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Another Tricky Day




We pulled in to Smuggler’s Den parking lot. The club sat on the edge of the New Bedford Harbor. A dike led out to the black water and I knew that rats lived in between the rocks with the broken beer bottles, empty cigarette packs, and orphan socks. I had seen them before, they were almost as big as cats and they didn’t scurry quickly like mice, they sauntered, sometimes stopped then continued on their way. I didn’t think they were afraid of people. I didn’t want to disturb their world. I looked out towards the harbor and could smell the oily, fishy smell. The tide must have been low.   The water looked black under the dark sky and there was a wood hitting rock sound each time it gently lapped the dike at the edge of the parking lot. 

There were a lot cars in the lot, even though it was early, and it was a Thursday night. As I opened the car door, I could see the bouncer sitting under a yellow light on a stool by the entrance.  The light behind him made him look like a chubby silhouette. My heart beat with fear about trying to get past the bouncer with my ID. I had to remember that my name was Laura D. Corey. My birth date was September 3, 1956. Kathy stepped out of the car and crushed her cigarette on the ground with her high-heeled sandal. She locked the car door and jangled her large key chain while she walked. She had an enormous pink and yellow pom-pom on the chain. “Come on,” she said as she hurried towards the bouncer. 

I had a pit in my stomach as I followed her through the parking lot. Her high plastic sandals crunched on the asphalt. My pumps were quieter, more genteel. 

As we got closer to the door, I could see the short heavyset guy sat on a stool more clearly.  He had close cut, black curly hair and wore a leather blazer. It was a little too tight around his biceps and he looked uncomfortable. The music blared and colored lights flashed behind him. 

“Laid-EEZ,” he said and smiled.”How AH-ya TA-night?” He wore a blue Izod shirt under his jacket and I don’t know why but I had the feeling that if I got closer, I could smell perspiration that had dried in the porous cloth of the shirt. “Do you two have identification?” A breeze of alcohol shot through the door from down the little hallway that led to the club. It was mixed with smoky air. Boom, boom, boom, kept blaring from inside, almost shaking the walls and floor of the building. You couldn’t make out the song, but the bass pounded the rhythm all around us. Because it was forbidden, we wanted it more. It was exciting to try to get into Smugglers. I wanted to go in and dreaded rejection. Often, a bouncer would look at our ID’s, laugh out loud and say “sorry ladies, I can’t let you in with these.”

Kathy smiled and raised her eyebrows to him and smiled showing her teeth. She raised her shoulders and gave him a cocky grin. When she did, her shirt rose up and showed more of her stomach. It was thin and muscular. I didn’t look at him at all. 

Kathy confidently handed her ID to him and he held it up to the dim light of the overhanging porch. He looked at it closely and then looked back at Kathy. While I waited I noticed that above us was a deck and I could hear shoes moving across the wood, then I heard hushed voices and a girl laughing, “Oh shut the fuck up,” someone laughed. 

“Thank you, Debbie” He said to Kathy. I handed mine to him and smiled nervously. He didn’t look very closely at it. He just handed it back. “And thank you, Laura.” I smiled at him. “Thanks I said.” 

“Have fun ladies.” 

I followed Kathy to the downstairs bar. The downstairs was mostly empty. The larger dance floor was upstairs and you could hear the music blaring more clearly from inside. “Won’t you take me to Funky Town” was playing and the bass pounded against the club wall. It had the feel the fun house at Lincoln Park with all the banging, dark hallways and smoke wafting passed colored lights. 

Kathy was standing at the bar holding a ten dollar bill between two fingers. Her coral fingernails fiddled with the tip of the bills. She looked around the room while she waited for the bartender.

“Two sea breezes and two shots of tequila.” She said.

When the drinks got there, we salted and licked the top of our hand, quickly swallowed down the shot and sucked on a lime. “Whoa!” Kathy yelled and slammed down the shot glass. I started to gag, but I had become good at keeping shots down. I quickly drank a few sips of my sea breeze. I could feel the tequila rush to my head. My body loosened up.

The downstairs bar was empty. A few Pac Man machines flicked and seemed to pursue a game on their own. The blue colored Pac-man moved around the maze gobbling up dots, things flashed but then the screen flashed “NEW GAME” for a second. Then the Pac-men appeared again.  There was a small wooden dance floor and only one couple was on it. They were hardly dancing, just squeezed tightly together in an embrace under the red and orange lights. No music was playing, but you could still hear the music from upstairs. Won’t you take me to….funky town?

When we got upstairs we stood at the bar and had another shot of tequila. Now we could hear the music full volume and it was so loud, it was like swimming in it. The bass that shook the walls now vibrated in our bodies. Baby you make my love come down...ooh you make my love. Come. Down. The dance floor was full. It was about half the size of a roller rink. Towards the back were speakers and the DJ booth. Everyone was dancing under the strobe and colored lights. Kathy and I went out to the dance floor.  All the way down…ooh you make my love. Kathy and I moved back and forth singing along. I leaned my head back and let my hair back and let it fall over the back of my shoulders. I leaned in and yelled to her “aren’t you glad we aren’t at the junior dance?”

“What?” she yelled back and started laughing hysterically. It was so crowded we kept getting pushed into each other.

“Aren’t you glad we came here?”

“Shit ya.” And she laughed in that grown up, older guy way. When Kathy danced her whole body seemed to arch forward. She leaned her head back and raised her arms. When she did, her shirt rose up above her belly button. She turned around and bent her knees. Then she turned back in the direction of the bar. “Look” Kathy yelled back at me. Her long blond hair swayed back and forth and she kept moving to the beat while she pointed.  I turned. I couldn’t really recognize any one.

“What?” I yelled.

“Look,” she said and waved to a group at the bar.

That’s when I saw a guy waving back. It was Steve Smith, one of the old football players from Margaret’s high school class: the old football players who graduated last year. This group either hadn’t gone to college at all or were going to Southeastern Mass, the college nearby. I could clearly see that Eddie Caren was there.

 Kathy and I kept dancing but now I felt conspicuous. Now, somehow my eyes kept falling on them. I kept seeing Eddie in the corner of my eye. He was wearing a white t-shirt and whenever the colored lights flickered, it changed the color of his shirt. Each time I looked over there, I would recognize him again. I saw his black hair and even though he was talking with the two other guys, he kept his eyes on me.

Finally, the song slowly faded and the lights picked up and little flecks of white light moved slowly around the dance floor like snowflakes. Donna Summer’s Dim all the lights started up, at first slowly “Dim all the lights sweet darlin’.” The music picked up and the beat kept going.

I leaned over to Kathy “I want to go home.”

“Its fine.” She said and was dancing more animated than before. She had her arms up in the air and her plastic bangles clanged as she shook her wrists. I could feel myself growing larger and awkward. I felt like my feet were heavy and every move felt fake, stupid. Love just don’t come easy, I know you understand…want to be your woman…won’t you be my man? Kathy’s knees were bent and she was twisting side to side on her Candies sandals. She twisted back up to standing. 

I stopped dancing. “I have to go to the bathroom,” I said.

“Go ahead!” she yelled over the blaring music.

I walked off towards the back of the dance floor and deliberately cut through a dark section of tables to the bathroom. When I got into the bathroom there were three stalls. A couple of girls were standing by the sink smoking. I opened the metal door and closed it and locked it. I stood there for a moment with my hand on the lock and leaned against the door. I felt scared. I could hear some other girls snorting coke in the stall next to me. I heard the loud nasally inhale and then the “aahhh” after, back and forth. I could feel and hear the bass outside of the door. I sat on the toilet in the little bathroom stall and put my head in my hands while I peed. I felt dizzy, woozy. I heard the music fade and then another dance beat pick up.

I walked out of the bathroom and looked around. I walked back through the section with the tables and tried to find Kathy on the dance floor, but really I knew where she was. I looked over at the bar and I saw the three guys there and Kathy standing in front of them. I could see the back of Eddie Caren. He was standing up. Mike Billings was there too, sitting next to Steve Smith. Eddie looked the same as he did at New Bedford High. I waited for a second then I walked over to the bar. 

Eddie looked up at me and smiled, “hi” he whispered shyly as I walked over and stood beside Kathy. “Hi,” I said. Someone stood up from a bar stool next to Steve Smith and Kathy sat down, leaving me standing alone in front of Mike and Eddie. Kathy started talking intensely with Steve Smith. 

 “Why aren’t you girls in school” mike said loudly to me. “Aren’t you too young to be at a dance club?” Kathy turned quickly and said in a low voice, half joking “shut up, what are you fucking stupid?” I looked at the floor and didn’t say anything. I noticed the blue from my pump had stained the foot of my tights under my shoe. When I wiggled my toe, I saw a blue stain on the white.

I could feel Eddie looking at me. Its not like I hadn’t seen him since my abortion. I had seen him many times:  at school, at football games, even at parties. But, he was in the distance. I just pretended he wasn’t there. And, most of the time he was with Stacy. I had just accepted their relationship, even had sometimes felt understanding about it in some way. There was one time at a party and I heard Stacy say to her friend, “I think we’ll have chicken tonight for dinner. Eddie likes chicken.” I had felt a bolt of jealousy run through me. After that I tried not to think about Eddie any more. When I did, when he crossed my mind or if I passed him in the hallway and felt his eyes on me, I just thought of Stacy and the chicken. I concluded that my one night with him was a bad thing. 

After a while, I let him become brotherly in my imagination. I told myself that Eddie liked me like a little sister.  That was after I saw him once at a party. It was the only time he and I talked since my abortion. He must have heard about me crying at school or something. He was still at New Bedford High, a senior then. For a little while I couldn’t help but cry all the time and one time the teachers had to bring me into the office because I couldn’t stop crying in the hallway after school. All the girls on the field hockey team and some of the cheerleaders had witnessed me being taken away. It was at Christmas time. Then, one night I was at a house party and I was really drunk. Eddie and Stacy had been there all night. I just ignored them and made sure not to walk past them on my way to the bathroom or into another room. Then, I saw that Eddie and Stacy were putting on their coats. They were about to leave. I had felt a little sad because even though I couldn’t be with him, I liked knowing he was in the same room. But, I was drunk. And Sherry was cracking me up. I was laughing so hard that I could hardly pay attention them leaving. Sherry and I were leaning against a stairway. Bruce Springstein’s Santa Claus is coming to town was playing. I was laughing because Sherry had taken off her shoe and showed me that it was stuffed with toilet paper. It wasn’t a little bit of toilet paper. When she took the wad out and started unraveling it, it was an endless roll of toilet tissue. She had borrowed her sister’s new shoes, which were two sizes too big. I was holding the shoe with one hand. Sherry was unrolling the paper. With my other hand I was holding my stomach as I leaned over and laughed. I sensed that Eddie still hadn’t left and was looking at me.  I didn’t look up. I wasn’t going to stare at him at parties and talk to him without words. But, finally I did I looked up from laughing and he had a serious expression. His eyes were fixed on me. He whispered something to Stacy. He let go of her hand and started walking over to me. I was still holding the shoe and Sherry the toilet paper, but we weren’t laughing any more.  He walked up to me and started to say something. He was looking me deeply in the eyes. Finally, he leaned close to my ear and whispered softly, “Donna, please be happy. OK?” He pulled away and stood still staring at me a moment. He didn’t smile or say anything else. Even though I was drunk after that I didn’t feel drunk anymore. I just looked at him and somehow understood. It was as if these words were a message from the future. Some place far away. No one was ever that nice to me before. I couldn’t have niceness now, but he was bringing a message that it was waiting for me somewhere, sometime else. He turned and walked back to Stacy who gave me a sad smile and then they left. I held Sherry’s shoe and stood dumbfounded. Then I started to cry.

Once Eddie had left New Bedford High School, he sort of disappeared. But here he was again; this apparition and I could feel him next to at me. Send me forget-met-nots, help me to remember. Was playing. 

 I looked up at Eddie. Then I looked over at Mike Billings. Mike was smiling at me. I didn’t know him very well except to know he was really popular when he was in high school. He had a fit baseball player’s body. He looked like a young Robert Redford with blonde hair and perfectly straight white teeth. He was different from Eddie. He wasn’t sweet and nice. He had a reputation for using girls. He was cocky about it, even now that he was just working as a house painter. He didn’t go to college and he wasn’t a star football player any more. That didn’t matter. He was still sure of himself. And, he was still completely good looking. “What are you girls doing here?” he asked.

I didn’t know what to say. “Nothing,” I said.

Eddie stood up and walked the few feet closer to me. “Want to dance?” he asked me. I could feel a kind of excitement rise up inside of me. 

“OK,” I said. He took my hand and walked me to the dance floor. I could feel his energy enter my body as I felt my hand in his. He guided me gently on to the dance floor, trying to find the course with the least obstacles. He put his arm around my waist and leaned close to my ear “you look really nice,” he whispered it but loud enough for me to hear. My heart and body were screaming and I could feel my breaths grow shallow. I wondered what would happen if I fainted in the middle of the dance floor. 

“You dropped a bomb on me” was playing. He pulled away from me and we danced close to each other, but not close enough to touch. I had permission to look at him and be with him. He was smiling. I was in a pool of heat and I could feel my heart pounding. He was so handsome. His brown hair was shorter than before. His eyes were deep and dark. He had on jeans and a white t-shirt. He leaned in close to me to tell me something and when he did his face brushed against my cheek. This close, I could smell his soapy clean smell. It made me long to be with him, not just tonight but in his world. It made me want to be Stacy.  

“I’m so glad you’re here.” He said.

I leaned in close to him and when I did I fell a little into him. He caught me and held me steady, “I am glad you’re here too. I missed you.” I said. He nodded then smiled and kept dancing.

We kept dancing, staring at each other. It was the same stare. We still liked each other deep down. I felt pretty again, deep down good. The tequila made me feel loose and happy. I knew that this was going to only last for a short while, and I felt a longing and an urge to somehow make things slow down.

We looked at each other as we moved to the dance music. Baby take your time, do it right, we can do it baby…  Eddie took both of my hands and held them while we danced. I watched his biceps flex as he danced and I longed to be next to him. I decided that I would go home with him if he asked me. I would have sex with him again. He was smiling at me and we just kept moving to the music. Finally, a slow song started up. We looked at each other awkwardly. I think we were afraid to slow dance, to be that close.

“I think I want a drink” I said loudly to be sure he could hear me. He put his arm on my waist and we navigated the dark tables. There were couples making out in the dark booths in the farthest part of the bar. I wanted to go back there with Eddie. I wanted to be kissing him that minute.  On the dance floor, the disco lights turned dark and a few lights flickered here and there across the dance floor. The floor emptied out except for a few couples that remained and immediately embraced.

We walked back over to the bar. Mike Billings was still sitting on the same bar stool, had he a straw in his mouth and he shook his head at us as he finished his drink. He slurped the rest of his cocktail through the ice. He took the straw out of his mouth. “Shame shame shame” he said and kind of laughed. He stuck the straw back into his glass and stirred his ice. He put the glass down, “’Shame on you guys.” He was one of Eddie’s best friends. I knew that he knew everything that happened. He knew about the abortion.

“We’re leaving,” Steve abruptly said. He had his arm around Kathy’s waist. Kathy looked over her shoulder at me and smiled as she started out ahead of us. It was clear she was going to bring Steve home and spend the night with him.

	“Ok,” I said. Kathy was smiling and she said, “What are you going to do, Donna?”

“Do you want a ride?” Eddie interrupted. I smiled and nodded. I couldn’t say anything because my body was flying around the club. I had lost all of my earthly weight and I had become this feeling of complete euphoria. I remembered every second from the first time I had been with him. The way he touched me and talked to me. Maybe if we got together this time, we could start seeing each other. Then Eddie said, “I’m with Mike. He’ll have to drive us to my car, at my house, but then I could bring you home?” The proposition brought me back down to the present. “Ok,” I said.  It felt kind of silly. That seemed complicated.

I sat in the middle while Mike drove us to Eddie’s house. Mike just stared out the window and chewed on a straw. He had pushed in a Who tape when we first got into the car “You better, you better, you bet” was playing. None of said anything and it was the kind of situation where I wanted it to be over as soon as possible. I felt like I was a foreigner in between these two guys who knew each other so well. The fact that they were best friends and not saying anything just made it obvious that my being there was wrong. Eddie held my hand the whole way. At one point, he rubbed the top of my hand gently. His fingers moved across my knuckles. As he touched each knuckle, I could feel the blood pumping through my heart. It felt like his lips on my skin. Before the song on the tape player was over, Mike pulled into Eddie’s drive way and stopped the car. He turned the ignition key off and the radio stopped. It was total silence and darkness outside. I looked at Eddie’s house.  I had never seen Eddie’s house before. The lights were off and I knew that inside, his family was sleeping. It gave me a funny feeling. I didn’t have a right to be there.

Mike Billings turned and looked at Eddie, “You guys are not going to fucking do this again, are you?” Mike asked. He seemed mad.  I let go of Eddie’s hand and looked down. And then, even though he was right next to me, he turned and said loudly, “Do you want another abortion, Donna?” I looked up at him slowly. My face was close to his. I felt like he didn’t have a right to say that. He didn’t even know me. I was shocked. The word “abortion” exploded in the air and remained there. I wanted Mike to take it back, but he didn’t. His eyes stayed fixed on me. He was glaring at me. “What are you fucking stupid?” Then he looked at Eddie again, “are you stupid?” He turned and stared at the steering wheel. I looked at Eddie. He was looking down at the floor. 

“I just want to go home,” I said in a soft voice. 

I looked at Eddie. 

“Ok,” he said. And he said it as if it was no big deal. As if I was making a big deal out of something. “You can go home.” He paused for a second, then leaned closer to me and asked, “do you want me to bring you home?” he asked.

I did want to be with him, but what Mike said was true. And, I felt stupid. “No.” I finally said.

Then it was weird. Because now I was stuck out in the south end of New Bedford.

“Do you want Mike to bring you home?”

	I didn’t say anything at first. I wondered for a moment where Kathy was. If she was still at Smugglers I could go with her. But, I realized that she had probably left already. “I guess so,” I finally said.

Eddie turned about to say something else to me, but I didn’t look at him. Then, he opened the passenger’s door and got out of the car. He closed the door gently and waved good-bye. I didn’t wave back. I didn’t say anything as Mike started the car. I just watched Eddie and looked at his house. It didn’t take long for his dark figure to make it to the door, open it and disappear. The outside turned silent. I kept thinking that I had never seen Eddie’s house before. It seemed like a big deal. It seemed to mean something. It was different than I expected. It was just an ordinary house. Clean and well kept. Sort of like Nana’s. Mike pulled away from the curb and I stared out. I had glimpse at Eddie’s life as we passed through his neighborhood. A couple of blocks later we were driving past East beach, down Rodney French Boulevard. It was dark, late night. The street lights looked yellow and faintly lighted up little sections of the sidewalks and streets. The industrial buildings looked brown and gray. We started driving and Mike hit a button, fast forwarded the cassette then “Another tricky day for you” started up. 

Finally I turned from the window and said, “You didn’t have to do that. Mike. That was mean.”

“What? What was mean?” he asked and beat on the steering wheel to the music. “I can’t help it if you are some kind of nympho” Then added a second later “maniac.” He said and started singing along, this is nooo social crisis… just another tricky day for you.

“Fuck you, Mike’ I said.

He kept singing along with the music. He was smiling, almost laughing. The car turned on the highway. I settled into the seat and looked out the window. It was late, probably two in the morning. Everything moved past quickly and Mike kept singing. He pulled onto Church Street and stopped at a stop sign. The road was deserted. Lights changed at empty intersections. Not a soul was out. He waited a long time. I could tell he was looking at me, but I kept staring out of the window.  He turned the radio off.

.	“Donna,” he said. “I’m sorry but you didn’t want to do that again. Trust me.”

I looked at him. Trust him? What a jerk.

Mike looked at me and then he smiled. “You’re glad I did it, aren’t you”

“What?” I asked. “Oh my God.” I said, “I can’t believe you.”

“Come on.” He said, “You’re glad.”

“Whatever,” I said, “Just bring me home.”

“I don’t think that’s your best choice. But…if that’s what you want to do.”

“What?” I asked, “What do you mean?”

“I know you think I’m an asshole.” He said, and then turned to me as he drove, “but I’m really a nice guy.”

“Oh really?” I asked. I couldn’t help but laugh.

He pulled the car over and stepped on the brake. He turned to me,” Why don’t you come with me to this place that I am staying.”

I lit a cigarette and rolled the window down a crack. 

“Do you want to go right home?” he asked.

I didn’t want to go home yet. I wanted to see what would happen next. 

“We could go to the place I’m staying?” he asked again.

 

Mike had a friend named John Ronald who lived with his father in Dartmouth. Mike was staying with them for a while in a small bedroom upstairs that he was renting.  Both John and his father were jerks. Scary kind of jerks that you wouldn’t want to be alone with. Several girls I knew said that John had forced them to have sex with him. A girl named Jill told a bunch of people that he had made her have sex with him at a beach. He held her down then when she tried to get up, he punched her in the face.

Mike pulled the car into the Ronald’s driveway. It was a quiet neighborhood and a large Oak tree stood near the driveway. The house was a three-story house with a big front porch. I followed Mike in the dark and noticed all the men’s work shoes lined up on the porch. There were two lawn chairs and boxes and boxes of empty beer cans. 

When we got into the house, it was dark and quiet. It was a big old house that was rambling. It was un-kept. I could see a dining table in a room to one side. Dark shadows were cast in through lace curtains. A window was open and a fresh cool smell came from the dining room. The living room had two beat up couches and an old wool rug. There were blankets on the couches and a coffee table overflowing with stuff: beer cans, pizza boxes, and empty cigarette packs, papers. The house smelled dusty and like a wet dog. Mike held my hand and looked at me. He put his finger to his mouth. As we approached the large staircase, I could see more rooms on the other side of the house. Rooms I would never see. He tiptoed up the stairs and gently led me up. There was a landing with a hallway, we walked down the hallway and I noticed three or four rooms with the doors closed. He opened a bedroom door slowly and when we got inside the room, he closed the door behind us and pushed me against it. He was kissing me and they were strong frantic kisses. He was treating me as if I were a different person than I was. Maybe he saw someone different in me. I could feel my heart racing. My body was growing warm, but things were moving so frantically, I felt like I was gulping for air. I could feel my muscles go limp and yet, he was so frantic that I couldn’t linger in the feeling.

 He kissed my neck and quickly unzipped my dress at the same time. I felt his hand on my back. It was cold but it felt sexy. He felt along my back and all the way down my waist. He was leading me towards the bed and I stepped out of my shoes and followed him. The bed was a tiny twin bed. For some reason, it was up higher than normal. The bed was pushed against a window. I could see that were up really high. Maybe we had walked to the third floor instead of the second. We were as up near the telephone wires, and which were crissed-corssed just outside of the window. 

Mike was kissing me and pushing his body into me. 

“Take off your dress,” He whispered. Then “take off your clothes.” I looked at him. He was serious. He wasn’t like Eddie at all. I could feel something inside of me exploding, and then becoming. It was something I hadn’t felt before.  I removed my tights and tossed them on the floor. I lifted my dress over my head and removed my underpants. He got completely naked too. The streetlights outside made his skin look tanned. When I touched his back, his skin felt warm and moist.

I ran my hands through his hair and kissed his neck. He was handsome and strong. His body was warm. He smelled spicy like men’s deodorant or aftershave. Quickly he put himself inside of me. He was hard and sure of himself. He filled me completely. He thrust himself into me and breathed heavily. He braced himself with his strong arms. His muscles flexed. At first it hurt, the way he was pushing so hard. I said softly, “That hurts, Mike.” He didn’t say anything instead he put his hands around my face. He looked at me and kissed me as he did he pushed himself into me again and again. I took a breath and could feel the pleasure rise inside of me. It didn’t hurt any more and I wanted to be with him. I closed my eyes for a moment and when I opened them again I could see his eyes were closed. His lips opened and closed slightly as he took heavy breaths. His whole body moved with his breaths. He was still for a moment then he took a deep breath in and then out again. His breathing grew faster and then he let out a long intense exhale. Then, he stopped. He opened his eyes, looked into mine for a long moment; and then he kissed me again. It was such a vulnerable, desperate kiss it almost made me feel scared.

 He didn’t tell me I was pretty, or say that he loved me. It was as if he knew that any girl would be appreciative of having sex with him because of his perfect masculinity. He lay down next to me when we finished and he put his arm around me. “Let’s go to sleep” he said and leaned close to me and kissed me on my neck. 

It was a strange silence. After such a storm, so much ordinary calm. I looked around the room. This room seemed left over from when John Ronald was a boy, before his mother left him and his dad. It was a weird frozen in time childhood scene. I saw now that there were pictures of western scenes. In the dark light, I could make out a rope picture frame with a cowboy sitting on a pony. It was child like, old fashioned. The bed cast dark shadows on the paneling. I noticed a tall shelf; on it were sports trophies, so many they seemed all jammed on the shelves. A couple of horse shoes were hung on the paneled walls, turned up side down for good luck. The lamp beside the bed was a little covered wagon and the fabric that covered it was torn in a couple of places. I looked out of the window and ice had formed around the edges. I thought of Jack Frost, painting frozen scenes while Mike and I lay in our embrace.	

I turned to Mike. He was almost asleep. I didn’t want to be in this foreign house with men I didn’t trust. I wanted to go home.

“I want to go home,” I whispered.

He turned and looked at me sleepily, “Now?” he asked. “Come on, Let’s go to sleep. Its too late and I’m drunk. I’ll take you to breakfast tomorrow. We can hang out. Then I’ll take you home.”

I was certain I didn’t want to be in this house with John and his father. I didn’t want to slink down the stairs with Mike. I didn’t want to talk to them in the morning.

“Please,” I said, “I really want to go.” I got out of bed and started putting my clothes back on.  I couldn’t figure out my tights in the dark, so I just stuck them in my pocketbook. Somehow I managed to zip my dress.




Mike didn’t say anything as we drove back. He kept rubbing his eyes and smoothing his hair back over the top of his head with one hand. He didn’t look at me either, but I looked at him for a long time. He didn’t turn the radio on so we just drove through the dark streets in silence. 

I watched him closely. He was someone to want. He had a perfectly muscular body. His face was gorgeous. And, I had touched him. I had touched his skin and he had been inside of me. I stared at him as he drove. I could see his jaw clench as he turned a corner. I saw his muscle in his forearm flex as he shifted. He was completely handsome. I turned sideways in my seat and watched him as he drove. I could still feel him inside of me. If I closed my eyes, I could feel his cool hand on my back. I could picture his face while we had sex. And his desperate kiss, his eyes asking me for something.

He pulled on to my street and stopped the car in front of my house. Finally, he looked at me. He smiled. “All right, well...”

I didn’t say anything. I was expecting him to kiss me. He looked at me for a minute and kind of smiled. “What?” he asked. 

“Aren’t you going to kiss me goodbye?” I asked. 

He waited a long time just staring at me half smiling. Finally, he shook his head and started to lean into me, still shaking his head in disbelief. “Isn’t enough that I saved you from Eddie Caren?” he whispered, “Now you want me to kiss you good bye?” He kept his lips inches from mine and waited. I felt a rush of desire pour through me. I gave into it and brought my lips closer to his.










The End








A Love Story in Letters Written to Herself







I want to tell you something. It is something that happened to me when I was a little girl. It’s not one of those horrible things I’ve mentioned before. This is different. Just a belief that I had. Do you mind that I write to you like this? Do you mind these letters?




Of course I don’t. You know I don’t. I love them. I have told you before, haven’t I? I wait for them. Isabelle... you know I love your letters.




When we were little—my sister and I—every time we drove past one of the old New England houses on the way to town…remember the house I mentioned? The one close to the beach where we lived? As you drove towards the other side of town, there was a house. It was a tall colonial. Someone had painted it aqua. Isn’t that funny? But, it was painted in the 1970s when people did things like that—it was left that way, dingy aqua. In the backyard was a large tower, probably a playhouse. It was on stilts and it was a box shaped room. It had just one window and that window faced the street. Whenever we would ride in the car with my mother past the house, she would tell us that two little girls were locked up in that tower all day long. She said the girls had a horrible mother who would only feed them in the mornings; sometimes she wouldn’t feed them at all. I always had the most uncomfortable, helpless feeling when I saw the tower—even years later when my mother stopped telling the story. I imaged the little girls. You know, skinny with dirty clothes. Lanky, muddy legs, bruises. Cold in the winter. But, mostly: hungry. It was almost as if I could feel what they felt up there. But—I always thought-- at least they had each other, a witness to each other’s experience. Then, one day I asked my sister. Now that we are grown. I said, “Do you remember the girls who lived in the tower in Fairhaven?” She looked at me and I could see it registering in her eyes. But, then she looked down sadly and she said “I haven’t thought of it for a long time. But, I don’t remember two girls. I only remember one hungry little girl locked up in that tower all alone.” 

I don’t know why, but that pierced through my heart.

You know what I think? I think my mother must have told her the story before I was born. Since she was four years older, she had been hearing the story. And, once I was born, my mother added another girl to the fiction.

	I love telling you these things. Things would be so hard otherwise. Do you mind?




You know I don’t. I love your words, Isabelle.

---

When Isabelle walked outside, Kevin was there. He was sitting in the car in front of her apartment building and he had a New York Times spread open across the dashboard. Isabelle could see that he was tapping his knee to the music playing on the radio. The newspaper was shaking. The car was steamed up. He had been outside of the apartment for a while. Isabelle didn’t know if he liked scaring her or if just he missed her. One time when she was babysitting Abby who lived on the fourth floor, Abby noticed Kevin standing on the corner. When Isabelle and the little girl walked off the stoop and on to the sidewalk, he passed quickly. Just rushed by them, almost brushed against Isabelle.

Abby said, “There is that man, Isabelle.” 

Isabelle told her, “He used to be my boyfriend.” 

Abby’s eyes turned large. “Maybe you should marry him? If this were a movie you’d marry him.” 

“Why would I?” Isabelle wanted to ask, but the girl was only seven, much too little to understand. Even Isabelle didn’t understand and she was twenty-four.

 	Now, she put the brass key in the rusted lock of the entry of her building and turned it. Her hand was shaking.  But, she had learned to control her feelings and the way she carried herself. She had put make up on carefully, made herself look pretty, confident. And, now she stood tall in her wool pea coat. Her little Guatemalan knitted cap. She dropped her key into the deep coat pocket and started walking down the steps. When she reached the sidewalk, she heard the car start up. She didn’t look back, but she imagined Kevin fumbling with the newspaper. She imagined him throwing the car into drive and taking off. As usual, he began trailing her until she got to the T. She could smell the exhaust from his disel BMW in the crisp winter air. She knew that when she arrived at the station, then the chill would combine with the heat coming from the subway stairs and she would feel like she was entering a dream or a womb where she was safe from him. Until she got to work and checked her mail slot. Then, she would see another letter from him.  Because I want you to see. But you WON’T understand, Isabelle. What the fuck? She doesn’t like him addressing her by her name so often when he writes to her. 

	The train was crowded, but somehow she found a seat. When she did she removed her knitted gloves and placed them in her pocket too. She stared at herself in the reflection in the black window as the train sped through the dark tunnel. She thought about the letters. About the girls in the tower. Maybe her mother had told her too that there was one little girl stuck up there by herself. Maybe she had imagined the other. A companion to share the misery. She’ll have to tell him that epiphany later. Maybe she conjured the other girl. She wasn’t brave like her sister. She couldn’t imagine just one raggedy girl up there, especially in the winter. She couldn’t imagine herself all alone trapped with her mother.

	She closed her eyes leaned her head back against the seat.  She always felt safe in the train. Its jerks and stops and the oily smell. She felt so at home and relaxed. She opened her eyes again and the car was crowded with people now. Considerate people who folded their newspapers into little manageable pieces that they could manipulate so that they didn’t intrude on other’s spaces. 

There was a man standing reading the paper in such a way and he held one hand up and held on to the rings attached to the ceiling. He swayed back and forth with the car. She watched him: clean-cut, maybe in his thirties. Not that much older than her. Not much older than Kevin at all. She imagined a wife at home. A pretty suburban house, some town just outside of Boston: Natick, Marblehead, Brookline, Newton, Cambridge. She watched him for a moment, thought she could understand something about him. How he acted so much older than he was. She thought to herself, where did he learn that? Where did he learn to be a businessman? A husband? A nice person? She wanted someone just like him.

---

I saw a man on the train today. Do you ever feel like you just know someone? Or, as if you can understand them. Some stranger that you are just watching without them knowing? That was how I felt. 




I have felt like that before—I don’t mean to pry, but were you going to finish telling me what happened with Kevin? It was Kevin, right? 




Nothing happened. My mother has always said I am cold hearted. I stopped loving him. There must have been something…something he did. But, I can’t remember now. I just remember his pleading and his wet eyes and I thought he was so weak. He said I wouldn’t listen to him. He didn’t understand how I could be so cold. Now he waits for me.




That seems so scary.




 It is a kind of suffocation, but I feel completely silent--hey, this is crazy isn’t it? I am smoking a cigarette—I had given it up and on the way back from work, it was like some old synapse. I saw an ad in the convenient store window. I just said, “Marlboro Lights” and there they were, on the counter in front of me. It is so easy to do bad things to yourself, addictive things. Everyone watches and no one cares. -- I am so tired. I forgot what we had been writing about. Scary? No it feels more like I have been wrapped in layers and layers of fabric. I feel almost as if I can’t move as if I am entirely restricted. Maybe cursed.

Anyway, guess what I am thinking about? I am wondering if you have ever kissed someone in the rain…the pitter-patter of drops on metal. Inside the cab of a truck? A dreamy, late romantic night. That is what I am wishing for right now…




In that case, close your eyes. I am kissing you.

---

Isabelle could see Kevin across the street as she peered out the police station windows overlooking Beacon Street. The trees, large maple that lined the street were bare. He looked like a character on a 1970s album cover standing there in his gray sweatshirt and the blustery sky moving in large cloud formations behind him. The bare branches reaching upward, alive somewhere down deep, but the appearing dead for winter.

	She didn’t feel uneasy, not that she recognized. One thing she did feel, the only thing was that she wanted to go on the date with Jamie, the man from the train. That was his name, Jamie. The thought of him, the idea of him introduced a new Isabelle to herself. She started to wear her hair up in clips. More romantic, some of it falling down around her face. Like an artist would. 

	The officer nodded and put his hand on his chin. Kevin remained in the periphery, outside of the large historic window framed in marble. The police officer’s dirty coffee cup sitting on the ledge: Go Sox!

	“He is right out there,” Isabelle said softly, pointing out over the red sox cup. 

	“Sit for a moment,” the officer said.  He had a kind of paternalistic impatience. Isabelle recognized it somehow. That is how men like him talked, it was almost nice.

	Isabelle sat down. She smoothed her hair back and then delicately put her hand on her neck. 

	“You have to make a plan to deal with this,” the officer said. “I have the paperwork right here, but don’t be hasty.”

	“Hasty?”

	“Sometimes a stalking order makes it worse.”

	Isabelle nodded. 

A little steam from the radiator hissed, punctuated the pause in their conversation.

	“Has he ever hit you before?”

	“No.”

	“Been violent.”

	She nodded, and then squinted. “When we broke up. He was waiting in my apartment. He threw a jar at me. Tried to grab me, but I told him to leave and he did.”

	“Do you rent an apartment?”

	She nodded.

	“Could you consider moving?”

	“Is that what I have to do?” Isabelle somehow thought that once you got a restraining order, it was over. She didn’t know it was up to Kevin.  “It’s expensive to find a new place. I only make—I am an assistant with the Globe.”

	He nodded, smoothed his mustache. “Ok. Then, there are advocates who can help you. You could stay at an undisclosed location. They would help you find an affordable apartment—roommates. Do you live alone now?”

	She nodded, “yes”

	He let out a heavy sigh, staring at her the entire time. He shook his head. “You’re taking your chances.”	

	“I live in a building. There are other people there. I live upstairs and there is a security door to get in.”

	“How did he get in there when you broke up?”

	She looked down. “I don’t know.”

	“Your work. Does he know you work at the Globe?”

	She nodded.

	“Does he follow you there?”

	“Not usually. Once or twice. He is a lawyer. He has to go to work at 9:00. I have to be there at 7:00. Sometimes he travels out of town so if he leaves early, he might show up outside of my office before I get there.”

“Anything else? Besides following you? Letters?”

”Yes. There are letters.” 

---

I saw the man. Again on the train again last week. I inspected him more closely. His business clothes are high quality. His hair seems so soft even though it is cut short. I am certain he is wealthy. I smiled at him and something registered in his eyes. They lit up for a moment. Almost with recognition. Then, he resumed reading his paper. It is just attraction. I know that. He got off the train at Peabody. He walked off—didn’t look back. 

---

On the train, Isabelle made up excuses about her house. She told Jamie –the businessman—that the apartment was being repainted and she was hopping back and forth from friends’ houses.

	“We could just meet downtown after work,” she offered.

	“Why don’t we meet at Lucca?” he asked. “Do you know it?”

	Isabelle shook her head. 

“Here,” he said and he scribbled down the name of the restaurant and cross streets on the back of his business card. 

	The train stopped at Peabody and Jamie rose. “I’m looking forward to our—to having dinner.”

	Isabelle smiled and elation overtook her for a moment. In an instant he was gone and the train started with a jolt. She couldn’t help but smile. James F. Matthews, Broker. State Street Corporation.

---

I wonder if little girls really were up in the tower. I was thinking that one of these weekends I’d drive down to Fairhaven and check out the house. I remember it. Maybe someone knows about the girls.




Do you really think that there were girls living there? From what you told me, your mother was just mean. She was mean to you. It is mean to tell a child a story like that…




Is it? I could still see if the tower is there. Oh did I tell you? Kevin wasn’t outside today. Not for three days now. I don’t trust anything, but I can hope. I wish I could see you. Tell you these things in person. Do you suppose we would like the looks of each other?




Most certainly. Did you meet your friend at the Italian restaurant?



Not yet. Tomorrow.

---

The light was dim, yellow. Jamie was different than he seemed on the train. He was relaxed and loose and so handsome. He looked at Isabelle. When he did, he was so generous with his attention. It felt uncomfortable to Isabelle, pretending to be part of this world. 

	Sane and insane. Isabelle imagined that’s how poor people saw rich people, but she was neither. She was frozen in between and wanted to dive into this world: a restaurant with the pungent smell of garlic, warm and intoxicating…the mood mixed with the wine. She let herself float down this current, momentarily. And, for a brief interval she was not the cursed, marked girl that she was. She was free…like any other woman out on a date.

	“I think that the human mind can not survive on creativity alone.” Jamie looked up at Isabelle and smiled, but still Isabelle could see that he was serious. “Its too amorphous.”

	Something rose and fell inside of Isabelle. A kind of excitement and joy. She smiled and looked down at her glass of wine. It was almost empty. The night was almost over. 

	“Really,” he laughed a little and smiled. It was flirtatious. “That is why I do the stock market. And sculpture.”

	“But really,” Isabelle asked. “Which are you really?” Maybe he was in between worlds too.

	“That is what I am trying to tell you. I’m both.” He blushed and swallowed down a sip of the red wine. His eyes stayed fixed on her. “You won’t come home with me, will you?” He asked and he held her gaze.

	Her insides rose but didn’t fall. She shook her head. She wanted to say “next time,” or “some time.” She just smiled. Her mind flashed on Kevin. She felt indentured. “Not tonight,” she said and she knew it was perfectly acceptable within the laws of dating. This restraint. 




When she arrived home she saw a light on in her apartment. She hadn’t left any lights on that she could remember, but she was paranoid now—all these months when coincidences were false, weren’t coincidences at all but deliberate acts of intimidation. It made her shaky on the inside; it made her feel guilty and bad. Like this was all her fault. She thought about the police detective, “Has he ever been violent?” If she could just trust that the fear would not result in something horrible, she could rest. She could experience the possibility of a different life. In an instant she felt ignorant and immature. She felt both like a child and a woman and she wanted so much to erase this part of things so that she could be free.

	She started for the stone steps that led to the vestibule of her building. 

	“How did he get into your apartment?” the detective had asked. And, that night flashed before her. The illusion of safety. That night, she didn’t have a thought about the front door ajar. Not a thought when her key went into the lock. It hadn’t entered her mind that Kevin would break in that night. But, when she entered her apartment she saw his still face. He was frozen, sitting in the darkened living room…His features gouged out of clay, deep with shadows that made him look angular, frightening.

	Was he up there now? 

	She took a deep breath and the cold air rushed out of her lips; a cloud of condensation. There was a light rain falling. If she were a normal person would she be with Jamie right now? Maybe not in bed with him, maybe not in his apartment but sauntering through the streets warm with infatuation and wine. Talking and laughing. Was it fair to pretend to him that she is a normal person? She glanced back up at the apartment window, searching for a sign of motion. She could imagine walking through the lighted vestibule and up the stairs, her heart pounding. 

	And, what if Kevin were up there now? Sitting there waiting. Maybe he knew all about Jamie. Maybe he was going to kill her.

	Just then she felt a presence, almost a draft, behind her. She turned and it was Kevin. Just like that, he was there. Closer than he usually comes to her. Inches from her. At first he seemed small, his eyes were at eye level with her. If they were lovers he would be almost close enough to kiss her. 

---

But…you haven’t told me what happened when Kevin approached you that night outside after your date.




Nothing happened. Really. I told him to come with me. To come with me to the tower and find out if a little girl had lived there. It was so late. It was almost one in the morning and he was surprised by what I said. He was standing close and I didn’t ask him why he was there. I said “I am going to Fairhaven, near the Cape. I am leaving now.” 

---

Kevin shook his head and stared at Isabelle. He said “I saw you with someone tonight.”

	Isabelle was suddenly so preoccupied with the house and the girls up in the tower that she said “Can you tell me later? Can you tell me on the way?”

	The car was cold and the vinyl seats felt like eggshells cracking when they sat down. Kevin sat in the passenger’s seat and remained very still with his hands in his lap. He looked straight ahead and his curly black hair was neat. He looked clean cut. He seemed normal in that moment, and Isabelle looked at him for a long time and she said, “We don’t even know each other at all do we?” 

	Somehow the scene had neutralized the situation. It was so bizarre and strange and the road in front of them, the highway, was dark and empty. The little Datsun’s headlights seemed to illuminate only a short distance in front of them and beyond them was darkness, around them was pitch black.

	“I know you,” Kevin said. 

	“OK.” Isabelle pressed down on the gas and the little engine revved before the transmission caught up with the acceleration, then it smoothed out again. 

	There was silence for a long time and Isabelle could see that Kevin was growing sleepy. His head bobbed several times and he caught himself and turned and looked out of the window to keep himself awake. She thought of turning the wheel sharply. She thought of killing them both. 

	“It’s a long drive,” she said without looking at him, “talk to me. Tell me what you want to say to me.”

	“I don’t have anything to say to you.”

	She nodded, considered asking him why he followed her, why he spent so much time keeping track of her.

	“Do you love this guy?”

	“Who?” Isabelle asked, she had forgotten about Jamie. Here she was in the car with Kevin, driving to Fairhaven.

	“The guy in the Italian restaurant.”

	She looked at him while she drove, stared into his eyes a little too long, ignored the road.

	“Watch the road,” he said instinctively.

	She turned and looked back at the road. It was power, driving him. Asking him questions. He was weak. He was nothing.

	“Did you ask me if I love this guy?” she said back to him.	

	He didn’t say anything but looked down at the floor. He shuffled his feet back and forth.

---

It is altogether new and exciting and it is full of possibility. 




Do you love him? Jamie?




I don’t’ know him. I wish you could see me in this dress. Tell me how I look. If I seem normal. Oh, I love the idea of being washed clean. Being free and young. Being someone who is not so scarred. 




Could that be just in your mind? Maybe you are already clean and unscarred.




Maybe.

---

Isabelle pulled the car in front of the house, once aqua now a traditional New England white. The street was run down when she was a child, but now it was all refurbished. They had removed the asphalt and revealed cobble stone streets. There were old-fashioned iron street lamps that made a pretty yellow light. It was like when Paul Revere rode down the street on horseback. Everything was quiet and now the night air was freezing. 

	“Is this it?” Kevin asked.

	Isabelle looked at him and nodded. “It was aqua.”

	“I know. You told me.” 

	“When did I?”

	“You’ve told me lots of times.”

He stepped out of the car and on to the sidewalk. He stopped outside of the iron fence that surrounded the house. “It’s pretty fancy now.”

	She walked over to him and stood next to him, put her hand on the ice-cold iron fence too. They were under one of the streetlights and the bulb flickered just a little. It seemed like a gas lamp. 

	“Why do you follow me?” she asked.

	He paused a moment and started to say something then stopped. 

	“You know I don’t like it,” she said.

	He nodded. “I thought you still loved me.” 

	“Why? Would you think that?” She thought of the letters, the conversations. The plain sheets of white paper and her careful penmanship, the ink bleeding on to the page. She knew why.

	“Why do you write to me?” he asked. She couldn’t tell him that she had constructed a person out of him…or out of the things he says to her in his letters. The gentleness and the kindness, but in real life with the cold air that surrounded them and his…how could she think about it? His propensity to do something so cruel.

	“I haven’t written to you for a long time,” Isabelle said.

	“I haven’t followed you for a long time.”

	“Three days, but then tonight.”

	He leaned closer to her; his face was almost touching hers. “What do you want?” he whispered. And their eyes were communicating so intensely and deeply that neither of them spoke for a moment. 

	Finally, Isabelle said, “I want to go up into the tower.” 

	“There is no tower,” Kevin said. “Can’t you stop now?”

	“How do you know that?” she asked, “You don’t know anything. You can’t even stop following a girl who doesn’t want you. What do you know about stopping?”

	He didn’t flinch. “Look at this neighborhood, look at how things are now. They wouldn’t keep an old tower. That was twenty years ago. Who knows if it even existed?”

	Isabelle’s eyes stayed fixed on his. “You’re nice to me in the letters.”

	He nodded. “I love writing to you. I just want to know if you love this guy.”

	She didn’t answer and started walking around to the side of the house. There was now a thick hedge of evergreen laurel that was about eight feet high. The bushes were planted so close together that they screened the back yard; it would be hard to push through them.

	“You’d be able to see it from here, if it were as tall as you said--”

	“Not with these hedges—“

	She started to break through the wall of shrubs. It was much easier than she thought at first. The branches were thin and bent easily against her weight. When she got through, she saw a manicured yard with a pretty stone patio. She looked all around and finally, in the corner--where the chain linked fence used to be when the house was ramshackle and duplexed or tri-plexed--that would be where she would have seen it from the road stopped at the red light. The tower was still there and it was right in front of her. All of the truths of her life came pouring out of her. They washed Kevin away, her fear dissipated.

	“There,” Kevin pointed. She stood frozen for a moment. It didn’t occur to her that it was strange that this relic remained, with everything else polished over nicely. Everything so posh and pretty and here was this rickety looking tower with one room still standing. 

---

I climbed up the steps, hardly stable at all and it was dark and it occurred to me that maybe animals were living up there or maybe the wood planks were rotten in places. But, it wasn’t at all. It was sturdy. It had lasted all these years. Kevin waited at the bottom and I climbed up high and when I got up top, it was a small –tiny, tiny—little space. The ceiling was only about four feet high. And, there were little shelves remaining, like coops. I looked down at the floors, and although it had been years I could tell immediately that at one time, it had been for birds, maybe pigeons, but they had all flown away or been released.




No little girl?




No. There was no little girl. I don’t think one ever existed.




What happened to Kevin?




I don’t know. He walked away once I got back down from the tower. Before he turned to leave, he touched my face and it didn’t hurt when he did. He smiled and walked away. I waited a little while but then I got in the car and drove back to Boston.







The End


 

I Will Remember Your Taking




i




This morning I imagined a door closing with the swiftness of death, every chamber in my heart sealed itself off from you. 




And what has happened to my flesh, my hunger?




It is a crypt beneath many sunny rooms. Far below the rooms where light enters through large windows, warm geometric islands on my skin. My breasts, my stomach. Rooms where the breeze is subtle and cool. Where afternoons are lost. 




And even further down, is the velvet, silk. It is the tender center.




You’ll someday unwrap me carefully and slowly. Will you? And will I find I do, in fact, have a heart? And that it’s healthy. And that it pushes blood and passion through my veins. Will that explain how lost I am from myself? Someday, will the hands that find me resemble yours?




I touch myself in the warm light. I dream your warmth. Your eyes promise something but it’s tightly bound. No name for your intention.




Even as I find a rhythm, my body moving for you. Even as I touch myself. Even as I cry out to you. Your eyes don’t move. Still like stones.




ii







Stones have a breath, or at least that’s what I think. I think that stones can breathe because my heart is still moving. I wonder if, really, your eyes were with me? So strong—too strong—I think. 




Those stones. I lay before you, my white skin against the deep burgundy rug. The immense windows, shadows criss-crossing my body like straps. You know where to trace their mark. I remain still and you move close enough to touch me. Your warm breath on my cheek. How will this end? Will you finally penetrate me? Will you enter my flesh? Or, will my mind have swallowed you, will you become all of this, commanding my longing? With a draft against my skin. Naked, exposed under the heat of the sun? Will I grow moist, wanting too much?




I whisper back, my voice small “My darling don’t trust your hands. I don’t trust your hands. You will take me and I will die, lost in cold shadows.”




v




My body is the map of my experiences—the reason there has been no texture to my flesh until now. Where you touch me I follow you. I beg to follow you. You find every inch of me, your lips on my breasts, wet warmth. You mark the course along my body.  Time moves like the light in a thousand rooms. You grip my wrist and I think you will hold me for so long that those chambers in my heart will crush. You will close those rooms, all the doors. Dying. Instead you kiss me, my little hand. You pull my hands above me. You travel my existence. And when you are inside of my. In an instant I am stone. Then I am your ocean.




v




It is a ripening, this longing. Even my flesh tastes sweeter with you inside of me. 




vi




Two weeks.




Fourteen days.




They move like baubles in a glass shell.




Is it not all just enveloping regions? Patterns, filtering time, strung together like moments. Didn’t I mention baubles? It was a jewel; my wanting. Hidden in its sphere of colors, refracted. How shall I find my own night, or morning for that matter? Outside of the eyes I imagined were yours? Those stones. 



I am still under the weight of you. Your strength, your certainty. You were always too forceful. A wave that arrives. A warning. I knew others who’d drowned in you. You dragged them out, pulled until they were swept away into you, into an ocean.




My hands read your lines. I trace my own skin looking.




vii




My confession. I’m not that luminous creature you invented. Little words I collect, I pry them from in between my own emotions. No. I’m certain, it’s better this way. Still, I miss you inside those quiet rooms.




vii




I have enough evidence of you. A stack of letters.  And I know where you begin. Your hands. A flesh canvas. I know where I begin. Breathing inside of that velvet room. 




I know I when I open those envelopes. I will remember your taking.







The end
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