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﻿Everything here is junk. I’m surrounded by clothes and furniture and boxes of paperbacks, and none of it’s worth a thing. Everything is discolored. Everything smells like cigarettes and someone else’s life.

Junk. All of it.

But here I am, running my fingers over the books, feeling the cracks and wrinkles ripple under my fingers. Most of the titles are illegible now, thanks to the white creases striking through them. I hadn't intended to go to a garage sale. I hadn't intended to go anywhere. My goal was only to escape the memories.

It's been a year today, but it's not getting any easier. It doesn’t even feel real most days, like the whole thing is just a long, terrible nightmare. If the police would only find a clue—even a little one—I'd make progress. I know it.

But they've got nothing. One whole year of nothing.

The Picture of Dorian Gray is here. I'd always meant to read it. I flip to the first page, but the words are only a sea of black symbols on yellow pages. I might as well be staring at a foreign language. I return the book to its place and continue walking between the white folding tables. Nearby, two people are haggling over a TV, but I can't understand them. Maybe they're talking in another language. I can't tell.

I keep thinking about Lisa. I haven't been able to stop, not for one minute. Even when I dream, she’s there.

At first, I didn't even think she was gone. I came home early from a business trip to find the house empty, but I thought nothing of it. It wouldn’t have been the first time she’d stayed with her sister while I traveled. That house is huge, and it gets lonely when you’re the only one there. She hadn’t left me a voicemail, but even that wasn’t a red flag. I'm too busy to talk when I'm away, so she never calls.

I texted her later that night. Her phone buzzed from beneath a stack of magazines, and the first prickles of worry set in. I stuffed them away, but only barely. 

I called her sister next. Even as I dialed the number, I felt silly. She’d tell me Lisa was in the kitchen eating a pizza, and we'd laugh about how worried I was.

But when I called, she said she hadn't spoken to Lisa in weeks. I hung up and called the police.

I need to let this go. My counselor told me not to dwell on the past. Wallowing, she calls it.

I blink the tears out of my eyes, trying to focus on the photo I'm holding. How long have I been staring at it? I’m next to a folding table near the back of the sale. The other tables have junk packed across and underneath them, but not this one.  It’s completely bare, except for a shoebox with strips of white masking tape bearing the message PHOTOS 25c EACH. The photos inside are a jumbled mess. There are buildings, landscapes, even a few family photos—the stuff you expect to find in a family vacation album. 

But this photo is different. There's a caption scrawled in black sharpie across the bottom: Summer '14.

Above the caption is a photo of my house.

There's my old, red Camry in the driveway, and the basketball hoop we'd gotten for the kids we would have someday. There are the ugly pink shutters we'd never gotten around to repainting. Lisa's sitting in the living room, her head bowed. She must be reading.

But that can’t be right. The caption says Summer '14, and she'd disappeared months before then. I rub my eyes hard enough to send sparks dashing across my vision. 

Lisa shows up everywhere these days. Her voice sings over bits of conversation. Her face dances in the crowd on the subway. I think it's over, that I've finally found her, but I'm always wrong. She’s everywhere and nowhere.

After the sparks clear, Lisa is still in the photo.

Most of her face is hidden. Only her forehead and the tip of her nose are visible at the edge of the window, but it’s her. I’d recognize that profile anywhere. The caption must be wrong.

The sadness fades, making way for anger. What kind of sicko walks around, taking pictures of other people’s houses?

There’s a man sitting in a folding chair in the garage. His thick, hairy arms are crossed over his chest, and a dense, black mustache covers his mouth. I picture him squatting in the bushes at night, taking pictures of us across the street. 

The anger burns hotter.

I turn the shoebox upside down, scattering photos over the white table. Gripping the photo of Lisa in my left hand, I sort through the mess with my right. A few photos slide off the table, zigzagging through the air to meet the concrete beneath my feet.

“Help you find something?”

The man’s arms are still crossed, but he isn’t in the folding chair anymore. He’s standing across the table from me, head cocked to one side.

I shove the photo in his face. “Did you take this?”

He doesn’t even look at it. Just shrugs his shoulders.

“Maybe. Maybe not. I dint take all of ‘em.” He combines these last three words into one long one. Olivum.

I shake the photo. “But this one! Did you take it?”

“You want it?” Yuwannit?

His calm only makes me angrier. “Why would you take this picture?”

“We take a lot of pictures. We’re photographers.”

“But you can’t just take pictures of people in their homes. That’s invasion of privacy!”

He glances at the picture, but only for a second.

“Ain’t nobody in that picture. Just a house.”

Even before I turn the photo around, I know he’s right. That sliver of Lisa’s face is only a shadow cast by the curtains. I’ve been fooled again. The photo grows hazy through my tears. 

I hand the man a twenty, mumble an apology, and leave without waiting for change. The photo crinkles in my hand, but I can’t relax my grip.

I need to sleep.

I’ve closed off most of the rooms at home. It’s basically a one-bedroom apartment now, but it's still too big. Wherever Lisa and I went, we filled the place. We were more when we were together. Now it’s the reverse.  I’m so much less these days. Less energetic, less confident, less me. Now I wouldn't even fill a closet.

I wander into the bathroom and stare into the mirror. It's not a pretty sight. Red eyes, hollow cheeks, pale skin. I should take more personal days, but I’ve already been gone so much. I’m on thin ice already.

People's attention spans are too short for grief. To them, Lisa’s disappearance is old news. My grief is now an inconvenience to everyone forced to pick up the slack.

I splash water on my face and leave the bathroom.

The Polaroid is lying face down on the kitchen counter. I pick it up and walk into the living room. The TV’s still on, so I settle into the couch in front of it. Whatever’s going on sounds just
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