
   

 

 

 

 

“I had a dream that I invented the telephone more than a hundred years ago.  

 Imagine that!” 
 

~ Alexander Graham Bell 

President, Worldwide Wireless and Stepfather of Margaret Fuller 

October 1997 
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Invitation 

 

Margaret, be my friend —  

Share your sidereal scenes from start to end. 

The paragraphs and pages that you traverse — 

Take us from one to another universe. 

 

Spare no concern, catch in every sense — 

Some moments, some pieces, of your existence. 

The indistinctly distant and the eyelash close — 

Endure in incandescent corners of your cosmos. 

~ Unknown 
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A Day in the Lives of Margaret Fuller 

 

Chapter One 

Thursday, February 25. The alarm woke her at exactly 5:40 a.m., and Margaret Fuller swung her 

legs to rise out of bed. She stood, swaying a little, surrendering the scent of the breeze 

evanescing with her dream, but recalling with pleasure the line of palms dancing to tease the sea. 

The sun was pitching its first rays through the Levelors by the time she padded her way 

into the bathroom. Margaret’s nightgown clung to her lithe frame, and she tugged at it for 

comfort. Groggily, brushing curls from her face, she picked up her electric toothbrush, smeared it 

with paste and pushed it in between her lips. She switched on the power.  

At that moment, the toothbrush’s motor misfired, causing it to wriggle wildly in her hand. 

She tried to remove the machine from her mouth, but her human reflexes were no match for 

technology’s swift imperfections. In that fraction of a second, an infinitesimal misalignment in 

the mechanism forced a widget to break, thus causing an accident. The arm and brush portion of 

the machinery shot off the handle, tore through the back of her throat, and lodged in the temporal 

lobe of her brain, killing Margaret instantly. The overburdened emergency personnel would later 

refer to it as a freak accident. 

 

Chapter Two 

She spat and rinsed. After that, a warm shower braced Margaret for her big day at work. 

She chose her favorite dress, the turquoise and white number that seemed to match her eyes. She 

didn’t believe she really had turquoise eyes, but that’s what her friends said when they saw her in 

the dress. She needed a piece or two of silver jewelry to match. 



2 
 

A Day in the Lives of Margaret Fuller/Beth Black 

 

In the earring case, she came across it. The old tarnished class ring her high school 

boyfriend had given her. One would think that after more than a dozen years, she’d be beyond 

the grief. Scott’s erotic asphyxiation accident as a teen had ruined their chances together, and 

though she still visited him at his father’s home, on occasion, she knew from his lost gaze that 

their dreams were quite dead. She was surprised at how much it still hurt. 

In the car, she found herself speeding slightly. The urge to finish that left over project 

from yesterday’s big meeting was pressing on her nerves. Silly! she thought. I have an entire day 

to finish three pages of the dullest report ever. She eased up on the gas pedal and allowed her 

mind to wander at the next red light. 

She conjured a house with late-afternoon light streaming through the lace curtains then 

coming to rest on antique chests and desks and a big box window seat. She imagined being at 

home with four or five – no, three kids. They’d all be waiting through the long afternoon for 

Daddy to come home. Scott would eventually burst through the door – barrel-chested, dark-

haired and chisel-chinned, like that movie star she desired – grinning, arms outspread to 

encompass them all, and – 

The red light turned green. She accelerated.  

That’s when the sound woke her up. A silver Audi sports model zooming up Sand 

Canyon Road to attack her from behind – engine roaring – and zipped around her at the last 

second, crossing into the oncoming traffic lanes to accomplish this stunt. She slammed on the 

brakes just as he whipped into the spot where her car was supposed to be. It looked to be a young 

man, alone in the car. At least, that’s all she could see. Loud music thumped her ears when he 

passed. 
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He pulled ahead, engine roaring, weaving between cars and disappearing around a bend, 

under the 5 freeway overpass. The last thing she noticed about the car was a blue and gold 

pennant flapping wildly in the wind from its right-rear window.  

It took several minutes for her heart to stop thumping, first in fear and then in anger. 

Margaret squeezed the steering wheel and shouted, “Creep! Asshole! What the hell are you 

doing?” But that only agitated her more, so she drew in a deep breath, willed her hands to relax 

their grip, and whispered, “Okay, he’s on his way to the hospital because his wife is having a 

baby. Twins. Triplets, maybe. Yeah, he’s having an emergency.” Her heart slowed a bit just as 

traffic began to move again. She turned on her radio and listened to some soft jazz. 

But her car didn’t progress for long. She soon found herself trapped in the worst snarl of 

traffic she’d ever seen on that road. Fifteen minutes later, ensnared and angry, she made it 

around the bend.  

There she saw the cause of the hang-up: A silver Audi was crushed, sandwiched between 

one of the pylons and a dusty blue pickup truck. It seemed to have run into the bridge support 

and lost the fight with the truck in pursuit. Her eyes rested on the blue and gold pennant that 

draped raggedly toward the ground. She followed it down, where it lay in a pool of dark liquid. 

Oil? Or … blood? No fire trucks had arrived yet, but a lone cop car was parked behind the 

wreck. The cop’s door was open and his car was empty. She couldn’t see any people, though. 

Just the pool of dark red liquid near the Audi’s door. She turned her eyes away and tried to listen 

to the radio as her car inched past the scene. All she could hear, though, was the roar of blood in 

her ears. 
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Chapter Three 

The red light turned green. She accelerated. At that moment, a red light on her dashboard 

started blinking and her gas pedal fell flat to the floorboard, dead. Margaret coasted to a stop at 

the side of the road just as her radiator blew a head of steam out the sides of her engine hood. 

Reaching for the phone, she wondered how long it would take for someone to tow her car. 

Wait. Should I call work first? Let them know I’ll be late? No, it would be better to tell 

them she’d already taken action to correct the situation. The bosses always wanted action over 

words. 

A look around confirmed that traffic was nice and clear, so it shouldn’t take too long for 

help to arrive. She tapped in the AAA number permanently stored in her phone. It was cheaper 

than buying a new car. 

She glanced out the window and caught sight of a silver Audi slowing as it passed her. In 

the back seat, a young child gawked at her through the open window. A few bars of Raffi’s 

“Baby Beluga” wafted her way. 

 

Chapter Four 

The red light turned green. She accelerated.  

Margaret approached the bend in the road. It always made her a little nervous to drive 

under the freeway overpass. She knew it was a silly fear, because the odds of that massive 

concrete structure falling on her – say, in an earthquake – were infinitesimal, since she was 

literally beneath the bridge, wending past its massive support beams, for less than four seconds a 

day, and that was counting both directions of travel. She was almost through it and forced herself 

to breathe deeply and relax. Silly! The things we fear! She chuckled. 
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At that moment, a crane that had been lifting large chunks of concrete from a 

construction site alongside the roadway lost its balance. The crane, which had been parked 

sloppily on a steep grade nearby, toppled over, unloading its captive chunk of concrete onto the 

cab of a big rig semi-tractor truck. The driver of the truck, smashed instantly to death, lost 

control of his rig, and it jackknifed into the oncoming traffic. A special freezer unit in the rig’s 

cargo detached, with doors popping open – spilling its guts violently. The last thing Margaret 

saw was a massive load of frozen squid, cod and halibut careening down the road toward her.  

Overburdened emergency personnel would later joke about the corpses arriving at the 

morgue prepackaged in ice. 

 

Chapter Five 

The light turned green. Margaret accelerated and made it around the final bend before the 

long stretch leading to the company parking lot. Already, she could smell the coffee she’d pick 

up in the cafeteria on the first floor. “An-ti-ci-paaaation,” she sang.  

She pressed harder on the accelerator because she hated being late for work. Scott’s 

insistence on having sex before she could leave that morning had really slowed things down. 

And at that point, she saw no reason to enjoy his touch. Almost a dozen years of marriage had 

soured her to his bad breath, fart jokes and ball-scratching come-ons. 

She tried to remember the last time she’d felt that they had made love instead of having 

sex. She couldn’t quite accomplish the task. How sad, she thought. How many women feel this 

trapped? 

She was still irritated with him for not helping her find her lost scarf the night before. 

She’d suddenly been hit by the realization that it was no longer to be found in the closet. She tore 
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their little house apart searching for her prized, most favored piece of fabric on Earth. Scott had 

been annoyingly disinterested in helping her find it, despite the fact that she’d splurged on it at 

his urging during last year’s trip to Sausalito, and it would be a long, long time before she could 

return to buy a new one. That little shop was so quaint, and the scarf was so beautiful.  

Sometimes, she thought, things just disappear. And sometimes, she thought some more, 

they get a little help disappearing from the carelessness of others. Maybe, when he was fixing 

the hanging rod in the closet a few weeks ago, he somehow lost or destroyed her scarf. She 

couldn’t be sure. One thing was certain: if he did, he’d never own up to it. Never.  

Her chin quivered and she gritted her teeth to stop it. Margaret parked, grabbed her purse 

and climbed out, slamming the door. An indignant snort rose from her throat. 

 

Chapter Six 

The cell phone came to life, chirping the tune to “My Mama Said” by ABBA. 

Margaret yanked the phone from her purse and forced herself to answer. It was early 

enough in the day that her mother might still be making some sense. The illness always seemed 

worse after dark. No such luck this time.  

Mom didn’t waste any time. A breathy voice asked, “Are you alright?” 

“Yes, of course I am.” 

“I heard a terrible story! Or, I had a terrible dream.” 

Silence. No sound came from the phone, except for every few seconds, when minor 

strains of static erupted from its tiny speaker. Margaret took a short breath, steeling herself. 

“What was it?” she asked. 

“You were killed.” 
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More silence punctuated by more strains. 

Margaret wondered why her mother’s fantasies often had her killed off. It took another 

second to think up a response that wouldn’t make her sound equally crazy. 

“Mom, if I were killed, would I be speaking to you now?” 

After a pause, her mother said, “I don’t know. Would you?” 

 

 

 


