Puddle


The grass was gray the night that Bethany drowned. It mirroed the sky overhead, covered in clouds, and reflected the grey of the pavement, the buildings, and the glorious stone archways. It matched, remarkably well, the grey of Bethany’s eyes.


She drowned in the ocean. She lifted her foot from the stairs, put it down on the step that should have been beneath it, and disappeared into the Atlantic Ocean. She was discovered three weeks later by a team of Navy cadets, training to be divers.


Nobody was quite sure how she had made it all the way to the ocean to drown. How she had left a tradional Psych meeting, headed on her way back home, and then reappeared, weeks later, decayed almost beyond recognition, in the salty waters near a shore she’d never visited.


The truth, however, was that Bethany didn’t drown in the ocean. Nor did she drown in a disasterous puddle. She died somewhere between the two, a nebulous realm between Ann Arbor and the Chesapeake Bay.


The newspapers and forensics team assumed that it was suicide. Her parents disagreed vehemently. Bethany was deeply religious; she was incapable of lying, had, quite literally, never harmed a fly. More miraculously, she had never even touched a fly. After realizing that they would receive no sympathy from the authorities, her parents turned to the Vatican, asking that their daughter be canonized as a saint. 


Nothing about Bethany’s life seemed quite so wonderous as her death. She had been born November 14, 1971—a wholly unremarkable date. She lived in Cascada Michigan, a wholly unremarkable town. She received unremarkable grades, performed unremarkably on the piano, and played for an unremarkable soccer team. 


When she graduated, nobody was surprised that she elected to attend the University of Michigan. For all that it was a good school, it was also a big school, and her matriculation in the college was, in the end, rather unremarkable.


None of this bothered Bethany. She was a caclm, mild girl, who worked hard and industriously, and thus managed to make up for a rather dull mind. Her parents were right when they said that she coulodn’t have committed suicide, and they were right in that she had never sinned in her life. She was a good girl. She’d never had a boyfriend, never wore make-up, and never went out dancing. She spent her freshman year closeted in the dorm, fearing the return of her sorority-girl roommate and diligently reading her Bible.


The one thing that must be said about Bethany is something she herself would have believed to be wholly blasphemous. IT dealt, of course, with the story of creation. As all true scholars know, the world was created through the big bang, as planets spread, cooled, and began life. Earth, clearly, went beyond the normal bacteria to begin life, and that life created a god: Gaea.


But as the planet progressed beyond simple flora and fauna, as sapiens developed and mankind learned to use a stick to get food, the goddess had to evolve as well, and so God was born. But he was always tied, inextricably, to his own mother.


Gaea has always had a soft spot in her heart for women, and when her beloved innocents cry, she cries with them. Fortunately, there have been few innocents in the world: Mary, the Virgin Mother of God, Bethany, and a poor servant girl named Sue. And, even more luckily, these women were all so good, so virtuous, so true, that they rarely died of heartbroken sorrow. In fact, there have only been three great rains in history: Mary, when her son died and the heaven’s were rent, Bethany, on the night she died, and Sue, when she believed that her master had gone crazy and was going to perform mad experiments on the animals he had brought to his giant boat.


Bethany’s eyes began drying out when she was twelve, and by the time she reached twenty, her tear ducts had gone to sleep. She never cried, not once, from her birth until the night of her death. The idea of crying didn’t even occur to her. After all, whenever she was sad, disappointed, or lonely, she could look out the window and see the sun, or the clouds, or the stars, and be happy.


But this one night she went to her Undergraduate Psychology Students meeting, and nobody else was there. She sat for an hour, but nobody else came, and finally, she packed up her bags to leave. As she walked through the barren, mildewed halls of Angell, she realized that it was completely empty. Her footfalls echoed curiously through the linoleum and concrete corridors. Her heart began to beat a little quicker, and she ran even more speedily to the exit.


She peeked her head out, and discovered, to her disbelief, that not a single person was on the streets. Not a single soul. She looked at her watch, discovered that it was only 6:15, and began to worry. Where was everyone?


She began walking home, shaking her head hurriedly from side to side, desperately searching for another sign of life. But there was nobody.


Bethany was a psychology student because she wanted to help people, not because she was particularly gifted in the mental arts. After five minutes without encountering a person, she came to the horrible realization that everybody had mysteriously disappeared. She was the last person alive on earth. With that epiphany came an overwhelming sadness. She imagined her parents, gone. Her friends, gone. Her beloved Bunny, gone. And, for the first time in her life, a single crystalline tear fell from her left eye. No more, and no less.


But as that tear rolled down the side of her nose, dripped off her chin, and fell, glistening, to the ground, it awoke the dormant spirit of Gaea, who instantly recognized the pain of an innocent and began to bawl. Huge drops of water began pouring down from the sky.


The cause of the sudden, torrential rainfall didn’t even notice, though. She was busy walking through the streets, praying to her God, begging him to take her to where all of the other people were. God himself probably didn’t know how to respond: he knew that it was the day of The Game and that every living person in Ann Arbor was either at the Big House or staring raptly at a television. But Bethany still didn’t realize this, and her prayers became more and more intense.


She wandered into the Law Quad, blinded by the tears of Gaea. She walked along the cobbled pathway, not noticing as her ankles sank into puddles, and her pants became soaked. She offered one last, fatal prayer as she reached the one set of steps within the courtyard, as she raised her left foot and slowly placed it down.


Please God, just let me die.

With the strength of the faithful, her prayer cut through the thousands of Let Michigan Win’s and and the dozen OSU’s and hit straight into the heart of God. Her foot sank into the puddle and came out in the middle of the Pacific Ocean.


Sixty years later the Vatican made a mistake, and canonized Bunny.

