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They call it brown
with the peculiar confidence
reserved for things
they have mistaken
for ordinary,
as though a single syllable
might suffice
for a color that has spent centuries
perfecting the art
of concealment.
It has always interested me
how quickly the eye
abandons what it believes
it already understands.
Recognition, after all,
is the oldest enemy
of attention.
...

Brown suffers
from an unfortunate familiarity.
It is the color
of earth,
of bark,
of coffee left cooling
upon forgotten tables,
of books
whose pages have learned
the patient yellowing of time.
People believe
they know it
before they have looked.
They inherit certainty
without examination.
...

The first time
your eyes interrupted mine,
they did not appear
uniform.
That was the first surprise.
There were darker provinces
where light
seemed reluctant to settle,
and amber interruptions
that emerged only
when the afternoon
struck them
from a particular angle,
like embers
discovering,
for one impossible instant,
that they had never
finished burning.
...

I made the common mistake
of believing
a second glance
would confirm the first.
...

Instead,
it contradicted it.
...

Each return
revealed another climate.
...

Honey
without sweetness.
Walnut
without heaviness.
...

The quiet bronze
of river stones
held underwater
for centuries,
their surfaces
having forgotten
every violence
that first shaped them.
...

No observation
remained authoritative
for long.
...

The color
kept revising itself,
not dramatically,
but with the almost unbearable subtlety
of something
that understood
the difference
between spectacle
and permanence.
...

I discovered
that brown
is not a color
accustomed
to first impressions.
...

It demands
the sort of looking
usually reserved
for constellations,
where the eye
must remain patient
long enough
for the hidden pattern
to admit
that it was always there.
...

Most people,
I suspect,
never grant it
that courtesy.
...

The unsettling thing
was not
that your eyes
were beautiful.
...

Beauty
is a category
the world
distributes
with embarrassing generosity.
...

The unsettling thing
was that they resisted
completion.
...

Every attempt
to remember them
collapsed
into approximation.
Every metaphor
arrived
already inadequate.
...

Language,
which had served me
faithfully
for so many years,
found itself
standing before them
with empty hands.

...

And perhaps
that was the beginning.
...

Not love.

...

Only the astonishing realization
that I had encountered
something
the ordinary vocabulary
of seeing
could no longer contain.
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The sea had already begun
its quiet occupation of the afternoon
long before it entered view.
...

It arrived first
as residue,
that faint mineral insistence
settling invisibly
against the tongue,
a taste belonging
to distances
the body had not yet traveled.
...
Even breathing
felt fractionally altered,
as though the lungs,
finding salt
where only ordinary air
had been promised,
hesitated
before deciding
to trust it.
...

I remember thinking
that weather
is far more intimate
than we allow.
...
It does not merely surround us.
It enters.
It borrows the bloodstream.
It persuades the skin
to participate.
...
By the time the ocean
finally declared itself
beyond the dunes,
it had already rewritten
the interior country
of everyone standing
close enough to breathe.
...

Then there was you.

...

Not entering the landscape.

Emerging from it,
with the strange inevitability
of something
the afternoon
had been constructing
before I arrived.
...
The light,
which elsewhere
behaved with admirable impartiality,
acquired around you
a curious reluctance
to continue its journey.
...
It rested
along the bridge of your nose,
gathered
at the shallow geography
of your collarbone,
lingered
where your sleeves
surrendered
to sun-warmed skin,
as though illumination,
having spent centuries
crossing impossible distances,
had suddenly discovered
an object
worthy of delay.
...

I cannot honestly remember
the first words you spoke.
This omission
has always interested me.
...

One imagines
that beginnings
ought to preserve themselves
with greater discipline.
...

Instead,
language dissolved almost immediately,
leaving behind
only its architecture...
no,
its weather.
...

Your voice
did not instruct.
It settled.
...

Low enough
that the air
seemed unwilling
to disperse it,
rough enough
that each sentence
arrived carrying
the faint abrasion
of sincerity,
like sea glass
whose edges
had remembered
their former violence
without preserving
its ability
to wound.
...

The body notices
certain things
before permission
can intervene.
...

The hands
become aware
of themselves.
...

The throat
forgets
its ordinary labor.
...

Even distance,
which had spent
my entire life
posing as mathematics,
revealed itself
to be emotional.
...

I discovered
that afternoon
there exists
a measurable difference
between six feet
and six feet
from someone
you have not yet touched.
...

One is geometry.

The other
is appetite.
...

Every movement
began disturbing
the invisible field
between us.
...

You shifted your weight.

The space adjusted.

I looked away.

Something refused
to follow.
...

There seemed to exist
a second atmosphere,
constructed entirely
from unperformed gestures,
where every almost-touch
possessed
its own peculiar gravity.
...

By then,
the afternoon
had ceased behaving
like time.
It accumulated
instead of passing.
...

The moment
your shoulder
caught the sun.
The careless rhythm
with which
your hands
occupied themselves.
The astonishing discovery
that another person
could stand
entirely outside you
and still reorganize
the order
in which the world
presented itself.
...

Everything else
remained visible.
Nothing else
retained jurisdiction.
...

When evening
finally gathered
the light back
into itself,
the salt remained.

Along the lips.

Within the fabric.

Inside the slow machinery
of breathing.
...

I understood then
that certain afternoons
never conclude.
They merely surrender
their scenery.
...

The body,

less interested
in calendars
than memory,
continues carrying them

for years afterward,

detectable only

in the inexplicable certainty

that every ocean

thereafter

will smell,

however faintly,

of the first person

who taught it

how to arrive.
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Proximity is typically treated as a solved condition—

a matter of inches, of measurable reduction,

of bodies arranged within a space that submits

to the authority of geometry—

but that model fails under sustained attention,

because distance, when examined closely enough,

refuses consistency.

Standing near you did not register

as a simple narrowing of space

but as a complication introduced into it,

as though the interval between us

had acquired density, resistance,

properties that did not belong to it before

and could not be accounted for

by position alone.

...

I became aware of this not all at once

but through a sequence of small corrections—

the body adjusting before the mind

could justify the adjustment.

My hands, though still,

carried a contained tension,

not movement, not intention,

but the precise suggestion of both,

as if they had already begun

to anticipate contact in a form

that had not yet been permitted.

The awareness was localized at first—

fingertips, the slight tightening

along the inside of the wrist—

then distributed itself more broadly,

a low, sustained recognition beneath the skin

that proximity had ceased to be neutral

and had entered the body as condition.

...

There is a threshold at which nearness

stops behaving as distance

and begins to resemble pressure.

Not external pressure—

nothing that could be observed or verified—

but something internal,

a recalibration of boundaries

that makes separation feel provisional,

subject to change without visible cause.

I could locate you without looking.

Not by sound, not by movement,

but by the persistent awareness

of where you were not,

the way the rest of the room

seemed to organize itself

around your absence from it.

...

This is where measurement fails entirely.

...

Because nothing in the space had changed—

no reduction, no movement,

no crossing of any visible line—

and yet the distance between us

no longer behaved as distance.

It held implication.

Every minor adjustment—

the shift of my weight,

the angle of my shoulders,

even the direction of my gaze—

registered against it

with disproportionate consequence,

as though the space itself

had become responsive,

capable of registering intention

before action occurred.

...

I attempted, briefly, to ignore it—

to return to a more functional awareness,

to distribute attention evenly

across the room,

to treat you as one presence among many—

but the attempt collapsed

under its own insufficiency.

Attention does not remain democratic

once it has been concentrated.

It adheres.

It returns.

It resists reassignment

with a persistence that cannot be reasoned with

once it has identified its object.

...

What unsettled me was not the presence of this

but its precision.

...

There was nothing exaggerated in it,

nothing that could be dismissed as impulse

or misinterpretation.

It behaved with consistency,

repeating itself across moments

that carried no spectacle,

no justification for intensity.

You did not move closer.

You did not initiate anything

that would account for the shift.

And still, the nearness continued

to assert itself,

quiet, exact,

as though something had already been established

that neither of us had
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