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drink from me

"
"

i have seen your face and felt the words that
come out of you drip onto my body.

"

the untouched undersides of my eyelids
are nurtured by your

"

thank you’s that
aren’t attached to anything,
thanks you’s
for my being.
i have seen your face,
i have felt your words,
and now i want to feel the drip of your body on mineour drips align:

"
"

bellybutton babes,
earlobe lovers.

let’s spend the whole night
filling each others cracked knuckles with haikus
and cheekbones with charcoal.

"

cut out the parts of me that are unholy and make a collage,
give it back to me in your cupped palm praying that someday,
i’ll stop being a mess of mismatched mosaics but instead-a tapepaperscissor cutout symphony,

"
"
"

drink from me,
in that dream way.

kelly indah schuster
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untitled

“What time is dinner?” she asked. He couldn’t tell if she was forgetting on
purpose or if she was just like that. Over the phone these things get lost sometimes
anyway. “Five thirty,” he said. He meant it. “Grandma always eats at five thirty.” “Five
thirty,” she repeated. “I’ll be there on time. No. Early.” Her dad hung up. Talking on
the phone made him tired these days.
She had been coming to this diner for a while now. Long enough that she almost
felt like she belonged. It was loud sometimes, but only in a way that didn’t really
matter. Mostly it was quiet. And the people there seemed as good as any at
pretending not to see what they knew others wanted to hide. The mugs were nice,
speckled and big. They made her feel like she was actually holding on to something.
She liked to do work here. And just to sit too. She had a table that she sat in a lot. It
wasn’t exactly hers, but other than the time a family of five had squeezed in, ignoring
the signs that clearly said ‘booth: four person only’, it was always open. Maybe it didn’t
really matter, all of the tables looked the same anyway: grey granite, grey seats, the
opaque plastic salt and pepper shakers that made it so you never knew if they were full
or empty. She liked the view though from her table. It was right at the traffic light. It
was an uncomfortable light, too long and a busy intersection. She could watch as the
drivers began to get bored and cautiously look around. Sometimes people would make
eye contact. Sometimes she thought that it looked like a real connection. It never
lasted though.
Today there was a man at the table next to hers. He spilled his drink. It took him
ten minutes to clean up. Some of the liquid had dripped onto the floor and pooled
under the table. He didn’t seem to notice, or maybe he just didn’t want to care. She
wished she wasn’t sitting so close to him. She felt embarrassed. In the back of the diner
somewhere a baby was crying.
“Tuesdays,” the man said. She wasn’t sure if he was talking to her and anyway it
hadn’t really been a question. She nodded. The man picked up his newspaper. His
toppled drink had ruined the top few pages and he started reading from the middle
somewhere. “It’s yesterdays paper anyway,” he said. “I never feel like time matters so
much.” She nodded again. This time for just a little longer than she meant to. “I used
to be a writer once. And a postman,” he said. “That’s why time feels like nothing. It
moves too fast. You might not finish everything you meant to, but then there’s every
day, Monday to Friday, then Saturday and Sunday. And they happen over and over. So
it happens too fast, but also it’s too repetitive, you see. It’s confusing.” She coughed.
“Once I retired from the postal service I mailed out copies of my book to everyone who
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had ever said they wanted one, only a few years late and missing a beginning. Some
got sent back.” She stared at the ground, “I guess people move away and don’t always
say where they’re going.”
“I’ve seen you before,” the man said. She turned to look at him now. Where his
eyes should have been were shiny dimes. They were beautiful she thought, but she felt
sad that he couldn’t watch the cars and the drivers and the traffic light. “I’ve been
coming here more,” she said. “It’s a nice place.” “It’s a place,” he said. “I find myself
here a lot, too.” She didn’t know what to say anymore. She should be leaving soon. At
the table next to them a woman had died. It hadn’t been so sudden, her son said. She
had been going slowly for a long time now, missing appointments because her legs
moved backwards. He said he was glad he could be there in the end. He wanted to
bury her somewhere with daisies and tulips, in a field maybe, or a really nice backyard.
The waitress hadn’t known what to do, so she brought the son free blueberry waffles,
with powdered sugar and extra syrup, and a side of tissues and sleeping pills.
She had meant to refill her coffee, there was only one sip left, two at most. But
she wasn’t sure if she had time now. That was too bad. Refills were free. Outside a car
alarm went off and the baby was still crying. She was worried it might be melting and
she wished someone would just hold it. Everyone needs to be held sometimes. “I’m
sorry about your drink,” she said. She tried to smile, but it came out wrong. “I don’t
really like coffee much,” the man said. “But there’s something safe about a hot drink,
isn’t there?” She bit her lip. She wondered what would be for dinner. It wasn’t that she
was hungry, just that she wanted to be prepared.
“You’re a quiet one, aren’t you?” the man asked. “Sometimes, I guess,” she
answered. She wasn’t sure why she did though. “My wife was quiet,” he said.
“Thoughtful. It’s strange how much you can miss someone’s silence.” She had
gotten up so she could pack her bag, but she realized she was just standing there. Not
moving at all.“I’m sorry.” She hadn’t meant to whisper, but her throat was dry. “I tried
to talk to someone for a while,” he said. “But eventually it all stops feeling so
important.” She looked over at the back corner of the diner. The baby hadn’t made any
noise for a while. She saw that it had become a pile of blankets and tiny paper cups,
the kind they make just for dentist offices. The cook came and swept everything into a
box. No one seemed so disturbed really. She thought there might have been tears on
his cheeks though, and he was holding the box extra carefully, as he carried it into the
kitchen.
“I used to have trouble sleeping,” the man said. “I used to stay up for days,
feeling everything. Feeling sad mostly. I wanted it all to be over.” She realized the
coffee he had spilled was still under his table, a small puddle of black on the mostly
white floor. “My therapist used a lot of words, he said a lot of things. Then one day I
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just woke up and felt nothing. I guess it was all over, then, in a way.” If his eyes had
been quarters she would have asked him to play her a song on the jukebox. Something
that sounded warm and old, a song with wrinkles. Mostly she was glad the baby had
stopped crying.
“My grandma is sick,” she said. “She doesn’t remember much anymore.” She
didn’t know why she was telling him this. Maybe sometimes it’s easier to leave things
with strangers. “I think it’s breaking my dad’s heart. Sometimes I’m worried he’s
bleeding a lot inside.” “We all have good days and bad days. It’s just in the end the
balance changes,” the man said. “It happens when we get old. And parts of us just fall
off, like our arms or our ears or our minds. That really changes things.” She was late.
She thought about having the last sip of her coffee, but it wouldn’t taste good now.
She wasn’t sure how to say goodbye or if she even had to. She was pretty sure he
waved at her as she left. Before he went back to reading the middle of his newspaper.
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meatman: a love story
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Ability and Opportunity: Deviant Bodies
and the Myth of Social Mobility

Social mobility is a dominant narrative, a story that rewards the scarce number of
individuals who are privileged, lucky, or talented enough to achieve higher social status
while denigrating those whose lack of privilege or opportunity prevents them from
doing so. Thus with its rewards and punishments, the myth of social mobility also
establishes some bodies as "normal" and others as deviant. In Exile and Pride:
Disability, Queerness, and Liberation, Eli Clare's reflections on disability within the
context of a mobility narrative illustrate this stratification of bodies into the categories
of normal and abnormal. Angela McRobbie similarly addresses how mobility creates
normal and abnormal bodies in her essay "Post-Feminism and Popular Culture."
Rosemarie Garland-Thomson links feminism and disability studies in her discussion of
dominant representations and how they police bodies in "Re-Shaping, Re-Thinking, ReDefining: Feminist Disability Studies." These authors' works suggest that "normal"
bodies are those bodies that do not challenge the narrative of social mobility.
Focusing on the authors' works, this paper will discuss the formation of a mobility
narrative that selects and exploits the bodies of certain women and disabled persons to
reinforce its validity. It will then consider the bodies of other women and disabled
persons as sites of resistance to the mobility narrative. Finally, it will treat reactions to
these "deviant" bodies as attempts to efface contradiction. Throughout, it will argue
that dominant culture normalizes bodies that uphold the mobility narrative, while
rendering those bodies that resist it "abnormal" and thus deserving of abuse, violence,
and neglect.
Both McRobbie and Clare present clear examples of the ways in which popular
culture, media, and common discourse exploit the bodies of women and disabled
people in order to uphold the mobility narrative. McRobbie points out that
representations of "successful" women in popular culture often run counter to feminist
goals. Using "the ambitious 'TV Blonde' " as a model, she claims that such depictions
are an "anti-feminist endorsement of female individualisation" (257). In other words,
these women don't need feminism because they can ascend the social ladder on their
own. McRobbie's example is particularly effective because it links the presentation of
individual mobility to a normalized physical type, the blonde. Clare's model, the
"supercrip," is equally effective. The supercrip story, as he describes it, is the story of
individual disabled people "overcoming" their disabilities with achievements that
range from "as grand as walking 2,500 miles" to "as mundane as learning to drive" (2).
This story is meant to be an uplifting and inspiring tale, prompting able-bodied people
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to marvel at the challenges that a disabled person has overcome. Clare's issue with the
supercrip narrative is that it stresses individual inspirational stories rather than the social
conditions that make living with disability so hard to begin with. It is, essentially, a
story of upward mobility starring select disabled people that obscures how difficult it is
for most disabled people to lead their lives. Clare also points out that the supercrip
narrative turns every achievement by a disabled person into an incredible feat, because
it places disability in opposition to achievement. Both McRobbie and Clare are
identifying the harmful and normalizing effects of tokenism, the attempt to champion
progress by making an example of select people from underrepresented social groups.
Tokenism never serves the people within the social group it is representing, but rather
seeks to comfort a more privileged audience or readership with the illusion that there
are no longer any social injustices. In effect, tokenism presents the myth of social
mobility—that these marginalized people have the tools to lift themselves up by the
bootstraps—and therefore effaces the reality that there is no level playing field. Both
authors, in their frank discussion of tokenism, suggest that women and disabled
people's bodies are accepted into the category of "normal" only when they appear to
be "overcoming" their identities.
What happens when a disabled person is not a supercrip? Or when a woman
does not fit the conventional mold of success that would allow her to overcome gender
inequality? Most importantly, how does the narrative of social mobility continue to
define these people's bodies when they do not subscribe to its myth? Helplessness
emerges as a representation of women and people with disabilities that do not uphold
the mobility narrative. In Clare's words, "to believe that achievement contradicts
disability is to pair helplessness with disability" (8). Rosemarie Garland-Thomson also
explicitly talks about helplessness in connection with gender and disability in "Reshaping, Re-thinking, Re-defining: Feminist Disability Studies." She makes the
important connection between pervasive representations of women and disabled
people as being "deviant" in their form, either lacking or having too much of
something, of enlargement or atrophy. These representations, she argues, cast both
bodies as "ungovernable, helpless, dependent, weak, vulnerable, and incapable" (8).
The association of the bodies of these women and disabled people with helplessness
renders these bodies extremely abnormal precisely because they cannot be reconciled
to inspirational tales of individual achievement. They are thus placed along the
extreme periphery of social consciousness; there is no recognition that their
marginalization is due to social constructs. Rather, the dominant narrative of social
mobility implicitly blames people for their own "helplessness," suggesting that their
misfortune is the fault of their own lack of ambition, intelligence, or strength.
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Taking into account the authors' considerations of the ways in which the bodies
of women and disabled persons present contradictions within the mobility narrative,
i.e. challenges to the belief that there is a level playing field, we can move to a
discussion of the ways in which culture polices these "abnormal" bodies. Both Clare
and Garland-Thomson importantly link the "helplessness" projected onto these bodies
with extremely high rates of both individual and systematized abuse that they face.
Clare succinctly states that this association of helplessness with disabled bodies is "a
pairing for which crips pay an awful price. The nondisabled world locks us away in
nursing homes. It deprives us of the resources to live independently. It physically and
sexually abuses us in astoundingly high numbers" (8). It is important to link Clare's
argument back to the narrative of mobility. The abuse that disabled people face can
be understood as an attempt to efface their agency and existence as people. Within
the framework of the mobility narrative, they embody contradiction and criticism of
social structures. That is to say, they prove that most people don't have equal chances,
and that the failure to be upwardly mobile is in large part due to the unfair structuring
of opportunity. Thus, the dominant culture adopts methods of devaluing their
humanity in order to delegitimize the ways in which they present challenges to the
myth of upward mobility. Garland-Thomson describes the ways in which
representations of disabled people and women as helpless also suggest that they are
expendable. While dominant culture places great value on bodies that uphold the
mobility narrative, those bodies that do not "are the objects of female infanticide,
selective abortion, eugenic programs, assisted suicide, bride burning, honor killings,
domestic violence, and the classical practice of exposing disabled infants to die" (8).
I'd like to push further on the idea that dominant culture represents these female and
disabled bodies as "expendable." Rather, it is evident that the narrative of mobility,
with its pressure to highlight examples of overcoming social disadvantages, creates the
imperative rather than the mere possibility to physically and systematically silence and
abuse bodies that do not fit into this trope.
Feminist disability studies uncovers the methods by which dominant culture
polices bodies, rendering some "normal" while others "abnormal." In this process of
uncovering, social mobility emerges as a narrative that shapes the ways in which culture
values some bodies while devaluing others. The mobility narrative establishes people
that do not uphold its validity as deviant. The terrible cost of that deviance is that
dominant discourse deems those bodies violable. Clare, Garland-Thomson, and
McRobbie treat violence in a specific and meaningful way: they uncover its power to
enforce ideas of normality and abnormality by silencing already marginalized voices.
Violence, these authors show, is not merely a physical act of one individual over
another. It is a whole systematized process by which the stories that dominant culture
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perpetuates, ones of opportunity and achievement, are able to survive. Thus, the line
that dominant culture draws between "normal" and "abnormal" bodies is not one that
merely perpetuates false conceptions on its own. This line is policed by violence in an
attempt to instill into those that have not "achieved" that they do not matter.

"
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his best

“...And still no one could grow a pair and step up. How hard is it to make a
powerpoint? Are you joking me?” She punctuated this last point with a dramatic
gesture to her reflection. Monica loved both rhetorical questions and complaining
about the epic inferiority of her coworkers. She especially loved when she do both at
once.
I sat on the bed and watched as she got ready, nursing my beer and trying to appear
engaged. The act was mostly to the mirror anyhow.
“Like, seriously? Who do these people think they are?” She gave herself an
appreciative once over, then turned to me. “Why are you being so quiet?” She
demanded. “Do you think I’m overreacting?”
She did look good, I’d give her that. It was incredible how much difference some
coverup, lipstick and a pair of Spanx made. “No,” I said. “It’s just about tonight. Seeing
him, after two years...it feels weird is all.”
She walked over to me and brushed back my hair. “Babe, it’s just your dad. Don’t read
to much into it.” She kissed my head, then straightened. “Did you take out the trash
yet?”
I shook my head. She rolled her eyes. “You should go, you’re going to be late.”
--It was the same old story, mostly. Dad left while I was in college: kind of snaky if you ask
my opinion, but he never did. It made sense when you looked back on it; like any good
horror film, all the pieces fit together. He’d spent his nights for the last five years
reading, doing extra hours at church, driving me and my sister places, really anything
that would keep him away from Mom. I guess that was what bothered me about it, how
stultifyingly expected it was. At least he hadn’t run off with some hot new piece of ass
(yet). I was okay with it, even. I just didn’t want to see the pieces up close and personal.
“Dad?” It wasn’t a question, but it had come out that way. He turned slowly, his
gaze melting into an erudite smile.
He looked the same. Standing in the middle of the station, the bustle of surrounding
people making him seem even taller, stiller. He surveyed the commuters and tourists
with a detached thoughtfulness, as if he were taking careful stock of a property. He was
the sort of man one could see going to the opera, drinking a martini, having an affair.
The lines on his forehead and around his mouth only made him appear more
distinguished, legitimate. His sideburns were tinged with grey.
“Hey!” Then we stood there, just sort of sizing each other up. I wondered
suddenly if he was nervous too. Monica seemed to think that he would be. But Monica
didn’t really know him at all, didn’t know that he wasn’t the sort of man who got
nervous. This is a man who could talk until the cows came home, and never tire of his
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own voice, a man who could who could flirt his way out of anything, including a
marriage.
She wasn’t there that time when I was sixteen and just starting to get my groove on,
practicing my game with the mirror and later, the cute checkout girls at the market.
Shelby? Shaela? I couldn’t remember her name- she wasn’t much of a looker but she
was always had a smile for me. But he just walked up and laid his credit card down,
firmly and decisively, and before I knew it she had slipped him her phone number.
“What are you going to do with that?” I demanded when we were back in the car.
Completely unperturbed he lit up an American Spirit. “You kids could always use
another babysitter,” he told me.
That kind of thing happened all the time. I don’t think he ever actually cheated on my
mother, not that he didn’t want to, and not that he didn’t have the chance; I just don’t
think he thought of himself as ‘that sort of guy’. He occupied that delicate space
between hetero and metro sexuality: not macho enough to watch sports and too big of
a slob to get his nails done. He represented to me that lost, mythic sort of masculinity
that is associated with greek gods and english aristocrats: powerful not so much in
action as in stillness. He preferred neither the company of men nor women as both
expected too much from him.
“It’s good to see you,” he said finally, looking me up and down. What he was
looking for, I don’t know. I hadn’t changed much since I left home. I was still short and
boyish looking, still rocking what I liked to think of as preppy caj style, my collar up, my
shirt tucked in. I had begun sporting a scruffy goatee that I thought made me look
rugged, but Monica said it just made me look like an even douchier version of Colin
Farrel. I had kept it as an act of resistance, but by now even I was second guessing
myself. He stared at me a moment too long.
“Yeah, you too, Dad.” I said, awkwardly going in for a one-armed hug. “You
hungry?”
“Famished.” He grinned, picking up his bags. “You lead the way.”
I took him to some little sushi place a few blocks from my apartment. Although she
worked in consulting, Monica’s true passion was food. Not so much in the cooking of it,
as in the eating it. As a result of this, I had a become a sort of second hand epicurean.
It was something I thought of being as a bit impressive, and I didn’t often have the
chance to show if off.
“The sashimi here is really top notch,” I told him over sake. “So what are you
doing in the city?”
“Business, pleasure, some combination of the two. I’m here to meet with some
investors hopefully about a new project, then see some old friends. See my son.” He
shrugged.
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“Huh, I see,” I said. “So what’s this project you’re working on?”
My dad had been a musician most of his life, sort of a modern day song and dance
man. He’d met my mother while they were both working in St. Louis, she as a nurse,
and he at a piano bar she and her friends sometimes went to after work. He was
devastatingly handsome, she’d told me on many occasions. All the other girls wanted
him, she said.
“But you didn’t? “ I asked her once when I was twelve, sitting on her bed as she
got ready for some party.
“No way,” she told me. “I could tell he was bad news. Too pretty.” She said
laughing. She spritzed perfume on her chest and wrists, passing it under my nose for
me to smell, like she always did on nights when she was going out.
“But then you changed your mind?”
“He asked me out. I hadn’t given him the time of day. I figured the arrogant son
of a bitch must have a death wish or something, but I said yes.”
“And then?”

"

She shrugged. “He was sweet. He was young. We both were.” My mother had never
really been one for nostalgia, so that was as much as I got. From what I gathered, the
feast of their early years was followed by famine. Dad had to travel, both due to his
restless spirit and inability to hold down a job. When he was home he was unhappy.
Taciturn and dogged, he silently played the role of both the distant houseguest and
third child. I begged him several times to take me with him, away from my monotonous
juvenile reality of chores and homework and to the mythical place that he lived- The
Road. He might have too, if Mom hadn’t expressly forbid it.
When he was unemployed (which was often) he took the opportunity to hang out with
my sister and me, tell stories, play in the backyard, drive us places and get lost often.
One time he met my sister and I at school and said, “suit up, we’re living the high life
tonight.” He took us to the fanciest restaurant we’d ever been to down in the city and
let us order anything we wanted. Another time we went looking for some legendary
ghost town upstate and because we drove too far north and couldn’t find a motel we
ended up sleeping in the car. He called them adventures, Mom called them
irresponsible.
--“The project,” he said, finishing his beer. “Right, the project. Well, I’m going to
start a company.”
“What sort of company?” I asked.
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“Distribution, probably, internet marketing. It’s an untapped market. You see,
the little guys are making their movies and their shorts and their web-series, and then
these pirates come and take them...”
“Wait, pirates? What sort of pirates?” I tried not to sound too skeptical “You
mean kids on laptops? They’re not pirates.”
“I mean the Koreans,” he looked around briefly, to see if any such pirates were
in the restaurant, then lowered his voice anyway. “They get these bootleg copies of
new movies and then download them onto their websites, with DP addresses in Korea
so the U.S. can’t do anything about it-”
“You mean IP address.”
“Yeah, exactly,” he went on, “So then it’s hanging out all of the web and the guy
who made the movie doesn’t see a cent.”
“Huh,” I said. “Bummer.”
“You bet it’s a bummer,” he said, as the waitress delivered our check. “Thank
you so much for your time and service,” he said, looking her directly in the eye. She
blushed and hurried away. The check just sat there on the table for a moment, no one
touched it.
“I uh-” We both spoke at the same time. “I’ve got it,” I said, grabbing the
check. He looked me in the eye carefully.
“Thank you.” He smiled. He stood and patted my shoulder. “A king among
men.”
I stood. “Where are you staying?” I asked, thinking of Monica at home, hopefully
wearing that skanky pink teddy she’d just got. Probably not though.
“I was planning on staying with you, if that’s no inconvenience,” he said.
“Oh, right. Of course. Yeah, it’s no problem.”`
“I’ll just be here tonight and gone tomorrow,” he said. “You know me.”
--“So how’d it go with Mister Tambourine man?” Monica said as I opened the door.
I gave her a look as he followed me in. “Dad, Monica, Monica, this is my father.”
He reached out to shake her hand. “I’m honored by that epithet, Dylan is one of
my favorites. It’s good to meet you Monica. I’ve heard many lovely things about you
from this one.” He put his hand on my shoulder and ruffled my hair, as one might their
small child.
She too blushed, for the first time in the three years that I’d known her. “I was
just going to bed. Let me know if you need anything.”
As soon as she was out of the room I laid into him. “Many lovely things? I never
even told you her name!”
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He raised an eyebrow. “That’s on you sonnyboy. Ladies love to believe they are
being spoken of, and spoken of highly. Got to give them what they want.”
“Yeah, well that’s my job.”
He walked to the kitchen and opened up my fridge. “Can I have one of these?” he
called. when I didn’t answer, he helped himself. “You know I used to brew my own,
right? Down in the basement. I did a pale lager, a pilsner almost, like you wouldn’t
believe. It’s the German in us.”
“Why did you stop?” I asked.
He came back into the room, beer in hand, grinning like a guilty child. “Why do you
think? Your mother didn’t like it. And you know, what she says goes,” he looked away,
“Or rather, it did.” He looked up at me. “So how’s it going with this Monica girl?” he
gestured toward the bathroom.
“Pretty good. She’s up for a promotion at work, so she’s been a bit stressed
lately. I think she’ll get it though, she’s easily the most qualified.”
“What a modern woman.What does she do again?” He put a cigarette up to his
mouth and reached for his lighter before I slapped it away from him.
“Dad! Come on!” I said. “No smoking in the house.”
“Ah but of course,” he smirked. “Got to give the ladies what they want.” His
tone was getting to me, and that grinning. “I’m trying to quit anyway,” he said. “As
Siddartha Buddha says, “To keep the body in good health is a duty... otherwise we
shall not be able to keep our mind strong and clear.”
“Buddha, huh?”
“He was a wise man.”
“What about Jesus?” I asked, sitting back. “Last time I heard you were pretty
hot on him.”
He looked at me seriously. “Don’t be a dick, son, it isn’t flattering. Jesus was also
a wise man, but, to answer your question, I do now see now the error of my ways. I’m
learning so much, really opening my mind. Buddha is part of that. Part of my new
path.”
“And what about your old path?” I caught his eye. Still, he smiled. He put down
his drink slowly, and crossed his legs.
“I thought you might need to talk about this,” he said. “I’m ready to answer any
questions.”
“I don’t have any questions.” I said. “I’m going to bed.”
He just looked at me, his eyes full of the loss of something.
“Okay,” I breathed, looking down. “So, when you left Mom, you were just giving
her what she wanted, right?”
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“Yes, yes, I think that is what she wanted, deep down. We wanted different
things,” he said evenly.
“Yeah?”
“I wanted to travel, she wanted to stay in the same place. We disagreed on so
many things, especially about you kids. I found myself having to choose between,
backing her up and following my conscience. And for years, I just kind of, lived in her
shadow, because it was the ‘right thing to do’... and now that’s over.”
“That’s because it is the right thing to do,” I said loudly. “It’s called loyalty.”
“Loyalty to what? She wasn’t my wife anymore. A wife does... well certain things,
and she wasn’t doing any of them. I’m not talking about sex. What are you really being
loyal to when your partner becomes a stranger, or worse, all the good is sucked away
and you are left wondering how and when this happened, and how complicit you are.”
“Dad.” He was on a roll now, his eyes glazed, his ears closed. There was no
stopping him once he was in philosopher mode.
“Who can live like that?” He stood, and began to pace. “You don’t know what
its like, to have to listen to constant complaining, to nagging and slander. A man can’t
live like that, being put down all the time. I just couldn’t hold myself up anymore. You’ll
see.”
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The shitty part was that I did. She was my mom, yes. But she was no angel. The amount
of times I’d called her crazy, snuck behind my her back, teased... I did see. But
somehow that was okay, because I was a kid, and kids’ were supposed to do that. I got
in trouble a lot back then. I grew up.
“You moved out as soon as you could.” He said, and our eyes met. “I don’t
blame you, really I don’t. That’s the point. You could move out, be your own person,
start your life. I just wasn’t ready to end mine.”
“So that’s it, it’s all her fault?”
“It’s never as simple as that.”
I stood up, too frustrated for words. “Okay, Dad.”
“This way we can all be happy,” he told me. “I needed to be a man.”
I stood up. “I’m going to bed,” I said.
--“Well that was awkward,” Monica said as soon as I had shut the door. “I didn’t
know you were bringing him back with you.”
“Yeah, neither did I,” I said. “He wanted to stay the night. He wanted to talk.”
“That’s nice,” she said, turning over. She was not wearing the sexy nightgown,
and had opted instead of an oversize shirt and sweatpants.
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“He wants me to forgive him,” I said, taking my shirt off and climbing into
bed.“Like, to let him off the hook for just leaving them like that.”
“Of course he does.”
“I mean, I get that he did what he thought was right or whatever, but I don’t
have to like it.”
She moaned, to let me know she wasn’t listening.
--That night I dreamed I was in a foreign land, walking toward my destiny. On the road I
encountered a beautiful man and a hideous woman. I turned and ran.
----“Get up!” I opened one eye. Monica was standing above me looking furious.
“I’ve been trying to wake you up for ten minutes. Come on!” She threw a shirt at me.
“Here, I’ve picked out your clothes. Your father is lurking in the living room, and I can’t
entertain him any longer while you laze about. Up.” She leaned over and opened the
shade. My eyes burned with the brightness.
“Jesus,” I groaned. “Can you chill out please? Its too early for that.”
She turned slowly. “Too early? Are you serious?” She glared at me. “I have been awake
for four hours, cleaning up after you, feeding the dog, chatting with your fucking
father...and you have the nerve to tell me to chill out?”
“No one asked you to do that,” I said, standing. “I can pick out my own clothes,
and feed my own dog, and entertain my own fucking father. And yes,” I said, my voice
rising, “You do need to chill out. Do you even hear yourself? You sound like-”
She stepped in, her eyes electric. “Like what? What do I sound like?” she dared.
I met her gaze, and for a moment we held the tension in the air, caught as between
two magnets.
“Nothing.” I said pointedly. After one last glare, she left, slamming the door
behind her.
In the kitchen, Dad was sitting at the kitchen counter, sipping coffee, smiling wanly.
Monica was nowhere to be found. “Trouble in paradise?” he quipped.
“How long are you here for Dad? I have to go to work today, and I’m really not
sure-”
He stood, and put his hand on my shoulder. “I’m proud of you son. Standing up for
yourself. I wish that I had learned that earlier. You gotta let your heart fly.”
I poured a cup of coffee, and picked up the newspaper. “Yeah. So Dad, don’t you have
to meet with some investors or something?”
“Right. Actually, that was what I wanted to talk with you about.”
I saw his pack of cigarettes on the table and reached for one. Monica hated smoking. I
lit it and inhaled deeply.
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“This is an up and coming market. You’re not a kid anymore, have you thought
about investing for your future?”
“You aren’t saying what I think your saying, are you?”
“That’s it sonnyboy. I’m offering you the opportunity to get involved on the
ground floor. Let’s call it a father son kind of partnership. I’ll provide the ideas, and you
can...”
“So you don’t have any money at all?”
“Not yet, but if you-”
“Do you even have a job, Dad?”
“This is my job!” he exclaimed. “I’m investing in the future. I just need you to
invest with me. Invest in me. You see what I’m saying?” I felt uncomfortable watching
him, his voice cracked. He was talking too fast.
“This is the first time I’ve seen you in two years, Dad.”
He stood. “You’re right son.” He looked old, I saw now. Gathering his things, he put his
mug in the sink, and headed for the door. “Please thank Monica for her hospitality for
me,” he said, putting on his coat.
“You’re just going to leave now?” I said. He didn’t answer. “You’re not even
going to ask how they are? Mom? Your daughter?” My voice was raised and I couldn’t
control it. My head ached and everything was wrong.
“What do you want me to say?” he asked, finally, turning to face me. He was just
a guy. No more, no less. I wanted him to say that he was kidding, that this was all a
dream, that I could wake up. That he loved my mother; that he was about to go on an
adventure, that he wanted me to come with him.
“I don’t know.”
There was a moment when neither of us moved. Then he stepped forward and pulled
me into a hug. His unique scent, a mixture of beer, cigarettes, coffee and aftershave,
washed over me. “I’m doing my best,” he said.
---
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house of cards

My brother Johnny is absent tonight: exhaustion confines him to bed. We heard
him come in an hour ago and we watched him climb the stairs. When he got to the
second story we heard the click as our housekeeper Annie opened her door. She does
that in the evenings to give us light from her room so we can see as we walk by.
Nobody ever turns on the lights in that hallway. They were off when my mother died
and my father likes to keep them that way.
Anyway, Johnny’s not here now, and I’m sitting with my father and uncle as they
play blackjack at the poker table. I don’t play casino games, but the men in this house
need a feminine presence, if only to tell them not to put their elbows on the table.
My father is smoking, which irritates my uncle’s eyes, but he doesn’t say
anything. He bats the smoke away from his cards with his left hand and rubs his righthand thumb across the table’s green felt instead of talking. His red-rimmed eyes begin
to water, and my father glances at him. “It’s your turn, Jack,” he says. My uncle takes a
hit.
My fingers drum over my knee and my legs bounce. “Do you two want some
pumpkin seeds or something?” I ask. My father shakes his head. My uncle shakes his
head. I grip my knees and watch them handle the cards. My cousin and I used to
mimic their games even though we didn’t know how to play, trading invisible money
because we didn’t have toothpicks and using boy dolls to stand for our fathers because
we’d been taught that girls were meant to play with china, not cards.
“It’s your turn, Alex,” says my uncle.
My father busts. “Would you get us some water, Mary?” he asks.
Dozens of paintings line the walls leading to the kitchen, set with neat frames
and careful attention. They feature earth tones and middle-aged women sitting tall in
their chairs, hands folded in their laps as they stare into my eyes blankly. They portray
my mother, my aunts, my grandmamma. All the women of my extended family are
here on display. Some are painted several times over. These are the ones that
embody what I can only describe as stagnant progress. I see them age with each
passing painting: I count the lines that accumulate near their eyes. Every look is the
same – composed and polite. They will remain composed and polite until they die, I
think.
When I get to the kitchen, I find that the tap water is warm. I wait for several
moments until it turns cold, suddenly enough to surprise me. My fingers jerk back and
fling droplets onto my face. The shock reminds me of the sharp gusts of autumn wind
that fly at me when my father and uncle hurry out the door in the mornings with their
professional briefcases and meaningful strides.
Shining their shoes is a prerequisite for leaving the house.
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I fill two glasses and turn off the tap. I keep my steps measured and petite as I
walk back, watching the painting of my mother that shows her copper hair streaked
with grey. My brain has modified my memory of her; even the vision of her on her
deathbed features skin free from crow’s feet or dark bags under her eyes.
My father and uncle haven’t moved. I don’t know what else to do, so I occupy
myself thinking about the way Johnny examines his reflection every night before bed.
When we were little we would stand in front of our bathroom’s cracked mirror every
evening pointing out our good qualities in a preemptive attempt to block society’s
objections to our bodily flaws. Recently I haven’t been able to find much that’s positive
about myself, and my nightly visits to the mirror have grown less frequent. I’m left with
the realization that even at a tender age we were taught always to tailor how we
looked. It makes my stomach sick. I have no idea what Johnny sees when he looks in
the mirror these days.
“It’s your turn, Jack,” says my father. My uncle stares at his cards and chews on
his lip.
“Do you need ice cubes?” I ask.
“No thank you, Mary,” says my father.
“No thank you, Mary,” says my uncle.
I sit back in my chair and think of the wind that’s going to hit me when I bid
them goodbye in the morning. It’ll be a relentless push against my face for the few
seconds it’s on me. One day I think I might leave the door open long enough for it to
blow what’s in this house away.
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It’s two weeks later when my father calls out, “Mary?” from his place at the front
door. I shuffle my piano music, trying to get it in order. “Mary?” he calls again. I
shove the papers in the piano bench and stride up to him.
“Yes?”
“Help me with my coat, would you?”
I take his coat off and notice dark patches of mud at the bottom. “Your – ” I
begin. He looks at me. “Your coat is dirty,” I say softly.
He glances at the mud. “Hardly. I’ll have Annie clean it for tomorrow,” he
responds briskly, and starts moving toward the kitchen. “I’m starving,” he proclaims as
he falls into a chair with a heavy thud. “I’m not sure I can wait for dinner.”
“I’ll make you something,” I say.
“Soup,” he says. He sinks in his chair a little as I move around the kitchen,
searching for soup ingredients and alcohol. I place a glass on the table in front of him
as I do every evening and fill it with white wine. His eyes flicker to the drink, tired and
blunted.
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I prepare the soup as quickly as possible. When I place it in front of my father I
stand there until I’m sure he’s satisfied with the temperature. Then I slip into the chair
next to him and look at my hands. “Father?” I ask. He doesn’t hear me. “Sir?” I try
again. He glances at me. “Several colleges have accepted me,” I tell him.
He looks at me for a moment before nodding. “That’s good.” He returns to his
soup.
I bite my lower lip. “Would you like to hear them?”
He glances up again and takes a moment. “By all means,” he says presently.
I take a deep breath and recite the names. “Haverford and Bryn Mawr accepted
me and Rice put me on its waiting list. Oberlin offered me a scholarship.”
My father pats at the corner of his mouth with a white napkin. “What about Bryn
Mawr?” he asks. “It’s a good institution.”
I look at my hands. “I was hoping to go to Oberlin, sir,” I reply quietly.
He leans back and studies me. “I see.” He pauses. “I would have thought the
atmosphere at that school would be a tad excitable for you.”
I clear my throat. “I’m very interested in their chemistry department.”
My father blinks. “Chemistry? Is that what you were thinking of majoring in?” I
nod. He frowns. “I would have thought you’d be interested in something more –
refined. Musical performance, perhaps. You love singing.”
I clear my throat. “Yes. I was thinking I could join an a capella group.”
He gazes at me. “Well,” he says finally. “It’s your decision. I would have
thought Bryn Mawr would have attracted you. It’s prestigious, and the lack of males
would certainly rid you of distractions.” I don’t say anything. “Don’t you think?” he
presses.
“Yes, sir,” I say.
He nods. “Good, then. We can talk about it later. Would you mind fetching me
some salt?”
The next week I lean against the wall and cross my arms, gazing at the guns
before me. “So why do you think Dad keeps an arsenal in the basement?” I begin
conversationally, glancing at my brother.
Johnny gives me a look that’s half affection and half I-don’t-know-what-I’mgoing-to-do-with-you. “It’s not an arsenal, Mar,” he says, looking down at the gun he’s
handling.
“Okay, why do you think he keeps forty-seven guns in the basement? Paranoid
the government’s out to get him or something?”
Johnny shrugs and starts brushing the inside of his gun to loosen debris.
“Maybe. He might also just want to keep you safe.”
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“Me? I’m locked up in my room or at school all the time. I’m the safest one in
this house.”
“She says as she stands in a room with forty-seven guns,” my brother teases. I
shove him and laugh when he stumbles back a few feet. I’m still chuckling when I hear
a sudden gust of wind. I walk to the tiny window to look outside, standing on my toes
and craning my neck to see the trees lining the sidewalk. “What is it?” Johnny asks.
I turn around, forcing a quick smile. “Nothing. I’m just thinking that if the
government wanted to get us, these guns wouldn’t really matter, would they? Tanks
alone could crush the house in two minutes flat.”
Johnny blinks. “You have a morbid mind.”
I roll my eyes. “We wouldn’t necessarily be in the house when it happened.”
Johnny doesn’t look reassured. I sigh. “It doesn’t matter,” I murmur.
“Okay,” says Johnny. He’s about to go back to cleaning his gun when we hear a
voice.
“What are you doing in here, Mary?”
Our heads jerk up to see our uncle in the doorway, posture rigid as ever. “I was
just – keeping Johnny company,” I stammer.
He eyes me steadily. “I’m not sure your father would approve. What do you
think would happen if one of these guns went off with you in the room?”
I can’t think of how to respond, so I just give Johnny one last look over my
shoulder and feel my uncle’s gaze on my back as I take measured steps down the
hallway.
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“By the way, Mary,” says my father as he prepares to leave the house the next
morning, “have you made a decision as to which college you’ll be attending?” I look
at the forced brightness in his eyes. His face crinkles slowly into confusion and I shove
his hat at him when I realize I’ve just been holding it stupidly.
“Yes,” I say. “Yes, I – ” I notice my uncle looking at me out of the corner of his
eye. I clear my throat and look down. “I’ve decided on Bryn Mawr.”
My father smiles. “An excellent choice,” he declares. “You’ll have to make us
your favorite dish tonight so we can celebrate.” My uncle pulls his coat on in one
smooth motion and buttons it with rapid precision, an art he’s perfected after years of
practice.
I force a smile. “Yes,” I say. “Yes, I’ll have to do that.”
My uncle picks up his shiny briefcase and steps to the door in his shiny shoes,
face expressionless like usual. “Well, Mary,” says my father, “you have a good day at
school.” He leans over and I kiss his cheek. “Son,” he says to Johnny, who’s standing
behind me. Johnny nods.
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“Uncle,” I say.
He gives me a short nod, clear grey eyes boring into mine. “Have a good time
at school today, Mary,” he says, and opens the door.
I stand at the entranceway and watch them make their way to the sidewalk,
enduring the cold wind. I feel Johnny come up behind me. “You didn’t pick Bryn
Mawr, did you,” he says.
I raise my chin and train my eyes on my uncle and father, keeping the door
open. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say.
“Mary – ” he begins, putting a hand on my shoulder. I shrug it off. He pauses
for a moment before letting his arm fall to his side. “Right,” he says, and pauses again.
Finally he sighs and says, “I hope you know what you’re doing.” He turns to walk back
into the recesses of the house, past the portraits of our eternal mothers and cousins
and aunts.
I close the door.
margaret yap

on halloween
I could no longer answer the door, bones too brittle and tired, so I sat in my
chair, wheels stationary, full in view. I looked upon the lawns before me, so tranquil and
safe, though to me, nothing was ever that way. My life had unfolded, my brain had
been molded, but conditioned to anticipate fear. So young, was when I believe it
started. When I first learned worry, vicariously, through my parents whom I had
forgotten to tell where I would be for dinner. Twelve years old and I was greedily
hoarding the gulp, the pit in the stomach, the washing wave of anxiety. A snowstorm, a
plane crash, or worse, I thought of them gone, and how the poor orphan would strive
to go on. And so it began, my persistent narrative, one moment a being and then all’s
revoked. And so I sat, my mind on thoughts imagined, never experienced. Only
reveled in, forever a lulled paranoia that laced through my speech and my dreams. Not
life without death is where my thoughts have always wandered.
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I stationed myself on the porch, cloaked all in black, a peculiar smile for passersby, my own little joke, dwelling in thoughts of the past. “Such a beauty,” they’d say,
“what a pity,” though likely it was never an accurate description. High forehead,
hooked nose, eyes big and soft and so blue as to sometimes look violet. But that’s
what they’d say when they found me, “a beauty, indeed,” asphyxiated in my dorm
room by my own bodily fluid one night when I was sick with the flu. They would lament
for my potential, for the success that would undoubtedly have been mine. And so it
would be, a tragedy at nineteen, the way that they’d never forget me.
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There were ghosts and goblins, devils and reapers of grim, reminders of my
young self, dressed to kill. On Halloween I was once a bunny, furry where I wasn’t bare,
detachable ears and tail. I thought, I’ve never before eaten a rabbit, but I pictured the
streak of red on white and knew that I had to match it. A prick in my finger was all that
was needed for fur no longer pure, my finger made a running stripe of bright polluting
the white. But the goal had been to be demure, and now while my friends looked good
enough to eat, I stood halfway through the process. This time it was their looks that
were meant to kill; I was no longer welcome. But I enjoyed self-affliction, being the wolf
to my lamb, the poacher to my rabbit. Reveled in it, the guilty habit. Later, drinks later,
one after another had fallen in their stilettos and were left with blood running from their
knees, bisected shins- the price of living as prey.
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I left out a shallow, wide bowl, woven bamboo, filled with brightly colored
plastic and sugar, what the nurse had brought back. Living alone was no longer an
option. But I have always preferred chocolate, I told her, now it’s too late. “That’s what
children like these days,” she said, I was too old to know such things. She forgot, I
suppose, that I could observe these children, I could watch these days, but she could
never see those. I could never explain those days that were mine, those that were filled
with shockingly vivid dreams, so active was my mind. She wouldn’t, nobody would, see
what I saw in that dream: myself in my bed, awoken by figures in the corner, hunched
where they shouldn’t have been. I could barely see them as they faded in and out,
lurking, I was so heavy, as if half asleep while dreaming. I tried to hurl myself at them,
across the room, toward that corner of my mind, their sulking forms, but I found myself
instead back in my bed, waiting for them to keep me there, my bed and my grave.
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Propelled towards the house, the children were greedy; their costumes
protected them in warped anonymity. Arms pushed, hands grabbed, a swirl of
movement and not a look back at the scary old lady who sits in atonement. Because
here sits my body, barely still active, my mind slowing, too, so I no longer reacted to
notice the trick, though I had treated, to a life that had somehow come to fruition. I
suppose I can say this because all the rest, my jobs, my houses, my loves, have all
forsaken the life here in flesh. It seems that my thoughts were almost preemptive,
because now it’s outliving that has been prescriptive.
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Begin with the first walk I remember, the night of the royal dream. My amber
image navigated down an infinite narrow rug across the silver tiled, high windowed,
horizontal room, the flow of the robes marking straight parallel streams, straight as the
one language, the one faith, the one culture, the one people of my kingdom. Every
step even, every law secure, every custom so established, that no heart beat out of
sync with the rhythm set in the clicking of my heels on the granite floor. The robe
collected on the reflective square panels around my mint green wing tips. Such a true
relief– sweet, natural Legitimism. I yearned for a dynasty long gone, the original line,
that first product of divinity.
Days later, awake, we are persevering through thick blackness and our feet mush
in pound cake. Mosquitoes irritate crevices. Droning murmurs repeat at intervals.
Lumpy bullfrogs draggingly groan nature’s repugnant breath. They displease me. I am
waiting to hear her speak. The pound cake: slosh, creak, slosh.
She and I follow a pair of figures while I judge the terrain by its sound against my
dragging feet. Now, gravel. We are traversing the greater oval to the landing where
four can properly view the stars reflected on the riverbed but the obstacle stream there
is deemed too wide– we turn back. A camera flashes, capturing she and I and the two
young men in a tableau of oblique gazes and a set of conversational gestures
suspended in constant midway.
Food vendors convene to the side of the ovular lagoon. Their dry and hot
collective aroma, that nauseating scent of nighttime meat juice, floats beyond their
buzzing light spheres in pulsating auras. The two young men stand in line, passing back
and forth clean high-pitched jokes. They are comparing the cilantro and the lime.
Comforted by the reappearance of people around us and the solid street ground
beneath my feet, I consider the direct nonverbality of enfolding her hips in my arm. Too
distant, her face points toward the grass, causing her curly strands of hair to fall over
her cheeks like horse blinders. All my life, I have been fighting against downward
diagonal arrows.
Dream, May 8-9.
A wider, opener version of my neighbor’s room, with pumping music and a cat.
When she said she must leave I asked where she was going. She said she had to catch
an airplane. Stutteringly, for she looked away from me to assemble her pocket-book, I
suggested, “I can– I can walk you there.”
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I remember the smile– she continued directing her head slightly downward but
turned her eyes up at me, and subtly showed her dimples. We ambled at a steady pace
through a cream-colored mall, past a reflective amber fountain and beneath tall
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ceilings. When I remembered her taste for sweet pies, excluding blackberry, she
stroked my upper arm.
“You listen.”
She and I sat down at a table for two in the bakeshop. Wiry men in sharp
fedoras and taut suits passed by motionlessly on the moving walkways as the mall
rearranged itself as an airport. No other people materialized, but I remember the one
pie sitting in between the two of us, with two spoons, and the tips of her fingers
landing on the back of my hand.
We arrived at a locker-room where she descended a staircase to change clothes
for her flight. She went down without looking at me or saying anything. I was on the
verge of rubbing my hands in resignation and saying, “Well, …” when she called up to
me, saying my name, and,
“Forget my flight. We can continue together when I come upstairs.”
Her voice sent a shiver through my back and I chuckled then laughed and
scratched my neck. While I waited for her I searched for a lavatory but, afraid to stray
from that locker-room door, failed to relieve the throbbing strain in my lower abdomen.
When she reappeared her arms were bare and she presented her torso in a mint green
fitted blouse, the valleys and planes of her neck drawing my eyes in a downward V.
There was a boy with her.
I remember we were taking our seats at the front of a crowd that dispersed itself
throughout rising bleachers, observing a sundrenched field composed of heavy grass
and weeds that breathed humid reminiscence of early nineteen-hundreds imperial
China. I faced away from her and him the whole time. On that vivid green a southern
drama began to be portrayed. My memory almost completely disintegrates at this
point. Ultimately I know I was removed from her fading remnants of presence by that
indisputable desire to drain the human center, if only for a short time. We wake to a
dim heavy fog that bludgeons gray into the air. Words circle in my head. Abandoned
edamame pods abandoned edamame pods. The four of us lie sprawled and crinkled
on the grass before the lake whose dense mugginess has excised our fluid to fuel its
pound cake. After lying paralyzed in dehydrated limbo we roll onto our sides and reach
with tears burning in our eyes for the plastic water bottles.
I recall daytime at the beach, last summer, with a coterie. At the breakfast table,
watching the clinking of plates and the ringing of silverware, we blushed and refused to
acknowledge that the romantic rearrangements of the night before were, literally,
figments of our imagination. One night there, I heard a thump, and glimpsed the
flickering picture of a hunched silhouette levitating on the other side of the room.
“Hey, are you sleepwalking?”
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I called softly to my friend. He did not answer. I heard the wooden door squeak
and footsteps pad down the hallway, then water hitting water, and the slurping
swallowing swirl. Then the steady, lifeless, drum ascending in pitch as it neared our
room, and the door creaking open again. I violently stared into the dazzling blackness,
searching for the body of my roommate, beads of sweat erupting then slithering down
my neck until the relieving plop of a head landing on a pillow caused me to likewise
release my strain and exhale. Wing tips dance on the brinks of an elliptical swamp. In
this final dream all my lame brooding is for naught. She taps my shoulder, points to
something, and opens her mouth to speak.
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old loves

In high school I read a poem about a woman watching raindrops slide down her
windowpane. Each drop reminds her of a different past lover. They accumulate on the
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same plane, sliding from memory at different, unplanned intervals, yet inevitably. I
remember nothing about the author, or the rest of the poem. I just remember thinking,
is it possible to have as many lovers as raindrops? The poem also made me feel
inexplicably sad. I did not yet have lovers who could be put in the past. What I felt was
a foreboding sadness—a dark raincloud on the horizon.

"

In an interview with Grantland, Lena Dunham shares her many “passions,” one
of which is a Tumblr called “Old Loves,” that aggregates pictures of celebrities who
used to date. <http://grantland.com/hollywood-prospectus/b-s-report-lena-dunham-2/
> She checks it once a week. “It’s how I kick back on like, a Friday night,” she says. She
sites Glenn Close and Woody Harrelson as examples of people “who dated for like, a
week and were pictured together wearing denim overalls.” That pretty much sums up
the Tumblr’s concept and why people like Dunham can’t get enough of it. But one day,
“the craziest thing ever” happened: Dunham saw her own boyfriend on Old Loves. It
was a picture of him and his girlfriend from high school. Who was the girl? None other
than Scarlett Johansen, a woman who’s literally been deemed the “hottest woman
alive.” “I thought my mind was going to explode,” says Dunham on her discovery. “I’m
not jealous though.” Yeah, OK. Sure. Johansen is happily engaged and pregnant now,
so perhaps both the flame and the threat have dwindled. Dunham’s boyfriend is, after
all, with her in the end. I guess that’s why she can enjoy the site. Her love is in the other
room. He might even be there on Friday nights, scrolling the site with her. For some of
us though, our old loves are the ones keeping us company.

"

Minutes after watching Dunham’s interview, I found myself sucked into the
Tumblr. RYAN GOSLING AND SANDRA BULLOCK DATED? Talk about a mindfuck. I
needed to know more, so I dove deeper and deeper into the site. (Dunham calls this a
“Google deep-dive.”) The deeper I got though, the worse I felt. After the immediate
shock of each new relationship discovery wore off, the reality that the couple was now
broken up set in. It was an unnecessary reminder that nothing lasts—love fades. They
all look so happy in the pictures. Do they have any idea what’s coming? After so many
clicks, I suddenly understood that the site wasn’t a treasure trove, but rather a
graveyard of failed relationships.

"

The comedian Andy Kauffman used to date fellow comedian Elayne Boosler.
They’re pictured together in a photo booth on Coney Island. In each frame she brings
herself progressively closer to him, the final one ending with a kiss.

"

"
"
"
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Sam loved Andy Kauffman. He used to make voices like Tony Clifton, one of his
loudmouth characters. It gave me the creeps, but I let him do it because it made him
happy. No one made Sam laugh harder. Except for me.

"

Michael Jackson dated Brooke Shields, Tatum O’Neal and married Lisa Marie
Presley. There’s a GIF of him kissing Ms. Presley onstage at the 1994 MTV Music Video
Awards. Underneath the video it says, “Before pulling Presley in for the kiss Jackson
proclaimed: ‘Just think, nobody thought this would last.’"

"

When Michael Jackson died Sam and I texted each other at the exact same time
saying the exact same thing. In that moment, the inexplicability of death was made
smaller by an inexplicable bond between two people.

"

There are three pages of photos featuring Bob Dylan and Suze Rotolo. They fell
in love at the same age Sam and I did and stayed together for almost the same length
too. Their arms are roped around one another in every picture, as if they’re holding on
for dear life—afraid to let go.

"

I was listening to “A Hard Rain’s Gonna Fall” by Bob Dylan when I knew I was
going to fall in love with Sam. Suze is on the song’s album cover, her arms linked. It was
late one night and I lay in bed, unable to fall asleep. I put in my headphones and
began to listen to a mixtape Sam made me—the first of many to come. The Bob Dylan
song started it off. I had never really listened to him before, though of course I knew
who he was. I liked it. Then by the chorus I loved it. The song made me feel things I
couldn’t explain. It was a mix of fear and sadness and euphoria that I’ll never be able to
put into words. All I could do was cry. I knew somehow that Sam would make me feel
these things. And that like the song, the feeling would inevitably end too.

"
"
"
"
"
"
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