
 

 

Not Enough Blood 

There was a hum stuck in my throat as I locked my front door. It didn’t have a particular 

tune, but that didn’t matter to me. I hummed more to feel the vibrations ripple inside me and 

bounce against my molars than to listen to it. I liked the way an enlengthened note could turn 

into white noise inside my head, stagnant but still noticeable as it wafted through my brain. 

 My eyes swept over the grassy patches of campus as I walked to class, the flowers 

standing taller and the trees sprouting more leaves than I had seen yesterday. A small smile crept 

onto my face as I observed the green grass, still glistening with morning dew and squeaking 

underneath my sneakers when I stepped onto it. I glanced under a tree, as I had all the ones 

before it, and the hum inside my throat stopped so suddenly that I choked. 

 There wasn’t as much blood as I thought there’d be. Not to say that I often imagine how 

much blood would gush out of an animal based on a particular wound, but still, there was less 

than I thought there should be. Maybe the ground had soaked it up. But that didn’t seem right. 

The whole thing looked fake. Not enough blood. 

 I stared at the squirrel for a few minutes, not really knowing what to do. It was obvious it 

wasn’t going to make it—his entire belly had been slit open, leaving his insides to mix with his 

outsides. Having experienced back country roads for a good portion of my life, I was used to 

seeing crushed roadkill—flattened raccoons, decapitated opossums, splattered skunks—so I 

don’t know why I stopped to look at it for so long. Maybe it was the wheezing. The squirrel was 

still breathing, his little chest pumping frantically. That looked fake, too. Like an animatronic 

puppet set to wheeze on a loop for some sort of demented Halloween decoration. 

 I thought back to the time my dog bit a chipmunk in half while my mom was walking 

her. She had come back to the house, crying, and said that she had had to drop a rock on the 
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chipmunk’s head. I looked at the squirrel, his eyes darting around—for what? What could the 

squirrel be looking for? Did he have squirrel friends in the tree above him, waiting for me to 

leave so they could scurry down and hold his paw, say their last words? Was he all alone, eyes 

darting for some type of higher squirrel power? A Squirrel God? 

 There were no rocks around, and I was going to be late for class if I didn’t start walking. I 

didn’t think I would have been able to kill him if I had found a rock. My imagination showed me 

unrealistic images of the squirrel’s head exploding. The imagined sound—the crunch followed 

by a squelch—haunted me. I sunk my teeth into my lip to keep it from trembling. I made it to 

class—barely—feeling detached and numb. All I could think about was the squirrel. When I 

closed my eyes, I saw his pink, glistening guts spilled out at my feet. His little paw had laid 

useless at his side with the resignation of a man sentenced to die. I suddenly felt guilty. Should I 

have called someone? Was there someone to call who could have helped a dying squirrel on a 

college campus? I had no idea. 

 If it had been a person, I would have stopped for much longer. A dog, even, would make 

me stop for longer—would be worth missing class for. What was different with a squirrel? 

 I walked past the squirrel on my way home after class. He wasn’t wheezing anymore. His 

eyes were blank, his tongue dangling limply out the side of his mouth. Two crows pecked at his 

gut, further mutilating his body. I felt vomit rise in the back of my throat. I suppressed a cough 

and swallowed it down. 

 “Shoo,” I said hoarsely. The crows ignored me. I stomped my foot and raised my arms to 

make my body into a cross, hoping to intimidate them. “Shoo!” 

 The birds, agitated at their meal being interrupted, hopped in my directed and let out a 

series of screeching Caw-Caw’s that scared me into lowering my arms and crossing them in front 



3 
 

 

of my chest. I stumbled as I hurriedly stepped backwards. The crows hopped back to the squirrel 

and continued to peck, each one feeling like a needle being jammed behind my eyes. 

Later that night, as I was boiling noodles for my dinner, I kept seeing the squirrel inside 

the pot. His intestines were mixed with my linguine, and the jar of Prego I had sitting on the 

counter looked too much like the splattering the crows had elicited from the squirrel. My mouth 

went dry, and then I felt saliva start to build up. The back of my tongue arched. I turned away 

from the stove and the pot and the noodles that looked like intestines and buried my face in my 

hands, elbows digging into the counter. I heard the sizzle of boiling water bubbling over the top 

of the pot and splattering onto the stove as I massaged my temples. I let it. 

Feeling faint, I turned off the burner and left the mess for later. My limbs felt heavy as I 

threw myself onto my bed, and my eyes burned when I closed them. Somehow, I think they 

burned inside my dreams as well. 

I woke up feeling that I hadn’t slept at all. I checked the clock on my phone. It’d been 

twelve hours, and I was late for class. My stomach turned. I was nauseas from not eating, but 

when I went into the kitchen and poured myself a bowl of cereal, I couldn’t eat it. I scooped the 

dry bits out of the milk and slopped them into the trash, let the spoon clatter into the sink and 

filled the bowl from the tap until the stream turned clear. 

After dry heaving into the toilet, I emailed my professor and said that I was sick, which I 

felt guilty about. I knew I wasn’t sick, but I couldn’t go to class if I was going to gag through all 

of it. It seemed rude. Curled up in the fetal position on my bed and wrapped in my softest 

blanket, I laid with my phone three inches from my face googling if squirrels could feel pain the 

way humans do. I typed question after question into the search bar: can squirrels go into shock— 
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squirrels not feeling pain due to shock—can squirrels go numb from fear—anatomy of a 

squirrel. 

Several videos popped up for tips on how to skin a squirrel as I was looking up squirrel 

anatomy, causing my phone to flop face down onto my bed. Weak but feeling too suffocated to 

stay where I was, I decided to walk around campus. 

I felt my body distorting as I shrugged my way into a clean t-shirt, my muscles feeling 

liquid and my bones melting like I was stuck inside a Salvador Dali painting. Existing felt 

wrong, suddenly, and I walked out my front door as if walking through a fog. 

The air raised the little hairs on my arms. I ghosted over the tops of them with my 

fingertips before letting my hands hang loosely at my sides. I walked slowly, still feeling faint 

and queasy, hesitant to glance underneath the trees and inside pockets in hedges. I forced the air I 

was holding inside my lungs out my body and sat on a large rock hidden off to the side of the 

pathway. It was warm. I relaxed onto it, and I imaged my muscles baking inside my skin into 

something solid and useful. 

I closed my eyes and pointed my face up at the sun, basking for what could have been 

thirty seconds or thirty minutes. I opened my eyes when I heard scratching. There was a squirrel 

hunched over near the garbage can in front of me, his little paws twitchy as he shifted a nut 

around in circles, his long, elegant teeth piercing it at all sides until he found a good spot to pry it 

open. His beady, completely black eyes were surrounded by the same white fur that covered his 

plush stomach. He was fat from digging through the trash, but it didn’t make him less nimble. If 

I squinted, I could see light reflecting off his whiskers and the longer hairs of his tail. 

I jerked when he cracked the nut open, the sound reminding me of bones snapping. 


