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ABORT GRANDMOTHERS TODAY was painted in huge pink bubble 

letters on the laundromat wall across from the theater and next to 

the parking lot. A pigeon picked at the remnants of a box of French 

fries while a greasy rat scurried along the gutter with a soiled pair of 

Fruit of the Looms underwear small enough for a toddler. 

Unnoticing, uncaring, the street was busy with hooting couples 

shoulder as if they might tip without support. Lynell Mosely envied 

gone through, all she was feeling.  

The theater had only just let out from its late showing and this 

throng of couples flowing her way was the result. The rat had taken 

a turn into the sewer, but the pigeon remained, indifferent to the 

people jacked up on the sensual horror experience.  

Candyman they always showed the horror movies late. 

Candyman

sexuality was so thick it had people racing to private spaces; those 

their moans of ecstasy.  

Candyman. 

This was the third time Lynell had gone to see the film in the 

last week, but tonight she left early, knowing it was just the kind of 

thing Ray would be going to. When they were together, movies all 

he ever wanted to watch were movies like Hellraiser and 



Nekromantik and Last Dance and Howling part fucking two. He had 

a collection on VHS and Betamax. And as much as they got him 

Anything. 

Lynell closed her eyes a moment after casting a glance to the 

marquee sign and seeing that name gain. Truthfully, Ray wasn

only reason she found herself drawn to Candyman. That actor, that 

Tony Todd, was repulsive, but enticing somehow. Deep down in the 

pit of her gut and lower, something stirred at the harsh hum of his 

words and the electric pulse the hook. Plus, when did horror movies 

like the people at work, the people who went to her church, the face 

in the mirror? 

Minus that hook. 

Minus those bees. 

Minus that demonic sexuality. 

Of course. 

Her eyes opened and she continued on, careful to avoid a spent 

rubber and chewed lollipop lying in the path to her car a blue 

Chevy Citation. At night, she always did a full loop to glance in the 

back. Now, she had her hand in her purse on the fat knitting needle 

she carried, just in case. Mostly just in case, partly because she 

wished a motherfucker would.  

The street light high overhead was only a few car lengths down 

the lot and shined enough thin yellow that she could safely transfer 

her hand from the makeshift weapon to her keys. There was nobody 

and fell in, yanking the handle quickly after her men were sneaks 

and all they needed was a second to catch a lonely woman unawares. 

The car was old and rus

slight shift and absolutely cried out when slammed.  

She paused a minute and squinted, inhaling deeply at the 

familiar scents of Elizabeth Arden Sunflowers, Newport Menthols, 



and Secret deodorant. This simple act made her feel better. She 

slammed her hand over the lock knob on her door and felt even 

better yet.  

 

Lights were coming alive around her from vehicles pulling away 

and she watched for Ray. Ray and that bitch he was going with. 

Lynell cracked a window about two inches much more than that 

bucks to burn on a good 

hit the screen. 

a hair more, because listening was part of tracking a man, and his 

bitch, and without risks, the rewards were hardly ever worth it. 

before her. 

This was just a fling; Ray would be back, Lynell knew that. She 

 the theater, 

confront him, maybe dropkick that new bitch right in the mouth.  

Faces. Faces. Faces everywhere and none of them Ray. She 

harbored.  

e said. Once Ray saw 

Lynell, baby, baby, baby 

 

More vehicles started and rolled by, and she scanned every face 

for Ray.  

Not him. 

Not him. 

Not even a him. 



purse.  

menthols because of Ray; hed said it was cheaper if they split packs 

and smoked the same kind. Getting a carton did save about a buck 

 

And she did that for him because she was a good one. Not like 

others, not like that bitch he had in her right place. 

Lynell exhaled the minty smoke and watched the last car leave 

office lights went down, all but the marquee sign. It remained lit like 

a promise of more steamy terror to come. 

and got a shiver. 

Her eyes rolled to the rear view mirror and she peered into 

herself. There was a game in the movie, something fun and 

terrifying in nearly equal parts. 

 

She envisioned Tony Todd showing up behind her, leaning in 

with his hook, grazing her cheek with the sharpened tip; that sexy 

y. Like 

that she was sure, but something about that monster stood alone 

like an offering to anyone willing to play the game. 

 

For real scared. 

She laughed then and sucked a final drag on her cigarette before 

tossing it out to the damp asphalt of the lot and rolling the window 

up. It slipped some and she gently rolled it back down an inch. She 

palmed the glass and shoved as she turned the cracked. It slipped in 

straight, back where it belonged.  

Back where it belonged and by her hand. PROACTIVE popped 



into her mind like the word of the day, neon and singsong. She took 

a breath. What did proactive mean beyond what she was already 

doing? She inhaled deeply through her nose and let her eyelids fall. 

bees. 

licked her lips again and pretended to check her eyeliner. She settled 

and looked into her eyes, laughed some more, and then blurted, 

 

She put her hands to her face, really freaked out, but also 

not as if it could possibly 

work. Right? 

She stiffened her body and took two deep breaths. 

Her gaze fell back to the rear view. 

She cleared her throat, twice. 

The air suddenly felt thin. 

 

Breathed deep. 

 

She waited and waited and laughed and cried and then said 

Candyman and 

appear from thin air, but nothing happened. She turned the key, 

yanked the light plunger, and moved the shifter into drive. 

As she made it through the quiet neighborhoods, her eyes fell 

on the mirror more than a dozen times, half-expecting, half-seeing. 

She laughed more, feeling a bit like a crazy person, laughing that 

much. She lit another cigarette and a rarely used hamster wheel in 

the very back of her brain began spinning. She followed its lead and 

she turned away from her home, away from the other theater, away 

from anywhere but that one exact place she had to be.  

After three right she took a left and departed the busier streets 

for a shadowy residential area. The apartment driveway she pulled 



into had four dozen spaces and three yellow speed bumps. She 

parked in a spot behind the lime green building where Ray lived and 

looked up to his dark window. 

 

Lynell knew the 

knew about her. Bitch felt better anyway, more on the nose. 

 

Saying the name made her think of Tony Todd again and in a 

Candyman. Cand  

Nothing happened and she sucked on her Newport like a 

soother. The idea behind the character in the movie reminded her 

thought a boy named Bobby was going to be her forever and she and 

her friends would write names on mirrors in stolen lipstick while 

they tried to conjure a witch. 

sneered at her reflection, daring it to work.  

r real, only 

mouthing the words because what if it was that  said it that 

the witch appeared? but now she thought, what if they had it 

wrong and the movie had it right? Could be things like that only 

arm. 

She inhaled deeply from the Newport and spoke through the 

 

Nothing. 

cigarette out the window before reaching into her purse. The 

hamster wheel went into overdrive and an epiphany struck her like 

an electric shock. 

Ray all to her damned self. The keys remained dangling in the 

ignition as she charged across the dark lot toward the main doors. 



She  

to be and someone had to pay, and now she knew how to make it so. 

The mathematics behind it were so clear now. 

At the door, she pressed the button next to the HOOKER label. 

 

 

Oh she knew, but did he know? Did he really know? 

 

 

 

 

the other times. 

 

 

 

A sneering smile widen

 

 

 

out for about a year un  

At the doorway, Lynell clenched her fist so tightly the skin 

closed her eyes. 

nd 

 

only disappear from the doorstep and then reappear inside his 



togethe  

 

See, with Candyman and Bloody Mary it failed because she 

Faith was magic. 

 

, Lynell, Lyn

neck and che

 

 


