
Purina Moist & Meaty 

 Herb ran his tongue over his teeth, his nose scrunching when something he hadn’t 

remembered eating popped out. He dissected it with his molars and rolled the pieces around in 

his mouth, deciding it was either pizza crust or a popcorn kernel. He drained the last few drops 

from his Venti caramel macchiato to wash it down, jerking when liquid splattered onto his chin 

and dripped onto his already stained hoodie. Herb wiped at the stain with the pad of his thumb, 

unintentionally smearing it. He slowly scanned the pet aisle he was in before hiding his cup 

behind a display of fishbowls. A choked, wet hacking came out of the back of his throat. Herb 

coughed twice, not bothering to cover his mouth, and then violently sucked the blockage in his 

nose back into his head. 

 Herb breathed deeply as he gazed at the dog toys. He inserted his index finger in between 

the ropes of a long, braided one with a squeaker at the end. Lady loved toys like that. He hadn’t 

seen her since his ex-wife—who was allergic to long-haired dogs like Lady—won her in the 

custody battle. The squeaking of a cart with a wonky wheel grabbed his attention, and suddenly 

Herb was looking at her. Herb’s mouth went dry. Judy—blonde, red-lipped, and looking fifteen 

years younger than she really was—had her face pointed down at her phone, much to Herb’s 

relief. Herb had just enough time to hide behind a pallet of Purina Moist & Meaty that a 

freckled-faced teenager was in the process of unloading. 

 “Uh—” 

 Herb’s eyes grew wide as the teenager opened his mouth to speak. “Sh!” 

 Herb peaked around the hulking bags of Purina Moist & Meaty and watched as Judy ran 

her acrylic nails across the names of training treats. She bent to grab one off the bottom shelf, 

and Herb noticed a sliver of her red bra peak out from her rhinestone-covered V-neck. Herb’s 
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face twisted as he looked down at himself, for once caring about his disheveled appearance. He 

hadn’t brushed his teeth in days, his hair was greasy, and he looked like he’d stolen his clothes 

from a homeless person. He held the edges of his hoodie out to inspect it and noticed a hole 

where the pocket was sewed on, his stomach hair seeping through it. He couldn’t let Judy see 

him like this—not when she looked so effortlessly good. He groaned as he slammed the back of 

his head into the bags of Purina Moist & Meaty behind him, his bladder shaking like an over-

filled water balloon. He really shouldn’t have gotten the Venti. 

 “Sir, I really think—” 

 “Sh!” 

 Herb frantically glanced behind him, accidently locking eyes with Judy. His breath 

clogged his throat, and he stumbled as he ran out of the aisle. He was still looking behind him 

when his heel collided with a half-eaten Snickers bar, the chocolate sinking through his sock and 

molding into the cracks on the bottoms of his sandals. Until Herb’s face shifted up towards the 

ceiling during his fall, he could see Judy’s expression as it slowly morphed from shock into 

demented delight. It was the same look she’d given him when she had announced their divorce, 

their old pool boy half-naked in the master bedroom and Herb home early from a conference in 

Dallas. 

 Herb saw his life flash before his eyes as his ass slammed into the floor, his bladder 

erupting upon contact with the glossy concrete. His urine left a puddle that soaked his sweatpants 

and slowly dripped into the dairy section. He laid there, eyes blank and unfocused, until Wal-

Mart security came to throw him out. He thought he heard the sound of pictures snapping on 

Judy’s iPhone. He hoped—desperately—that his daughter wouldn’t see them on Facebook. 


