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There is something particularly frightening about driving alone at night, when the 

darkness has fallen around you like a tightly wrapped, moth-bitten blanket. The lack of light 

makes it hard to maneuver, the darkness hinders you from seeing anything on all sides, and every 

time you cross paths with another car, you’re blinded by the sickening, white, full-beam lights 

they most likely forgot to turn off. 

However, it is not only the very real concern of a possible car crash that worries you. It is 

the feeling that you’re very lonely, but at the same time, you’re very left out. You can see every 

strange-looking weirdo on the street – an old guy with nothing but black trash bags on his feet; a 

woman standing alone outside a restaurant, staring into space; a couple of youngsters sitting on 

the hood of a car with headphones in their ears, not saying a word to each other – and they can 

see you. But you can’t touch, you cannot communicate, other than with what the eyes are saying. 

Although, aren’t the eyes the mirror of one’s soul? Maybe a look is all you need. Maybe 

we should all quiet down our pie holes for just a second and let our souls do the talking. 

Inside the car, the only sound is coming from the radio, turned almost all the way down. 

She doesn’t really like music, or rather, she simply doesn’t really care for it. She can dance to it at 

a birthday party or sing along to it at a karaoke bar. But when she’s by herself, she doesn’t really 

see the point. She likes driving with the radio tuned to her favorite science channel so that it feels 

like she has gotten something out of the trip, not just wasted time she’s never going to get back. 

Sometimes, when the host makes an unexpected sound, she jumps. She then must look 

over her shoulder once again, just to be absolutely certain there is no one sitting in the seats 

behind her. She has seen enough horror movies to know that it is a possibility. 

But, then again, the bad monster, ghost, murderer, or whatever horrifying character is 

portraying the personification of our nightmares never seems to hurt the person until they 

actually do turn around and lay their eyes on them. Perhaps, if she simply never looked back and 

acknowledged this dreadful character, they could never harm her. Maybe they would eventually 

be bored and disappointed over never getting that jump-and-scream moment they’d so been 

longing for that they would give up and leave. She decides to go the safe route and keep her eyes 

on the road. 

She really doesn’t like driving at all. Up until very recently, she used to think she loved 

driving, and maybe she did. Until it stopped being something special she only did when going on 



2 
A Pack of Butter With a Side of Crumbs Alva Isaksson 

Copyright 2019 It’s All Been Done Presents LLC. All rights reserved. 
This work may not be reproduced or republished without the express written consent of the publisher. 

vacation and started becoming part of her daily life. She was the first one of her friends to get her 

driver’s license, and, being the kind of wannabe tomboy that she was, she walked around with it 

at all times, telling people what an amazing feeling driving was. She was going to get a trucking 

license, a bus license, and become a taxi driver. Now, twenty years later, it terrifies her to even 

switch lanes. 

 

What if he could see what you have become? Her inner demon is tantalizing her again. 

Yeah, well, he is going to soon, isn’t he? 

What is he going to think of her? Probably that she put on some weight, perhaps that 

she’s not so beautiful anymore; she passed her prime well over a decade ago. It’s not that she 

doesn’t put any effort into her appearance, but the years are catching up to her quicker than she 

would’ve hoped. That teenage time of being long and lean while stuffing her face with any fast 

food within reach and proclaiming ‘I have fast metabolism’ has backlashed. As promised, those 

pizza pies were catching up to her. 

All the years of worry have made their mark, as well. A deep line cuts right through the 

middle of her eyebrows and connects with its horizontal family up in the forehead. The gray hairs 

haven’t had time to pop up yet, but she can feel them coming, and she is painfully awaiting their 

arrival. 

But why is she thinking about this? Why did the question even pop into her mind? She 

shouldn’t be pondering what he is going to think of her; it should be the exact opposite! He 

should be the one worrying. He is going to be old, gray, and worn down after years of physical 

and mental abuse. 

At least, that’s what she hopes. Fifteen years have gone by, and she’s wishing to see every 

single day in the lines of his face and the bags under his eyes. Maybe his hands will shake from 

some yet-undiscovered muscle disease, lying deep inside him, preying and waiting for the right 

moment to take over his whole body. Maybe he will already be decaying like a corpse, although 

not yet in his grave. Hopefully. 

Back in the day, he used to be a manly man. Hands hardened and cracked from the years 

of manual labor before he gave up blacksmithing to move into the prestigious hallways he walked 

as a professor. 

He loved the new work for some time, at least so they thought, but then the monotonic 

existence wore down his psyche more than the crafting ever had. Day in and day out he would sit 

at his desk. He gained weight, and he spiked his coffee. He said he missed the days of working 

with his hands, but he was too old to go back. As he grew older, his body moved slower, and he 
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could no longer smith well enough to make the kind of money his family had gotten used to. 

Getting the new job meant his daughter would be able to go to college, a dream she had had her 

whole life. She was smart, and she deserved it. 

Once upon a time, he had been handsome. He had the kind of clear-cut cheek-and 

jawbones that would sting anyone who dared touch them, the kind that only old-timey movie 

stars seem to have. That was what first had attracted her mother to him, and his weirdness was 

what had made her fall in love. A social outcast, more likely to be seen carrying around a stack of 

books larger than himself than talking to another human being, just like her. Birds of a feather, 

and all that … 

 

Something hits the windshield and she jumps yet again. The rain has started falling and 

syncs up with the rhythm of the monotone voice slithering its way out of the speakers. 

I’m halfway there. Only halfway left, not much longer. 

If driving in the dark is a hassle, driving in the rain is practically a suicide mission. The 

rain speeds up and smatters against the glass so hard that she can only see a few feet in front of 

the car. The wipers run back and forth like a couple of dogs on amphetamine. 

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if she accidentally ran off the road. She would never do it on 

purpose, but if it would just happen, she didn’t think it would be the worst thing ever. It would 

certainly be a funny twist to the whole story, a kind of cynical karma. 

 

The last time she saw her was even longer ago. Her mother had not had the same kind of 

classical beauty as her dad. Instead, she possessed an intellectual charm. She could recite whole 

pieces of ancient Roman and Greek poetry, seeming other-wordily intelligent, at once not making 

you feel foolish. Her hair was so long that it reached down to her waist, and she would braid in 

two parts, making her look Amish. She got a job as a team leader at an IT company, but even 

with the overtime and weekend shifts, she never managed to pay off her student debts. 

She always seemed to be in a rush, even when she had nowhere to go. That last morning 

was no exception. 

The daughter had woken up after noon on a Wednesday. It was a public holiday, and the 

house was empty. She vaguely remembered her parents talking the day before about using their 

day off to go to a car show, or perhaps it was the farmers’ market. They loved to be outside with 

the other people in their little community. She didn’t care where they were, she was just happy to 

be alone. 
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First, she put on her favorite record and danced around in the large living room, tried 

some new move, and ended up on the floor, bursting with laughter. Then, the dehydration that 

came with partying the whole night before, drinking nothing but cheap beer, announced itself 

with a throbbing headache. A glass of water and a sandwich would sit right, and then she could 

go back to the dancing. 

In the kitchen, the butter was standing on the counter. Her mother’s usual on-the-go-

food had been sandwiches with nothing but butter for as long as she could remember. For just as 

long, her mother would also always forget to put the pack back into the fridge. 

She walked up to the counter. The spread had such a watery consistency that, when she 

picked up the bread crumb-filled knife, the fat liquid dripped from its edge. It looked like a flood, 

waiting to clog up the arteries of anyone who dared come in contact with it. 

She looked at the old watch over the kitchen door. It couldn’t have been that long since 

they left. The fair and car shows didn’t usually start until eleven, and it was only a ten-minute 

drive to either. Her brain started waking up and the thoughts moved slowly in her still alcohol-

infused mind. A nauseating feeling awoke in her stomach and her nerves tingled. 

She let the yellowish content drip down into the sink. It must have been standing out 

since last night, since before her mother and father went to the cinema. Her mother always put 

the butter back when she arrived home, mumbling excuses about being so absent-minded. Had 

they not come home? Had they stayed the night in the city? 

The red, rotary-dial phone was hanging on the wall next to her. Maybe she should try to 

call them, if for nothing else just to guilt trip them about leaving her without anything for 

breakfast. She twirled the cord around her index finger while the ringing tones blasted in her ear. 

The longer the tones beeped, the larger her worry grew. 

Hours later, when she did get the call back, the distress transgressed into a kind of rage 

and sorrow that she had never felt before. That same kind of rage had been lurking inside her in 

the fifteen years since, and now started making its way back to the surface again. 

 

She takes the next exit, turns to the right, knowing that she only has a few minutes left. 

She drives past a large, empty parking lot, makes a U-turn, and pulls into the lot. It belongs to a 

gigantic, gray building that looks like the kind of workplace where only people who gave up their 

life ambitions long ago would spend their days. She turns off the wipers and the radio and puts 

the car in park. She doesn’t turn it off; she needs the light. 
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The rain is falling so hard on the windshield that she feels like she is under water. Maybe 

she did drive off the road, into the sea, and this is just her delirious brain fantasizing her dying 

into a calmer existence. She wishes that it were true. 

 

He had spiked his coffee that morning, as well as his lunch and his dinner. The next 

morning, he had woken up with a raging hangover, just like his daughter, but he wouldn’t be able 

to tame it with another drink for a long time. That same morning that his daughter had woken up 

in their house with only drinkable butter for company, he had awoken handcuffed to a bed in a 

blinding, white room. That same morning, her mother, his wife, would never wake up again. 

On their way to the cinema, the whiskey had taken over his brain and sent it to sleep, 

driving the car straight into a lamppost. He had gotten a deep cut across his face, and her mother 

had gotten internal bleeding, drowning her insides in the fluid that was supposed to give her life. 

Just what the daughter now hoped the rain would do to her. Her mother had made it until the 

early morning, but then she was gone. She would never get to come home to put away the butter. 

The last time the daughter had seen her father was at the trial. She had begged for him to 

be sentenced to death, but for some reason, that was only an option for relentless murderers, not 

for drunk drivers. He had murdered her mother, though; what was the difference? Murder takes 

planning, and this was an accident, someone explained to her. She didn’t accept that answer. He 

did drink. He knew he was going to drive, and he still had those drinks. In her mind, that was 

planning. 

Later, if someone asked, she would always tell them her father had killed her mother. She 

didn’t care what a judge had to say about the technical differences. 

 

His train will arrive in just a few minutes. She prays that it will derail, or that he will fall 

onto the rails and be run over before she gets there. 

He had called her every week since he got out. The first time, she picked up. He hadn’t 

had a cell phone when he got put away, so she had no way of knowing who was going to be on 

the other end. She thought it might be someone from work calling, but when she heard his raspy 

voice, she hung up. 

After that, she saved the number as ‘DO NOT ANSWER,’ and listened to her own 

warning every single time the words came up on her screen. She never denied his calls, always let 

them go to voicemail, and then deleted every message he left before she had a chance to change 

her mind. Of course, if she would have known about her cell phone’s ability to block numbers, 

she would’ve done that, too. 
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It wasn’t until he found out about this new function called texting that she had any 

contact with him again. He sent a lengthy message, telling her how sorry he was and how badly 

he wanted to be in contact with her. She deleted it. 

Many months, missed calls, and deleted texts went by until she finally replied. He had 

written to her while she was at work, telling her that he had been fired and would be evicted next 

week. He had no friends and nowhere else to stay. Couldn’t she take him in, just until he found a 

new job to get back on his feet? He said he would be homeless otherwise, and no one wanted to 

hire a homeless person, especially an ex-convict. 

She had ignored the message, but one day, accidentally left her phone on her desk while 

going out for lunch. Her boss had gone to turn off the sound when text messages and phone 

calls kept pouring in and saw what they concerned. He took her to a meeting room when she 

came back, practically begging her to take her father under her wing. He had just lost his mother 

to a decade-long drug abuse, he said, and he would’ve done anything just to be able to have seen 

her one last time. 

She loved her boss, he was a total sweetheart, but in that moment, he was Judas to her. 

She said she was going to quit her job if he got involved in her private life one more time, and he 

gave her the day off to think about it. 

 

She lifts her head up and curses out her boss for putting her here. If he would fall into a 

cement mixer on his next trip to one of their job sites, she would thank the gods. 

I could turn back. I could just leave him on the platform. It would be nothing less than fair. 

That would be a waste of gas, though. If she turned around now, he would never be able 

to give her the money he promised for the ride. 

A deep sigh slips out as she puts the car in drive. She tilts her head back, leaning it against 

the headrest. Eyes closed, yet a tear manages to fall down her cheek. The right foot is pressed 

down on the brake. If she would move it to the right and push it down just as hard, the car 

would shoot straight into the wall in front of her. She wouldn’t have to decide on anything then, 

just be able to rest. 

It’s time; it can’t be put off any longer. The car slides out of its spot. A right turn, and 

then she picks up the speed. She doesn’t push the pedal all the way down, but close. It’s nearly 

impossible to see anything through the windshield, but through the side windows, she glimpses 

the trees flashing by. 

Suddenly, the car slides to the side. She tries to swerve back but has lost all control. Will 

she hit the divider? She can’t see how far away she is. When she tries to turn one way, the car 
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seems to slide the other. Is this it? Is this the end? It can’t be, not when she’s finally made up her 

mind, not when she’s this close to meeting him, to telling him everything she’s been thinking. She 

hasn’t told him how much she hates him. She hasn’t told him how sad she’s been. She hasn’t 

even told him how much she used to love him. 

The car is going straight again. She tries a slight turn to the right, and the car steers to the 

right. It was just aquaplaning, and it seems to be over now. 

In front of her, another large, gray building is closing in. It looks the same as it always 

has, more like a big block of stone than a structured house some poor architect put their time 

and effort in designing. There’s even moss growing on it. She hasn’t been here since she was a 

little child, hasn’t had a reason to. Nowhere to go, no one to pick up. 

She takes a few deeps breaths after parking the car. Her hand shakes reaching for the 

door handle. What starts off as a tremble moves through the body like spasms, and soon feels 

like she’s having her own private earthquake. She leans against the car roof. 

Why, why, why? 

She bangs her hand against the metal. The next morning, she will wake up, her hand all 

blue and swollen. She isn’t even noticing the pain now. 

 

The next thing she knows, she has walked through the waiting hall, up the stairs, and 

opens the enormous doors to the platform. She wonders who they built these doors for. Maybe 

there were giants roaming the streets back in the day? They make her feel incredibly small. 

But what makes her feel even tinier, what makes her feel less than just physically small, 

taking her back to being a helpless little child, is standing right in front of her. He is looking out 

over the train tracks, and just as she takes her first step out, he turns toward her. 

He is so small. All his limbs look so thin that she wonders how he’s even standing, and 

his back is so hunched, it looks like he’s folded in half. He’s wearing a newsboy cap. She starts 

giggling. Does one of those just magically pop into every old man closet? 

Half of his body is hidden under a puffy, winter jacket that has to be at least three sizes 

too big. It is patterned with holes and black spots. When she comes closer, his stench is so 

overwhelming she almost has to turn away and hurl, but manages to contain herself. She’s so 

close to him now that she sees the cracks on the back of his hand when he moves it up to scratch 

his fat nose. 

For a few seconds, they just look at each other, both of them waiting for the other to 

make a move. Why isn’t he doing anything? He’s the one about to freeload off her, he could at 

least say hi. Or should she be the one to take command? Should she go for a hug? That just 
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seems excessive; maybe start off with a handshake? To be quite honest, she has the overhand in 

this situation. It would be only natural for her to take the lead. 

He reaches out his hand, slowly moving it towards her. The next thing she knows, she’s 

practically jumping to him, pulling his body into hers in a tight embrace. It feels like he is going 

to break under her arms, and the smell is so bad it’s making her dizzy. It doesn’t bother her. The 

warmth she feels from his body is overpowering all other senses. 

He’s stiff for a second, but soon enough soft, like jelly. His strong hands press against her 

back. They’re the only things that haven’t changed after all these years: his rugged, cracked hands. 

“Daddy, I’ve missed you.” The snot is running out of her nose. She’s wailing like a baby. 

“I miss mommy. I’ve missed her so much.” 

“Oh, darling, I do, too. I do, too. I’m sorry. I am so, so sorry.” 

The rain has eased off. She’s not lonely anymore. 
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