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Attack of the Sole Mates

No one would have ever believed me if they had not seen it for themselves, loose socks
running everywhere. I would not have either had I not seen it with my own two eyes or taken
part of the madness. What I learned that day was that the laundromat was a magical place.

It was like any other Friday morning. The Sudz and Tubz laundromat was full of
homemakers, singles, and professionals dropping off dry cleaning. The heavy smell of detergent
lingered in the air. Those catching up on their weekly gossiping could be heard over the
mechanical sounds.

I was reading Good Housekeeping, minding my own business, when I noticed a sock,
royal blue donning yellow stripes, run across dirt-stained terracotta tile floor.

Am I losing my mind? 1 blink several times, believing my eyes were playing tricks on me.

Maybe I had been staring at the magazine too long.

Leaning forward, I peek around the corner of the old washing machines. I rub my eyes
into focus, unbelieving what they see. An entire army of socks, none the same, gathered in a
circle near the polished silver dryers. They appeared to be communicating in some form of their
own, swaying and wiggling their sides. If [ was not terrified, I might have thought they were
cute.

Carefully poking my head above the washer, I peek, checking if I was the only one seeing

this.

Everyone is frozen, staring in the direction of the gathering of socks, unaware of the

events that were about to take place.



A mid-twenty-something housewife leans down, plucking one tiny grey sock with a
giraffe blowing bubbles, and says, “There you are.”

That is when all hell broke loose.

An orange sock curls up into the shape of a French horn while a bright red one blows the
sound of a battle cry. They all rush forward, elastic seams resembling tiny feet. One single green
baby sock guides the pack. The socks had begun to attack.

The grey bubble-blowing giraffe sock wiggled its way from her hand, making its way to
her head.

An army of socks continued making their way toward soap pods. Forming a catapult at
every table, they begin launching them at the stunned laundry goers. Others had tied together
their owners’ shoestrings.

Some tossed fabric softener sheets about, while a solo black sock knocked over bottles of
scent beads, causing the floor to be slick.

I sat back watching the madness, peering down at my own two feet shoestrings were left
to be.

I wanted to flee from the madness, but I could not. No. I stay. I stay watching the
forgotten socks create a battlefield in the center, searching for their lost so/e mate.

Customers begin flailing, stomping, screaming, and laughing, “Get them off me!”

The socks began to remove their shoes, checking each mismatch. One after another, they
began freeing them.

They flew, leaping in the air from foot to foot, seeking their mate. There were tube socks,

colorful socks, dress socks, and kids and baby socks searching for their matching partners.



One by one, the socks begin pairing themselves together. The chaos continued until the
last lost sock, hot pink with slices of pizza, stood atop a washer no mate found. For a sock, he
appeared sad, slumped forward alone.

I could empathize with it. If I lost my soul mate, [ would be sad, too.

Everyone sat silent, awaiting the little socks' reaction. But it did not react, not until I
approached it, reaching my hand into the pocket of my blazer.

Everyone is anxious to see what I am holding.

What I present to the lonely sock is a peace offering, the other matching sock, the lost
sole mate.

The sock shows its appreciation, rubbing its side along my pointer finger. The two slide
down the black rusty metal leg, pairing as they reach the others. They all lay flat and lifeless
waiting for someone to claim the pair.

Glancing down at my own two feet as I claim my set, [ smile. I was happy I chose to

wear matches today.

Snow Proud



Snowmaggedon, a one-hundred-year-old tradition that had become the object of my
obsession. Rules for the contest were simple, random people were paired together to build a
winning igloo, and twelve hours was the allotted time. The previous winners got their picture in
the town community center, an igloo trophy, and five-hundred dollars.

I heard my name followed by a name I had not thought about in a while, Lily Parker."

I rolled my eyes because I knew being paired with Lily would be difficult. Lily and I
have known each other all our lives. She never cared much about winning Snowmaggedon, not
as [ did. I wanted to make my father proud. His health prevented him from participating this
year, so | was extra determined to win.

After spending the first hour scouting the mountain, Lily found a spot close to an old
white pine tree. "How about here? Is it level enough?" She asked.

I stepped over to where she stood, examining the area. The ground was frozen solid. Freshly
fallen snow surrounded the area, enough to get a good start. "This looks good. Let's clear out this
pile of brush."

We began to work together, clearing out the area and creating the base of the igloo. Hours
pass as our creation begins to take form.

I admired Lily's look of accomplishment expressed each time she completed a block. I
noticed she still wore the tiny gold locket I gave her on her sixteenth birthday. I wondered if it
still contained the same picture of us next to the falls.

I stayed on Lily and ensured she was constantly working, pushing her to work harder.

But, I criticized her choice of pace and noticed her look of accomplishment no longer existed.



The snow came down heavily as we created a window for the igloo. Lily worked in
silence, only replying to me by nodding her head. Her pace had become slower and less
meticulous.

"We need to finish to win."

"I'm working as fast as I can," Lily shouted, threw a snowball in my direction, and then
laughed.

"I'm not playing, Lily. This year I'm going to win."

She looked down, continuing to work. I worked from the inside to create the dome while
Lily handed me blocks from overhead. I saw the look she was giving, and I'm not sure she was as
determined as I was, but I let it go.

Snow becomes sleet as the igloo comes together flawlessly. Winds pick up the fresh
powder from the ground creating tiny snownados. Finally, it dropped to a bitter cold temperature
causing me to push Lily to work harder and faster. We had less than six hours to complete our
prize-winning igloo, and the weather needed to cooperate. We needed to save time.

Lily shivered in her oversized yellow parka, "Do you want to head to the lodge to warm
up? I can barely feel my fingers."

"Not yet Lily. Let's wait."

She paused and stared at me silently. Then, after a minute, she says, "We've been out here
for hours. I'm cold and hungry. Besides, the igloo is coming along well, and we have time."

"I said not yet, Lily. It can't be left unfinished."

Lily huffed and stormed down the hill and towards the center of the town. I ignored her

and continued to work. I watched as she stumbled through the snow. She pulled her toboggan



down over her ears, then rubbed her hands together. When she didn't look back, I decided to go
after her.
I caught up to her halfway down. "Lily, wait!"

"You are unbearable, Drew Willis!"

I trudged behind her silently towards the town center as the snow deepened. How am [
unbearable? She's the one being irrational.

"Lily, please, stop." I pled as I realized she was standing in front of the large oak door
decorated in holiday décor.

"I'm done, Drew," She said, "I can't take anymore."

Lily quietly entered the door, leaving me standing alone. I sat on a nearby bench and
placed my elbows on my knees, tucking my head between them.

What have I done? Lily had been working hard, but I kept pushing her.

I stepped inside the same door and was reminded of what was at stake. The walls of the
community center were lined with photos of previous year's champions. However, the desire to
win was immediately forgotten when I spotted Lily standing by the garland-decorated fireplace.
She held a Styrofoam cup of steaming hot chocolate. Her attention was focused on the roaring
fire.

"I'm sorry, Lil. I shouldn't have been so hard on you." I said as I approached her.

She didn't look my way, which told me she had been crying.

"Please, Lily," I begged. "You don't know how much this means to me."

She bowed her head and stared at the floor. "I do understand, Drew," she said as I noticed
fresh tears formed in the corner of her eyes. "I've been trying to make you proud to be my partner

all day. But you weren't ecstatic about being paired up with me. I could tell."



"Ah, shit Lil, I was being a jerk," I replied as I brushed my hand through my hair.

"You were being pushy, so I tried harder." She turned towards me, and tears trailed down
her cheeks. "I have always rooted for you, Drew. I've known you my whole life. So, I do know
how much this means to you. It's about proving something to your father."

After all this time, she still remembered how hard I struggled to fulfill my father's
expectations. "For what it's worth... I am truly sorry about pushing you to work harder. We
make a great team."

She sat her hot chocolate on a nearby table with a Santa statue carrying his bag of
presents, then stepped toward me. "I'm trying the best I can. I really wish you could see that."

"I know you are," I assured her. "The pressure to win overtook me."

She nudged my shoulder playfully and laughed, "Jekyll and Hyde... Let's go. We only have a
few hours to finish. We still have time to win." She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the
door.

We plodded through freshly packed snow back up the mountain to the masterpiece. Lily
began packing snow around the base, where the winds swept away while I worked on enforcing
the king block.

I occasionally looked her way and smiled. She's still the girl I remembered, dimples and
all, only more mature. Her locket slid across the chain as she leaned from side to side to compare
the symmetry. Again, I wondered if the picture inside was still the same.

"We're almost finished," she began, "It looks amazing. I really think we have a shot at
winning."

I watched Lily pack handfuls of snow onto the igloo and admired her meticulousness.

Each block was the same. She worked quickly but diligently as the snow fell.



"She does look amazing,” I said.

She stopped patting the icy pile, grinned, and said, "Did you refer to our igloo as she?"

I laugh. "I did."

She rushed forward and jumped onto me. I stumbled along, trying to watch where I
stepped to avoid the almost complete igloo, but I failed. Lily and I tumbled to the ground,
crashing into the entrance to the igloo. As the entrance collapsed, snow dust flew into the air
showering us on its way back down.

"I'm so sorry, Drew," she began to cry while she grabbed handfuls of snow to rebuild the
entrance.

I realized our prize-winning igloo had been damaged but noticed Lily in a manic. First,
she grabbed chunks of the fallen entrance and packed fresh powder. Then, she panicked,
repeatedly pleading, "I'm sorry."

I rushed over to her, wrapped my hands around her waist, and pulled her close. "It's
alright, Lily," I said while I comforted her, "it's alright. I'm not worried about the damn igloo." I
used my thumb to wipe the tears from her cheeks. "I'm sorry I've been hard on you. I realized
what matters. You, Lil, you matter."

She hesitated before saying, "I love you, Drew Willis."

"About damn time," I said. "I've been waiting a long time for you to say it. I've always
loved you, Lily Parker." I kissed her as if it was the first time.

Lily then grabbed a handful of snow and smashed it in my face. "Better late than never,
now let's win this!"

We finished the entrance just in time to submit our creation, then headed to the

community center to eat and wait for the judges to determine the winner. After dinner, we sat



near my father on the leather sofa in front of the fireplace while he told us how proud he was. I
placed one arm around her. "We finished, Lil. Even after we damaged it, we still finished in
time."

"I told you I was trying my best."

I turned towards the fire and pondered the one question that had been on my mind all day.

"I see you still have your locket."

She looked at me and admired I noticed her wearing it. "I've never taken it off, except
when my tonsils were taken out. They made me take it off." She laughed.

"Same pict-"

"Yes. Same one."

I grabbed her hand and gave it a good squeeze. "I've missed you, Lily."

"I've missed you too."

A cold breeze entered the room as the mayor, and three judges stepped into the lodge.
The mayor walked over to a podium in the center. He grabbed a bell, ding, ding, "We have
declared the winners for the one-hundredth annual Snowmaggedon contest."

Everyone focused their attention on the mayor and judges and became silent. "The
winners of this year's Snowmaggedon contest are...."

Lily gripped my hand tight.

"Drew Willis and Lily Parker with their Winter Wonderland igloo."

Lily hugged me tightly before we headed to the mayor to collect our well-deserved prize.
I could see the excitement in her eyes, "You did it, Drew!"

"No, Lil, we did it."



Fool Me Once

An overfamiliar scent of sandalwood fills my nasal cavities upon entering the cheap
motel. Chanel No. 5, a fragrance that once lured me, was now repulsive, but I'd been waiting on
this day, my last chance.

"What the f-ck, Patty," I shout as I slam the dingy white door.

Patty Baker, AKA Patty Cake, wife of Miami's most notorious drug smuggler, Frankie
"Sweet Tooth" Baker, declared she had an emergency.

"I'm-I'm sorry, Detective Halburn. You know I wouldn't ask if-if it wasn't urgent," she
sniffles, stepping on the grey concrete patio.

Patty's customary tidy blonde locks appeared disheveled, her body weak, intoxicated
from binge drinking.

Examining the odd-shaped dark plum bruise covering her right cheek, I ask, "What has
he done this time?"

Mascara stained her hazel eyes down her boney cheeks. Frank had hit her again, bastard.
"I-I didn't mean to...you gotta help me. They're going to kill me." She sobs.

Her tiny hands tremble, causing the clear liquid in her glass to ripple. Patty had never
been this frightened over Sweet Tooth before.

"Did you do as I said?" I ask, resting a hand on her frail shoulder.

She winces in pain.

"I tried. George, please believe me. I didn't mean..." she trails off.



"Tell me!"

Her eyes wide at my demand.

"H-he come home early while I was packing... Frank went crazy, George." She buries

her face in her hands, drawing in a sharp breath, blindsiding me by the words that come out, "I-I

think I killed him."

"Jesus, Patty, what did you do?"

"He was choking me, so I grabbed a vase smashing him over the head. Frank's body

crumpled to the ground," she pauses, placing her glass on the table. I study her movements as she

fidgets her hands.

me.

"You need to leave. Frank's people will come."

She calmly stands, closing the space between us, crouching down on her knees to face

"I can't," she whispers as she runs her blood-splattered hand up my leg.

I shift evasively in my seat.

"W-Why not? Why stay here?" I compel.

She pauses before whispering, "You."

I push her assertively onto her derricre.

"I've told you," I point between her and me, "this... can't happen."”
Vastly I stride towards the door, rejecting her as she remains on the floor.
"You need to know the truth," she mumbles.

"The truth," grabbing the knob to exit.

"About your wife."

I spin, squaring her up. "We arrested and convicted her killer."



"You see, George," she begins, changing the decibels of her tone, "When you ended our
affair, [ was devastated... you chose her over me."

“What is so special about ordinary,” she implores.
I let on I didn't hear her desperate attempt to anger me.

"She cheated too, ya know," she shouts, slapping both hands on the concrete patio,
startling me.

"No, she wouldn't have!" I protest.

"She did, and so did you. Do you recall, George, rolling in the green sheets with me? Red
suspender belt clipped to black fishnet stockin-"

"Enough," cutting her off. Patty was p*ssing me off, and she knew it. "Made me a better
lover," she claimed.

Sleeping with the most desired women in Miami was a thrill, but I always knew I would
pay, one way or another.

"I-I couldn't believe you chose her over me after you promised to get me out of this
situation and away from Frank," she wails.

"You don't deserve sh*t," I spit harshly. "It was you who killed my wife."

She draws in a huge breath, eyes wide in horror, "You knew?" she shrieks.

"I found something that night no one else did, a lone blue diamond laying near her
lifeless body. A rare diamond I've seen many times before, on you," I raise my voice.

Her bloodshot eyes widen, "W-why didn't you arrest me?"

"I think we both know the answer to that, Patty Cake," I taunt.

"You wouldn't," she squints her eyes, daring me.

"I already did," flashing a wicked smile.



"Wh-wha-what...have you done?"
Grabbing her throat, stumbling to her feet, then towards me while gasping to take a
breath. Patty stares into my empty soul as she struggles to take her last breath.

"I am getting you away from him... just as promised."
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