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If you were to speak with me,  I’d talk about the irony,
the laughable angst you’re certain that you and you alone are in. I
have feelings too that are not all sweetness and light, feelings
well beyond those measured fleeting moments when I’m submerged in
dusk glow with the one you say you love. Who wins in love affairs?
My dear, no one. Bodies are strewn everywhere, before, during and
after. Someone is always targeted by the moving end of the barrel.
We trade positions, hand off the gun, aim and shoot. But that’s not
the worst of it. The true dilemma festers inside each of us, the
doubts, the jealousies, the ramblings to ourselves when driving.
Let’s be frank. Three’s an odd number impossible to balance for any
length of time. Although I’ve tried. On occasion. Yes, I have
spoken kindly of you, taken your side, defended you. I suspect this
is no consolation. In fact, I’m sure you are appalled and rightly
unsympathetic. Just goes to show the precarious position I’m in –
damned if I do, damned if I don’t. Still, I must go on …



At first, you weren’t part of the equation. It was about other
things, bodily things, and the rush  beating hearts cause,
that welcomed madness, that delicious descent into deep swelling
waters. We spoke of nothing. Our bodies did the talking. I’m being
gentle here. We fucked hard, mindlessly. Yes, in the conjugal
bedroom with your scent still in the air. (Perhaps you remember an
early morning phone call, a voice from the office? You had passed
the phone over. After the hang-up, your dearest heart asked for a
favor. You agreed and rushed out to buy flowers. That’s when I
snuck into the flat. That’s when the sheath between us, you and me,
began to split and dissolve like old celluloid.)



We, your honey and I, were standing naked, performing in front of
the dresser. A movie of ourselves reflected back. I was leaning
over at the time being taken from the back. Each thrust rattled the
lotions, make-up and early morning coffee cup. That’s when I saw
your picture tucked into the corner of the mirror. I hadn’t known,
suspected, considered your dark eyes until that moment when the
tentacles of you reached out. I challenged your gaze and performed.
It was delicious to have an audience.



Anyway, such was my first recollection.



A month later I followed our dear heart. Let me say I don’t
normally hover. In fact I treasure the time I am alone,
unencumbered, but it was a melancholic rainy Saturday afternoon,
saturated with gray. You both were to meet in the bookstore café
where you worked. Before the appointed time, I sauntered over and
settled into a wingback chair conveniently located in the poetry
section with a clear view of the bistro tables and chairs.



Of course my interest was initially drawn to our honey and those
familiar gestures we both know so well: the arched brow, the
dramatic sweep of the arm, that easy, deceptive smile. Naturally,
my attention swayed toward you, not in competition (I play by my
own rules) but with detached curiosity: the scarf around your neck,
the strands of hair that curled into those eyes. Props. And then I
wondered, what would it be like to remove the dressings, to strip
you down to your core?  



During my next visit to the flat, I took some liberties and peered
into the bedroom closet and top dresser drawer. I was on an
anthropological dig for puzzle parts that make up the whole. What I
found were: fuzzy slippers, a recently filled prescription of
Prozac (three pills left), an M&M snack pack tucked beside
satiny underwear, still tagged. My conclusion? Those penetrating
dark eyes held some insecurities. 



In the weeks that followed I began to notice certain things about
our honey, shortcomings obscured by freshly brushed teeth and a
hungry mouth. While we all tend to compartmentalize, a necessary
trait for survival, some behaviors suggested a troubling uncurrent:
the comparison of my body parts to yours, the enthusiastic smile
when I got up to leave, phone calls not returned. 



Which brings me to this moment where I write, where you stand less
than ten feet away, where your fleeting gaze, those dark eyes
alight on me, taunting me breathless. My dear, change is in the
air. Honey is about to lose us both. You are singularly
mine.    




﻿
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EE O
NAA (2010)
For three and a half years, Jenna has been trying to get a man
to fall in love with her. Well, not just any ordinary man, but
specifically, Leonard Hartnett, her sometime boss in the mail room
where she works. She’s tried everything from the obvious to the
ridiculous, and a little beyond, if that were possible, but then
sleeping for three months with a shoe she had stolen from his
apartment, or lying within a triangular configuration of burning
incense and tree bark at four in the morning with the hope of
astroprojecting herself into his heart, might just qualify.

But such misguided attempts were months ago, having been driven,
she would now say, by erratic hormonal levels that have since
quieted from jagged peaks and valleys to smoothed rolling hills,
copasetically green. Thanks to a psychic named Verishna, Jenna now
has proper counsel as well as a money-back-guarantee to finally,
and categorically, make her wish come true.



	


A
Father's Love (2010)
My earliest memory was at the kitchen table, in the morning,
while I made Rice Krispies. I had to stand on the chair to pour the
milk (partly missing the bowl) and when I sat back down, puddles of
milk and cereal dotted the table from the overflow. Between
mouthfuls, I blew on the scattered rice that looked like little
boats sailing away. And with my finger, I connected the puddles,
making rivers, and when the spilt milk was too thin to spread I'd
spoon some extra from my bowl.

Out of nowhere came Dad. At first, I thought, he was going to
holler, but he grinned and lifted me high off the chair. "How's my
little queenie," he said. He then carried me to the living room and
sat me on his lap. He kissed my forehead, scratching my cheek with
his face, and it tickled. But after a while I wanted to get up.
Daisy was crying in another room. He didn't seem to notice, and
with his arms locked around me, he said, "Daddy's got to
sleep."



	


DMV
(2010)
Nothing was going to ruin Jaimie’s afternoon, not the rain, not
the long line she was standing in at the DMV. The wall clock read
12:15. Paul expected dinner at six. Figure two hours for the sauce,
add in the shopping, prep, and there was plenty of time. Hell, time
to burn. Relax. What a dingbat.

In the line she shifted her weight and considered the menu, his
favorite, Chicken Parmesan – fresh chicken, not frozen, vine-grown
tomatoes, not hot house, and of course grated cheese, none of that
powdered stuff like last time. Oh, she almost forgot. Opening her
purse, she pulled out a pen and slip of paper. Grater she wrote in
a jittery script.



	


Dear
Dr. Rice (2010)
For a brief moment during his lunch hour, Myron felt relieved
from the threat of terrorism. It occurred while eating a cheese and
pepperoni hot pocket. Condoleezza Rice was on television. Her name
was spelled beneath her talking head. He thought it was
overextended, not the talking head, but the name, and definitively
convoluted. Condoleezza herself was another anomaly, not only a
woman and black and Republican but curiously cute and somewhat
childlike only with a razor-sharp brain and powerful voice. The
woman, he decided between sips of Dr. Pepper, was capable, but
could she be trusted? He then wondered where she'd been on
September 11th. Most likely in the same bunker with the old boy
network. In a flash, he discounted her and wiped his mouth with a
paper napkin. And by the time the noon news moved onto the weather,
Myron returned to thinking about terrorism and how he could
possibly survive it.



	


Luck
(2010)
Some people were simply charmed with an overabundance of luck,
serendipity. Who could explain it? Georgina Mars was one such
person. Whether it was finding a ten-dollar bill along a curb, or
getting her name picked out of a raffle box, she often found
herself in the right place, at the right time for no particular
reason.



	


Socks
(2010)
When my husband started wearing socks other than his usual white
tubes and plain black knits, I began to wonder. Then when the socks
went from discrete patterns to knee-high pastel argyles, I stressed
out.
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