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A few fioorhoards were thiown into s disorderly pile. They must have fit to gether at one:

Lizme, not In our past, but In & past skew © ouwrs We came {0 know aach other through
sbstrise coincidences, like flashes in the shy, and happened (o have reconvened tiere in s
physical plece. The planks belong 1o # histary of material things, of indurtry, collouted
hands, Steel melting, grease suins on denim, and of beNowing smake biotting out the sun.
But you and 1 belong to a Qifferent type of history, one of dense fog.
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A few floorboards were thrown about and they happen {o fall in an orderly marmer, each
fittimg perfeoly together with evenly staggered jointr. They create a pattern of cascading
her graphs, each board and its vanable length representing concurrent deta matnces
describing the rise and fa)l of mortgeges, divorce rates, cancer vicims, gas prices, births,
and starvation statistics, Or es a whole, 1tis an illustration of what happens when & butierfly
fape her wings and herds thunger acress 4 dusty plain, clouds gather, rain falls, trees grow,
and semetimes when one hundred and nine plenks are thrown ints the air, they Jand in
perfectalignment constituting the shape of @ floar.

Trickling in from the Iittle glass window i§ the cheery sun, the glorious rays dance upon
the plaster walls, the oak floers, and the skin of our faces The delicate warmih, as it holds
ug, reminds us of melting inte the comfort of dreams, embroced In each other's arms, We
are candle wax, the past is cashmere,

“You and | are growing tred of each othey, aren’t we? We've been at it for Some fime.
V'm afraid I can anticipate whet you will fay, and, therefore, 1 s choasing 10 ot Converse
atall. Just signding here with you insilence, like old frienas, except lacking the sentiment.
And | can tell by the way your muscles move across your face and the way you returnthe
glance that you are thinking the same thing "

“It seems as if you wre avoiding certsin topics of conversation and, frankly, itis begin-
ning to make me feel uncomforlable, M seerns 85 if you have (slthough there is nels cleax
delin¢ation between where 1 end and you begin-moleculsrly we are no different then
smoke, than dust, no different then this yoom, than everything) grown used 40 sperding

time. with e and no longer find it worthwhile 10 speak 16 me, But | wish 1o know you

completely. And | can see you resding my expression snd prejecting your withes Upon my
brow #nd cheekbones, My eyes sre honest; you need only look there if you were really
Seeking insigirt to the worlangs of my mind. But my adempts to right your miginterpreta-
tions weaken my spirit, leaving me to {tel grimly alone yet with you"

‘Mirroring eachother complelely, hosting the sarme thought, we tum to notice the oppos-
ing and brooding doar. 1t draws us Closer; compeliing us 1o puss throughio the other side.
Simply the act of Wming the swrich to retract the deadbolt 19 311 that ptands between us and
the seething, dripping place; 'where, beyond the last palm, the witky Tand crumbles and
tinks into the abyss, Like conjoined twins, owr synchrotuzed eyes roll tack, &nd we
proceed toweds the door. The air between ug sucka inwards, 1ifting the atoms from the
boards, from the walls, 1he maye of Jight, everylhing is pulled ivile the vortex and the
blindmy singularity pushes itoutof acirterye.




