Despite not eating for a couple of days, Anna’s face was still enveloped by her contagious smile. It was not even summer yet and the mugginess of Baltimore’s periphery made the dilapidated house feel like a hole ridden boat sinking slowly into the marsh. 

Mother and grandmother were lying motionless on the couch. She knew they won’t wake up soon. It was only Thursday afternoon, and the welfare checks wouldn’t arrive until the end of the day tomorrow. 

They would just stay like that, drenching (not drenched) in sweat and snoring. Now and then, they would slap their thighs and faces trying in vain to smash the mosquitoes and the flies. In days like these, like most of her life, she would go outside, by the road and watch the cars go by. There were not many going on that road, but she liked when the Greyhound bus was coming by. Sometimes, she placed branches on the road so the bus would go slower. It was fun to watch the sun through the many windows and the faces of so many different people leaning in all positions and emotions everywhere: open mouths drooling on the glass, resting their head in palms like asking for forgiveness, heads squished through the upper opening inhaling smoke and punching hands into the eyes trying to get the ash out. 
Intermittently, she was closing one eye at the time and the reality was changing: some were disappearing, others were closer, a few seemed to move around and, if she caught the right time with her squinting eye, passengers were riding across the bus and outside of it, on the sunrays; like angels, she thought yet it was just the mirage of physics. Today, instead, she opened the fridge expecting to see something in it. The light bulb was out but she still could make out the empty shelfs. Anna lit a candle and put it in the fridge, scanning closely the empty shelves as she thought the holy grail was somehow hidden in the plain sight. The young inquisitive eyes found only a partial loaf of sliced wonder bread and a half full can of beer on one of the fridge door’s shelves. Only four slices of bread. The smell of old beer made her puke but was nothing in her stomach to come out. She wanted to throw it away, but she knew better. Either her mom or grandma would be mad at her, and she didn’t want to upset them. She was so famished that she could eat all four pieces in one bite. “Maybe I could make a wax sandwich”, she thought. Anything to make it look more. Anything. But there wasn’t anything else edible to be found. Nothing. Like an infant bird with an undeveloped beak, she started taking miniscule bites from a slice of bread, mixing it in her mouth with saliva, creating a concoction of imaginary flavors. She made each nibble take forever but it wasn’t long, 4 seconds exactly, before one slice was utterly gone. She never intended to eat more than that since she placed the other three slices on the table in the living room on top of the mound of loose cigarettes which, she always wanted to throw away, but she had to roll a new batch anyway, so she let them be. Better later than sooner. “Always better later than sooner”, she imagined. As soon as she moved her hand away from the bread, the flies swarmed onto them like a horde of barbarians in a voracious siege, somehow knowing that the gates of the empire are open. She waved them off with the authority of a queen, but they returned in even greater numbers before her hand had time to settle. She took another tiny corner piece from slice; the ravenous flies, the mother and the grandmother were choiring the insects of the uninhibited surroundings.
The road was somewhere halfway between her and the setting sun, she figured. Anna knew every critter’s sound but the highway always had something new; a new color, a novel car shape, and music, harmonious sounds that she could find only by the side of the road, spilling through the windows of passing riders.
Since she started her trek from the house, only one car passed by, but she was too far to make anything of it against the sun; it just looked like a crawling shadow with a ghost trail. She sat on the side of the road watching how the warmth was rising from the asphalt. She liked to pretend that she can push it down to its house, how she called it, or to throw dirt above the heat haze and admire how the unsynchronized trio dance of dust, heat shimmer and descending sun rays roll erratically, smashing matter, anti-matter and laughter into an ad-hoc pas de trois.
The sun was almost hidden behind the corn field when a blue convertible car stopped next to her. Anna never hear the sound of music so loud

