




   The End

When I think of your death, which one day swoops in as I’m eating sweets, I drop something valuable belonging to my mother and look down to see seven broken pieces. I walk outside where I smoke but don’t inhale and scream into a city.

Later, I sit still in the basement talking to the string which hangs from the light bulb in the corner.

-You have gotten thin.
-I thought they would feed you better in heaven.

-I would appreciate more inquiries from you.

-I want to stay awake and say something memorable but I should go to bed.

Falling asleep, I remember your body is the size of my heart expanding and falling off a cliff the length of a yacht. Oh yes, an expensive one. I contract, then cuddle into all sorts of cotton. My feet are frozen.

When I wake up, there are awful smells. My body, nubs of meat and fat on bones which move slowly as they decay. Outside of my door, cake. 

-Is it true that you are the most beautiful thing ever in the possibility of time? 

-It could be.

-Is it true that you are gone?

-That’s fair enough.

I am only in socks. They are the first thing I put on and the last thing I take off. I eat the cake then throw out the plate so no one will know I am eating at a time like this. 

Back in bed, I re-notice the crack in my ceiling which is still boring and which I still can’t make up a story about. I begin to laugh very loudly and hope people are confused. Maybe they think this is how I cry. It could be. I bend my laughter so it is somewhat closer to crying which makes me think of real crying and you, so now I am more far gone than I had planned. Here comes mom.

--Baby baby baby baby! Oh it is ok ok baby baby baby we must hold on to this baby baby moment. Your hurt is the magic feeling of time and space inching through a sprocket of newness and potential. Baby, You, Baby, Baby have a spark of survival and humanity. I put it there. I made you! You are my Baby! 

I jump to my feet undo my belt and push my hands out like two flat signs. I am above her, looking down, without expression.

The door closes in a gentle slam. 

Day Three. 

Mmmf.

Day Four. Now I move my bed to the other corner and strain my lower back. I fall to the ground for fifteen maybe thirty minutes and let the carpet make an indent in my cheek. 

After an hour and thirty five minutes of walking, I end up at the Barnes and Noble on St. Marks where I met Jarred four years ago. Jarred’s parents didn’t love him which is always a bad beginning to a story.

We went for a walk all day around Manhattan and he told me about his schemes to get back his old girlfriend Anna Kanna. (I told him immediately he was lying about the name and that I knew writers commonly lied in their writing about names, and made people into characters and characters into people.) Anna Kanna left him and he sent her empty old cookie cans filled with stacks of fake credit cards and under them, his expired and non-expired identification cards. Eventually, he mailed his only passport. All of this to the same Long Island address which she probably moved away from because no one stays in Long Island forever. Either way, Anna Kanna was unresponsive. The Barnes and Nobles has also gone out of business.

Day Five

Today I write you a list.

1. Do/did you eat lobster? _________

2. Do/did you like thongs? ______

3. What are/were you like on an airplane?________

Suspense and disbelief, a warm anatomy and continuity, gone. 

Day Six

Today is the day before a formal section of time so I feel no pressure and go for a walk to the library. I take out an ideal number of books, seventeen, bring them home, fill the bathtub and drop them in. I go to the nearest dumpster and look for someone else’s diary. 

---The other night I gave Gabe a ride home and he gave me a Valentine. I was really taken off guard. I think it’s interesting the way the medicine cards ask you to notice the people who are attracted to you and tell you to have the self-esteem to recognize these qualities in yourself. What you know of yourself is your ultimate self-protection. You begin to notice the reasons for your present challenges. What you can and cannot fix. When you begin to see favorable characteristics in yourself, you can change. - Tara

I fold this up and put it in my bag, though I will never read it again.

Day Seven. 

Today I am ready to go visit your family. Actually, I am surprised it has taken this long. I get on a train. I think about how much I like your sister and not just because she is like you because she reminds me of Me + You (since you have a ding-dong) and I don’t. Then I stop to think about what a rotted ding-dong looks like and I have to untie and tie my shoe to get rid of the image and thought.

Across the aisle is a boy I would normally be attracted to. Instead of squirming, I think about throwing up then falling to the ground and asking for peace. That’s crazy. I look down at my legs. I am immersed in the lines of my pin-striped pants. It feels good to move fast on a machine without thinking. Something smells like vanilla. I am invincible. There are no rules.

When I get to Delaware, I fall into your father’s arms like he probably wouldn’t want and I frown-smile at your sister and awkwardly bow to your mother because I have always felt aggressively tall around small women. 

On a couch, I am given things off of hard drives you wrote in high school which I couldn’t even write in college. I will memorize some and throw away others out of anger and I will take geology courses simply to put your brain into my brain for a little while. I can see now how this was just a standard subduction zone. I was the continental plate and you slipped into the mantle. Then came the volcano and eruptions. Of course I would perform them, I was born to. 







