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            MAYBE A SONG

          

        

      

    

    
      Maybe a song. No beating on the hog, though. Just a melody. Repeated. An incantation that we will call magic. For the guy that just peddled by on a bike, holding another half broke bike frame on his back, saying hello. You do not wave. The desperate fuck needed a shave (and a friend, too, I suppose). It is the corner of these two streets with two bars and a coffee house. A few cats, black and orange, that get fed. You’re thinking of how to develop a system to stop counting days. To take your hands off the wheel. To chip at the blur that goes by with too much gas. And take the weight out of how your feet kick out the legs of chairs when you tell everyone you’re dancing. It rained this afternoon. Harder than it has in a while. The way it does when it hits so hard a mist rises from the pavement and blows in the windows, a second sort of calmer storm floating along. But that’s all gone now as ants form a line on the sidewalk by the table. Some clouds trailing out over the river. I’ve got two macadamia nut cookies. They are blond with some chips of white chocolate. They will be eaten. On this green afternoon. They will actually be devoured.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THERE WAS A FIGHT AT THE FIRE THE NIGHT MY BUILDING BURNED DOWN

          

        

      

    

    
      There was a fight at the fire the night my building burned down. I guess it wasn’t a big fight. Just some guys. And I guess it wasn’t a big fire, with the building not actually burning all the way to the ground. In the end only the upper story and the roof were gone. It was enough, though.

      I got off the train from work and didn’t really know what time it was, but it was late because I’d stayed after we closed to have a drink with Edward at Rhinestone’s. No one was around and he was feeling sorry for himself because his girl had left him some months back and his brother was out of town and Edward, I guess, for one reason or another, was always sort of feeling sorry for himself. I said, yeah, I’d have a drink with him, talk about sports-ball, talk about music-face, keep him company, etc. We had three, so it was probably after twelve when I left there. When I got home, then, it was probably one, maybe later.

      Fire trucks were lined up on the street with their lights on. Parked this way. Parked the other way. A whole bunch. Maybe a dozen. Blocking the different paths to get to the building. None of the trucks made any noise. No sirens or anything. The red and white lights just silently whirling around on the brick. The firemen moving back and forth didn’t make much noise either. And there was no running. They walked. They walked from the trucks to the building, around the sidewalk, up the ladders. Walked quickly. But walked. Big black coats with yellow stripes. Big black helmets. Air tanks. A bunch were on the roof where a plume of smoke billowed out from an unseen hole as though the whole building were a chimney. And from below, where I was as I walked up, the men seemed unconcerned with what they were doing. Not that they didn’t care about the fire but, I don’t know, maybe it was that they were bored. Like any of us at work. Flat faced. Flat mouthed. Also, though, unafraid. With their axes and saws, they just seemed to be chopping at some dirt or trees, not at our worldly possessions, surrounded by what could immediately kill them. Occasionally, someone would yell up at one of the ladders or try to yell to the roof. A loud whistle, a hand gesture. Radios crackled.

      Some windows on the top floor were broken and flames were there. They rolled beautifully like the waves of a mysterious type of furious orange water that only wanted to go up. Reaching so desperately for the night sky above.

      The second floor seemed fine. I lived on the second floor. There was no commotion directed toward the second floor. There were no lights or flashlights coming through the dark of our apartments there. Everything was directed toward the top floor and the roof. The second floor lay quietly on its back, asleep, as its slightly taller brother, the fourth floor, died in the arms of our eyes.

      Walking up to the building it was funny. I thought, well, everything’s gone. I thought about some records and books I had at my parents’ place and how I’d still have those. Then I thought about how I’d be wearing the same clothes for the next few days. It was a flash. About the clothes. I saw myself wearing the same clothes then only being able to buy a couple shirts and one other pair of pants, then only wearing those for months.

      Some of the firemen close by were talking on CBs. They talked quietly. No one could really hear what they were saying. I thought maybe they were talking to the long forgotten ghosts of fires fought and conquered on so many previous chilly, late, March evenings. We’ve got another one that’s going to join you, their mustaches were saying, it’s just going to take us a little time to get it there.

      Many people from the building were on the sidewalk, on the corner, were across the way. Some had flat grey blankets wrapped around them that I guessed were from the firemen or the EMTs. The EMTs who mostly didn’t seem to be doing anything. They stood around their flashing ambulances, talking. Some had their arms folded across their chests. One or two were smoking. No one I saw, it seemed, really needed their attention.

      I guess some people had run out of the building without coats. Being in a building that was on fire and walking up to a building that was on fire were, apparently, two very different things. Walking up to the building was like walking onto the set of a very large play. An uncommon occurrence so bizarre it seemed staged, moving with its own rhythm and velocity just beyond control, but going in a way where all the people were let in on it and somehow bound together even if they didn’t know it. Everyone acted like I belonged. I stood by the others looking up, making noises, and glancing at the faces that glanced at me when glass broke or something fell. Mostly, though, I waited for someone to tell me my lines.

      Being in the building, I imagined, involved a lot of running and screaming. Or maybe not running, but fast walking. Walking where you have to get away and you think that if you run you will somehow die faster. You don’t want to jinx it by running. By letting the fire know you’re onto it. And probably no screaming. Screaming was kids’ stuff. When people think they are going to die they usually don’t scream. They usually just stand there not doing anything in disbelief. Usually when you’re going to die you’re too busy fascinated about how you’re going to die. Just sort of paralyzed with the thought, Wow, this is it. Then maybe a thought about how you never read Moby Dick. It doesn’t actually really occur to you to scream. And there’s no sort of subconscious reaction because you are very, very, conscious. Present, maybe, is a better word. Very, very present. Screaming was what you did on rollercoasters. No one ever got on a rollercoaster thinking they were actually going to die.

      And I could guarantee no one was wondering what was coming up on channel eleven as they quietly fast walked out the door, or out the window to the fire escape. That’s one talent I have. Knowing what people are not thinking.

      But also there was a fight.

      I didn’t really know anyone out there. And for a four story building with all the apartments it had, there didn’t seem to be as many people as there should have been. Especially for as late as it was and it being a Wednesday. Some of them I recognized. Some of them I did not. There was a cute black girl with long curly hair, who always had a bike in the hallways, I recognized. She had a gray blanket wrapped around herself and a guy and a girl. They were huddled together on the side. There were four Korean film students I had met out here in the street last Fourth of July then never spoke to again. They milled around with each other, wearing only t-shirts and shorts and flip flops, and didn’t seem cold. Then there were the rock and roll guys. Long hair, ripped jeans, trucker hats. They were a strange, bearded, greasy age you couldn’t put your finger on. Lines in young faces where there shouldn’t be lines. Softness on the edges of old hard eyes where there shouldn’t be softness. They could have been twenty seven. They could have been forty one. I think they were actually in some kind of band. Maybe someone once said they were in a band, or said they should be in a band or something and I forgot that they weren’t actually in a band and this was how it all got stuck in my head. Tonight there were only three of them, though I knew there were a few more all living smashed together in a two bedroom. I would see them in and out of the building. On the sidewalk. At the bodega. I was never really sure exactly how many there were that lived in their place but knew someone named Kenny was involved. I knew that because one night one of them was up and down the stairs on both sides of the building, drunk, until dawn, yelling “Kenny! Kenny! . . . KENNY!”

      The fight started suddenly.

      One rock and roller said something loud. People looked. Then another rock and roller said something louder. The first one stood up and the second one pushed him and then they locked up and fell to the ground. The Korean film students stopped talking and watched. Everyone stopped talking and watched. A girl screamed. As they rolled around on the ground and got close to her she screamed, “OH MY GOD!”

      The girl who screamed had a long nose and was pretty. I could see her when she was young, picture her when she was fourteen with that nose. Taking up most of her face. Hating herself. All the mirrors and storefront windows she turned away from. And her mother saying to her not to worry, that she would grow into it and be beautiful. Then at sixteen, seventeen, still with the nose, hating her mother for being so stupid and for being so wrong. Tears and bitter words. Her mother was right, though, but like so many other mothers who ever lived she was right but for the wrong reasons. Her daughter didn’t grow into it. Would never grow into it. It was the nose that made her beautiful. This imperfection. The only true stamp of originality among us. The thing that defines, in sharper lines than we’re used to, what elevates her above the other dyed blondes with boob jobs all fighting to get to the middle. Like that portrait of George Washington that was all torn up at the bottom. The discoloration, the tattered line, not only gave it a history, it gave it a life that no one talking about it on a tour could give or fake. All the other portraits in the room with that portrait were utterly faceless. I bet the guy who painted that portrait called his mother a cunt. I bet he called her a cunt all the time.

      Next to the pretty girl with the nose was a guy. A good looking guy. Then I was thinking about how I could maneuver around him. Start with a quick comment to her, then get on to something I’ve thought of she’s never heard. Of lightning and butterflies as our voices go in that way when you’re smiling and not realizing it. Not now of course. But if we met at some kind of party or something.

      She screamed a couple more times and kept backing away from the rock and rollers who actually weren’t really all that close to her. The guy next to her stood there. The rock and rollers choked and punched each other. The screams had gotten the attention of a couple of firefighters. These firefighters weren’t all dressed up in helmets and coats. They had blue ball caps and blue button up shirts and blue pants. “Hey!” one of them yelled, “Hey!” Then the one who yelled and a couple of others walked over and two cops appeared out of nowhere. The firemen and the cops grabbed at the rock and rollers. They sort of locked their arms under the rock and rollers with a grace and ease. It was obvious they had done this so many times before. They twisted with one motion and yanked them apart. The rock and rollers flailing. One of the cops was laughing and joking with the firefighters. Not about the fight but about something they had been talking about before. The other cop was serious and when one rock and roller screamed “Cocksucker!” at the other rock and roller the cop kicked him hard in the knee. Their other friend rock and roller stood there the whole time with his hand on his chin, shaking his head. “You guys are fucked up,” he said a couple times. “You need help,” he said. No one knew what any of this was about. They all lived on the first floor so it probably wasn’t about the fire. Probably they didn’t even know what it was about. Probably in fifteen years one will say, “Hey man, remember when we got into a fight that night that place we lived at in Brooklyn caught fire?” And the other will say, “What fire?”

      The serious cop was talking to the rock and rollers who were still on the ground, checking over their IDs. “It’s okay!” I shouted, “They know each other!” I shouted. No one looked at me or acknowledged I had said anything.

      The serious cop gave them back their licenses and made them stand up. He made them walk away from each other in different directions. The other cop and the firefighters were already gone.

      On the side where a fire truck was up on the curb, the guy who was with the girl with the nose had his arm around the girl with the nose. The beautiful girl with the life saving nose. She was very upset and he was comforting her. I realized then too much damage had been done to the building and it would be shut down. Regardless of what was livable and not livable. We would all of us have to go somewhere else. I stopped then thinking about how I would meet the girl with the nose. The things we could talk about as we ran into each other at the bodega. The way we would light candles and look at our feet as we drank wine.

      It suddenly seemed so crazy to me that the city of New York did not have a place set up for people whose houses had burned down. A place to go, at least, for the night. A nice place with a few beds and a window or even just a voucher for a cheap hotel. “The fire’s out, why are you still here?” was about all, I was guessing, we would get.

      I called Mike and when he didn’t answer I left a message on his voicemail saying that soon I would be ringing his buzzer until he let me in.

      There was a little wall across the street, in front of the building there, by the entrance, that some people were sitting on. I went over and sat. I watched the smoke. I watched how the flames in the windows on the fourth floor were all gone by then. The girl with the nose was still crying and shaking. I guess maybe the fight had been too much for her. An absurd violence in a day of absurd work, absurd trains, absurd fire, absurd coffee.

      I looked away from her and just watched the building. I guess, maybe, I didn’t love her as much as I thought I did.

      One of the rock and rollers from the fight was up the street, way at the end of the block. He stood long and lanky with his long hair against the wide dark pavement, pacing back and forth, doing laps from one side of the street to the other, going back and forth with his head down and wobbling, having a conversation with himself. Then he stopped suddenly and cupped his hands around his mouth. He stood up straight against the streetlights overhead, and the windows behind him, reared back, and yelled, “COCKSUCKER! FUCKING COOOOOOCKSUUUUUUCKEEEEEEEER!”

      He yelled it in a sort of sing song voice. Like a lullaby for all of us sitting and standing there watching our world end. For all of the firefighters putting an end to it. Or, I guess, really, actually, trying to save as much of it as possible. Working so hard for us. Even though we all knew the whole thing was shot to pieces. Our books. Our records. Our thirty seven second loves.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            I TOOK ONE OF THE MUGS

          

        

      

    

    
      I took one of the mugs from the drainboard and put it in the cupboard then took another one. I thought maybe I should hide this one. It was not really my mug but it was not really his mug and now it was not really anyone’s mug since when I was coming out of the bathroom and thought he would still be in bed but he wasn’t there having left while I was in the shower and thought, Thank God, seeing the empty bed and felt so good being there alone that I took off my robe and got back under the covers, ignoring my work and lay there looking at the window as the day got lighter, not caring where he went. Not realizing until later that he didn’t tell me he was going. And then not caring about that either. It could have been six months leading to it. It could have been a year. I was in and out with us before and after in ways I did not keep track of. Small cuts, giving and received. A text I should’ve sent but didn’t. A show I was at he should’ve come see but didn’t. The looks and touches in public or alone together that stopped or were held back or just awkward and forced. The mug was still in my hand as I looked behind the drainboard to see if any filth or mold had collected there, and there was, so I pulled everything away from the wall, thinking that he didn’t clean, but I didn’t clean, but I want to say I cleaned more than he did but that might not be true and at this point it really didn’t matter since our place went along clean enough. So, I guess we were fine at being tidy. I say under my breath, just barely audible, that it doesn’t matter. I put the mug down and find a sponge. There will always be a we and it’s silly to think that there won’t be as it is only that the parameters change not with how actually close one is to the other, physically, in this State, across the country, whatever, but with how much you think of the other, and how those thoughts happen, and what they are made of. I will think of him. Quite a bit and hate that. The thoughts made of parties from the past, jewelry he had given me that I do not wear anymore or a pizza we once shared. Then less and less. Then far away. Space, time, etc. going until some strange thing brings it back. A sign for an antique store with a G that looks like his handwriting. I will not volunteer for it. Not for a very long time anyway. And we will be this silly we again. The we of having been apart for three, five, six years. And there is the we of not thinking of the other at all, also. “How’s he doing?” someone will ask and I will realize his absence has been there all along. An unknown weight. Pulling at me from behind. The dirt and mold come up and I wonder if I should get some bleach or something. I don’t. I get some paper towels and dry the counter then move the drainboard back and pick up the mug. The idea of cleanliness working as a metaphor with and against the actual events. Which in themselves worked with and against how we, I, him, thought about it. I’m only cleaning so he cannot use anything as leverage. There are five, eleven, etc. couples going all about this right now so I know, though I do not feel, I only know that I am not special. I am partially trying to get this mania or depression or whatever that brought you to the point of ruining what was a hefty part of your identity seem matter of fact. I am talking to myself. Look Betty, Kristen, Regina, Mike, Bob, look at how we all are, this is how we function as creatures. Moving together. Moving apart. Then knowing how we actually are you would feel stupid for having wasted so much time in trying to extend things. A few months. More than a few months. In thinking that it would change, go back, get better. I walk down the hall feeling stupid. I walk down the hall to the bedroom and put the mug on the nightstand. I’m not hiding it. But when I’m packing and he is yelling and I am yelling and he is crying and I am crying I will put it in my bag. There are other things I will take, too. Most at this point, though, I cannot figure how to get out of me. Kristen, Mike, Bob, tell me how to get them out of me. It goes like this. I get some paper towels and put them by the mug so I can wrap it so that when I am leaving it will not break.
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      Some of them wear ski jackets in the summer and have tattoos of nothing more than a few broken lines across their arms or hands or knees, or across their faces. Most don’t talk of love but of how many quarters they need to get a small coffee. Henry the electrician says, Christ, I’ll just buy it for you. Not one of them ever says no. Not one of them ever says, Nah, it’s alright, only fifty cents to go, I can make that in like a half hour. They put the handful of change away then say, Thanks! And without any eye contact, wait for the coffee to be delivered. They all play guitar, drums, banjo, accordion and roll their own cigarettes. They all smoke. Their eyes are always about to burst into tears or commit murder. Not fancy murder, just the regular kind. Or the regular self-inflicted kind. Being hungry is like having hair, sometimes there is less, sometimes there is more, sometimes it’s worn on the face, sometimes it’s cut from around the mouth with a razor. The word undiagnosed has had no meaning for years. There are boys and there are girls, and there is everyone in between. There are dogs, mostly dogs, and there are cats, some cats, and everything in between. If you hold up a candle in the dark you can see down the dark hall of their dreams where the doors all have busted hinges and bent knobs that won’t turn. With a spotlight you can see their fistfights and broken bottles, a mother and a father (because we all have one of those), a way of going forward that somehow keeps kissing the asshole of itself. You want it to be a story. But it’s barely a street sign. That they all swear says One Way. Though really we all know says Stop. Sometimes it says Yield. But mostly it says Stop. It is what happens as the wax is melting. As the feathers turn to spoons, and in mid flight begin to drop off and clang on the sidewalk below while there is still something called momentum that even the most casual of glances from the most casual of pigeons knows will not last. Spray painted in red on the side of the bar is a handprint with a black line through it. Because what is extinguished after it is extinguished keeps growing. And that is what seems the most difficult. Not the lack. Not what was never there that keeps falling into what was never there to catch it. That is all obvious. Anyone can deal with nothing. That has funny hats put on it and is joked about. It is the tooth that is a mountain that is the problem. The eye that burns up every night of sleep so that sunrise is not a victory but the lifting of a veil on a day that is always too big to hold with both arms. It is the undercurrent-of-enormity-that-constantly-overwhelms that constantly overwhelms. How your skin covers and holds the entirety of your blood until you make another decision. And then there is nothing to do but wait for another train as the ground turns red and you watch it all run away. Or with what strength you have left close your eyes and don’t watch it run away.
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      Jacksi dumped eggplant in with the zucchini and stirred it as it fried then left the stove with a sort of ballerina skip to go across the kitchen, raising her open sweater like a cape to descend on what was left of the lines of coke on the island. On the island there was an empty bottle of wine, one half full bottle of wine, cheese that had been out sweating and turning colors, and many empty glasses. All the coffee mugs from the morning were still on the counter, by the sink, unwashed. Davis came back in and now he had a sweater on, too. They kept saying it was getting cold but it wasn’t. It wasn’t summer anymore but it wasn’t cold. Not cold for a sweater. Davis just wanted to wear a sweater and be a sort of character pretending it was cold when it wasn’t which was sort of romance thing I guess he had in his head. And Jacksi was just Jacksi. Cold or hot. She was she. If I asked her if she was cold she would probably punch me in the ass then hold me down and force me to wear the sweater. Jacksi’s real name was Jackson. When we tried to call her Jackson she’d correct us. “No, no, it’s Jacksi.” She did it every time. Without frustration, without annoyance. Just calmly say, “No, no. Jacksi.” “Were you called Jacksi as a child?” we’d ask. “No,” she’d say. “Who called you Jacksi?” we’d say. “No one,” she’d say, “Everyone,” she’d say. “Everyone now,” she’d say. Once, someone asked her if it was her grandmother’s name or something and she responded without any humor or malice, “No, it’s my name.” But now it was dinnertime and I couldn’t really decide if I was hungry. Probably I wasn’t and was trying to talk myself into having food. The talking in my head went something along the lines that I thought if I had some food with them I could convince Jacksi to go across the street to The Palm for a few drinks without Davis. This was all after I was done being married. Just after. When mornings didn’t really happen anymore. When it was always somehow late afternoon moving into late at night. When I pushed around at being alone and being surrounded regardless if I was by myself or with people. There was always this exhaustion. I figured if I went out with Jacksi she would be such a handful I wouldn’t have any time to think. A dervish of vodka, singing, broken glass, curses and apologies. She was usually, in that same calm, non-angry, non-judgmental manner, a total mess. There were many times she was not aloud to return to The Palm. There was a way with her, though, that always got her back in the place, back in with the people who had spent the night keeping her on her feet, keeping her from tearing the place and everyone apart. Now, anyway, she was something different to deal with than my own bullshit. Only a few months had gone by and I still wasn’t sure if I had left my wife or if she had left me. We were together for two years and married for one. I never really knew why I did anything of the things I did, like buy that shitty ’82 VW bug that never ran, like get any of the shirts with the dumb patterns I didn’t like I always got, or get married. Or spend as much time with Davis as I did. Davis was looking at himself in the reflection of the microwave, turning around and tugging at the sweater. He’d been calling me his best friend for five years. I never really knew the why about this either. Best friends was something you did in the first grade. But he kept saying it. Maybe he needed some kind of anchor. Maybe it was more than five years. It’s better not to count. It’s better not to count people that way. It’s better not to count myself by all the time that all I did was have drinks, be Davis’s friend, and go places with a wife. Places that were always mostly her idea. Getting married, I think, was her idea, too. She was the one who was definitely driving it around. Waving with the top down and honking the horn. So I guess it didn’t count as something I did. Still, though, who left who was a mystery. Jacksi stirred the eggplant and did another line of coke. She was saying how she’d been up all night and needed to get her sleeping schedule back in order. “So I have to stay up again,” she was saying, “all night,” she was saying. Then there was a knock at the front door and I knew it was my ex-wife. The word ex-wife in my head made me feel much older than twenty-four. It made me feel somehow stupid, too. Even though Davis had told me it was stupider to stay with someone you didn’t love. The knock came again and I just knew. There wasn’t anything to it. It was just her. I knew it like I knew I was looking at my hands, scattered with cuts and burns from work. Like I knew I was looking at Jacksi pouring off a glass of wine without asking me if I wanted any. It was all understood and very there. “Alex,” Davis yelled, “Lisa’s here!” “I don’t want to see him,” I heard her say, “I don’t want to hang out. I just want to see if you have it.” I went out into the living room. She looked like she always looked when she was trying not to look like anything. Hair up but springing out in different directions, a simple black and red top and black jeans. “I think I remember it being here,” she said and followed Davis into his room without looking at me. I thought I should maybe go back in the kitchen—that I should leave her alone—that it would be better for her to leave her alone, that it would be much better for me not to be around her. I could hear my old friend Brent saying, “You’ve got to take care of yourself. No one’s gonna do it for you. You’ve got to be the one piloting your own ship, helping yourself out.” But that wasn’t with women. It was when we were coming out of high school and doing the sorts of drugs you sometimes didn’t really come back from. I went over and watched them from the door. He opened his closet and said, “Have at it,” then walked past me and went out. “What are you looking for?” I asked. “There’s a box of shit that I’m pretty sure was here. I think we, or you, brought it over and left it. A while ago. Like last summer.” “What’s in it?” I asked. “I don’t know,” she said, “I just remember it being here,” she said. “Jacksi and Davis have sweaters on because they think it’s cold,” I said. “That’s stupid,” she said, “it’s not cold.” I went all the way in and sat on the bed. She still did not look at me. She only paid attention to what she was doing, on her knees in the closet. “I don’t really recall bringing anything here, or leaving anything here.” I watched her as she rummaged through piles of clothes and a tangle of computer cables. Suddenly, I remembered the food. Then, yeah, I was hungry. The smell of it was in the room. I could hear the commotion of those two doing coke and getting dinner together. That, for some reason, made me hungry. “Here it is,” she said. She pulled a box out from the bottom of the closet and sure enough it had her handwriting on it in one word, ‘Books.’ “There aren’t any books in here,” she said. I didn’t move to look as she opened it, but when it was open, and she just sort of sat there checking it out, I asked what was in it. “Nothing,” she said and pushed it over toward me. There was a coffeemaker, an old phone charger from a flip phone, three books, some pencils and guitar picks. I remembered the coffeemaker, but remembered it only being at our place. The rest of the stuff I had no idea about. I took the coffeemaker out and set it on the bed and looked at the pencils and the books. The books were Western cowboy books that definitely didn’t belong to me or her. The picks either. “Who plays the guitar?” I said. “I think they’re Lindsey’s,” she said. Nothing was coming. I was trying to understand how we put this stuff together and brought it over. It was a little time capsule that was trying to get something moving in me and as I sat on the bed it bothered me more and more about in what way it was significant. “I don’t know, I thought there were other things in it,” she said. “I’m missing the candle holders. The nice piano ones. They’re just sort of gone.” I knew right away the candle holders she was talking about. Like candelabras. But small. We had gotten them in a junkshop in Connecticut and she wanted to actually get a piano to put them on. This guy from upstate stole them when we had a Halloween party. I saw him do it and never told anyone. She closed the lid and slid it over to the closet. She went out of the room. I still had the coffeemaker next to me. I heard her talking to Davis then the front door being closed. Davis went by the room and then everything became still. I felt like I was waiting for something but I could not imagine what would happen or come to me sitting on Davis’s bed. For a moment I started to wonder if she had actually been here. Whenever I couldn’t comprehend something it always became a kind of blur, losing itself in the way I was trying to put it together, and what I was left with, with my little puzzle pieces, would become something that always lived with me more like a wish than any type of understanding. An obscured want. Or the clouded desire of another’s necessity. Something made up by someone else and placed somehow in front of me as though some madman with a magic pen had written this woman into my life for these few minutes today for his own whim, a want to be tossed away even as it was happening. What a clear, pure, and beautiful cruelty. A rain to make the roses grow that washes them and all the dirt away. Then Jacksi was at the door. “She followed you here,” she said. “What?” I said. “She followed you here,” she said again. I put the coffeemaker in my lap and looked at it. “I don’t think that’s true,” I said. “It is,” she said. “She knew you would be here,” she said. “She was talking with me and Will last night. We saw her at The Round Up. She was with some people and we were talking about you being over here all the time. About you staying here sometimes. How you sleep here.” “She didn’t follow me,” I said, “she could just call me or come to my place,” I said. “And how would that make her look
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