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    To Susie

      

    



  	
        
            
            I am made and remade continually. Different people draw different words from me.
~Virginia Woolf, The Waves
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Part One

Inscriptions
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Mind the Gaps

This story was written outside, on an April day, in a notebook filled with other stories. But this story will always be incomplete because words only tell part of what was created. Would you recognize my handwriting or know the color of my ink? Do you even know which notebook holds this story? If I’ve told this correctly, you’ll understand I’m trying to tell you that no matter how much I try to tell you, there will always be more meaning in the gaps between the words, in the spaces between the lines, and nothing will ever be adequate. 

Notebooks

Sometimes, in her enthusiasm, the writer purchases notebooks that are not meant for her. 

Every blank page, you see, already contains what will be written on it. Pens just scrape away the white space. 

The notebooks not meant for her remain blank because her handwriting just wouldn’t be right. Sometimes they stay empty for years until she comes across the true owner of the notebook. She gives this other writer or artist the blank pages, feeling unreasonably guilty for the delay in uniting them. 

She says, “See? I didn’t injure these pages. They waited for you.” 

Like One of Your French Girls

No one has drawn her before. She’s not sure what to say when he hands his sketch over.

The features are recognizably hers—all the bits and pieces she’s seen in the mirror her whole life. But this is different. 

Right there is the way his hand moves across the page, where he presses charcoal into the shape of her eye. The way he observes her from his height. 

The fierceness of his line has nothing to do with the curve of her cheek, but there they are, together, merged onto a sheet of paper and connected. 

Something new. 

Signature

The first human to be teleported is a twenty-seven-year-old female. Her molecules are copied and shot across twenty feet of space. The copies hold all the female’s memories—how the lunch ladies punched her meal ticket in first grade, how her mother smells like lavender soap. 

But will whatever she is still exist? 

The process takes less than ten seconds. 

Afterward, her physical features match—retina, fingerprints. 

Key memory questions are answered correctly. She signs her name on forms. The slant on the S in her signature is straighter than before, but no one, including herself, notices. 

Handwriting

He compliments my handwriting, I’m sure, because it’s less of a commitment than saying my eyes are beautiful—and eyes are a smaller commitment still than skin. (Though my skin is quite lovely—I moisturize.) 

But we’ve only just met, so we can’t touch yet. We’ll meet again and all the body barriers—eyes, skin, mouth—will be crossed. By the end, I’ll know the constellations of the freckles on his shoulders. 

And because I want to see those constellations, to know the mythologies behind them, I say, “Thank you,” when he compliments my handwriting. 

Forensics

Forensic science hinges on the theory of transference: you cannot enter a scene without both leaving something behind and taking something with you. 

The way I left strands of hair in the ugly shag carpet of your bedroom and the fibers infiltrating my tangles. The fingerprints I left drawing a heart on your car window. The smell of your cologne lingering on my jacket collar. Your chapstick, my lips. The way we peeled away little bits of each other. All of it evidence of the crimes we committed against each other. 

Clues to find each other again. 

The Shape of Your Name

Today I wrote your name for the first time in 587 days. (Don’t get excited, there were no hearts around it this time. You were a component of a list.)

The shape of the letters was familiar—I’ve been writing the alphabet for a while now—but the pattern felt different. Maybe the page was tilted differently.

Or maybe the difference is me. 

How I don’t hear your voice in my head, speaking about poetry and history. How we said goodbye via absence instead of words, and I didn’t notice you were gone until I wrote your name today. 

Heart

When the girl was three years old, she got dirt on her new white tights. Knowing a spanking was coming, she went to her room, packed a suitcase with the essentials—floss, toothbrush, a change of panties and tights, a teddy bear—and left. 

She crossed the street on her own for the first time, caught a cab, circled the neighborhood a couple times so she would always remember home (the meter was running the whole time), then left for good. 

The note she left for her mother said, “I love you”—but with a heart, because she couldn’t spell. 

What This Story is About

You think this story is about you, and you’re right. 

I can tell, from the microscopic changes of your voice whether you’re in the mood to forgive me for leaving dishes on the counter. I know you’re kinda irritated (but kinda not) that I texted you about that one thing, keeping you awake when you needed to get up early the next morning. You are entertained by movies about superheroes, you like cherries, you wear boxers, and you dance when you’re alone. 

But read nothing into this. It’s about you, yes, but it’s none of your business because it’s more about me. 
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Part Two

We Don't Speak of It
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Secret Keeping

He says he likes the feel of my skin, the lemon verbena scent of my lotion, and how I’m always warm—even in the middle of winter. Nights are longer then. 

At 1:00 a.m., he drives through icy streets and climbs into bed with his wife—who is not warm, whose hair is stick-straight, and who smells like lavender. 

She’ll never know the things we’ve shared: sex on the swing set, cheating at strip poker, passion for Hitchcock. 

The same way I’ll never hear “I love you” from his side of the bed when I wake in the morning. 

My Secrets are Mine

My secrets are mine. 

How I think bad words about people I love. 

How I cheat. 

Though I know you have your secrets: your shoplifting, how you don’t want me to leave at night, even though you know my wife and kids are waiting. 

Driving home, I don’t have to worry about your insecurities. (Since you haven’t shared them).

You don’t have to know I love her cooking. (Because I would never tell you.)

Neither of us disrupt the status quo. So, please, just accept the kiss I leave at your hairline. For now, our secrets are safe. 

To-Do List

Today she was supposed to do the laundry, mow the lawn, finish a blog post, groom the dogs, vacuum, make dinner, and pay the utility bill. 

She did three of these things. Included with the things she
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