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“What a pretty wallet,” the cashier said.  

Corinna squinted at her name tag – Jean. 

“Thank you,” she smiled, surprised at the stranger’s willingness to give compliments. 

“It’s from Portugal. My brother works there, so he sent it to me. Actually, he’s coming in this 

weekend,” Corinna said, mostly reminding herself. 

Jean rang up a jar of peanut butter and looked up, noticing Corinna’s belly. 

“For my baby shower,” she continued, in the oversharing fashion she’d gained during 

pregnancy, “but he doesn’t know that. He doesn’t even know I’m pregnant!” 

The cashier gasped, smiling. 

“How are you going to tell him about the baby?” she asked excitedly. Then, realizing her 

mistake, “that was a stupid question. I’m sure he’ll be able to tell on his own!” 

A rather strange way to ask, Corinna thought. She assured herself Jean only meant well, 

contentedly leaving the store with a bag full of cravings. 

~ 

“Cor, where are the glasses? The glasses from Samael. He’s going to be here and I know 

he’ll want them out,” Samuel yelled up the stairs. 



Corinna sighed. He was the best husband she could ask for, but he was a hell of a 

worrywart.  

“It’s fine, Sammy,” she called, her voice floating to the kitchen. “He’ll be fine. They’re 

just glasses. He’s going to have bigger news to worry about!” 

As she set her hair, she heard the unmistakable purr of Samael’s Italian engine in the 

driveway – which, frankly, was not worthy of wheels that expensive. What a snob he could be, 

having his car ferried over, she thought.  

Of course, Sammy was already at the door like an overeager restaurant host. 

“Sam A,” he nodded, initiating their comic greeting. 

“Sam U,” Samael smiled back, flashing a silver-capped tooth. 

It was the family’s joke that Corinna had married Samuel-with-a-U after growing up with 

Samael-with-an-A, and that maybe they were twins – when, of course, they couldn’t be more 

different. Sammy was an angel, and Samael was…not, by any standard. 

“Where’s the beauty?” Samael asked, stuffing his many-ringed fingers into his satin 

pockets. “Coriiiiina,” he called, fluttering his tongue to flavor her name with the Portuguese he 

pretended to speak natively. 

Corinna emerged, in a pale dress with tiny painted orchids, and started down the stairs. 

Samael inhaled sharply and palmed his brow. “Que lindo! Que incrível! Corinna, I can’t 

believe you kept this from me!”  



His voice was elated, but his face was solemn. Corinna searched his eyes for the love she 

knew – hard to find, yes, but always there – and came up empty. He must just be in shock, she 

thought. 

“It’s a boy, isn’t it,” Samael said, now kneeling, holding his sister’s hands pressed to her 

stomach. He looked up at her with something like nostalgia in his face. 

“Yeah, Samael, it is!” Corinna smiled, but exchanged a hesitant glance with Sam, who 

shrugged at her. How did he know? He mouthed. 

“Oh!” Corinna fell to her knees, crippled by a stabbing pain in her abdomen. Sam rushed 

to her and she steadied herself on his thigh, exhaling in sharp bursts. Samael had retracted his 

touch and stood before the kneeling couple. 

“What was that, Cor? Are you going into labor? Oh my god, she’s going into labor, Sam. 

Get the car.” Samuel ordered. 

“My god Sammy, I hope the fuck not. I’ve got two months left,” Corinna retorted. “Just 

help me up. I have my next appointment on Tuesday, anyway, but if it comes back, we can go in 

early.” 

~ 

In the days after their reunion dinner, Corinna had a fuzzy headache. She’d named this 

particular ailment for the feeling it gave her, as if her head was full of cotton, something she 

hadn’t experienced since long before her pregnancy. 

She and Samuel remarked on her brother’s skin, how good he looked for forty. He 

seemed different, she thought, but figured they’d just been apart too long.  



The pain got worse. 

~ 

The clinic always smelled like her mother’s perfume, and today it was hurting her head. 

Something felt dreary about the carpet and the walls, painted with bright circles that the children 

would never see. Above her, in tiny print on an embarrassed-looking sign: 

MISCARRIAGE AND STILLBIRTH 

Corinna’s ears rang.  

Mrs. Goldman? 

She looked up from her lap, surprised to find herself wiping away beads of water in the 

corners of her eyes.  

~ 

In the exam room, Corinna’s feet dangled over the table, her heels sometimes colliding 

with the cool metal drawers underneath. 

Tell me more about that. Her doctor’s voice was gentle, but the words were still painful. 

“I’m just not feeling well. My energy is completely sapped. I feel like my head is full of 

cotton,” Corinna admitted, not looking squarely at the doctor. “And I’m in pain. I just think 

something is wrong. Since my brother came,” she continued. 

“When was that?” 

“He got here on Saturday morning. I was surprising him with my pregnancy, and he was 

holding my belly, and I just got this terrible pain in it. I’m just not feeling well, since then.” 



“It’s normal to have some pain, and some brain fog, too,” the doctor assured. Then, 

laughing – “you’ve been sharp as a tack for months, maybe it’s just catching up with you!” 

Corinna didn’t smile. 

“Let’s go ahead and see what’s going on in there.” 

The frigid ultrasound gel, usually exciting to Corinna, felt hostile and heavy today. The 

metallic prickles were invasive. 

The room felt quiet – why? No one was talking. That must be it. 

No – that churning, hopeful, muffled sound wasn’t coming from the ultrasound. 

The doctor fell silent and reached for Corinna’s hand. 

“Oh, Corinna,” the doctor uttered, “I’m so sorry. I can’t find a heartbeat.” 

Corinna couldn’t breathe. She shook without crying. 

“Where’s Sam? Should I call him?” 

“No.” He couldn’t know yet. Please just let it not be real. Please just let it not be real. 

Corinna’s eyes were closed.  

“Cor-“ 

“Don’t call me that! Only Sammy calls me that!” She was crying now, choking out 

words, feeling tiny and humiliated on the sterile paper. 

“How are you going to tell him about the baby?” The doctor was still holding her hand. 



Corinna’s world stopped moving as if she had been in a head-on collision, her organs 

seeming to be knocked against the inside of her back. She was there, again, in the grocery store, 

with that strange clerk asking her strange question. Had it been an omen? How are you going to 

tell him about the baby. The question rattled around in the void of her brain. How? 

~ 

Corinna slammed the front door to find Samael sitting on the couch, his pointed leather 

boots propped up on the table, with a pomegranate in his hand.  

“Samael.” Corinna pronounced his name bitingly, spitting out the ultimate syllable like 

venom. 

She didn’t yell. 

She demanded. 

“You killed my baby.” She pierced him from across the room. He elevated his posture. 

“Precious Corinna, what do you mean?” He flashed a crowned smile. Something else 

flashed, too – his eyes? Had they eclipsed with gold? 

“I should have known.” Corinna approached him now. She felt her voice boil in her 

throat. “My baby. I should have known. I should have remembered why they called you Samael.” 

“It’s a beautiful name. Perhaps your son could share it.” 

“My son! I have no son! All I have is you, poison of God!” Corinna’s eyes welled up. 

“Destroyer!” 

Samael flinched at the meaning of his name, as if he had been stripped naked.  



“Don’t call me that,” he uttered.  

Corinna hit him across the face. “It’s what you are!” 

Samuel, having arrived home a moment earlier, stood in the doorway open mouthed. 

“He’s here,” Samael smiled, “’one who listens to God.’ Right? He’s the good Sam.” 

Corinna looked at the mark on her brother’s face and turned to her husband, whose face 

was twisted in disgust and fear. “Sammy, you don’t understand. He killed the baby.” She sobbed. 

“For whatever sick reason he needed him for. He killed the baby. He killed him.” 

There was a holy rage in Samuel then – blind, bold, he ran to his counterpart, hitting his 

smug mouth and wringing his neck, hitting his head on the floor again and again and again until 

there was blood on the floor and his own lips and in his eyes and mind. 

Samuel looked up at Corinna like an idol above him.  

Had they won the battle? Had they lost the war? 

The sweat on his brow glowed like a halo. Corinna sank to her knees. 

She found herself comforting her husband, who was stricken with terror and guilt. Her 

hand on his shoulder, she whispered, “he should have known what would happen to him.” 


