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LOVE SCENE

Still raining, surges now sweep the street clean. Their mutually small feet 
URFNLQJ�LQ�DQG�RXW�RI �SXGGOHV�WKDW�JORZ�XQGHU�WKH�ODPSOLJKW�ÁDPHV��7KH\�VWXPEOH�
IURP�RQH�VLGH�RI �WKH�VWUHHW�WR�WKH�RWKHU��7KH�WRZQ�LV�PXFK�ELJJHU�WKDQ�0�KDG�ÀUVW�
assumed. Men like long, soggy rats jump out, spitting questions at his companion, 
DOO�RI �ZKLFK�VKH�DQVZHUV�SROLWHO\��FRQÀGHQWO\��+HU�URXQG�VLOKRXHWWH�WDNHV�XS�DOO�WKH�
space and pushes all the air out of  town. She leads him to a large apartment with 
D�KLJK�GHVHUW�JDUGHQ�ZKHUH�WZR�KDLUOHVV�GRJV�ÁRVV�WKHLU�WHHWK�ZLWK�WKH�ZLUH�IHQFH��
ÀJKWLQJ�IRU�KHU�DIIHFWLRQ�

M stays with the woman, committing to the task of  spinning their stories 
into new kinds of  worship. They speak in variations of  love, a kind of  wistful family 
forming as their shoulders touch in bed at night. One story resting beside another 
story. He hesitantly grunts responses to her demands and receives herbal tea baths 
to soothe his sore throat. 

7KH�FRQÀGHQW��\HW�IRUJHWIXO��ZRPDQ�NQRZV�PDQ\�PHDQLQJV��DOWKRXJK�WKH\�
are often of  her own making. Her conversations are deep purple. Her marriage bed 
is hard with silver. There is a willingness to forget, yes, but also a son’s sweetness in 
the dialogue bouncing off  his tongue and into her sensuous, loud mouth. 

M grows to care for her, wrapping himself  around her leg, perpetually with-
in and around her. And she, in turns, enters him. 

She grows many plants that require drying out in the sun after the autumn 
rains. He tends to these children, as a cultivator might, enjoying the smell of  chilled 
cucumbers released by the town, washed clean. Her home has windows as tall as his 
shoulders, always open to the portrait of  their piece of  land.

7KH\�ÀJKW�YLEUDQWO\��ODXJKLQJ�DV�PXFK�\HOOLQJ��5HDGLQJ�RXW�ORXG��VLGH�H\HLQJ�
each other while lounging outside, on iron chairs. She wedges her feet between his 
legs and together they let their coffees get cold.

Her rooms are richer and sturdier than any M have ever seen. Only the Ty-
coon’s amusement park rivals her playful ignorance of  money and space, the way she 
holds hostage an environment and the people within it. She enjoys velvet and a good 
echo, which only makes him feel lonely. He is frequently instructed to free the dust 
from all the drapes or lock all the doors so that she can ignore him, listening instead 
WR�WKH�FKLOGUHQ�SOD\LQJ�LQ�WKH�DOOH\��RU�WKH�ODXQGU\�ÁDSSLQJ�LQ�FORXGV�RI �GHVHUW�VDQG�
just below their private rooms.

When M craves touch, he licks the used canvases which lay prone on her 
VWXGLR�ÁRRU�DQG�ZDLWV�XQWLO� VL[�R·FORFN� OLJKW�VODQWV�DFURVV� WKHLU�EHG��+LV�VKURXGHG�
body soaks peacefully in the orange glow, naked beneath a sheet. She enters with 
force, ignores his fondling. Each time she releases a terrible sigh and sticks a few 
coins between his toes, telling him, go out and seduce somebody. 

She has love affairs with the other architects of  her social spaces and pinch-
es the nipples of  each of  her partners to their hesitant delight. M envies her. Her sol-
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idness above all, the ability to own a room and its contents. He is such the opposite, 
still a wavering knot of  vines and rope rolling out into the dirt, constantly stung by 
wind tunnels coming off  the desert.

She demands that he create even if  it becomes a lie. She is an artist by claim, 
though he never sees her work much. So, every day he sits at her generous desk writ-
ing out painfully long sequences of  a code, taught to him by his mother in her time 
RI �ZDU��UHSHDWLQJ�KLPVHOI �LQ�SDWWHUQV�DQG�UK\WKPV�WKDW�ÀOO�SDJHV�RI �WKLFN�SDSHU�DQG�
create a pattering sound like rain or ocean spray. And this just goes on and on. The 
desert does not change much.

Then, a young and foreign soldier arrives for dinner.
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A SOLDERING

The soldier, this memento of  recent violence still raw, wears rings with 
horses pressed into gold, horses in full stride. When they shake hands, it happens 
awkwardly, each so focused on the other’s eyes that they nearly missed each other’s 
grasp. The skin of  this uniform is so warm. The metal of  his rings, cold as late night. 
7KH�VWDPS�RQ�KLV�LQGH[�ÀQJHU�OHIW�D�UHG�LPSULQW�LQ�0·V�SDOP��ZKLFK�KH�WUDFHG�RQWR�
paper once all the guests had left. So as not to forget.

First meetings make M quietly pine even if  he’s not interested in the other’s 
signals and gestures. He likes to consume every bit of  a guest before he resigns to 
open his mouth. On this night, he insists on sitting next to an infamous artist situ-
ating the soldier across from him at the table. So he can see just how the brave man 
PLJKW�UHYHDO�KLPVHOI��+RZ�GRHV�KLV�PRXWK�ORRN�ZKHQ�KH�ÀQDOO\�XWWHUV�0·V�QDPH"�

The next morning M wakes to the clashing of  pots and pans in the kitchen 
and panics because he was sure the soldier was a shadow of  a dream. But no, this uni-
formed bit of  steel had left the scent of  orange and clove on the front of  M’s shirt. 
He wanted to burn him, like incense, trap him in a glass box. M rests late into the 
morning, with his hands behind his head, staring toward the tiled ceiling through his 
shirt, pulled up and over his face. The soldier seemed comfortable, across the table, 
didn’t he? Like they were old friends, who didn’t need to speak to one another, just 
nip at the good brandy and accommodate their mistress’s questions, light cigarettes 
for their neighbors. Upon rising, M quarrels with the cook about how loose his vest 
has become and in the midst of  the kindly dispute he realizes it is time to leave.

But more days followed, he needed time to plan. It became more and more 
likely that M chose not to eat with the rest of  the house. He would leave the table 
without a word to stare at the wall, repeating the man’s name over and over again. 
Caressing the polished mahogany as if  it was the soldier’s precious skin. In doing so, 
he seemed to stretch preemptively across an ocean, sewing future memories into the 
lining of  his jacket. 

7KH�KRW�VHDVRQ�ZDV�IDVW�DSSURDFKLQJ��WKH�JURXQG�JHWWLQJ�WLJKWHU�DJDLQ��'U\�
VNLQ�FDQQRW�EH� VDWLVÀHG��+LV�0DGDPH��KLV�ZLIH��EHJDQ�REVHVVLYHO\�SXWWLQJ�RQ�DQG�
taking off  all of  her jewelry. M was making a remarkable amount of  noise now, 
stomping away from the red rings of  her cheeks and the attempted seduction she 
would spin by holding her wine glass up to his. He soon stopped returning her ridicu-
lous toasts. He recognized his own dislodging, but she refused to swallow the sound. 

This outskirt of  a town had become a scorched children’s toy. He packed 
WKH�SDJHV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�KLV�REVHVVLYH�WLFNV�DQG�VODVKHV��+H�OHIW�EHKLQG�DOO�WKH�WKLQJV�VKH�
had bought him, appropriated the contents of  the safe and a string of  her pearls that 
he always favored. 

There will always be a secret between these two, hiding behind her body; 
the reason for arriving and staying at her table, to be fed, to be ushered onto a stage 
of  pleasure and acceptance, to be indulgent in the deadest place he’d ever known, 
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sweetened into whipped cream by the presence of  someone who knows so much 
more and wants to teach, to transform.

M left the door open behind him, walking slowly back to the tracks that 
brought him here. He could already feel a new appetite dangling in front of  his nose. 
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