
1

TRIGGER                                                

Allison Schweiger

“Hey. There’s someone here to see you, Tom.” The nurse 
poked her head into the room like she had a million times 
before, surveying the space that so painfully spoke of loss. 
Her heart sank once again at the lack of cards in the room. No 
pictures graced the walls, and there was a distinct absence of 
family. 

Tom sat resolute in the green armchair, a faded afghan 
huddled around his body in a feeble attempt at fending off 
the cold. At the mention of his name, his eyes flickered over, 
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focusing on the young woman in the doorway. His expression 
showed neither curiosity nor disinterest as he processed her 
words. She took this as a good sign; at least he wasn’t giving her 
any trouble. She was well-aware of his usual schedule, one that 
did not involve much human interaction. She looked over her 
shoulder, nodded at the stranger waiting anxiously in the hall, 
and brushed the lint from her floral scrubs.

“Come on in. He’s awake, but probably not for long,” she 
whispered, glancing at her wristwatch. The young man perked 
up. “Awesome,” he said, smiling nervously.

“You’ll be fine,” she reassured him. He nodded and watched 
as she turned and walked briskly down the hallway in search of 
more souls to tend to. 

The young man stepped into the room and surveyed it. 
There wasn’t much furniture, just a hospital bed, a couple of 
chairs, a dresser, and a monitor that glowed curiously from the 
corner. 

 “You can sit,” the old man said, gesturing feebly to the chair 
next to his. He didn’t bother to ask for a name.

The young man sank into the seat, nervously tapping his 
foot once settled.

Tom stared at him unabashed. This is new, he thought. I’ve 
never had a visitor before.

“So, what brings you here?” Tom mumbled, searching the 
young man’s face. He tried to place him, though he was certain 
they hadn’t met before.

“Honestly? I’m here for community service. But I did choose 
this place,” the young man offered, running his hand through his 
hair.

Tom snorted. “What the hell did you do? Community 
service…” He trailed off, his expression breaking into an amused 
grin.

“It’s not like that, it’s a requirement. For school. But like I 
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said, I wanted to come here.”
Tom met the young man’s gaze and gave a sheepish smile. 

“Well, I guess that’s not so bad. School, huh? How old are you?”
The young man smiled. “Twenty. I’m a junior, so I’ll be 

graduating next year.” He fished out his phone and pulled up a 
picture that glowed with the front gates of his campus. He and 
his girlfriend smiled on the screen, their red shirts boasting a 
championship title.

“Here,” he said, handing the phone to Tom. 
The old man took the phone in his trembling hands and 

squinted. “Who’s that?” Tom inquired, pointing at the young 
woman.

“That’s Rema, my girlfriend. Well, soon-to-be fiancée,” he 
corrected, grinning at the picture.

“Oh yeah?” Tom asked, looking again at the picture. 
“Congratulations.” He caught his breath, the simple interaction 
taking more from him than he expected. 

The young man smiled. “Thanks. I’m excited. Nervous, but I 
know she’ll say yes.”

Tom nodded, taking note of the young man’s expression. 
His heart leaped and for the briefest of moments he thought he 
understood. He took a minute to survey this feeling, the peculiar 
familiarity that wasn’t at all possible. He had never been married. 
And yet, and yet….

 Tom’s hands shook, which wasn’t out of the ordinary. His 
fingers dragged across the screen, swiping to the next picture in 
a perfect demonstration of aged mistakes.

“Sorry,” Tom grumbled, embarrassed. His eyes landed on the 
new snapshot before him, a picture of Rema posing in a field full 
of wildflowers, her dress as blue as the sky. He heard the young 
man respond but his words did not register. 

Something sparked and burst with light.
All at once, a flood of memories washed over him, pulling 

him under. Bringing him back to another world, a place with 
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so much color. With every blink, there was something new. A 
yellow dress, a floral explosion. He saw blond hair flying, heard 
the sound of sweet, uncontained laughter, and felt the soft 
skin of her hand beneath his. There were rings on their fingers, 
knocking against plates and windows and each other. It seemed 
the empty space had always been filled with that tiny reminder, 
the clicks and clacks of commitment. And how could he forget? 
The very notion took his breath away.

Were there children? He didn’t think so.
Tom remembered tears, lots of them. Doctors’ offices with 

glaring lights and cold nurses. Men who thought they knew 
her better than he did. Names scribbled on a list that was taped 
to the bedroom wall. Eventually it was thrown away, or at least 
ripped from its place. The scraggly tape wouldn’t have held for 
much longer anyway, and he had known the blue paint would 
come right off with it. 

He sifted through the mess of years, skimming over 
birthdays and anniversaries, empty chairs and one hurricane. 
Tom saw pained smiles, dusty books, the crucifix that hung in 
their home. He heard the joyful phone calls, nervous laughter, 
and the gentle sigh that would escape her just before sleep. 

Finally, like a feather drifting in the wind, his mind chanced 
to rest on one occasion. Broken glass glittered in his sight and 
blood ran dark, darker than he thought was possible. After all, 
she was filled with so much light. Shouldn’t every part of her 
shine like the sun? 

My God, he thought. Does anyone know? Anyone at all? 
Doesn’t anyone remember?

But he did, and he wanted desperately to say so many 
things. I told you so. I’m sorry. I wish it were different. Can we 
start over? I love you. All of this directed at a million and one 
moments, none of which mattered anymore. And as quickly 
as they had come, they slipped back into the fog, echoing the 
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absence of warmth on skin long after someone has let go. 
The fire went out and Tom snapped back to the present.
He turned to the young man, panic visible in his eyes. “I’m 

sorry, who are you?”


