“Double Bunny Ears”

Curtis bought 2 sets of bunny ears, those hairbands with fake ears stuck on them.  He cut the ears off of 1 of them and stuck them onto the other, ending up with a hairband with 4 bunny ears on it, 2 on each side.  He painted them black and put them on, thus creating a pair of quotation marks to float over his head.

He filled a dropper with some animal tranquilizer and added it to his dad’s coffee.  From the side, the drops falling from the dropper looked like !, a symbol which can also be used in describing the loud thud of his dad’s body dropping to the floor minutes later.  Curtis then shaved the top of his unconscious dad’s head completely bald so that from the front, his dad’s black sideburns looked like a set of parentheses.  This was appropriate considering that every story Curtis ever wrote may as well have included a bracketed citation with his dad’s name in it.  Curtis never read any of his dad’s stories, but for every story that Curtis wrote his dad would always produce an identical one that he himself had written years earlier.


Curtis may have been attempting to communicate his frustration at being unable to produce anything his dad hadn’t already.  He slit patterns onto his wrists with a # knife.  The cuts were pairs of straight parallel lines, like this: =.  The blood was read, dripping and making splatters like ; and :, and as his body grew weaker the color was all Curtis could look at.


But he couldn’t end his life with a preposition.  He cleaned up and bandaged up, waiting for his dad to wake up.  This would probably take an hour or so – ample time to think up an excuse for his actions, a story to tell his dad.  Maybe he would finally be able to come up with something original that his dad had never written, and in that way, maybe this excuse would justify not only his actions, but his own existence as a writer.


Curtis sat down on a stool beside his dad’s body and pondered, slouched over in the shape of a question mark.  He took the bunny ears off his head in a symbolic gesture, but the intended inspiration was yet to come.

It was a good starting point to have a unique experience to work with.  Surely his dad had never shaved grandpa’s head into parentheses, or drugged grandpa with an exclamation point while wearing bunny ears.  No, grandpa was a mechanic, not a writer – there wouldn’t have been any reason to knock him unconscious and shave his head.


Curtis doubted that his dad would ever even understand his frustration.  Kurt, hailed as one of the most original minds of his generation.  Curtis, a budding writer who couldn’t write anything that his dad hadn’t already.  Even in name, Curtis was just a pale offshoot of his dad, a semi-colon to his colon.  Appropriate analogy considering how Curtis felt about his dad – he was thinking of course of colons that resemble * rather than :.  But he digresses.


Papers were stacked in a mess on the table – the latest story penned by Curtis and written by Kurt.  This one was about a romance between two sperm cells.  Tragedy descends when their exodus to the promised land is cancelled by masturbation.


Curtis looked at the two versions: same to the last , (comma or sperm cell).  It was strange, for in all aspects of his life Curtis always saw himself as the opposite of his dad – whereas Kurt was a conceited womanizer, Curtis was a more modest one, and while Kurt was unrepentantly indulgent when it came to vices such as alcohol and drugs, Curtis always felt a twinge of guilt during his own binges.  So different, and yet the stories remained the same.  It was as if his genes had concentrated solely on replicating the creativity of older generations.

A scratching on the floor brought Curtis’ attention back away from his thoughts – Kurt was coming to.  Quietly and without any fret, Curtis decided that only the truth could satisfactorily explain his actions.  He crouched down, helped his dad up and set him down on the stool.  Kurt was still groggy.

“You okay dad?” Curtis asked, putting a hand on his dad’s shoulder.  Kurt looked ridiculous with the top of his head shaved clean.  “Dad?”


“’Dad’?” his dad echoed.


“You okay dad?”


“Who’s dad?” his dad asked weakly.  Or was it “Whose dad?”?


“Dad?”  Curtis’ concern changed tone.


“Who are you?” his dad asked him, looking at him for the first time.


“It’s me – Curtis.  Your son?”


Kurt visibly struggled to find his son but all he could see were two anonymous eyes and a slanted nose: %.


“Don’t you remember?” Curtis asked.  “I write stories, I just showed you my newest one this morning.  Don’t you remember?”


“I don’t remember a thing…” Kurt whispered.  “I don’t…I don’t even know who I am.”


“You’re Kurt, you’re my dad.  Mom left you after I was born.  You’re a freelance journalist and you also write novels.”


“I’m Kurt…and you’re Curtis?  What the hell was I thinking, giving you that name.  And you said that you showed me a story that you wrote?”


“Yeah, this one right here,” Curtis said, handing his dad the papers on the table.  Kurt took them and looked them over.  He read a few pages, chuckling softly here and there, skipping over the repeat pages.


“This is pretty good,” Kurt said after a while, still smiling.  He looked up at his son and felt proud, even though he didn’t remember him at all.  “Why are there two copies though?” he asked.


Curtis paused for a second, but only a second.


I printed out two by mistake, he said.

