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We're everywhere, all the dead of the world. Our final
trick, becoming visible again in stone and root and leaf.
Translating ourselves into words. Laid out in our dark
cloth of letters, spread thin on white sheets, you can see
us in any alphabet. Look closely: we are breathing in

the spaces between the words.



LIVING ROOM

STACE TOUCHED HER FACE with the back of his fingers.

[ hate you, Lillis Rae said. She was looking right into his eyes
and he had to close his eyes to shut her out.

[t was the last time they made love. The room was filled with late
afternoon sunlight and through the open windows they could hear
the purple martins calling out over the hot lawn.

He worked his fingers into her neck, the muscles of her shoul-
ders, her shirt sliding and bunching beneath his hands.

I thought I knew what you did, what you were capable of, where
you stood, but I don’t, she said. Whatever it is you've done, I don’t
want to know. There are others who know more about you than |
do, now.

He worked down under the muscles, moving in slow deep semi-

circles, his thumbs at the base of her neck, the warm velvety skin



supple beneath his thumbs, working out from her spine, his fingers
under her arms.

He pulled the bottom of her shirt out from her jeans.

This is not a good idea, she said.

Why not?

You know why.

He took off her earrings, put them on the coffee table. Tell me
why.

He put a hand under her shirt, to her belly, pushed her down
until she was lying on the couch with her head on the armrest. She
swung her legs up and into his lap. He took her shoes off, ran his
fingers around her cool, bony ankles. Tell me why.

It's because I love you and I don’t know why else. To see it all
destroyed by one stupid thing.... She waved her hand in the air.
She closed her eyes.

Stace picked up one of her feet, laid his warm cheek against the
sole of her foot, cupping her heel in his hand.

That feels nice, she said.

They waited in silence awhile. The only movement, his thumb
stroking the smooth arch of her foot. He was losing it all, every-
thing, he knew that. If there had been a way out he would have
taken it but there wasn’t. It was now someone else’s living room,
someone else’s furniture. So this is my heart breaking, he thought,
looking down at her.

Do you mind if I take my shirt off?

He pressed his lips to the underside of her toes.

Her breasts were small and flat to her chest, the nipples like
ornaments dark and high on her body. He shifted on the couch

and knelt between her legs to undo her belt. She braced her feet
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and arched her back so he could get the jeans down. The delicate
bones of her chest spreading like bird’s wings.

I don’t know what the hell I'm doing, she said suddenly.

Yes you do, he replied.

He pulled the jeans off, leaving her naked legs around him.

Let me just look at you for a while, he said.

She locked her ankles behind his neck and pulled him down.
He kissed her breasts while she unbuttoned his pants, hooked the
waistband with her long toes. Help me, she said.

He went partway in.

Her lips moved across his cheek. I think this is a very bad idea,
she said into his ear.

He was inside her deeply, her thighs around his waist, her head
coming up now against his neck.

You're so far away already, she whispered. Where are you?

He balanced himself with the top of his head in the hollow of
her shoulder and with both hands lifted her ass off the cushions,
his fingers sliding around and into her.

What are we going to do? Lillis Rae asked.

He breathed through his mouth so that he would not cry, his
throat clamped as if by an iron band, and he saw that she was wait-
ing for an answer and he said nothing, nothing, holding her against
his chest. He knew it was over and she knew it too and was waiting
for him to say it, say anything, but he could not shape an answer,
even a single word.

He was twenty-eight years old and he reached down inside him-
self for something he knew should be there and from the kitchen
he could hear the kid calling for Dickey, calling for his father who

was not there and never would be.





