

    
        
          Meta You, Meta Me

        

        
        
          Eyal Avissar

        

        
          Published by Eyal Avissar, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      META YOU, META ME

    

    
      First edition. July 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Eyal Avissar.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231220212

    

    
    
      Written by Eyal Avissar.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Eyal Avissar

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Art of War: The Game

          
        
          
	          Crossed

          
        
          
	          The Face Mask

          
        
          
	          A Body Of Histories

          
        
          
	          What do we Afford

          
        
          
	          The Signs Weren’t Enough

          
        
          
	          The Respnsibility Act

          
        
          
	          A Riddle Wrapped in Mystery

          
        
          
	          Medium Error

          
        
          
	          Meta You, Meta Me

          
        
          
	          Unthought

          
        
          
	          The Right Author

          
        
          
	          The Occasionalist Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Philosophy for Programmers: Debugging the Mind — Rationalists, Empiricists, and Kant

          
        
          
	          Philosophical Tales

          
        
          
	          All Things Go South / Between Games

          
        
          
	          The Gettier Engine

          
        
          
	          Good For Nothing

          
        
          
	          Y Questions

          
        
          
	          Sheer Will

          
        
          
	          Held in Place by Staples

          
        
          
	          The Collarbone Signal

          
        
          
	          Unshifting Love

          
        
          
	          North-Northeast

          
        
          
	          The Summarized

          
        
          
	          Coherence

          
        
          
	          Verified

          
        
          
	          The Abandoned Garden

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Eyal Avissar

Meta You, Meta Me

[Cut to Interlude: Narrators in Void Space, Possibly a Marginalia Café]

Marginalia Café / Narrator Void Space (Nightcap Commentary)

Void Space (Narrator Afterglow)

Void Space: Narrator Paranoia Increasing

Void Space: Narrator Distress Signal

END OF WEEK ONE: MetaYou, MetaMe | Final Scene
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Day One: Monday

(A Scene. A Kitchen. 7:42 AM.)

The kettle screamed. Not metaphorically. Actually screamed. That annoying, high-pitched whistle like a bird with an opinion.

NARRATOR 1: And already, the tone is off. It’s just a kettle. It whistles.
NARRATOR 2: But it’s how he hears it. Every morning, it’s the sound of another pointless day beginning.
NARRATOR 1: It’s a kettle, not Camus.
He stumbled in, bleary-eyed, mismatched socks, hair doing its own thing. She was already at the table, halfway through an article titled "9 Ways to Optimize Your Morning Without Hating Yourself." She hated it.

NARRATOR 2: See? She’s self-aware.
NARRATOR 1: She’s tired. They both are.
NARRATOR 2: Oh, they’re beyond tired. They’re in the slow decay stage of cohabitation.
NARRATOR 1: That’s bleak.
NARRATOR 2: That’s breakfast.
He said, “Did you turn off the alarm?”
She said, “It’s Monday.”
He said, “You didn’t answer the question.”
She said, “Because the answer is still that it’s Monday.”
NARRATOR 1: Dialogue like that. It’s why they work.
NARRATOR 2: You call that working?
There was a silence. The kind of silence that knew it was being watched. Or read. Or written.

NARRATOR 1: That line was good. The silence one.
NARRATOR 2: Bit self-conscious, don’t you think?
NARRATOR 1: That’s the point.
NARRATOR 2: Everything's the point with you.
The toast popped. No one moved.

NARRATOR 2: Classic metaphor.
NARRATOR 1: No. Just cold toast.
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NARRATOR 1: I’d like to formally introduce myself. I’m the voice of clarity, context, and consistency.
NARRATOR 2: And I’m the voice of suspicion, subtext, and possibly indigestion.
NARRATOR 1: We’re here to tell you a story.
NARRATOR 2: Argue a story.
NARRATOR 1: About two people.
NARRATOR 2: Possibly about ourselves.
NARRATOR 1: Possibly about you.
NARRATOR 2: Let’s not get existential yet. It's only Monday.

Monday (continued)

(Scene: The Commute. 8:34 AM.)

She drove. He stared out the window.

NARRATOR 2: He always stares out the window. Like he’s in a French film.
NARRATOR 1: Or just not awake yet.
NARRATOR 2: Same thing.
The car was quiet, except for a podcast she didn’t like and he wasn’t really listening to.

NARRATOR 1: It’s called "Soft Histories."
NARRATOR 2: Which is ironic, because neither of them remembers a thing about it.
She said, “Can we switch to music?”
He said, “Sure,” and didn’t move.
She said, “I meant now.”
He tapped his phone without looking. They got static, then flamenco guitar.
Neither of them spoke.
NARRATOR 2: This is what intimacy looks like after six years. Static and flamenco.
NARRATOR 1: This is just a Monday. Don’t over-symbolize.
NARRATOR 2: That’s literally my job.

(Scene: Workplace, Split-Screen Format)

She entered the office kitchen and avoided eye contact with “Oatmeal Greg.”
He logged into his work laptop and opened the same spreadsheet five times.
NARRATOR 1: It’s functional disassociation.
NARRATOR 2: It’s called surviving capitalism.
She wrote an email, deleted it, rewrote it with a passive-aggressive smiley.
He googled, “how to reengage with your job without quitting or crying.”
NARRATOR 2: And thus begins the chorus of modern adulthood.
NARRATOR 1: You’re being dramatic.
NARRATOR 2: It’s either drama or despair. Pick your poison.

(Scene: Evening. Home. 6:17 PM.)

They returned in silence. Each holding their own silence like a tired grocery bag.

He cooked something brown. She chopped things green. Neither said much.

NARRATOR 1: It’s their dance. They know the steps.
NARRATOR 2: That doesn’t make it beautiful.
The pasta was slightly overdone. The sauce was perfect. They ate at the kitchen island, not the table. No one mentioned it.

NARRATOR 1: The table is where they talk.
NARRATOR 2: The island is where they survive.
He asked, “Want to watch something?”
She said, “Sure.”
They scrolled separately.
Twenty-two minutes later, they watched a documentary about penguins that fall in love and then cheat.
NARRATOR 2: Subtle choice.
NARRATOR 1: Coincidence.
NARRATOR 2: There is no such thing in fiction.

(Scene: In Bed. 1\1:09 PM.)

She turned the light off first. He was still reading something on his phone.

NARRATOR 1: An article on how to reconnect in long-term relationships.
NARRATOR 2: That’s you guessing.
NARRATOR 1: That’s me narrating.
NARRATOR 2: That’s you lying.
She turned slightly toward him. He didn’t notice. Or maybe he did.

NARRATOR 2: Here's a fun question: what happens in a moment when nothing happens?
NARRATOR 1: Everything. That’s where Monday ends.
NARRATOR 2: Or begins again.
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NARRATOR 1: So that was Monday.
NARRATOR 2: You call that a story?
NARRATOR 1: I call it a mood.
NARRATOR 2: A mood without plot is just a journal entry.
NARRATOR 1: They don’t need drama every day. They just need texture.
NARRATOR 2: I’d like a scene with knives. Or at least a misdelivered text.
NARRATOR 1: Patience. It’s only Monday.
NARRATOR 2: And when I look into myself, all I see is I.
NARRATOR 1: Good night, narrator.
NARRATOR 2: Don’t tell me what to feel.

Interlude: The Flashback (Monday Night, Maybe. Or Maybe Not.)

(No one asked for this flashback. It simply happened.)

She was wearing the red sweater. The one she stopped wearing after they moved in together.
He had just shaved, badly, and there was a tiny band-aid on his chin. They were both twenty-something and still believed in brunch as a personality.
NARRATOR 2: I remember this differently.
NARRATOR 1: You remember it wrongly.
NARRATOR 2: No, I remember it emotionally. Which is richer.
NARRATOR 1: You remember it like a montage. Real life has crumbs.
They were walking. Somewhere leafy. Autumn, maybe. She was talking with her hands. He was doing that thing where he half-listens and half-wonders how she can talk and walk at the same time without bumping into things.

NARRATOR 1: That’s not fair. He was captivated.
NARRATOR 2: He was distracted by a dog on a skateboard.
She said, “I think people don’t change so much as rearrange.”
He said, “That’s either profound or a salad metaphor.”
She laughed. It wasn’t a huge laugh. Just the kind you try to remember later, in bed, when you’re deciding how long to stay.
NARRATOR 2: And then she touched his arm.
NARRATOR 1: No. It was a leaf.
NARRATOR 2: Oh come on. This is a moment. Let it breathe.
NARRATOR 1: If you let moments breathe too long, they pass out.
Then, the wind picked up. She wrapped the red sweater around herself tighter. He offered her his scarf. She refused it. Politely. They both said "I'm okay" at the same time.

NARRATOR 1: And in that mirror of speech—
NARRATOR 2: —they projected a future they couldn’t quite articulate.
NARRATOR 1: Exactly.
NARRATOR 2: And also, she was a little cold.
NARRATOR 1: And he was a little scared.
NARRATOR 2: Of what?
NARRATOR 1: Of liking someone that much.
NARRATOR 2: Of being someone worth liking.
They stopped at the corner. Neither wanted to say goodbye yet. But they didn’t know how to say, stay.

NARRATOR 2: I remember it clearly now. She almost said it.
NARRATOR 1: She didn’t.
NARRATOR 2: Because she didn’t have to.
NARRATOR 1: That’s one interpretation.
NARRATOR 2: That’s the true interpretation.
NARRATOR 1: Then why didn’t she stay that night?
Silence.

NARRATOR 2: Because memory edits for mercy.
NARRATOR 1: Because love is timing, and they were off by two weeks.
NARRATOR 2: Two years.
NARRATOR 1: Maybe still.

(Scene returns to present: 2:34 AM. Bedroom.)

She shifts in bed. He’s already asleep. Or pretending.

NARRATOR 1: Do they remember that day?
NARRATOR 2: Does anyone, really?
NARRATOR 1: Maybe the body does.
NARRATOR 2: Or maybe the narrator just won’t let go.

Tuesday

(Scene: Morning. Closet. 7:08 AM.)

She opened the closet, blinking hard. Looking for her gray work sweater — the reliable one, the "don’t talk to me unless it’s an emergency" sweater.

Instead, her hand found the red one.

She paused. Touched the fabric. Pulled it halfway out. Then, pushed it back like a thought she wasn’t ready to have.

NARRATOR 1: There it is.
NARRATOR 2: Like a ghost in wool.
NARRATOR 1: She hasn’t worn it in two years.
NARRATOR 2: Correction: two years and five months.
NARRATOR 1: You keep track?
NARRATOR 2: Only of things that matter.
She chose the gray one. Closed the door.

NARRATOR 2: Coward.
NARRATOR 1: Respect.
NARRATOR 2: Same thing, depending on the narrator.

(Scene: Kitchen. 7:32 AM.)

He poured cereal. Quietly. She made toast. Even quieter.

NARRATOR 1: The silence is different today.
NARRATOR 2: It’s not silence. It’s residue.
NARRATOR 1: From the dream?
NARRATOR 2: From the memory.
NARRATOR 1: Same thing.
She glanced at him. Just once.
He looked up but didn’t catch her eye.
They ate with the easy choreography of people who don’t want to wake what’s sleeping between them.

(Scene: Work. 11:49 AM. Message Thread.)

She: Hey, what was that restaurant we went to that fall? With the fire pit?
He: The one with the goats?
She: No. That was spring.
He: Oh. I don’t know then.
She: Never mind.
NARRATOR 1: She remembers perfectly.
NARRATOR 2: But she wanted him to remember.
NARRATOR 1: That’s
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