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When assembling my Birkensnake theme, I was interested in the changes in writing when posed before
a large audience vs. oneself. I was interested in private and public writing and what could happen to the
same piece as it moved from one realm to another. I wanted to remove certain elements of expectation or
pretense by requesting pieces that had not been intended for publication. I wanted amateur writing, not
in craft but motivation. I was hoping to break down certain barriers to allow for freer experimentation
or honesty. I then wanted to place these private, inward writings into a public forum. I did not consider
blogs to be public in terms of this project despite the fact that anyone can write or read them. You still
have to garner a readership. I only had a passing interest in blog writing, which has its own set of rules
and desires and private-to-public relationship. So, instead, with my bookmaker, Andrew Oesch, we
struck on the idea of creating posters which would be visible to those people passing them – so perhaps
not unequivocally public – but it would put the writing into a more-or-less free and public space. And
then privatizing them again by way of photographs accompanying the original text in Birkensnake 6.
I feel like this could be just the beginning of a potentially ongoing process, shifting and responding to
the ways stories are told, information imparted, etc.
~Brian Warfield, editor

1

2

3

it was a beautiful afternoon.
houdini was buried a few plots
away. the dead seemed to be
resting so peacefully, even the
process of decay seemed beautiful.
trees sprout from souls like seeds.
sunlight like an amber static on a
forgotten channel. in any direction
the lonely, stoic compass could
point, there were graves. death
seemed so sweet and inviting. my
mom began to cry and i asked her
not to. she asked me why and i said
it made me sad to see her sad. she
said he was always with her and
she felt him inside her so i asked
why she was upset and she said
she still thought of him everyday
and missed him. grandpa Richie
she said he’d be so proud of me,
that he would of been such a great
grandpa and began to cry again.
please i begged. it hurt to see
her cry. she wasn’t supposed to.
she cried for a minute or two and
i watched her cry and everything
looked less beautiful but in hindsight, that’s where the beauty lay.
the moment seems so fragile, i was
afraid if i reached for it, it would
shatter or tear like the wings of
a moth forever searching for an
august lantern. we walked back to

the car and that’s where the memory
fades into obscurity, as if a child was
playing with the dial and the song
on the radio slowly crackles and
disappears molecule by crying fucking molecule. fades into obscurity,
perhaps tucked under my cerebellum like a fleshly blanket. i don’t
remember what we were wearing,
where we came from or where we
were going. in hindsight, i suppose
it was a conversation between two
ghosts, three if you include the
spine less flower she rested on the
grave.
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There’s a fine line between there
and barely there. Hence the
barely part. But the barely there
is the there that you cling to when
your company just drones on and
on. Like when you’re revisiting
your 2nd grade birthday party at
the skating rink, and how you
almost won shoot-the-duck for
a free hotdog and a 10oz suicide,
compliments of the skating rink.
But there they are, still blabbing
on about something banal and
superficial; you can’t quite put
your finger on what they’re really
getting at. You sense an emotional
turbulence disguised by anxious
chatter and rhetorical questions,
the sly glance left and right at
various points in the story as if
they, too, are barely there, just a
hologram of their own quiet being
amidst the voice of a raging
gossip girl. We’re all barely there
fairly often.
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Once upon a time, you were really
there. Present, alive. You were
amazed by the sound of cicadas at
nightfall, the way the bark felt as it
scratched your peachy skin as you
slid down the trunk of your tree
“house,” where you went to decide
who you were gonna be and how

good you were gonna be at it. Now
you just get that weird impression of
things, like how you know it’s early
morning because you can feel the
dewy, eerie urges of the world as it
prepares to wake. The shadowy passage of sidewalk zombies, nightshift
workers lingering under streetlamps
to light up one last time before bed.
You shiver, but you’re not really
present. You probably decide to go
back to sleep instead of risking the
heightened suspense of tiptoeing
atop the hardwood floors over to
the microwave for some not-so-authentic-but-oh-so-necessary green
tea with orange oil, matcha and
sencha. The second that microwave
door slams, you’ll be jolted awake,
your eyelids stretch up and open in
response to your startle. You won’t
be present still, though. Not until
you open that email with those God
damned pictures in it. Why did you
open that God damned email. This
is why you will never let it go.
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What I’m trying to do at the
moment is write good sentences
which sort of cheat their way to
the heart. I’m trying to use the
lowest common denominator of
narrative and strike right past the
story to the effect. Because this
is how life is lived, in my experience. The things that move me are
fragments of other people’s lives of
which I see only momentarily the
glittering surface.
Traditional narrative structures
strike me as drolly omniscient.
They are unreal in the worst way.
Stories that move me are often
built of a fragmentary consciousness coupled with sometimes
absurdly simple statements.
My stories are mostly ripped from
my text messages. Because I trust
what I see in the moment as good
enough, clever enough, funny
enough, interesting enough to
say to a particular audience: my
friends. Maybe it makes me a weak
artist, but I do not trust the things
I write “for myself.” For instance,
my journals are absolutely horrendous to read. It is sickening. I allow
myself this and have no pretense
of anything but heart-gushing shit
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when I’m in this mode of journaling. And this is not what you want,
believe me. What is fun to read is an
element of the forthright sincerity
of the journalistic self coupled with
the awareness of audience—and, for
me, an exact audience is the most
tangible.
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The whole world died today. The truck driving men with their smokey beards cut
their engines and spit once more from their windows before closing their eyes.
And all the clowns, twisting balloons into snouts and tails--their white
fingers stopped moving.
The children in the park were lined up, waiting for rides, waiting to get
older, scratching scabs, singing songs with dirty words. They all fell to their knees,
exhaled, and quieted.
Miles away, just about ten miles from where we used to live, the Pacific
ocean opened her mouth wide and drank herself dry.
Except for you and me, the world finished itself off, rolled over, and died an
unremarkable, quiet death.
We walked to a nearby planet.
Colors were more muted there. Yellow was difficult to discern. Old women,
women who reminded us of our mothers, walked with careful steps. We called them
“the Mothers.” Their bodies seemed lighter, a less heavy kind of walking, as though
they might float.
Their eyes seemed to look past everything in front of them. Maybe they
were waiting, or possibly drifting, the way we often do, eyes ahead, not much attention paid. They seemed to exist in the long, endless moments between death and being a bit too alive. You decided this meant that the Mothers saw life as a miracle and
as a punishment, how it comes and goes both too slow and too fast.
They smoked cigarettes and held their lips together between drags--not
smiling, but what your mother might have called a “bemused” look. Your mother had
a way for explaining faces. Our mothers should have met--they could have solved the
world’s problems between the two of them.
You explained as we walked that we must tell stories now, both to remember and to forget. I said this sounded like a non sequitur, this idea. You asked me not
to use words like this anymore.
Words like that didn’t matter here, and they shouldn’t have mattered before,
you said. Words like this were invented to cause pain.
I didn’t bother pushing. I had no desire for this. You were right, these
things didn’t matter anymore. Words and language and tone were as easily discarded
as orange peels. Language merely encased the nourishment of one spirit knowing the

other spirit. We were known to one another here. In this new world, we tended more
to the lessons learned within the quiet.
Regarding the past, how I moved away, you said, “I know you didn’t mean
to destroy me. I know our world was fractured. I just missed you, even when you were
right next to me. I missed you then and after you left.”
“It was the best I could do,” I said. “When I left, I believed I was loving you
better that way.”
“But I never stopped being sad. When you left, you left a cloud.”
“Sometimes the cloud part rests for longer.” My voice was different.
You smiled. “You would have been perfect if you’d never said things like
that. Those things mean nothing.”
There wasn’t anger in your voice, it wasn’t bitter. I looked for other layers, I
sought out accusation, but there was nothing else. And I agreed with you. I would have
been better, but for my bad thoughts, my sad words--the way I let them take over.
I knew this about myself now.
“You’re right,” I said. The lightness in this was stunning.
The Mothers approached us, they brought what appeared to be small sausages, apple slices, and little cups of coffee. We followed them to a long, narrow table
made of dark wood. Mahogany, I thought. We had not seen many trees except Birch
trees, so far. Their papery sound, the wind through their leaves, was exactly the same
here. The leaves bent and shook, it seemed they were green, but we couldn’t say for
sure. It was out of our hands this idea of color, these sorts of conclusions.
While we ate, the Mothers murmured, whispered names that sounded like
their children’s names. It seemed this way because there was a new sadness that hovered. It seemed we carried memory for them, the way they watched us, the way they
reached out and smoothed my hair, placed a hand over yours when it rested on the
table.
That sort of thing would have bothered me before.
It would have forced me to leave the table, I might have felt nauseous. That
sort of thing, the touching and the sausages together would have felt too heavy. And I
would have walked away before I became sick.
You hated how I couldn’t withstand the duration of meals such as these.
But I remained and I absorbed their sadness, their whispers, their touch. I
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continued to eat my apples. They tasted the same, sweet and tart, the way red, when
it’s done right, should taste. I watched you eat your slices and you did this with slow,
methodical movement. It was the slowest you’d ever eaten. The new planet was better
for those two things so far, my sticking around, and your slowing down.
“Remember how food was a disaster,” you said.
“Yes,” I said. “Food and sleep and sex. They were all a catastrophe.”
“And it wouldn’t have been any different in any other city, in another country, in a different apartment,” you said. “We were the same everywhere we went.” This
was your storytelling. This was how you remembered.
“We’re the same here, too,” I said. “We are the same, but something ugly,
something impossible seems to have left.”
You reached across the table and touched my wrist. You traced the veins,
pressed them gently.
I watched as your fingers moved, I saw that this was all I ever wanted from
you. I wanted this much, and not more.
There was no urge. I didn’t fear that your fingers, your touch would turn
into something heavy, something you wanted but that I couldn’t make myself want,
something that would make me nauseous, something that would make me remember,
something that would make me feel too young.
You, I could see, did not feel as though you were with a child. At one time,
you had said that it felt this way with me. A little girl, you had said. Like you were
sleeping with a little girl. But not here. I didn’t feel turned inside out. My insides were
okay, my outside was comforted by your touch.
The Mothers watched us. They knew they had helped, they had, indeed
they had. They cleared the table, they carried the tiny cups, the remnants of sausage.
They walked away. Certainly they had a home, or several homes. Perhaps a hotel with
various partitions, quarters, sleeping rooms. They walked away to find repose. It was a
seamless departure.
It seemed possible, all of these things did. We didn’t speculate. We watched
your hands. Your fingers still traced my skin. There was no need to rush this. There
was discovery in this for you, and for me.
“I called you Angel,” you said. “You had the face of an angel and I believed
you were from God.” There was no sentimentality in this, but your eyes were not

without emotion. You seemed to have assumed the same expression as the Mothers.
What was the word for this face? Resignation? Perhaps gratitude. You and I inhabited
this moment. What came next was not of concern. That’s what this look was--one that
needed nothing but the now.
It wasn’t without kindness, your gaze. Your eyes didn’t lack intrigue, yet they
didn’t seek anything either. Your eyebrows, your mouth, they didn’t curve, they didn’t
narrow. Perhaps I wore this expression as well.
I recalled a birthday card from you when I turned twenty four. I remembered the exact words: ‘I believe you to be an angel.’ You wrote those words. I remember how I feared that you were so wrong. I had too many sharp edges, I was restless, I
had no God.
“So what do you do with a dead angel?” you asked.
You watched my eyes, you ran your finger up and down my arm like a river.
I traveled back and forth, between your eyes and your finger. My eyes followed you. I
went back and forth, as though your touch and your eyes were new by every minute,
every hour.
Your question hung over us. It would have made me leave before, such a
question. I would have cried. But this didn’t hurt. The question was true. Perhaps we
were dead angels. It seemed possible. Maybe we were both alive and dead and not really angels at all.
We didn’t know where we’d now come. The naming of things was not important.
We sat like this. Minutes, maybe hours, we remained like this. We had faded,
our color had. Our bodies didn’t remind us of their needs, didn’t demand any sort of
attention.
We observed how our faces glowed, just a tiny bit they did, as the night fell.
Your hands held my hands, you saw me as I’d always wished you would. You didn’t
ask, you didn’t need. We rested there.
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1)
Roger Jeffries leaves the Carroll High School
auditorium mid-speech, wheeling quickly out of the
parking lot & cruising down the darkened city blocks
with a full two tabs of Nicorette plugged in his cheek.
A red LED follows, blinking from the treetops. The
Jeffries family’s house, similar to all those which
neighbor it, soon materializes out of the darkness.
It stands empty with a foreclosed look about it—the
family is out someplace. Roger Jeffries opens the
center console in the mini-van and digs out a box
of Nicorette. He pops in another, considers the USB
drive secured in his briefcase. A casual lean against
the leg of the office desk inside, sequestered by walls
/ blocked from view. Roger Jeffries lets the van idle.
He ventures inside the house, courses through the
system of rooms and halls and fetches his things.
Something that Roger Jeffries has never officially
charted or even presented to Mary in any of their
conjugal support sessions, though which he has
madly & profusely obsessed over, is that sometimes
he stands in front of the fluorescently lit bathroom
mirror in their master bedroom suite and stares at his
reflection, painstakingly analyzing the appearance
of his face and body. He notes each new wrinkle
and coagulation of adipose tissue which contribute
to his slowly aggregating bodily girth, comparing
the existing flaws to how they previously were as
they deepen and emphasize themselves. Quietly
he recognizes what their intensifying appearances
signify: that Roger Jeffries is aging, and his chance
to differentiate himself is rapidly deteriorating.
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2)
Roger Jeffries & Co. reach the outskirts of Des
Moines while Mary speculates: Roger Jeffries’s
urges to smoke are his way of communicating
a deep-seeded impediment to adequately
representing and quantifying his inner feelings,
because he has thus far failed to fully articulate
his inner-Self in the context of their conjugal
relationship and therapeutic exercises. He has
instead opted to engage in a behavior which slowly
and fundamentally repels those who are closest
to him and destroys his meta/-physical Self. Cold
Turkey, as far as she knows. Mary has expressed on
several occasions, too, her eschewal of the standard
notion of unhappy marriages which are unhappy
because of some type of conjugal failure; she
conceives of this excuse (i.e. the failure of love) as
a produced condition meant to both homogenize
desire and perpetuate the myth of redemptive
purchasing, i.e. the widespread delusion that yes,
despite clichéd sentiments to the (admittedly
clichéd) contrary, happiness can indeed be
bought. Instead she argues that unhappy, taciturn
marriages are so because the nature of love and its
corporeal-spiritual varieties are left unexamined,
which is why, Roger Jeffries supposes, she reaches
across the shiny vinyl of the mini-van’s center
console and graces his elbow as they turn into the
dirt parking lot outside the State Fair Grounds,
trolling until he can locate a parking space. Mary’s
touch, it moves as though sentient, reading the
dips and swells of his body, his physical text. It’s
like she’s trying to prove to herself that he’s there,

He stands this way until eventually he physically
watches his reflection age and take on the gray and
bitter characteristics of his future cosmetic self, the
hereditary extension of his current middle-agedness
looking back at him for a few awful moments, a
fugitive snapshot, until the image dissolves into the
surroundings and becomes a mere intimation of his
own corporeal self inside a small, reflexive window of
context, no longer signifying the earthly form of the
Self Mary so desperately wishes that he discovers and
defines in relation to her own.
Roger Jeffries climbs back in the mini-van with
the USB distending his breast pocket. He drives
across town, between squares of manicured & ratty
residential/commercial lawn. He parks in the lot of
the EPC office with his headlights beamed on the
adjacent cornfield. Roger Jeffries gets out. A breeze
runs across the landscape, carrying across the
vague smells of fertilizer and machine exhaust. The
feathered drone following him perches on a corner
of the building, honing in. Systems Analyst Roger
Jeffries takes out the USB drive, curls his grip around
it. The virulent code contained: a type of behavioral
reactor which will alter the facets of his self-concept
upon broadcast and proliferation, something to
destroy the walls or render them irrelevant. A
termination of endpoints: Project Ω. Roger Jeffries
strides once toward the office building. The dull
yellow color of the galvanized steel siding suggests a
type of granularity, like it would crumble and stick
if one were to rub it with one’s finger. He turns his
gaze to the corn, to the blackness lurking between the
stocks.

that he isn’t some manufactured/computerized
hologram. A disbelief which continues as they
wander the grounds and the vast flows of people, as
though clasped between the palms of their holding
hands. They enter the Iowa State Fair Agricultural
Building, where the Monsanto / EPC exhibits are
housed in adjacent showrooms. Cousin Chet sniffs
out the Monsanto display in the main showing area.
Simulacra abound: miniature tractors, flat facades
of red barns and quaint country cottages, ads
for Monsanto, Cargill, Jenni-O, etc.—pictures of
crops and smiling Family Farmers—strung up like
pieces of hanging art. Most imposing to Systems
Analyst Roger Jeffries: the maze of artificial corn
which covers the majority of the floor. People drift
in and out, observing these contemporary artifacts
of the rural U.S. Midwest. The many cultural
talismans arranged in a diorama of the present.
The customary body fossilized, an object of study.

22

23

24

25

Contraction: con·trac·tion
[kuh n-trak-shuh n]
Noun 1. The air is out and all the
candy has been shaken onto the
floor. Kids are crying and hands
are dirty. Go wash your hands, an
authoritative woman says. They
kids ignore her and run past all
the barricades, into the moonlight, which is fuzzy and white.
The dance goes on and the mud
is pressed. People begin to throw
beans and they sprout in the air.
A harvest is in order so all begin
to work. Corn for muffins; grain
for bread. There is an animal
in the field: the crafty fox who
knows about the food, the meal.
He sneaks past stalks to steal.
Tiny people run up and down the
minds of everyone on scene, they
run with string and are lacing
spines to hearts to pelvic girdles.
All anyone sees is moonlight and
something warm stirring inside.
It’s pouting tulips leaves. It’s poppying seed faces with puckered
mouths. Tea falls from trees and
out of the corner here comes the
truck with all its possibilities.
Things, people, fox: all are transported. The feast is in sight. A long
drive down a country road to a log

cabin filled with the glow of candles.
Mother has the table set and everyone who matters is at the meal.
There is laughter that won’t stop
until smiles fall of faces and people
pack up their mouths to place under
their pillows for whatever fairies
they’ve been singing to during
their life’s sleep. When sleep comes
tonight, all this will repeat, so that
everyone’s life is squeezed and tight,
so that everything stirring stirs and
then falls silent, because in silence,
there is much noise. 2. A bowl is
never empty, there is air filling it
and depending on the weather, it
can be petulant or irritated. Rain is
always inevitable and if you look up
like you’re supposed to, you’ll see
the clouds parting. Inside the bowl,
the air keeps moving. Don’t think;
there is no stasis. 3. Feel the roots;
they swim in the soil. They are tracing the wrinkles of your face. The
skin hums and lolls.
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MONDAY My favorite waitress is
back at Casa del popolo. She’s loud
and wildly entertaining. I finish
reading Suicide. I go rent 3 Paul
Newman movies I’ve never seen.
I feel he’s one of the people who
helped me figure out I was gay
when I watched Cat on a Hot
Tin Roof and found myself more
attracted to him than to Elizabeth
Taylor. He was one of the few
celebrities who seemed to have
his shit together. He and his wife,
actress Joanne Woodward, were
married for 50 years (until his
death), one of the few long lasting
Hollywood couples. He donated
all the profits of his food company,
Newman’s Own, to charity, which
so far has exceeded 200 million
dollars. He believed in using one’s
celebrity for good, as can be seen
in the title of a book he wrote,
Shameless Exploitation in Pursuit
of the Common Good. He was not
afraid to be political and even
ended up being #19 on Richard
Nixon’s enemies list. He was a
supporter of gay rights, including
same-sex marriage. He was nominated for 10 Oscars, of which he
won one (plus one honorary Oscar
and one for his humanitarian

endeavors), 11 Golden Globes, of
which he won 2 (plus an honorary
one and 3 more), and 5 BAFTA
Awards, of which he won one. This
is only a small portion of all the
nominations and awards he has
received, which is truly reflective of
his talent.
I come back home and make myself
some pasta. It’s disgusting, so I
throw it out and eat a pint of Ben
& Jerry’s instead. I finally watch
Tsai Ming-liang’s The Wayward
Cloud, which I got from Amazon a
few months ago. It’s one of his least
popular films with critics, but it’s actually really good. It has one of the
most powerful endings of any film
I’ve ever seen. Yet another artwork
from this decade that deals with
the ways in which human beings
interact nowadays, with little regard
for human longing.
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I’m in the basement, you see, and
there is nothing but the smell of
crumbling old paper from our
elementary school days. There was
a man in a suit with a push broom
but we never paid any attention to
him. Looking at all these drawings
of little snake girls and it all comes
back. Glue sticks and shoe prints
and I can’t wrap my head around
multiplication. In the driveway
there is a dog but she is not our
dog. Not an ersatz dog because we
don’t have one. But you’ll see one
day we will and she will be a gravel
chomper. But the mold is about
to take over and the drawings will
be gone. Aha, he says. Not if we
put them elsewhere, he says. So
we do and that push broom is not
gone, it’s never gone because he’s
never going to go away as long
as these little girls dance with the
blood dripping down. And dance
on they do, so he stays. Little tacks
go into yellow corners and it’s a
good thing we remembered to
bring the glue sticks. The hallways
are checkered and you can’t even
see that anymore. The black is
now grey and the white is now
grey and the lockers are grey and
our lives were so grey. The fuzzy

feeling of being alone and your feet
are freezing is not so bad when you
realize that it’s just for today. Little
blades of grass sprout between the
toes of those little girls and doesn’t
that hurt? They drink lemonade
on the porch and lizards fly above
and devils dance below and their
mommy is inside for no one to see.
You have to focus or it’s all gone in
that dusty musty room. The paper
is from a school big rolls of paper
for the children. There are no more
children there. Only the little girls
in their gingham dresses play on
the paper in the swirly room. No
photographs, please. His heart is
racing, please don’t find me. We did
but it’s okay because you’re all better
now. You’re better and you’re gone
and they travel all over the world
because of you. It’s like you are the
made up thing and they are real, but
I promise I won’t take any pictures
if you don’t.
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I stare out the window, silently thanking your father for helping you install new speakers in
your car because otherwise there would only be awkward air between us instead of music
attempting to clear away the quiet that has grown between us. Much like your car, our friendship has seen better days. It makes odd noises and some parts are held together with duct tape
but I suppose it gets you where you need to go or you would have traded it in by now. You
had practically shoved the iPod into my hand, eager to blast your new speakers so talking
wasn’t required. At least you let me pick. I went with The Who. No chance going wrong
with classic rock, right?
You’re eager to get home. You are pushing the speed limit and your fingers are tapping against
the steering wheel, softly but impatiently. You’re doing that scared animal thing you do sometimes-- when you stay quiet and try not to move too much as if you’re hoping everyone
will forget you’re there. You’re playing dead but I’m not sure why you think I’ll forget you since
you are driving the car I’m in but for you I will pretend I’m not here either. It was different last
night when thoughts had flowed freely from your lips but you’re a chatty drunk and now the
sun has risen and your words have retreated like vampires into the caverns of your mind.
Watching the world rush past, everything looks so abandoned it’s almost creepy. Most people
are probably too hungover to be out; still I can’t help but feel like there was some apocalypse
last night and we missed it because that is how empty everything seems. I wonder if it was
zombies. It couldn’t have been zombies. The world is too empty even for a zombie apocalypse.
We must have missed Judgement Day. Everyone else rose up to heaven or sunk down to hell
and we were forgotten because we were trapped in our own little world of you and me and
everything we’ve never said to each other. That last bit makes it quite a crowded world.
Before the stroke of midnight, I had wanted to believe in New Year’s. I had wanted to believe
you can recreate yourself in an instant because when the countdown finishes it is a New Year
and everything changes, including myself, if only I could wish hard enough. But this morning,
my mouth still tastes like the lemonade and strawberry rum I was drinking last night. It’s the
sweet kind of alcohol that slips between your teeth and seeps into your gums and gets stuck at
the back of your throat. I bet you still taste like the SoCo and root beer you were drinking but I
wouldn’t know because this is the New Year but there is no New You and no New Me.
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Vaguely familiar roads give way to the comfort of an old path home as I wonder what people
might have thought about us last night. You took me to your apartment after we had left the
party and we weren’t stumbling but we were laughing and talking pretty loudly and it was New
Year’s. If someone had seen us outside their window, they might have made assumptions.
But if they had been looking through the window of your apartment last night, they would have
seen us sleeping in separate rooms after a ten minute argument over who should take the couch.
You always try to be the gentleman as much as I’ve tried to help you break that bad habit. So
after I finally convinced you that if you slept on the couch, I would sleep on the floor before I
took your bed, they would have seen you reluctantly retreat to your bedroom, shutting me out
completely with one close of your door.
Once the lights were out they would have seen me, still illuminated by the street lamps and kept
up by the lack of curtains and thoughts about whether our friendship is just as sexually frustrating for you as it is for me. They may have made assumptions again this morning because they
would have seen us eating breakfast together in our sweats and washing dishes and being oh so
domestic before getting in a car together with an uncomfortable silence that refused to be broken though your iPod was trying valiantly, wielding the strains of electric guitars like a mighty
sword but the dragon of our discomfited relationship proved too great for even the mightiest
warrior. The grotesque skeleton of your iPod will lay in a dimly lit cavern as a warning for others
not to proceed.
But just now, as I step out of your car and towards my empty house, I continue to think about
the imaginary eyes that might be watching us. I think how my neighbors might have seen you
dropping me off at my home without a kiss or even a smile. Though I suppose that wouldn’t stop
them from making assumptions. The fact that you and I always maintain the safest of distances
from each other when we speak has never stopped my mother from making assumptions. I’ve
even been told our lack of physical contact is the biggest giveaway that we’re having some super
secret passionate love affair. Perhaps we are. It is just so secret even I don’t know about it.
I look out the window of my house so I can watch you pull out of the driveway, past the peering
eyes of neighborly windows and curious whispers of deserted cars. I try to make out your face
as you drive away but the glare from the sun blocks my view. Thwarted again. I think about how
nice it would be if liking someone meant they automatically liked you back. Of course, that
would be a different universe and something else would probably suck.
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