
The Oval The Oval 

Volume 14 
Issue 2 Staff Issue Article 10 

4-15-2021 

Deflated, But Hanging In There Deflated, But Hanging In There 

Cass Sissel 

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval 

Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Sissel, Cass (2021) "Deflated, But Hanging In There," The Oval: Vol. 14 : Iss. 2 , Article 10. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol14/iss2/10 

This Visual Art is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 

https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol14
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol14/iss2
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol14/iss2/10
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Foval%2Fvol14%2Fiss2%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://goo.gl/forms/s2rGfXOLzz71qgsB2
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol14/iss2/10?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Foval%2Fvol14%2Fiss2%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:scholarworks@mso.umt.edu


42 • Maddelyn Black

towards the bed. Leaning down, she lightly shook her husband’s 
chest.

“Uh, Mark. Ummmm, you need to, uhhh, you really need to 
get up, babe,” Mary said.

Mark’s figure remained still, unconvinced.
Mary shook him again, harder, and spoke a bit louder. 
“Hey, honey. Uh, you really need to get up now,” she pleaded.
The man remained motionless.
Mary began pulling at the comforter.
 Mary then said in an exasperated tone, “Mark. You need to get 

up. Honey, shit, you wet the bed. I got to wash these sheets, you 
need to- “

Mary’s grumbling was interrupted by Mark. His wooly arm 
flopped down to the side of the bed, and his knuckles rapped the 
sideboard.

Mary stumbled back; the sudden motion had pushed her away. 
Mary quickly moved back in. She climbed over the nightstand, her 
arms meet his stocky chest, and she shoved him, pushing his frame 
further into the sagging mattress. Mary heard the squeak of the 
springs as she pushed on his chest. She heard the groaning of the 
moving bed frame. She didn’t hear Mark.

She brought her hands up to his face. Shaking him again, his 
eyes opened a glassed-over hazel. 

Mary’s knees and calves were slick with piss, and her towel had 
fallen off. She punched his torso, screaming

“Mark,
Mark, 
wake up.”
She was not sure when, or who, called 911. She did not know 

when the medics broke down the door, but she knew that her 
throat tasted bloody. 
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