
What if, he asked her one night, we discovered a way to cure cancer.


Then the world would be a much better place, she told him.


He shook his head at her. But what if the cure were a really horrible thing?


There’s nothing more horrible than this disease.


He thought for a moment. She knew the look on his face, the one he got whenever he was trying to figure out the answer to an impossible problem. He sat there, in an antiseptic hospital room, wearing cloth instead of clothes, and wore that look. Her heart seized up, and she wasn’t certain whether it was the disease, or just overwhelming love.


I’ve got it! He said, and snapped his fingers. Dry parchment creaked in place of warm flesh. His face grew dark, eyebrows drawn together, black bat wings against the white of Arctic snow. What if, he said again, the only cure were cannabalism.


That doesn’t make any sense, she told him. 


But what if it did? What if you could be cured, and all it would take would be to gnaw at your mom’s arm.


That’s disgusting, she said.


Yeah. They fell into silence again, but he still wore that look on his face. The nurse came in, checked their vitals, smiled at their dying faces and left. It could be worse, she thought to herself as she gently closed the two behind the pair. At least they had each other.


But what if? He said again, as soon as the nurse had left. Really, Emily, what if?


She sighed. She lived in reality, and sometimes she wished that he lived with her. But most of the time he was in a world of his own. It had to be nice at times, to escape the world to a place where there was a cure for cancer. But mostly it was just silly.


Could we eat dead humans, or would they have to be alive? 


Alive, he said firmly. Or it wouldn’t be as terrible.


Then I suppose, she said, that there would be skin donors, like today there are blood donors, and kidney donors, and liver donors. 


He nodded his head. Okay, he said. But that’s too easy. What if you had to eat the skin off of them? What if somebody just offered you an arm, and said, here hon, take a bite, it’s nice and juicy and plump.


Then I suppose I’d eat some. If it didn’t kill them.


Really? He said. He sounded surprised. Would you eat the nurse’s arm?


Yes.


What about Brad? What about your sister? What about your mom?


Yes, I think so.


Huh, he sighed, and tried to settle back to a more comfortable position. She knew he wouldn’t find it. He would just find more aches and pains than he had known existed before, he would just feel a dizzier nausea. Or maybe not. Maybe in his world such human frailties didn’t exist.


Would you be able to eat me?


She looked down at her hands. Blue veins stood out starkly against the dry snow of her hands.


No, she said. No, I don’t think I could do that.


Oh, he said, and then his hand reached out and covered hers.

