
Waste and Wild 

From behind the flyers, your sister’s face stares back at you, unblinking. You haven’t seen her for 

almost a week. 

Rain drips from your eyes, a lukewarm oozing on the edge of your senses. You’d woken to the muted 

wetness two days before, and it’d lingered ever since. The skies are burnt black. The air is thick and 

hot. Summer storms, though it doesn’t seem much like summer anymore. Fitting, you suppose. 

Foreboding. 

There’s a watery scuffle behind you, but you don’t turn around. “Sorry I’m late.” he says, trying not 

to sound out of breath. “Traffic’s hell, what with this weather. Missed my train.” 

For a second you don’t respond, trying to summon a suitably bitter response. You find you don’t 

actually care. You’re tired. Listless, you settle for a sigh. 

“Did you laminate the posters?” you ask instead, when he moves to stand beside you. He produces a 

stack from his bag. It’s far too few. 

“Could only get this many done,” he admits, not offering an explanation. You don’t ask for one. You 

know better than to expect anything from him, at this point. “I brought the rest anyway. We’ll just 

have to put them in sheltered places.” 

He has to know they’ll end up ruined regardless, but you reach for your own pack all the same. He 

splits the papers, and you hand him a couple rolls of tape. The paste had run out on the first day, 

and neither of you have the money to buy more. 

“Why don’t we do the parks first, while we still have waterproof ones?” he suggests, and you agree 

easily. You have to follow him out the station since you can barely remember how to find her office, 

let alone a park. His feet fall steady over the slimy concrete. You remember that he used to live here, 

before he moved in with her. Used to work the shop outside her agency. She always says- You stop 

remembering. The street is swamped with fumes, congealing into a grungy smog that clings to your 

clothes. Your eyes itch. 

The first park is abandoned, bar an old man in a waterlogged coat. The second is empty. The third is 

down a hill, and for a fleeting moment wind gnaws at your face. You thought you’d be glad for the 

change, but find the alertness to be worse even than the stagnant rot of city stink. Despite the storm 

there’s a man with his dog, and a few parents sit watching their children. You hand them each a 

soggy paper. Explain the story. Accept encouragements. Move on. Repeat. By the fourth park you’re 

out of posters. 

You trail his path down the cobblestones, splashing through overflowing drains. Dark shapes twist 

around his skin as he passes rust-smeared scaffolding. He keeps pausing to look back at you. You’re 

used to it by now, after how the interrogation went. The rain is getting worse, thumping a looming 

crescendo in noise and dust. It feeds a loaded weight behind your eyes. There’s not a lot of sheltered 

spots to find, so you trudge in and out of shops, speaking to anyone who’ll listen and taping her face 

in windows. Your shoes are soaked through, numb toes slowing your steps. At some point 

streetlights splutter on, staining dimly orange reflections into cerulean steel of flooded roads. You 

round a corner, then bring yourself to an exacting, painstaking halt. 

You can see your sister. There, by the bus stop. Reflexively you move, and she seems to draw closer. 

There’s a pulsing in your ear, rhythmic, deafening. You hardly dare breathe as something dormant 

and expansive unfurls in your gut. You touch her shoulder. She turns. 



The woman that isn’t your sister peers back at you with wary confusion. You open your mouth to 

apologise, but it’s submerged in gelatinous ash. Your companion hands her a paper and murmurs an 

explanation. You stumble away. The storm buckles with a sickening crack, howling with light. She’s 

not your sister. Your sister’s not here. Your sister’s gone. 

“Hey,” he hovers at your side, “we’ll find her.” 

You won’t find her. She’s never coming back, you realise with voiceless vertigo. There’s nothing you 

can do. You want to scream, want to shake him, tell him she’s lost, she’s dead, she’s never coming 

back- but he’s already moving on. You follow stiffly, unrest writhing under your skin. How can he say 

that? You both know what her chances are. His flippant cheer is nauseating. Overhead, the sky 

trembles with thunder. 

You huddle into an underpass, lit in dirty copper and bleak blue tiles. One of the bulbs is gone. 

Another is flickering. He’s watching you, baggy eyes squinting in the murk. He never liked you. Never 

trusted you, not really. You reach to wipe the slick from your brow, icy hand burning the flush of 

your face. You’re shaking. 

He lags behind your hastening pace, attention heavy on your back. You know what he’s thinking, 

what everyone’s been thinking. They think you did something, that you know something else. Your 

fists clench, clammy and hot. They think it’s your fault she’s gone. 

Another poster then you’re back on the streets. You gaze up at the rolling threat of black marble sky, 

and it spits back a volley of oil. The sludge churns in your gut with tangible dread. There’s something 

wrong with those shadows, you think as you move down the road. This area is darker, walls grimier, 

flagstones lined with scum. It reeks with sickly heat. Your tape has almost run out. 

If anything, you ought to be the one suspecting him. It’s always the spouse, everyone knows that. 

He’s lucky no one’s accusing him, if you think about it. You reach a broader space and split, taking 

one side each. Shade creeps from the gutters. He should be glad no one’s put him under the same 

kind of scrutiny you’ve dealt with. Everyone is so focused on you that he’s barely been questioned. A 

neglected bin, helplessly leaking muck across the pavement. You toss the used roll, take out another. 

Your fingers twitch. A siren blares in the distance. 

You meet him at the end of the street and turn to the next one. He hands you some posters. You 

thank him. Your hair drips to your nose, to your chin, to your boots. 

His story is suspicious anyways. He was the last one to see her, and no one can prove where he was 

for most of the day she vanished. Really, you should be keeping a closer eye on him. You wonder 

what the police have asked him. There’s a sort of static growing in the pollution that throbs at the 

back of your head. It’s getting harder to see through the rain. But what could his motive be? They 

always seemed happy together. You think back to the strain of her voice when she introduced you, 

the fixed smiles at her birthday dinner. Perhaps not so happy after all. But why? Did he treat her 

right? Did she want to leave? What else had you missed? You inspect the tensing set of his jaw as 

you work, the way his arms wrap around himself. Guilt? 

You plaster your sister's image on the window of a bar. You’ve stopped bothering to go inside. Her 

features light up irregularly with the smoky glow of a display, sparking bleary amber. Now that 

you’re thinking, you can’t stop. There’s something about the way he moves that pitches a sinking 

chill through your bones. Was it him? Was there something darker behind the scenes? Your throat 

seizes with acid, trapping stale nicotine. The investigation is at a standstill. It’s inevitable, with the 



lack of evidence. There’s nothing more to do. No way to tell. Again, your fingers twitch. There’s 

vague, inelegant shouting from within the fog, disquieting. You look away. It’s late. 

He agrees, and leads you through backstreets towards the station. They’re lined with knotted 

drainpipes, savage in their disuse. You wade through the viscous gloom of the alleys, sticky shirt 

gripping your skin. Restless agitation constricts your chest and drones through your skull. He pauses 

to place a poster, shadow falling over his face. All at once, you’re struck with the sensation of a 

thousand eyes on your back, seething. There’s an unbearable pressure on your lips. You have to ask. 

Have to know. Is he guilty? 

“Was she happy? With you.” 

He freezes, and you know deep down there’s something he won’t say. Seconds stretch, plummeting, 

fathomless. The air between you swells like a bruise, dark and bloated. He shifts to face you, glassy 

eyed. 

Voice crumpled. “I… I-“ 

His phone buzzes, and you both flinch. After a long moment he turns away to take it. You glare at his 

silhouette and sudden heat smoulders from your stomach, blazing through your breast with the 

need to move. You don’t know why your sister’s gone. You’ll never know. All that remains is the 

choice. Will you act? 

There’s a twisted metal pipe beside you. The passage is deserted. It’s late. Your fingers twitch. 

Your lungs constrict around phantom phlegm. Your heart is racing but your head is clearer than it’s 

been all week. Your world is a cavernous pit of smothering white. You watch as your hand grips the 

pipe. Pulls. 

He hangs up and heaves a sigh, body obscured in the blackness. “Look, I gotta run. Sorry.” That was 

the detective. They need him to sign something. He lists off directions as your ears ring, silent. “Get 

home safe, yeah?” 

He makes to leave, and you look from his eyes, to the pipe, and back. Unquiet and fitful you are 

bursting, breaking. Your feet are lead. You choke an animal breath. 

And then, there’s a great moaning roar above you. It illuminates the bleeding ink of your sister’s 

smile. There’s no way to tell, you realise. Nothing you can do. You’ll never know. 

Vacant, you stand, suspended in a violent instant. You watch as he shuffles away, and the storm 

rages on. The weight slips from your hand. You’re tired. It’s wet. He dissolves in the turbulent depths 

of the night. 

 


