by erasing that tape, wondering how this simple 
girl from out in the county had chosen such a sensual and sophis-
ticated fragrance to wear beneath her plastic jewels and thrift shop 
polyester. 

“Can I get you something?” Nanveet asked and followed her as 
she walked out to the lot and lit a cigarette.

She dropped it to the ground. “I can’t smoke anymore,” she 
cried, spitting through her words. “It makes me sick.” 

Nanveet crushed the burning tip of the cigarette with the heel 
of his shoe. He looked out over Orwell Boulevard where cars sped 
around a slow-moving stretch limousine with slit gills in its sides 
like a great white shark. Its blackened windows reflected the neon 
red, white, and blue lights of the gas station as a streaky flag. The 
back window scrolled down just enough for a brown hand to push 
a cigar through the opening. It plopped to the macadam and was 
immediately smashed beneath the tires of oncoming traffic.

“I need to get paid early,” the new girl said. “I gotta go see a 
doctor.” 

Nanveet picked up the cigarette with its little brown camel and 
carried it delicately between his thumb and forefinger to the trash. 
“All right,” he said and pushed it through the spring-shut opening.

Nanveet brought in milk and honey to make the new girl a pot of 
sunrise morning chai on the hot plate in his office. “I don’t like to 
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see you eating all that artificial stuff in your condition,” he said, 
handing her a cup. 

“Oh, Nan, you’re like the big brother I never wished I 
had—always watching out for me,” she said and hovered over the 
steaming cup like a homeless child. 

Nanveet spread a square of woven cloth over the counter and 
placed upon it four small foil-wrapped packages in a row like a 
caravan of precious goods. “Open them,” he said. 

She unfurled the first one to find a pie slice of curried chickpea 
tart with a fennel-cauliflower sauce. In the second and third pack-
ages, there were two small dishes of herbed coconut chutney and a 
cucumber raita. And in the fourth, she found a heaping scoop of 
cardamom-spiced basmati. 

Nanveet watched the new girl eat everything in hurried gulps. 
“Slow down,” he said. “Or you won’t know what you’ve consumed 
until it’s gone.”

The new girl leaned against the doorframe between the store and 
the secured area behind the register, holding two cups of chai. 
“What do you think it means to fit a camel through the eye of a 
needle?” she asked.  

Nanveet swiveled on the stool a quarter turn. “It’s really about 
perspective, I gather. How you see something through something 
else,” he said and fanned a clump of twenties to count them swiftly 
like a card shark.

“Nah, it’s Biblical, Veet.”
He rubber-banded the money and dropped it down the slot to 

the underground vault and said, “Yes, I know. It’s a proverb that 
goes something like ‘It is easier for a camel to go through the eye 
of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God.’” 
Nanveet picked up the next stack of money and began counting 
again. “No one knows the exact interpretation, but there was a 
gate in the ancient walled city of Jerusalem only big enough for a 
man to pass through unencumbered. It was known as the Eye of 
the Needle. The villagers built it to deter dangerous robbers. It’s 
said a camel could have been coaxed through only on its knees. 
And a wealthy man needed his camel to transport valuable goods 
such as spices, silk, gold, tobacco and the like,” he said and slipped 
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the money back under it’s spring-hinged clip in the slotted register 
drawer and pushed it closed until he felt the click. “The point 
being that wealth carries with it all kinds of spiritual hindrance,” he 
said.

“The bigger you get, the harder it is to escape,” the new girl said 
and came through the doorway to hand Nanveet one of the teas.

He took the cup, blew across the top of the chai, and said, “The 
people wanted to know how they could be saved – you know, go 
to Heaven – since they all had belongings with which they were 
unwilling to part. And what they were told was that with men it is 
impossible; with God all things are possible.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a real camel. Not in real life, 
anyway,” the new girl said and took a sip from her cup.

“My father once took me on a camel safari when I was a boy. 
We went through the region known as the desert circuit: Jaisalmer, 
Bikaner, and Jodhpur. Our guides had studied the stars for naviga-
tion and knew the sands almost as well as those beasts of burden.”

“How long were you out there?”
“A week or so. You lose track of time in a place like that.”
“What were the camels like, Veet?”
“They’re tough. They can go nine days without water and 

thirty-three without food. They gulp what they can eat in seconds, 
regurgitating it later to chew as cud,” Nanveet said and put his 
cup down on the counter, folding his hands in his lap. “But they 
won’t eat everything in sight. They feed selectively so they don’t 
deplete all the food in one area. You’ll see camels all throughout 
Northwestern India, the lowlands of Afghanistan, and westward 
across the African desert. You know, they were introduced to North 
America years ago, but never lasted,” he said.

The new girl emptied her cup. “Thirty-three. That’s how old 
Jesus was when he died,” she said. 

Nanveet chuckled. “You’d be surprised to know a camel’s hump 
is made of fat. People think it’s like a big tank of water, but it’s 
really made of fat.”

On monitor B, Nanveet watched a fat man in his mid-fifties strug-
gle off the high seat of his silver Lexus SUV. Out he popped, belly 
first, and scurried through the rain to the air pump. He pulled the 
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black cord to the front right tire and bent at the waist, legs wide. 
That guy’s going to drop dead, Nanveet thought and turned away 
from the monitor to refill his cup of chai. 

“NANVEET,” the new girl’s scream made him spill hot tea 
across his wrist. Then a loud pop from just outside the window 
jerked him back around to the bank of monitors. The camera 
trained on the pumps played the fat man slumped in a heap against 
the tire and the new girl running out to his side. 

“Get back here!” Nanveet yelled at the screen. He dialed 911 
and fell into his chair watching the new girl, on monitor B, kneel-
ing in the lot and loosening the fat man’s shirt collar. Then Nanveet 
rose slowly and backed out the door, facing the three jerky black 
and white monitors like spots before one’s eyes on the precipice of 
unconsciousness.

Nanveet and the new girl leaned against the chain link fence, 
shared a Camel, and watched the police, paramedics, and media 
argue over the crime scene. The police had left the fat man’s body 
there for nearly ten minutes before covering it, as the rain washed 
the black bits of rubber dust from his face in streaks, to take digital 
photos and video footage. Nanveet had refused an on-air interview 
with the local news station.

“I want to say he looks peaceful,” the new girl said, “but he 
doesn’t. All bunched up like that with his arm crumpled beneath 
him. His eyes are creeping me out.”

“Stop looking at him,” Nanveet said with his head bowed.
“I can’t help it, you know. It’s like I’m compelled to watch. 

It’s his eyes, open but empty, rolled so far up like that. Like he’s 
looking for God.”

“It’s just a function of death, miss. It’s known as sampaku. 
The irises float upward so that the whites are visible beneath. It’s 
understood to represent an inner turbulence, a sign of a person at 
odds with the world.”

“I thought for sure he got shot, but there was no blood any-
where. Just the horrible smell of that ragged tire.” 

Nanveet drew a circle in the gravel with the heel of his boot.
“Do you think he was saved, Nanveet? I mean, he was driving a 

Lexus and you can’t exactly fit that through the eye of the needle.” 
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Nanveet etched another, smaller circle within the first one.
“Nanveet, I’m asking you,” the new girl said as the phone rang 

out from inside the store. “I can’t go back in. Not right now,” she 
said and pulled her collar up around her neck and chewed her lip. 
“I wish it was a clear night. I want to see the stars. I want to know 
there’s something up there light years away. You could point out the 
North Star for me.”

Nanveet dug the toe of his boot into the center of the circles. 
The dirt beneath the gravel was a dark as crushed black pearls.

“When it rains like this, I want to sit in an outdoor café in Paris 
and kiss a man named Philippe,” the new girl said. “All you’d hear 
are kisses and rain drops.”

“Be silent,” Nanveet spoke swiftly. “This is not a time for 
dreams and chatter. A man has lost his life.”

The new girl began to sniffle and stood for a moment. Then she 
ran past Nanveet and back into the store. 

When he bowed his head again, he saw her footprint smudged 
in the center of his circles.

The new girl unwrapped the waxed paper package Nanveet had set 
before her. “You brought me slices of mango,” she said. 

Nanveet was smiling. “Yes. I love mangoes,” he said. “They 
grow wild in India.”

The new girl took a small bite of the sweet delicate flesh and 
shook her head sadly. “Why do they always use fruit as a compari-
son? It was as big as an orange. As round as a grapefruit. This one’s 
shaped like a mango.”

“What are you talking about, miss?” Nanveet asked.
The new girl ran a heavy hand over her face and sobbed, “I’m 

not preggers, Nanveet. The doctor said I’ve got a tumor in my 
uterus that’s as big as a mango.” 

Nanveet’s lips moved, forming soundless words. He tapped his 
chin with his index finger and then said, “Well, there are different 
types of mangoes.” 

“Shut up!” The new girl grimaced and threw a piece of the fruit 
at him.

He caught it and held the cool mango slice in his hand. It was 
smooth and slippery. “What are you going to do?” He asked.
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“They say I have to get it removed. They say it looks suspi-
cious,” she said.

“When?”
“Doesn’t matter. I can’t afford it right now anyway. It’s like nine 

thousand dollars and I’ve got no insurance, remember?” The new 
girl’s wide-set eyes were honeyed and doleful. Her tufted amber 
hair swirled in every direction. “You know, we think we have to be 
so careful about what’s out there all the time. What’s watching and 
waiting for us to mess up, to walk around alone, to take advantage 
of what we’ve got, or make the same mistakes we’re gonna make 
until that last day. Maybe it was the airport, maybe it was all the 
liquid cheese, maybe it was the fear of thinking something might 
get you no matter what you do. Now it’s here. It came from within. 
And there’s nothing really that scary about it after all. It just is.” 

Nanveet lifted his lowered head and reached out to touch 
her, but rested two fingers on the counter in front of the register 
instead. “I’ll pay for your operation,” he said.

“Maybe it was the all those Camels,” the new girl laughed 
derisively.

“Did you hear me, miss?” Nanveet said in a voice as weak as a 
whisper. “I said I’ve made my mind up to buy myself a nine-thou-
sand-dollar mango.”

The new girl stood up, extracted the Altoids tin from her 
pocket and placed it on the stool. She tightened the belt around 
her long caramel coat and leaned in to kiss Nanveet on the cheek. 
Then she walked past him, beneath camera A, through the register 
area doorway, along the display case of candy and breath fresheners, 
across the path of camera C, and out the door into the lot. She 
walked beyond the covered pumps, focused in the eye of camera 
B, and out into the black rain. She crossed the gleaming macadam 
of Orwell Boulevard without a glance to the cars that skidded and 
screeched just feet from where her footsteps melted back into the 
wet street, unseen. 

Nanveet watched her through the Plexiglas safety window until 
she was out of his sight. He dropped the warmed slice of mango 
he had been holding within his fist to the floor and picked up the 
Altoids box. Inside, he found a makeshift sewing kit: two needles 
threaded through with a thick tan string that was woven around a 
small piece of cardboard. It smelled ancient, like dust.


