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By Ben Younkins

He sat in the driver’s seat.  The leatherette of it was cracked with age.  If someone leaned close, the smell of the vinyl was still permeable and with that, the faint scent of the chemicals that had been rubbed into it religiously in order to make it shine.  But that had been in its heyday, and now it was faded with the ages of time and it no longer held a shine.  Instead it now held mostly a thin veneer of dust which was inhabited by mites of a microscopic nature.  He knew it, and he leaned his head heavily back against the headrest.  It creaked with its years.  He could feel, through the thinning hair on that part of his head, the large and painfully visible crack that ran horizontally across the headrest for the sum of about two inches.  He shifted and he could acutely feel the curled and upraised edges of the vinyl making their way across his scalp like miniature saws.  He knew the touch of the soft fabric of unknown classification that was revealed by the vinyl’s marring.  The elastic shifting of its loom caught at his individual hairs as they errantly poked their way through the holes in the loosened weave.

With a slight, pained exhalation of breath, he transferred his weight from one buttock to another and back again as he tried to accustom the seat to the forgotten presence of a human weight.  The springs concealed deep within the chair gave up their faint groan and shook off a secret rain of microbes of the heavy dust caused by the degradation of the padding material in the seat.  They joined the already present layer of the insidious dust that had found its home beneath the chair.  Slowly, the leatherette of the seat’s bottom grew warm and conformed more to the curvature of the man’s buttocks.  The historic curve which lay in the seat already felt tight around the convexity of his rump.  Its concavity was no longer of the proper size and proportion for that which had been changed by the shifting that is caused by time and gravity and despair.  A short suppressed sniff sounded through his nose as his lungs gave a sudden, involuntary expansion.  The skin of deep, crater-like pores grew taut as his nostrils flexed and flared in conjunction with the insurrection of his chest.  And in concert, they shrank as he quickly stifled the anguished breath and the emasculate feelings that threatened to swell up inside of him.
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