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of him being discovered in the elevator, drooling and gibbering,
gave me momentary pleasure. But 1 pressed the call button, and
the elevator carrying Dedo came obediently back. We are never as
beautiful as now. o

The crushing sadness of hotel rooms, the gelid lights a,nd clean
notepads, the blank walls and particles of someone else’s erased
life: I rolled him into this as if into Hell. 1 hoisted him up onto th.e
bed, took off his shoes and his socks. His toes were frostbitten, his
heels brandished a pair of blisters. I peeled off his coat .and pants
and he was shivering, his skin goose-bumped, his navel hidden in a
tuft of hair. ] wrapped the bedcovers around him anfi threw a blz}n-
ket on top. Then I lay down next to him, smelling h‘ls sweat and in-
fected gums. He grunted and murmured, until his f:acc ca'lmcd,
the eyelids smoothing out into slumber, the brows unturrowmg..‘A
deep sigh, as when dusk falls, settled in his body. He was a beautiful
human being.

And then on Tuesday, last Tuesday, he died.
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Today I'm Yours

FROM ZOETROPE

I'VE DREAMT OF DANI only once thatI can remember, but it was
a deepedelicious dream, like a maze of diaphanous silk, or a room
of hidden chambers, each chamber nested inside the previous one
— except that according to the inverse law of the dream, each in-
ner chamber was bigger, not smaller, than the last.

In the dream, I was alone on the streets of Las Vegas, surrounded
by speeding traffic and huge, streaming lights advertising mon-
strous casinos. There were thousands of people pouring in and
out of the monstrous advertised mouths, but I didn’t know any
of them. I went to my hotel. The walls of its lobby were made
of artificial forest, with animals and birds moving inside them.
I went to my room; its walls seemed to shift and flux. Dani came
out of the bathroom wearing a leopard-print miniZdress and black
high-heeled shoes. The room stirred as if surprised; though she
sometimes wore lipstick, Dani never wore a dress or high heels.
She wore pants and clunky boys’ shoes; she liked her lovers to
wear dresses. But in the fluxing chamber of my dream, she walked
toward me with a leopard-print dressypurring on her haunches.

[Her slenderglittle body was like a cold-blooded eel with electric-

ity inside it; her movements too had the blithe, whipping ease

of an eel traveling in deep water. But her flashing eyes were hu-
man. She came toward me as though she were going to kiss me;
instead she walked past me, opened a door in the wall, and
disappeared. I looked out the window and saw that I could
see cities and countries; I could see into private rooms in other
countries; I could see things that had happened hundreds of
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years ago. But I couldn’t see Dani, even though she was inside my

room.

A week later,;l was walking down the street in Manhattan, and
there she was. It was during the first autumn of the Iraq War. On
the newsstand 2 magazine COvVer read: “Why We Haven't Been Hit
Again: Ten Reasons to Feel Safe — and Scared.” In the middle of
town,a building fell down and crushed people to death, and before
sadness,there was relief that it was merely more decay, and not ter-

* ? - “w
rorism. A bus stop advertisement for bras read: “Who Needs Inner
black marker: “You

Beauty?” and someone had written across it in

do asshole.”
I was carrying wine and fuchsia flowers, the flowers nervously

waving their wobbling fingers over the top of my bag. It was a hu-
mid afternoon, and the air was heavy with the burnt tang of fresh-

%3 laid asphalt andl walked past a wall layered with

many seasons of damp movie POsters; the suggestion of a circus
seeped up under the face of an actress until a whole half-tiger leapt
roaring through the hoop of her eye. Loud, clashing music poured
out car windows and ran together in a muddy pool of sound with 2
single belllike instrument sparkling in and around the murk. I
looked up, my mind suddenly tingling with a half-remembered
song, and there she was, looking at me. A smiling beggar wandered
between us, jigghing the coins in his cup, and 1 remembered that
awhen we first met.;she had put her finger on my sternum, lightly

’ -4 “w » —
run it down to my navel, and turned away. Hello, Ella,” she said.

She was on her way home from her job as an editor of a small

pres%distinguished mainly by its embroilment in several lawsuits. I
was preparing for a dinner party my husband was giving for some
pleasant, foolish people who had once been well regarded in bohe-
mian literary circles. She knew I was married, but still, when I said
the word husbandgshe Jet contempt touch her €yes and lips. We
clasped hands, and I kissed her cool, porous cheek. Dani used con-
tempt like a clever accessory, worn lightly enough to beguile and
unsettle the eye before blending into otherwise ordinary clothing;
've never seen her without it, though sometimes it fails to catch
the light and flash.

During the last ten yearsje've met several times like this. ‘When
we first met, nothing was like this. That was fifteen years ago. I had

Today I'm Yours
229

_!ltlsll }‘:'uglished a book that was like a little box with monsters inside
Si.nk a‘;dsgesltl(: five dx:eary years writing it in a tiny apartment with a
: ve against one wall and a mattr inst
building the box and its i i .
ts inhabitants out of words :
s gl . words that ran, stum-
ed, posed, pirouetted across cheap not " as i
of hornets were after them. I i = kit
. I neglected my family. I for.
talk to peopleyexce : / ks sinales
: xcept to have sex. I paced th i i
. 2 e room while fev
;1::11 fsor?g§ poured from a transistor radio with a broken ant\eenr::
T antasized about the social identity that might be mine if ’
ook were to succeed. e it the
unIliclhgl n?)t realize I had.made monsters, nor how strong they were
i qial:(ci)kﬂwas I:lllthhedgand they lifted the roof off my apart,
, S he wall, and roamed the streets i "
would've worn myself. Ever i -
2 ywhere I wenpit seemed ster:
had preceded me; and b i ] i i it
5 y the time I appeared
through their aura. This ? 'to B
aura. could’ve worked for me socially;
werefand always will be}fashion i g o
: able. But in my mind
and I were separate. Painful i S me
s ) and complicated situations
I lacked the skill to handle i 4 BHBRGRs
‘ § them with finesse. I left
hind and moved to California, e
: nia, where I rented i
heavily grown with tree e biighit olla
s. I purchased a rug with 1 i
dots on it and a red cou i s oy
ch on which I sat for h i
the prize of my new social i i Ml et
S identity. It was an appeali i
longed to put it on — b i B e
yed U — but when 1 did, I couldn’t qui it fi
Hesitant to go out in somethi il o il
ething so ill-fitting/and uncertai
‘ , ; tain h
al.lter it, I stayed home with the cat, who accepted my privat 0:;’ N
tity as she always had. L
Th}iz;c; 31‘1,16 x\ifw;(lorl%scveral new acquaintances became concerned
e the names of people I might i in
B ght introduce myself to in
) e day I took the bus >
e v o sne of across the Golden Gate
them. The,warm, dim ki
traveled low on its haunches, hal e e e
; 3 full of adults heavi 5 i
= : ' 2 ults heavily wrapped
in;l;l:)c(l)glest.and minds, plus light-limbed, yawping tZem pbrz)unl(li]
arting even as they sat in their seats. On igh :
: ' . i the high :
2:: accelerated, and with a high whining soundawve sprofte‘c‘imcy;t:zz
radig:;:n(cll ﬂ(?\'v across luminous bay on hummix‘xg bridge, between
i ,h ecl‘nmmg'sky and enrapt, answering sea, flecked with fly-
rdng 'ﬁotness apd l.lghtly spangled with little tossing boats. We bar-
along a winding avenue,}thickly built with motels (the stick-
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legged ball of a smiling sheep leaping over the words COMFORT

NN still exists somewhere in my brain) and squat chunks of fast-

food stores. The distant ocean flashed and brimmed at intersec
tions. We turned right, ek a hillég.t the top, fog boiled through
the air on wings of mystery and delight. Down the hill, lit slabs
ﬂ of business rose up into the coming night. Floods of quick, smart
people surged along with the hobbled and toiling; the felled sat
beached and stunned against buildings in heaps of rags. Turn and
turn again. Out the window,I saw a strip club with a poster on its
wall featuring one half-naked girl walking another on a leash. The
leashed girl looked up and raised a paw in a patently ironic expres-
sion of submission and desire. I was meeting Dani in a neighbor-
hood of bars and old burlesque clubs, a place of cockeyed streets
lined with doors like jack-0-lantern mouths of teeth. The fog lolled
in the sky, sluggish as a fat white woman on rumpled sheets. Twasin
a place where people dressed up as monsters; and after going to 50
much trouble to make them, I'd left mine behind. Feeling small
and naked, 1 walked under big neon signs: a naked woman, an ap-
ple, a snake. It was not frightening. It was a relief to feel small and

naked again.
I entered the appointed spot, 2
floor. It took 2 moment to figure out who she was, but I believe she

saw my nakedness at once. So did the man sitting with her, a mid-
dle-aged academic with a red shelflike brow. “Your stories are infter:
esting for their subject matter,” he peevishly remarked to me. “Buty

dive with a slanted, vertiginous

E the cold, light-echoing wak
¢ doughnut place,a dark
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ous. It (:i‘;vdtx(l)’ tspeak atall, and what I could say was timid and
B hite Tahit urrrllgtter. She wore a heavy silver necklace ov;1 n;ﬂl—
B vl i?, ., er which her small breasts gave off dark lr der
B il glin;me l(Iild the bar a mountain of green, blue ;ng dan u-
above the bar, e:e befOre.a murky mirror lake. On the televig'old
B i o ie’ rock star in an elaborate video drew a door i e
i rosepu ce of C'halk, smiled, and stepped through it jfllint:he
B eled oa tI;l,erinakmg a forest of sound through which y(;unge -olx
r way to the bathro 1S
too, 1 ] . om. Above us,th
. jllllglhtllrllg Iimd quick. The bathroom door c;"ealiefc(ljgl UZVCICd
With shining Jewelry, o o 15 "ih a swinging littl wristToaded
Bach of us gt }gz welry. We were hungry for this, all of this arc:; fed
our eyes and s took form in the other. We ate each othe ith
our voices sai:icj'){r:)lul)) I;t;l}-] apart from our inconse uential vfro‘::it:l
] ) elicious. We impulsi . )
quickly, laughing I pulsively klssed}z{nd
. O)Lhe:iilrtlg ellski:3i seolll)(leTV\}zlho had accidentally brushszf:igl;ai:g
she olided | walk. Thenwith a nervous t
l‘.herg ‘INatzdt }in ;lose agaI_n. Soft héat came off herofs::c(t)ef hel:ihead’
Fou o di e dark, sucking heat of her mouth. She said pe faen
g Ginner, but my girlfriend is expecting me.” i, Td rake
ko de droVe me to the b ] ’ § me.
0d waiting 1 B s
e haglé?r? I:Eth mejShe lived with her girliriend shei:iC e
. 5 Q
erstanding.\Gum wrappers and plastic bags stirred
e of nlgh% traffic. Behind the glass of
woman with rhythmic arms labored

they aren’t formally aggressive enough for me.” He went on to de- over golden dough. O

scribe his formal needs; Dani listened with droll courtesy, then gh. On the s
turned to me with an amused grin. She put her cold finger on my
sternum and ran it lightly down to my navel, then turned back with'
mock solemnity as her companion lowered his drained glass and
held forth again. He left minutes Jater, banging a table cockeyed a8
his curled arm and flipper hand worried the torn sleeve of his

jacket.
“I'm sorry about that,
and he talks too much when he’s drunk.”
She was twenty-five. I was thirty-three. Sh
chief of a venerable avant-garde press, a ve
monsters and their stylish keepers. She spo
of real confidence and its flimsy counterfeit. Monste

L ‘ trffet?a hunched man with a
e ;i(c E:tc-l forth displaying the masking-tape wor(;;) zr f?}ie
R o h.i:lc))Ps ARE TOPS — I'M A BOTTOM, plus a?n ae
Do o Ett. Reglly, I'said, an understanding? Yes, s :i-
o . (211 Heen difficult to maintain. How haéi th(; 2;fr—
el She.s ‘ gw had they talked about it? They hadynot
b a,bout aﬁ - She thought it was more powerful for not
T ——— - bottom scowled as we kissed again. Gold ;
ntinued to fry. The bus arrived; I crossed.its ?)Iaillz

tubber threshol i
3 d, sat
slecp. at in the back, and almost immediately went to

3

» she said. “I just ran into him. He’s lone ¥

e was already editorn=
ritable circus of caged
ke with a combination
rless, 1 barely

Asleep on the b
_ us, I dream i :
Was plucked blank d“’fa t that,while watching a magic show,
aWwhite-gloved assi e angling fro ¢ audience and led b
iIstant up onto the stage, where I was sudde ly
nly
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drenched with color and identity: I was the girl to be sawed in half.
My heart pounded. I woke on the winding avenue,thickly built with

motels, their signs now hot and raptly glowing in the velvet dark.

Naturally,it was nonsense about the understanding. That was just
a door Dani had drawn in the air with her finger. Butwhenwe tried
it, it opened, and so in we went. ?

We met almost every week for five months. Our time alone wasas
light and pleasantly shocking as her casual touch to my sternum,
but with its meaning now thoroughly unfolded. We attended film
screenings, dinner parties, the dull receptions that follow literary
panels — and somehow we always found an unused room, an invit-
ing stair, a hallway that would magically rearrange its molecules 0
become a sweet litde seraglio’land modestly revert as soon as We left
it, smoothing our clothes and hair. We would have dinner some
where, and then she would drive me back home to Marin. We

drove without talking, the tape deck playing and the landscape.
making dark, curved shapes all about us, shapes that would part to
reveal the stars, then the ocean, then clusters of fleeing light. I re-
member a tape she played a lot, a song that went: “Let your love
come through / Love come through to you.” It was a lush and long:

ing song, and after it, the silence between songs seemed dense and

deep. During this silence,Dani asked, “What are you thinking?"

And so we began to talk.

We talked much like we made lov
fearful, vulnerable and shielded. I knew that her mother had had

several facelifts, a tummy tuck, and liposuction. I knew that ak
ter an especially grueling set of operations, she had declared tris
umphantly to her daughter, “You have inherited an excellent set
of healing genes!” She knew that my father had screamed to My
mother, “I'm done with you, you phony! I'm going to find me
lglack lady with big flat feet and a hole up her butt!” I knew that
one Thanksgiving her mother had burst into tears, run into the
kitchen, and stuffed the turkey into the garbage, shouting, “And 1
wish I could do this to every one of you!” When Dani tried to com=
fort her, she turned away, shouting, “No! No!” Dani told this story
not with self-pity but with laughter and love in her voice. When I
showed her a picture of my parents taken at an ancient local studio’
known for its funereal tinting and suffocating airbrush techniquéy
she said, entirely without irony, “They look great! They look s0
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e — false and sincere, bold and

real!”
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“She means we look i
like hell,”
what my friend had said. ell,” stated my father when I told him

“She meant ’ .
A you don’t look lik ’ .
II would if I could afford it.’l’ e you've had a facelift,” I answered.
repeated that to Dani, with
love o LWl laughter and love i .
. Io‘z; PaAr[ertl:, Ollll'] stories said to each other, Wel:l]r;rl ge\;ol;;:e. ‘}:’e
: irty-three, I used ’ W
make m ; my parents to explai —
e ;jﬁ::dthlr_]g more real than the outline of a}zv?:lar:ed .
et mates air of a bar by the most casual of fingers T'ZII};H
fdences were me Si.ld and a little ashamed, and etgo " con.
s not ex_mrely false. Standing on the stre(z_’t lfr ool
i Detee ater, we sl'ull fe?lt the silken warmth of our sto .x'nol e‘than
4 en us, a live tissue of affectionate trust th vies breath-
Tlus lshe]to&rr each time we meet ust that appears to
e light changed, but i :
N estinar , but instead of crossing th =
. lizzn%l \;;em the other way with Dani,g as ii' sst;l‘ze}tu:?l“llmd Y
 Chion agbl ; a: Sadfl, t. I asked about her latest girlfriend ‘3;1 o
| r—— ham s orange hip-hugging jeans. “Yasmin ;s a p?;t
< sriding [(,)Ws 3 said/and paused while we recognized a:l:
with a beautiful 1-::1 o Starv.ed stick legs, a little black oocz;lC .
of her bosom. “She't: ?eg:ceh!)eenng haplessly from the tensill)e cav:
how is David?” ing a workshop,” finished Dani. “And
A grainy smell of
) gas rose off a torpid
wound tl pid snake of traffi ;
through the scent of damp bark and leaves zia;:.sgaply
s. i driver

‘With his arm :
snake. A]read)??tt}:hde f‘ vindow beat out a song on his section of
: ad formed, our invisible shelter, its walls hu:g

mt‘.‘l; living pictures.
0 » s . T «
» said Dani lightly, “are we going somewhere?”

Down the h i
all and to the right, past the picture of Dani in her of-

fice talki

‘and wan?sgtgnset:e]*t elephone to her father; he is in San Franci

Bhccicd sirech, a rt;izaarv:(liﬂtl) }.1e}1;. Dani is wearing black—and—w(;i?tcg

against her wi right red lipstick, her gl :

Yoice is soif wide cheekbones. “O.K,, Daddy,” shg ::SY hair flush

§ er and more seductive than it ever is with i
me.

We walk d i
own the street in San Francisco, holding hands; a

_'e a);d S!;r;:d“)lf)our.lg’ girl with a rosy smile rides up on a lavend
| —, ,andai)nl. She and Dani talk, the girl’s long bar;1 ler
eautiful against the curb. Dani promises to el%

ca
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soon; the girl rides away in a wake of lavender and rosy eagerness. I
ask, “Who’s that?” and Dani smiles. “Oh,” she answers, drawing it
out, “just some girl.”
In my bedroom,we lounge on a summer afternoon. The air is
thick with heat and vegetable smells: cat piss, armpit, rug mold,
fruit, cunt; in the world around us,‘.ﬁbrous green and fungal life un-
furls to offer its inmost odor to the sun. We are naked, my blue
comforter rolled back like a parted wave; the cat walks in and out
with her tail up. I am showing Dani a picture of my father holding
me in one arm and bending his head to kiss my infant foot. My
mother is a blur of breast in the background; and my breast — just
scored by Dani's teeth and tongue — poignantly echoes hers. Dani
had called and asked me to meet her, and I'd said no because I had
a cold. An hour lateryshe showed up with a plastic bag of oranges
and echinacea tea, and I was surprised and touched to realize she

thought I might be lying.

I should not have been surprised: Dani’s confidence lay almost €n-

tirely in her social identity, a smart, well-secured area beyond which
lay hidden a verdant, private world longing for and afraid of form
— hidden even from her. When she broke up with her girlfriend (2
pretty blonde with pink, allergic eyes whom I was fated to run into
at parties for the next dozen years), Dani said this woman, with
whom she’d lived for two years, had not ever known her. “I feel like
people accept the first thing I show them,” she said, “and that’salll
ever am to them.” A month later, she broke up with me.

I said, “Do you have time to geta drink?”

“With your bag?”

“Why not?” I said. “It’s easily checked.”

“Umm.”

A freckled girl walked by in a red raincoat, smiling to herself, and
there was that same papered-over circus poster on another wall,
this time showing a ghostly tiger leaping from a shouting model’s
open mouth.

«] dreamt about you last week,” I said.

“Yes?” Her sidelong glance was piercing in the eye, but watchful

in the heart; her dark hair was rough extured, and layered in arag-
ged way that gave a casual carnality to her lips and jaw.

[13
T dreamt we were in Las Ve
heels and a dress.”

Really!” She laughed, a hot, dry little sound, and — how ridicu

lous — i
on yet another wall a circus elephant dourly paraded across

an advertisem
ent for a rock concert against cancer, apparently

holding another eleph
a t b . &6 ” M [
e Juc phant by the _tall. So,” she said, “where do you

gas again, and you were wearing high

Back to that fi i ith i
o at first dive with its passing girls, its flavor of fog and
: music; or the sweetasad cave n s,
with darkish colored bulbs: o)r that od ous o
earrings : . ’ orous cavern glittering wi
e gs and rhinestone studs and sweat on the tgssing hg'wn};
ancer under a dirt-sw. i i ol
———— arming light; that velvety cubbyh
rald jewelry box with a false back, a secret c?)lmpart)r'ngxli

that Whel'l W f i
] )
. (5] ()Ulld 1t Ievealed a p]ace “'here we belonged to-

“Café Loup?” I said. “It’s quiet.”

a vacant lot strung

Six months or so after the first time we
ths o = broke up, i
;2;?2;15\0{:; ;;1 L.as Vegas. I was there becausegn;vigvegziiusv::
oy blar,ld ;1:; was there as .an‘editor. During the day,the book
s et s avafln parked inside a pallid amphitheater tented
i laden,meth e(s1 o stalls. and tables draped with colorless cloth
e 2cen et odically jmth books. At night it was a giant Fer-
B o v ring ecsta.tlcally and predictably, each club, restau-
i o gan g ;(.)OIII 1ts own tossing car, blurred with lights and
e bﬁ,r leks w 1le‘ the s.ober carnie worked the machine. In this
ligeor el‘\", eplt glxmpsm'g Dani; walking down a hallwal'y to an
g wmz' o er;t, alglal'lced Into a passing room and saw her cross-
i : er .smde particular to her — her hips never sway-
e c}l)er Jb:tll?g mtemly,' rather coldly forward. I thought I saz,v
ks 'c da:d buFl impatiently squeeze between a pair of
o ‘:crll ) .eads in orsler to get to the bar, but more hams
A ane in and buried her before I could be sure. I was
i l.aut}}or who has since become an actor when I
mrough o O); ' xsten~1ng Fo.someone I couldn’t see, eyes flashin
il é)m :iteness as if In response to the flattered speaker —g
e not recognize the instinctive flashing of an eel in
g -Ttwasa few minutes later that she came up behind
$ scooping a finger full of thick vanilla icing off the ::16-
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thor’s cake. Later that night, in front of a di

and whispered, “Let’s pretend we don’t
braced me from behind and roughly ru

another that had come too close.
In my roomgwe ordered a bottle 0
a torrent of furious drunkenness, we
remember pungently but only dim
lean arm and its maniacal shadow, my so
edifice of her chin, her underlip,
her face sharply to the side. Amazement
as she gathered me in her arms and car

. The next dayswe ordered breakfast
leather book, and I apologized for th
ter all supposed to know each other.
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splay of white tigers
trapped behind the glass wall of a hotel lobby, I leaned against her
know each other.” She em-
bbed her head on mine. A

brilliantly colored bird flew behind the glass; one tiger snarled at

£ Scotch. An hour or so later, in
used each other on the floor. I
ly the terse movement of her
ft splayed leg, the gentle
the soft visual snarl as she turned
briefly lit my drunkenness
ried me to the bed. “T love
you,” I said, and sleep came batlike down upon us.

from a huge menu in a fake-
at intimacy — we were not af-
“Oh, that’s all right,” she said.

“People who don’t know you are always saying that.” For the rest of

the book fair we were toget
ing at strip shows, casinos, and w
went back to San Francisco and broke up again.

During that breakup conversat
said about no one really knowing
said. “You’ve gone out of your way to cre
face, and people want to believe in perfection.
see it, they don’t want to look further.”

“Do youwant tor”

If 1 said yes, [ meant it, in
loved to see myself reflected in
in public as that reflection — even i
pidly smiling woman in a sequined costu

1 half.

her every night, holding hands and kiss-
omen’s boxing matches. Then we

ion,l reminded her of what she’d
her. “Don’t you see why that is?"1
ate a perfect, seductive sur-

If they think they

a way. But in another way, I didn't.1
her shiny surface. I loved to appear
f the reflection was that of a st
me, waiting to be sawed in

Café Loup is an elegant establishment with a low ceiling, dim light="

ing, and a melancholy

feeling of aquarium depth that subtly ob=

scured the diners seated at the white-draped tables in the back—

the elderly gentleman with his gallant fallen face and his pressed:

shirt, his companion’s lowered W
her pale arm quivering slightly as she sawed the

leg off a small bird:

hite head and dark linen dress;
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I check B

o p(c)ll\iigelgylf) le):g at tlhe dooryand we chose a table, even though

Rl WV;fas a;nost empty. Dani ordered a martini with no

py 1 pad xec ne. The waiter, a middle-aged man with a hea

b yﬂdpprc?ved of t-he elegant manner with which Dav}"
r order. Silently, with upturned eyes, she accepted his 211;)i

proval. Then she turned to me and said, “So, how 1

been?” ong has it

Mont . .
for Ziﬁisrassed’ I moved from Marin to San Francisco. I saw Danj
were onl feyery now anfi then, or went with her to the movies W1
COthaj]syw'nl::rllfis’ but still her face froze when, over pome a;late
bad 1o melet[ ime, I F(?ld her I couldn’t meet her later begc;use‘;
flustered I n.ly boyfriend. Seeing her expression, I became
e tx}i:azu ‘ly stammered. She turned her head al’ld became Si;)
blue and ha:y vsli;vazothe ch:;l)rltrcuse shrubbery tossing below, :;le_
e ] ve, as blissful as a wate i '
bh:&rfts P f;:dmg poisonously across its middle reolor, with a purple
A Seri:; falt,lour invisible §helter became less substantial, more lik
L : tct:]nts gently billowing and hollowing in [he, night ke
with my g‘; f'f-’ a:l a poetry reading/performance that I at%endtg
Sered the Y :en » 1t was almost not there at all. While he v
afraid to f;):g h;:le\/:-flofmxﬁm an affable ainl sought out Dani l::;-
. en 5 ? %
W avantsge, she tried ldcsf‘xe saw my fear and, rushing to press
Perhaps o 5 ied and failed to contemptuously curl her li
e st’eagy her quavering mouth, she took my emendr;
- "Hello,” she said softly. Hello, sai ’ ¢
Ftiw: . , said the heat of her hand.
posterzsu:mlmd then that she took up with another writerda T
Gidn't sy gle’;son who once took offense at something I ’S'Uci) Oe_
and, to my relief, refused i r
denlyat 5 to speak to me e .
nlysthere were long distances between one tent :ﬁ;atf]tlzr-nseu?
x ¢

and I found m i
s yself walking under the stars, alone on dark, wet

Dani si ini i

- Y};;:;(:r:w‘:l glart}nlm and nibbled at a dish of nuts. She talked

. o w,i ke 1 whom she had lived for the last three years —

A shoulders] anz'o.ne else. Her posture was erect and alert, her

E o s p'er ectly squared. But her hair was rough by L,hen

F = o,; . was swollen under the eyes, and there were d .
either side of her mouth and between her brows: i‘::?
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lips were bare and dry. Her once insouciant slenderness had be- ‘at someone I couldn't
] see. Sh v ;

come gaunt and somehow stripped, like a car or motorcycle might turned, saw me, and said, “Of :umICISL ‘] (S fel:, my gaze because she
be stripped to reveal the crude elegance of its engine. to hear her across the ro’om ; kr{)o (;(P ; d_ !" loud enough for me
“f don’t want to be unfaithful anymore,” she said. “I want to stay bled into her room, a funky ’littlc bc e 4 own a lamp as we stum-
with Yasmin. I want to take care of her.” . [ has given three walls instead of four. ?I‘)i)[St:-t : y:fun ipuse siemtity
I teased her for being like a man; her abrupt smile was like 2 in her fist. “We really don’t know . h ady me, sl:e took my hair
blush of pleasure. “I guess I am,” she said. -n}:axt dayyl woke alone in my l'ooxzacwh:::e: l‘;’l‘;‘t’:'iy she i'iaid.hThe
shower brightly stippled my bruised toaring Hotel
In San Franciscogl wandered into a maze that was sometimes peo- that evening; sileng pshe of); nclllsed flesh. The curtain reopened
% ered me her smartly clad arm, and si-

pled and sometimes empty, sometimes brightly lit and sometimes. lently I accepted.

so dark I had to grope my way along it with my hands, heart pound-

ing with fear that I would never find my way out. I quickly became: Halfway through her second martini . W
lost and thought almost everyone I met was lost too. Sometimes,'.it: care of you?” s Umﬁ‘Dam asked, “Does David take
seemed to me an empty life, but that wasn’t really true. It wasn't “Yes,” I said. “We take care
: 3 . f »

emptyktwas more that the people and events in it were difficult to. “Good,” she said. “I'm gla do" cach other.
put together in any way that felt whole. 'thh‘j the back of the restaurar.lr,\the elderly couple slowl fr

meir seats, the man takin [ﬁ L Y TOs€ Irom
Before she met Yasmin, Dani said, she did not court or date oF ‘paused to watch them. Ceiﬁn ;a:sorqa; 15 arm at the elbow. We
screw any girls for over a year. She was thirty-five thencand she felt emnly turned over our heads ¢ ptarargelogdonibLIesoh
very old. She did not want to be the older lesbian going after young » )
girls, did not have the heart for it. Butyshe was very lonely, more Each scene covers and is co
lonely than she had ever been. She felt she didn’t belong any Efl'aCllHed, shifting, and shadgc(;rTi(li«zalr)lidt:hfo e lhf‘ough th.e others,
where. She thought she would die. I didn’t ask her why she didn't Imoved to Houston to teach; sile - dot c;lor lYn akkalexdoscope,

> ‘0 New York to work for a

call me because 1 already knew. Insteadyl glanced down atm y former jazz singer who w. .
g : . anted :
watch, saw that I needed to go, and ordered another drink. ! ten to LA to visit a woman she ;Zs‘zr(l)ﬁrt";? ctI;;lOH‘- ?he dpelad o
o New York to visit no i ; g tnerey] traveled often
1 ' one in .
At the end of the show, the magician goes home. And,}so does the lOEher, really. I rarely thought o%aggffiizvzehwere nothlng to each
girl who was sawed in half. She changes out of her costume into hers Wise, I doubt she thought of me excépt ; though she said other-
jeans and sneakers and leaves out the back door, crushing a ciga- time to time, in a little pit with a shimlr:)n;; enishe saw me. Yet from
ing curtain, we would dis-

rette under her foot. It is a low form of performance, and a taWdrg cover a room with a false back
metaphor for any kind of affair. And yetythe shows are wonderful: Willingly tumble, into a place V:,ﬁrelitxzc:;gh the trapdoor we would
Even for jaded performers, they have a sheen of glamour, no Mat 10 another, more genuine life — a pla erﬁ not a mere addendum
ter if the sheen is threadbare and collecting dust. And,in that sheetl this fervid red rectangle or this bluf oo whieEsEEehellifcy
there may be hidden, in the sparkle of some stray rhinestone oF ” oney
store-bought glitter, the true magic that will, as the synthetic cufs Slowly,the elderly couple mo
’ . . ) d .

tain opens, reveal a glimpse of something more real than ones ing the woman’s arm, }t)he wor‘;leanialsslil(;}il;'tlableflthe i }-IOId_
strange and unreal life. ! little rakishly from her gentle, wrinkled hatrfgrl)anflbag dangling a

The curtain opened again at a boring book event in LA; T walked sler eyes softening even in profile - Dani waiched them,

]: . ] . EEI Iike on a leathel ove s€ ,nOd U5 g
] seat IIEI suell tll) llel SOCIal ldelltlt57 llad beerl Stxlpped fl om llel as
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time had stripped her youth. Bugher private world had moved for-
ward to fill the empty space. I thought, This is why I always trusted
her; because my private identity was my strength, I could sense hers

even when I couldn’t see it, and I knew it could be trusted.

Time and again, the curtain parted: Served by stylish hostesses, we
sat in ornate chairs drinking martinis and eating caviar on toast. A
lurid dream of music surged around us, mixed with the globule
voices of strangers bent double, triple with personality. We held
hands and kissed across the tablegDani said, “If we have sex again, |
don’t want us to be drunk.” Drunk already, I took a ring out of my
pocket, a flat amethyst 1 had bought that day. T had not bought
it for her, but I gave it to her. “I love you,” I said. “We can’t be to-
gether, and maybe we’ll never even have sex again. But I love you.”
Rosy young heterosexuals burst into laughter, gobbling olives and
peanuts and beautiful colored drinks in shimmering glasses. We sat
side by side in a modest music hall, my arm around her low back,
feeling the knobs of her fiery spine. We were there because Dani
knew the singer in the band, a sexy blonde no longer in her first
youth. She san “Today I'm Yours,” and the music made shapes for
her words:‘a flower: a rainy street in spring; an open hand; a wet,)
thumping heartf/Each shape was crude and coloredgmaybe a little
too vividly with feeling. Butgve wanted those shapes and that feel-
ing. My father was dead, and the writer Dani had once left me for
was dead too. We were not young anymore. “Today I'm Yours.” Itis
a crude and romantic song. Yethuman feeling is crude and roman-
tic. Sometimes, it is more vivid than anyone could color it. In some
faraway, badly smudged mirror, Dani’s striking arm flashes again
and again; her face is in an almost featureless trance, and my red
twisted mouth is the only thing I can see of myself.

“Here,” she said, handing the taxi driver a bill. “Wait until she
gets in the door, O.K.?” The cab bucked forward, and her hard,
dear face disappeared in a rush of starless darkness and cold city
lights. 1 woke,;sprawled halfnaked in a room with all the lights on,
the phone in one hand, my address book in the other, open to the
page with Dani’s number on it.

“I'm sorry about something,” she said. “I've always wanted to tell
you.” We were waiting for the check. Playfully laughing waitpeople

Today I'm Yours
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hggered at the warmly lit kitchen door; for them,the evening was
zslagli:tr;c;lziesii)n.l“l wish Il’i been a better friend to you,” she saig. “In
, I mean. g ’
to? younggand ot Couldx:le,wt\. ”you were lonely. But?I couldn’t. I was
P t}Iltest::)llrl.g.ht,” 1 said. ‘fIt would’ve been difficult.” I looked down
oo e; 11t was gleam'lng and hard, and there was a shining drop
.= :;daacr?(;l?iviﬁy;%g the lzlp of}]l)ani’s spotless napkin. Soon
e making chic
would be little bowls of snacks and %lowerlze;ngn(aigrligegft{;ol:? ot
::;lte t_he knobs of Dani’s spine were when she was next to menaplftli
heyra; Irlr;1 was a;ound her lqw back. How good it was to sit across from
o }s)zz IE ‘ii t;lla:ai(;s 1nt}1116r t;;'lCC. Hbow heartless and ridiculous
_ other, how obscene. Hov i

}lf)ear§ from this mgment, David and Yasmin were g(\)lnsf?r j;lginlsftetzg
Wiari(l E(lin(.i I wer.e living t(?gether. The image of this, our shared life
vinke like a piece of glitter with a whole atomic globe whirring i :
side it, then vanished like the speck it was. The check Cameg‘t\rfl-
cowlted out the money. I paid the tab; Dani left a generous ti .
meni ‘iame out onto the street and saw it had rained. The II)).awe-
et as hs.teamy and darkly patched, and traffic moved with a soft
horizo;rly ! flssidTge. sky was pale, but gold light rimmed a rumpled
o tho. rick apartment§, restaurants, and shops that had
- §n o eir na’mes a dozen times in ten years. Dani said she’d
e l;)]r‘net.h\"\e.}c.)assefi the waJ.l layered with movie posters, and
el .';c[re ‘atl € circus tiger leaping through the rubbed-away eye
i ® e¢0f. ss l1ad itself been' rubbed away by the rain, leaving the
i nglberedd p;l e blue eye starmg, through rippling black stripes. I re-
g >ered ! ebiong .Today I'm S.(ours,” and I asked Dani if she
b e ond”smger was doing now. “I don’t,” she said. “We

. ouch.somebow. We walked in silence for a while. Another
1[zilsec.e of glitter wmkt.zd; in it I saw my parents, smiling at each other,
3 I1511)1;1gdand embracmg.. Like an afterimage, I saw Dani’s parent;
o ng too. That nightaDavid and I would make food for peo-
Emi)“e would talk,)and there would be music. We would smile, kiss
. r:rtlz(e)t;ebefore we lost t.ogch, or each turned into some;hing,
ston,e - r person or a spirit or ashes or bones in the dirt with a
A Forg_etung to look at the lightl stepped off the curb into traffic

panting car swerved and braked as Dani yanked me back againsi
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her. The driver, remarkably dressed as a clown without the red NATHAN
) - E
nose, shook his clown-gloved fist out the window and honked his NGLANDER

rubber horn as he sped past. We laughed, our arms around each
other, our lips and teeth nearly touching. Turning her head, she
kissed my cheek. We let go. She said, “It’s great to see you”; she said

it as she always had. Thenyshe walked away to be with Yasmin, andl H
ow We Avenged the Blums

walked away to be with David, hurrying now because I was late.

FROM THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY

I YOU HEAD O
) UT TO GREENHEA
ou’ll TH, LONG IS
‘ Zr less als]ciltl\l::; ?ﬁ Sck??lolyard where Zvi Blum was att;:klzg ,ist;iay,
a ¢ Dell at t_[le ubli i . re
week -public school still rin
still s;nncg ?}]‘3: the bu§hes behind the lot where we ?)Slsh er:;l;,gh ;(h ¢
edges of th . only difference is that the sharp screws Zmd .
adventure ;gslilgegée gym are gone, the playground S[rippe(:]jaogfg eﬁ
ded 6 ’ and padded and covered with 2
¢d tres. with a snow of shred-
It was onto this |
ot that Zvi Bl :
boys, st . um, the littlest of th
yesyl'lsivaegrl;zt: Is)l‘;;Zi the week we played in the Parkiengl;cff olzl::;
? ots sent gravel flyi
noon ; ying, but on S g
| 'schoosl “:l?h‘ elf]i[Pred onto the fine, uncracked %phaltt;?l:llzos atte.r .
| the mé[aj fea . Ist to arrive for our game, Zvi wore his hel n‘:ef:ub.hd:
€ protector sna 3 wi
ang }_1eld a stick in his hand pped in place. He had on his gloves
Viworked up a sweat pl »
[ the re t i Playmng a fantasy game whil .
he fousn((i) ius to arrive. After a fake around an imaglirele}:iec:vaued -
. beforl:]hs'elf ata real and sudden halt. The boy we fea}:p((l) -
of friend im. It was Greenheath'’s local Anti-Semi reclmost
‘ friends beyond. The Anti-Semi Anti-Semite, with a row
i tain understanding. W emm.a had until then abided by a cer-
' beaten, which se 8- We stepped gingerly in his presence, looki
Whe Ani Semifmted ]:(; satisfy his need to beat us for reai = |
. 3 e too ARy X :
a séx'Pack o 10ld of Zvi’s facemask as if little Blum were
~ Zvilooked past the b
link f ully and the jungle gym, ,
eénce and up Crocus Avenue, hOpigng we'd ;}:;:;grhatZe chain-
> ozen or




Author’s Note #1: I’ve bracketed some adjectives that I believe are coordinating and could use a
comma. In my opinion, I felt “deep/delicious” and “slender/little” to be in the same class of
adjectives, which would make them need a comma, but this is up to your discretion.

Author’s Note #2: [ recommend examining the use of semicolons in the second paragraph of this
piece. You used semicolons seven times in a short span of writing, and I found some to be quite
powerful, while others seemed unnecessary. I think the semicolon would be more effective if
used sparingly. The semicolons in the sentence that begins with “I looked out the window...”
were thoughtfully used, but I think the sentences that I put in brackets could be reorganized
without semicolons to be more effective.

Author’s Note #3: Is “hot salted nuts” the way the nuts are made or are those two adjectives to
describe the nuts? If that is the way they are made, then “hot-salted” would be hyphenated, but if
they are coordinating adjectives both describing the nuts, then there should be a comma between
“hot, salted nuts.” But if hot is describing the state of the salted nuts, then it can be left as is.

Author’s Note #4: Is this a direct quote? There is a quotation right above it, so if this is supposed
to be something Dani said you should add the proper quotations.

Author’s Note #5: This sentence jumps quite quickly between two different ideas. I recommend
making Dani’s reaction to Ella’s dream its own sentence, and then referring back to the circus
image. Since the circus images are a theme throughout the story, I think it would be more
impactful to give it its own moment in the paragraph and to help the reader’s clarity.

Author’s Note #6: The use of semicolons to separate single words is somewhat ambiguous here.
Is there a reason commas do not work to separate this list of things? If you are trying to create
emphasis, I recommend considering using periods.



From: Avery Stanley, [averystanley@ucsb.edu]
To: Mary Gaitskill

Subject: “Today I’'m Yours” Editing Feedback
Date: Wednesday, April 30, 2025

Dear Mary Gaitskill,

First, I would like to thank you again for the opportunity to read and edit your writing.
Reading “Today I’'m Yours” was a very emotional, reflective experience for me, and I found
many aspects of your writing to be quite powerful. In this letter, I will touch upon what I found
worked well in this piece, as well as what I believe could be improved. Secondly, I hope to
present my constructive feedback in a way that keeps the integrity of your writing fully intact,
while providing you with small, detailed changes that could be made to increase the overall
strength of this piece. Please let me know if you have any questions regarding this feedback.

A strong element within “Today I’'m Yours” is your precise use of participial phrases and
nominative absolutes to add description. Examples of the effective use of these rhetorical tools
are the following: “I loved to appear in public as that reflection—even if that reflection was that
of a stupidly smiling woman in a sequined costume, waiting to be sawed in half” (230), and
“We sat side by side in the modest music hall, my arm around her low back, feeling the knobs
of her fiery spine” (234). These participial phrases and absolute capture the feelings of Ella
without you having to explicitly state these feelings. This is a great example of showing the
reader what is occurring rather than telling the reader. Furthermore, the descriptions slow down
the reader and keep them in a suspended, dream-like haze, which replicates Ella’s side of the
relationship, constantly waiting for Dani to choose her. The overall essence of this piece of
writing is strengthened by the intricate detail that describes Ella and Dani’s painfully complex
relationship.

However, I do want to address the possibility of including too much detail that may
distract the reader from the overall purpose of the story. Like I said, detail is crucial to portraying
the relationship between Ella and Dani; however, there is also skill in knowing what detail is
crucial to the story and what detail is not. In Stephen King’s “On Writing,” he addresses the issue
of being over-descriptive, which could cause the purpose of the story to be muddied. King says,
“Description begins in the writer’s imagination, but should finish in the readers,” which I feel
greatly sums up the purpose of adding details. In my opinion, there are certain sections of this

story that seem to be getting swallowed up by copious amounts of detail. These sections include
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the paragraph that begins with “She drove me to the bus stop...”(225) and the paragraph that
begins with “Café Loup is an elegant establishment...”(230). At the start of the paragraph from
the first quote, you are portraying Dani telling Ella about the “understanding” she has with her
current girlfriend. However, the next four sentences that follow provide a description of the
setting before returning to this idea. While the detail is well written, it may be distracting from
the main message of the paragraph. As a reader, I found myself lost by the time I returned to
Dani and Ella’s conversation, and I had to reread the start of the paragraph to remind myself of
the dialogue. I think choosing one or two sentences of description instead of four will still allow
you to be descriptive without losing the meaning of the conversation. This also applies to the
second quotation, as it is many lines of description before it reaches the dialogue between Ella
and Dani. Overall, your descriptions are very well written, but I feel there are certain places
where the detail could be refined to make the overall meaning of your story more clear.

Finally, I would like to circle back to another aspect of your writing that I feel was very
effective in portraying the purpose of your story. Your use of multiple metaphors throughout the
text demonstrated a creativity and consistency that I found very refreshing. The depictions of the
circus and magic show, as well as the reference to invisible shelters, worked well to paint a vivid
picture of the tumultuous moments Ella and Dani faced throughout their affair. For example, the
paragraph that begins with “At the end of the show, the magician goes home,” (232) as well as
the paragraph that begins with “Time and again, the curtain parted...(234)” both make reference
to Ella and Dani’s relationship being like the fake illusion of a magic show. The consistent
references back to these descriptions strengthens the use of metaphor and truly shows the reader
what Ella is experiencing within the relationship.

Overall, “Today I’'m Yours” contains very strong writing and demonstrates a mastery of
many rhetorical tools. These rhetorical tools, including your use of participial phrases and
nominative absolutes to add description, as well as your use of metaphors, allow the reader to
better understand the overall message of the story. In order to strengthen this message even
further, though, I recommend revising certain sections to confirm that your description is aiding
the overall message, rather than distracting from it. I hope this recommendation has been helpful,

and please let me know if you have any questions regarding my feedback.

Best,
Avery Stanley






