The Birthmark – Part 4 re-written
Time passed slowly. Georgiana lay draped across the couch, with Aylmer by her side. Aylmer sat contently, fidgeting and calculating and wondering if his endeavor would succeed He was deep in thought when he glanced over his shoulder at his wife. He was overjoyed! The hideous, disfiguring birthmark was gone! He stood up, vaguely noticing that her beauty was in its full glory, and rejoiced! His life could move on in full harmony, for it was no longer diminished by the presence of the horrendous birthmark.

He dashed out of the lab, past the geranium, whose leaves were still broadening. In moments Aylmer had returned, this time bearing a cup of water. He gently poured the water over Georgiana’s perfect face, attempting to revive her. After a moment, he stopped. There was something wrong, his scientist’s instinct was practically shouting in his face; not all was well. Beyond that, however, his scientist’s instinct was dumb; it had no idea as to what was wrong. 
Cautiously, he walked over to the geranium. After a moment of careful inspection, he opened a drawer and removed a thermometer. He tiptoed back to Georgiana. Aylmer stared at her. Something wasn’t right. She was too perfect. He carefully took her temperature, but the result was nothing special: a perfect 98.6 degrees. Aylmer stepped back to the geranium, noting that the same too-perfect state of Georgiana also applied to the plant.

Aylmer stood there for a long time, deep in thought, before being brought back to his senses by a voice: “Aylmer?” it called. Aylmer spun around. All at once, he realized the flaw in his plan. The woman standing across the room was not his wife. Aylmer had made her perfect, but at the cost of her individuality. Shaking, Aylmer turned back to the plant, but to have his fears confirmed. Planted in the soil that the geranium once occupied was a flawless rose, the manifestation of a perfect plant. Standing between a perfect woman and a perfect plant, Aylmer stood, finally understanding his mistake.
