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LETTERfrom theEDITORS
D ear  Reader s, W r i ter s, and Fr iends,

I often think about "The Metamorphosis." The moment when Gregor  Samsa 
awakens to f ind he has turned into a giant bug. There is nothing he can do to 
f ix i t or  change i t. Al l  he can do is accept his new  tr agic fate. I  bel ieve Kafka 
is both r ight and w rong. Li fe is scar y and absurd: tornadoes ravage areas 
they've never  been,  U.S law makers are taking a step towards hatr ed and 
away from progress ever yday, i t has become obvious that people care more 
about guns than they do chi ldren, i t is snow ing in Cali fornia, there are r iots 
in Par is, acid r ain in Ohio, Amer ica is r apidly looking more l ike Gi lead, the 
wor ld is looking more l ike Parable of the Sower.  Ever ything about this 
moment in time is absurd and hor r i f ic. 

I  also par tial ly disagree w ith Kafka, however. In 'The Metamorphosis," 
Gregor  Samsa is alone. No one helps him. Or  cares. His fami ly neglects him, 
leaves him to become stagnant and depressed unti l  he dies. Kafka implies 
that absurdi ty is an isolating and quieting for ce. I  do not bel ieve this. Unlike 
Gregor  Samsa,  we have each other. We have the abi l i ty to f ight back. We 
have ar t. We have our  voices. We have the dr ive to enact change. We have 
those small pockets of time where ever ything feels okay, warm, anything but 
absurd. 

Our  togetherness became even more evident to me whi le r eading the f inal 
draft of this issue. As these nar rator s face the absurd,  they also exude 
incredible hear t and care. 

We hope you enjoy this issue. Here you w i l l  f ind stor ies about coping w ith 
the absurd? Jesus gets therapy, a lobster  takes over. mothers are grow n from 
the ground. We are so exci ted about each piece in this anthology and we 
want to thank each w r i ter  for  their  craft and each reader  for  their  time. We 
hope you are al l  taking care of yourselves and each other  in these turbulent 
times. Welcome to Suburbia Journal. 

NATHANIEL &  MIRANDA | Editors- in-Chief
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THE LOBSTER
Ellen Azevedo

T he town  was being r avaged by a gian t lobster . I t  was a d isaster . 
T he peop le of  the town  were unsure what to do. T here wasn 't  exact ly  a 
p receden t for  th is sor t  of  th ing. Sure, they had seen  bl i zzards and 
hur r icanes, but th is, as one fai th fu l  ci t i zen  so ap t ly  put i t , was a d i f feren t 
k ind  of  p roblem .

T he lobster  had r isen  f rom  the sea at  2 o'clock on  Fr iday and 
scutt led  ferociously  down  M ain  Street. I t  sm ashed in  eigh t storef ron ts, 
f lat tened eleven  veh icles, and u t ter ly  decim ated the H ender son 's tu l ips, 
before cr ash ing th rough  the door s of  the town  aquar ium , where i t  
seem ed to have decided to m ake i ts new hom e.

T he responses to th is unexpected cr isis were var ied . A few of  the 
town  nuts began  wor sh ipp ing the lobster , for m ing a cu l t  around the 
creature as thei r  new dei ty. T he cu l t  gained fol lower s qu ick ly  and was 
gett ing dangerously  close to being able to declare i tsel f  a f u l l - b lown  
rel igion . L uck i ly, m em ber s of  the cu l t  were easy enough  to dodge as they 
wadd led  up  walkways in  thei r  puf f y, r ed  lobster  costum es to ask , "D o you 
have t im e to talk about our  lord  and sav ior  the great ar th ropod?" H ar r y  
W i lk ins of  W i lk ins Costum e Em por ium  was over joyed at  the tur n  of  
even ts and began  post ing f l ier s for  the cu l t  alongside big, hast i ly  d r awn  
signs that read, ?Get your  lobster  gear  H ERE!?

T hose town  m em ber s of  m ore sound m ind dem anded an  
em er gency m eet ing of  the Ci ty  Counci l  be p lanned, wh i le a few ci t i zens 
sim p ly  packed up  and m oved, decid ing that the whole th ing was 
al together  too si l ly, as peop le being ter ror ized by gian t lobster s of ten  do.
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T he day of  the big Ci ty  Counci l  m eet ing, the en t i r e town  was 
br ist l ing. Ever yone was eager  to resolve the p roblem  so they cou ld  get 
back to feed ing thei r  ch i ld ren  and tr im m ing thei r  begon ias and pol i tely  
com m en t ing to one another  on  the weather . T he Fine W ine Fel las sen ior  
m en?s jogging club had al l  ar r ived ear ly  and were huf f ing pol i tely  in  the 
f ar  cor ner  of  the room , doing thei r  best  not to lose pace. T he cu l t  
m em ber s had hau led  thei r  lobster-shaped pool  f loat ies in  ear ly  f r om  
thei r  m or n ing wor sh ip  in  the har bor . Sever al  of  them  appeared to have 
fal len  in  the water  as thei r  lobster  costum es were soaked and sagging, and 
a heavy stench  of  kelp  and br ine hung in  the ai r . T he teacher s f r om  the 
local  elem en tar y school  had al l  brough t in  thei r  classes to lear n  about 
pol i t i cs, and p resum ably also about lobster s. T he em ployees of  the town  
grocer  and the post of f i ce cam e, the town  p lum ber, the town  m echan ic, 
the town  psych ic, the town  p iano teacher, the h igh  school  footbal l  team , 
the h igh  school  badm in ton  team , the town  den t ist , the town  doctor , and 
the Anne Rice book club were al l  in  at tendance. N eed less to say, i t  was a 
packed house.

?W e have com e up  w i th  two p lans,? a m em ber  of  the Ci ty  Counci l  
announced, gr and ly. ?W e w i l l  be del iber at ing between  them  over  the 
com ing weeks but have no fear ! T he lobster  p roblem  W IL L  be resolved!?

M ost peop le cheered, excep t of  cour se for  the m em ber s of  the 
cu l t , who, w i thout hesi tat ion , spar ked a heated debate on  rel igious r igh ts 
that  lasted  the rest  of  the m eet ing. And i t  was on ly  later  announced, 
th rough  f l ier s and word  of  m outh , what the two p roposed p lans were.

T he f i r st  p lan  was to bu i ld  an  enor m ous copper  pot and an  equal ly  
enor m ous f i r e p i t . Using a com binat ion  of  r opes and pu l leys p rov ided by 
Sm i th?s H ardware (because we H ardcare, as the slogan  wen t), they would  
m aneuver  the great creature in to the pot and, when  al l  was said  and 
done, the town  would  have a wonder fu l  feast .

T he second p lan  involved bind ing the lobster ?s claws w i th  two ver y 
lar ge r ubber  bands and dr agging i t  by the tai l  in to Chester f ield  W oods, 
where i t  cou ld  be t ied  up  and lef t  to d ie. I n  th is scenar io, r ubber  bands 
and ropes would  also be p rov ided by Sm i th?s H ardware.

Pr ivately  the m em ber s of  the Fine W ine Fel las and the Anne Rice 
book club, and al l  of  the f r iends and fam i ly  in  between , would  wh isper  
am ongst them selves that wouldn?t i t  be better , al l  in  al l , to just  use the 
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ropes and pu l leys to put the lobster  back in  the ocean?

But th is was not one of  thei r  op t ions and so the townspeop le 
found them selves being dr awn  deeper  and deeper  in to a v icious d ispute 
over  whether  the Copper  Pot Plan  was better  or  the Rubber  Band Plan . 
Soon  they found them selves in  the m idst  of  al l  out  chaos. Brother  was 
p i t ted  against  brother , sister  against  sister , m other s against  thei r  ch i ld ren , 
husbands against  thei r  w ives.

Two m em ber s of  the badm in ton  team  had to be dr agged apar t  as 
what star ted  as a f r iend ly  conver sat ion  broke out in to a som ewhat 
em bar r assing f i st  f igh t , w i th  both  m em ber s at tem pt ing to cover  thei r  
f aces between  w i ld , poor ly  aim ed sw ings.

L ater  that  week, the town  den t ist  and one of  the elem en tar y school  
teacher s were spotted  scream ing at  each  other  in  the H ar vest land 
Pum pkin  Patch .

?Bui ld ing a copper  pot that  size would  be f ar  too expensive! I t  
would  use up  the en t i r e town  budget,? one shouted.

?T he whole town  would  get a f r ee lobster  d inner ! I f  we just  leave 
the lobster  in  the woods to d ie, al l  that  m eat goes to waste,? the other  
screeched back.

I n  the end they both  sm ashed each  other ?s pum pkins and dr agged 
thei r  sobbing ch i ld ren  away. T hey knew of  cour se, in  thei r  hear ts, that  
the lobster  should  just  be chucked back in to the sea, but what cou ld  they 
do? T he Rubber  Band Plan  and the Copper  Pot Plan  were thei r  on ly  
choices, and som eth ing had to be done.

As the war  r aged on , the M ayor  had com e up  w i th  a p lan  al l  h is 
own , wh ich , thankfu l ly, was unsuppor ted  across the board . H e was a f at , 
r ed- faced m an , who looked a bi t  l i ke an  or gan ic tom ato that som eone 
had spotted  the vague out l ine of  the f ace of  som e sain t  or  another  in . 
W h ich  is to say, he was i l l - def ined. H e?d been  the M ayor  for  m any year s, 
though  no one cou ld  recal l  vot ing for  h im .
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Af ter  the lobster  had r isen  out the har bor  and sen t adu l ts and 
ch i ld ren  f leeing the cr ustacean  ann ih i lat ion , the M ayor  had im m ediately  
taken  to the in ter net to p roclaim  that th is was the tour ism  oppor tun i ty  
they?d al l  been  wai t ing for . H e sen t out post af ter  post declar ing that th is 
would  put them  on  the m ap and that they should  change the town  nam e 
to L obsteropol is. H e p roposed bi l lboards along the in ter state and star ted  
wear ing a big red  lobster  hat that  conven ien t ly  h id  h is com b-over.

M eanwh i le, the lobster  had d ied  in  the aquar ium , where i t  had 
apparen t ly  not decided to m ake i ts hom e at al l , but  had sim p ly  gotten  
wedged in . T he dead lobster  began  to st ink bad ly, and so two new p lans 
had to be p resen ted. I n  thei r  hom es the townspeop le wh ispered once 
again  that  they should  per haps just  th row the cr ustacean  back in to the 
ocean , and instead ded icate thei r  t im e and resources to f ind ing the 
m em ber s of  the cu l t  who had gone m issing af ter  the death  of  the lobster . 
But th is, of  cour se, was not one of  thei r  op t ions.A new debate swept the 
town , and the M ayor  began  advocat ing for  an  elabor ate lobster  f uner al  to 
d r aw in  tour ists.

T hen  one m or n ing the lobster  was gone. D r ag m ar ks ind icated  
that som eone had pu l led  the creature f rom  the aquar ium  to the har bor  
and sen t i t  in to the water  to i ts f inal  r est ing p lace. T he M ayor  was l iv id  
and the m em ber s of  Ci ty  Counci l  put  out a reward  to anyone who cam e 
for ward  w i th  in for m at ion  about the per son  who d isposed of  the lobster . 
Peop le began  poin t ing f inger s at  thei r  neighbor s and f r iends, m ore f igh ts 
broke out in  the grocer y store and the Chr istm as tree lot , and no one 
not iced that the f i r st  snowfal l  of  the year  was par t i cu lar ly  p r ist ine, 
blanket ing them  al l  in  spar k l ing blue-wh i te.
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MODERN WOMAN
Sonia Curtis

W hat is the blun t ?but-? that  beats dum b
in  m y gut? M y bel ly?s du l l  b leed ing again ,
hot blood dr aws a st i cky con trol  l ine down  m y th igh ,
sl im es wh i te r ayon  red
under  cheap wor k wear.¹

T he seam s of  our  com for table stor y
are al l  st i tched up  for  us.
But we w i l l  pay :
T here m ay be blood m agic,
but there are no bar gains.

W e p lum b the ear th?s guts for  m iner als,
ref i l l  the em pty space w i th  waste,
w i th  the ashy rem nan ts
of  bur ned text i les, w i th  cr acked screens
and blood ied  cotton  and woodm ince.

A relat ive str anger  cr ad les m e,
rocks a leak ing cr ad le ?
I?m  bleed ing: I ?m  em pty again .

W hat a fer al  l i t t le m am m al I  am .

I  keep  bi r th ing hot blood to clean  up .
But I  keep  the bi rdbath  bason  dr y
Because al l  the water ?s d i r ty.

I  sink m y h ips down  to malasana
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when  the pain  gets too bad,
squatt ing against  the cool  t i le of  the
seaside changing room  wal l
to ease the r ack ing
of  m y lower  back.

A seagul l  lands on  the sky l igh t
and def in i t ion  d im s.

H igh  t ide, f u l l  m oon .

Sal t  sl ips between  m y l ips; m y teeth  hur t , r ipe w i th  cold
when  I  laugh  and involun tar i ly  sip  in  the I r i sh  sea of f  Sandym oun t Str and.
Sw im , m y f reezing
senseless body,
f loat , m y baby- less bel ly, feel  the
sea ?  the sea! ­?  wh i le i t?s st i l l  a feel-able sea: see, I ?m  bleed ing,
in to a polyester  bik in i  bot tom ,
I?m  em pty again .

O n  the DART  r ide hom e
sal t  dust  cr um bs:
the dr y water  d r ies out m y l ips,
but i t?s f r om
too near  the sewage r un -of f  to l i ck away.

¹ W e wear  d iscoun ts

paid  for  by

other  wom en?s pover ty ;

we hold

the labour  of  other  wom en?s ch i ld ren

in  our  palm s

and take funny p ictures ofour  ch ins.
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FILLING THE SINK
M artine van Bijlert

1

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap
and out fel l  a big f i sh  w i th  shar p  teeth
and a single eye on  a loop ing stalk

i t  f lopped in  the sink
and lay there

I  r um m aged for  a p last ic bag
tr ied  to p ick i t  up  sur p r ised
to f ind  i t  wasn?t war m

i t  buck led  in  m y gr ip  and sl ipped f rom  m y hands
fel l  on to the f loor  w i th  a sm ack
i ts f lopp ing lef t  wet im pr in ts on  the t i les

I  crouched to look
far  enough  away to avoid  i ts teeth

go away I  h issed
go back to the deeps

2

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap
and out cam e a l i t t le snake

i t  slapped the sink w i th  i ts t iny body
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coi l ing in to i tsel f  head gl id ing
tongue f l i ck ing t r y ing to get i ts bear ings

slow ly i t  m oved around
the t ip  of  i ts tai l  now in  one of  the sm al l  holes
of  the dr ain  slow ly d isappear ing backward
downward? don?t do that, no, you?l l  get  stuck !

but i t  was al ready gone

3

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap
the water  was a m uddy tr i ck le I  cur sed
and slapped the f aucet i t  coughed
out som e m ore and then
i t  stopped

4

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap  and out cam e the
sun  and the r ain  and the beginn ing of  a stor m
that wh ipped th rough  m y d ish  towels
and tangled  m y hai r

I  stood there and though t: th is
not m ore, not less but th is

5

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap  and out fel l  m y
f i f t ieth  bi r thday two weeks ear ly  and out fel l
m y paren ts hold ing a gi f t  say ing we don?t
wan t to m ake you celebr ate th is day
but i t?s so am azing to have a ch i ld  who is f i f ty
and just  as I  wan ted to speak a table fel l  out
and a chai r  and I  r ushed to tur n  i t  of f  but
the f aucet was stuck and out rol led  a cheese p lat ter
and w ineglasses and rep l ies to inv i tat ions
I  d idn?t rem em ber  send ing? stop  i t  I  shouted
and then  ever yone looked at  m e
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6

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap
and out cam e four  weeks w i th  guests

a l i t t le boy w i th  a toy d igger  and unwaver ing at ten t ion
a l i t t le gi r l  who sm ashed the f ron t wheel  of  her  walk ing bicycle
in to the pavem en t?s edge and cr ied  because of  the
im pact r ather  than  the pain  and because of  how
she cou ld  have fal len  f ace f i r st

and the wh i te l i l i es of  last  week?s v isi tor s
are star t ing to d roop  and the sun  is al ready sh in ing
th rough  yel low leaves creat ing t r anslucence
where there was none

as i f  to say : hold  on
your  house is alm ost your s again

7

th is even ing I  stared  at  the tap
t i r ed  of  what i t  m igh t br ing

I?m  th i r sty  but I  w i l l  not
wan t to d r ink what i t
r eleases

8

th is m or n ing I  tu r ned on  the tap
and som ehow the whole system  star ted  convu lsing
the p ipes in  the wal ls shook and the wal ls heaved
and the door posts creaked and I  hur r ied
l i ke an  inver ted  Sam son? not t r y ing
to pu l l  the wal ls and cei l ings and
p i l lar s down  but r ather
to keep  them  up

and m y ar m s were too shor t
so I  stood in  the door  open ing as i f  th is were
an  ear thquake and the post was m y best hope of  sur v ival
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or  m aybe the stai r s but then  I  would  need to
go down  them  f i r st
or  m aybe the bed in  the spare room
m ade f rom  used wood by m y husband?s brother
for  our  wedd ing or  cer tain ly  the heavy table
in  m y stud io

but noth ing was break ing
just  heaving and sudden ly  the tap  sputtered
and out cam e the sludge f rom  deep down

I  d idn?t wan t to look but I  cou ldn?t look away
i t  f i l led  the sink

i t  f i l led  the sink !

and the house was not stopp ing

I  gr abbed a bucket but how cou ld  that  be enough
I  spread newspaper s on  the f loor  but what would  that  do
I  stood at  the sink and bowed m y head? i t 's okay I  said
you're going to be okay

I  tapped the wal l  w i th  the f lat  of  m y hand
i t  was war m  and st i l l  m oving
quiver ing under  m y touch
l ike a ner vous dog

slow ly the heaving stopped
the sludge dr ipped
and then  i t
set t led

9

th is m or n ing I  opened the w indow
and in  f lowed a N ovem ber  m or n ing dressed as spr ing

water  f lowed f rom  the tap  clear  and even
not cal l ing at ten t ion  to i tsel f

I  eyed i t  susp iciously  and f i l led  a glass
ever y th ing looked nor m al
i t  was too m uch  to bear
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I  set  down  the glass and lef t
just  to see what I  would  f ind
when  I  cam e back

10

th is af ter noon  I  tu r ned on  the tap
and out rol led  the forest  in  the colour s of
bur n ing r ust
t rees l i ke back l i t  feather s
ear th  car peted in  yel low and black
leaves ever ywhere

m y k i tchen  f i l led  w i th  the colour s of  autum n
and al l  I  cou ld  th ink was:
th is i s wasted on  m e

and the forest  wh ispered back:
get over  your sel f
be qu iet

look
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WHERE YOUR ROOTS 
GROW

Sally K Lehman

I  p lan ted  a new m om  last  week.

Used the ashes lef t  over  f r om  the old  one,

p lus a l i t t le love, blood, tear s.

T he backyard  gets enough  r ain  and sun ,

I  f igured i t  would  on ly  take a year  or  two to

har vest her .

I  was wrong.

M y new m om ?s hai r  popped up

th rough  the d i r t  w i th in  a few hour s.

St i l l  brown . St i l l  cur ly,

but th icker  than  I  r em em bered.

L ack ing the gr ay that accum ulates

in  l i fe.

T he next day, a forehead poked up .

N ot as l ined as the or iginal , but

th is m om  hadn?t been  th rough  near ly  as m uch

?  l i ke r aising f ive k ids

?  l i ke hav ing cancer

?  l i ke dy ing.

T hose?l l  al l  leave l ines.
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I  checked in  that  n igh t and saw

closed eyel ids th ick w i th  dar k lashes,

and the beginn ing of  a nose br idge.

W i th in  two days, m y new m om  had

a fu l l  f ace.

Five days in , she was a head, neck, and tor so,

eyes, ear s, m outh  st i l l  closed t igh t .

I  began  to wor r y  she would  never  be tr u ly

al ive, but  f igured cou ld  wai t  longer

see what the legs would  br ing.

M y new m om ?s legs cam e in  by day six

w i th  a n ice set  of  new feet,

and there I  was in  the backyard ,

dust ing ear th  of f  m y

br and new m other.

I  hugged her  of f  the roots and

gave her  a cup  of  cof fee.

T hat always d id  wake her  up .

She opened her  eyes

and sm i led .

N ext week, I ?m  p lan t ing gr andpa.
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JESUS OF NAZARETH 
ATTENDS AN ABUSE 
SURVIVOR SUPPORT 

GROUP
Kristen M eehan

So I  guess i t  al l  star ts w i th  m y bio dad,

who knocked up  m y m om  and then  fucked of f  m ost of  the t im e, 

and Joe was great but he wasn?t H im  and the p roblem

     wasn?t that  H e fucked of f , i t  was that H e kep t com ing back.

H e put m e th rough  a lot  to m ake m e prove I  loved h im ,

l i ke th is one t im e he star ved m e for  40  days, 

but m ost ly  H e?d stand m e in  f r on t  of  h is f r iends 

      and m ake m e talk , say th ings I  d idn?t real ly  under stand, 

but I  knew they were t r ue because H e said  them . 

T he word  H e put in  m y m outh  m ost of ten  was For giveness, 

and when  som eth ing shapes your  tongue that of ten

 i t?s hard  not to bel ieve i t . 

     I  d id  bel ieve i t . I  do bel ieve i t . 

I  lef t  and H e st i l l  fo l lowed

even  i f  he wasn?t there. 

And I  kep t say ing For giveness just  l i ke he taugh t m e

 and peop le star ted  com ing to m e because that?s the word  I  said  

    and they put m e th rough  a lot  to p rove I  loved them . 
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You know, the f i r st  boy who k issed m e 

on ly  k issed m e to k i l l  m e, 

and al l  m y f r iends watched wh i le I  d ied . 

Af ter  i t  was over  

I  let  them  push  thei r  f inger s in to m y wounds. 

I t  was the on ly  way I  ever  lear ned 

   to show som eone I  loved them .
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THE GIRL WHO 
LAMINATED 

HERSELF
Jordan Crider

  T he gi r l  lam inated her sel f  because she was ei ther  bored or  dy ing. O f  
cour se, i t  i s en t i r ely  possible that  both  reasons were the decid ing f actor , 
however, there?s no way of  know ing for  sure. Al l  we know is that  she was so 
incred ibly  bored and so act ively  dy ing that she f lat tened the t ip  of  her  lef t  
hand?s index f inger  and sh im m ied i t  in to the nar row sl i t  of  the lam inator .

T he Gi r l  W ho L am inated H er sel f  was sur p r ised by how p leasan t the 
p rocess of  being com posi ted  under  heat and p ressure fel t . I t  was just  the t ip  of  
her  lef t  hand?s index f inger  but the euphor ic feel ing was enough  to coax her  
in to f lat ten ing her  m idd le f inger , her  r ingless f inger , her  p inky f inger , and 
have her  revel ing in  the hot m angl ing of  the lam inator ?s rol l ing l ips.

I n  som e ways i t  r em inded her  of  the f i r st  t im e she real ized that she was 
going to d ie. But, m ost ly, in  another  way, i t  r em inded her  of  the t im e she sat 
on  her  knees and qu ivered and her  m other  looked at  her  asham ed and 
reluctan t to teach  her  daugh ter  about the in tr i cacies of  her  own  body and how 
her  body cou ld  m ake her  feel  m ore al ive, f r om  t im e to t im e, than  her  own  
awareness of  touch  and consciousness ever  cou ld . So, T he Gi r l  W ho 
L am inated H er sel f  p roceeded and focused on  the dy ing par t .

W hat d id  i t  m ean  to d ie? And what was the d i f ference in  dy ing and 
feel ing gu i l ty  for  d iscover ing som eth ing p leasur able? T he Gi r l  W ho 
L am inated H er sel f  was alm ost 32 year s old  and st i l l  had never  eaten  dur ian  
f r u i t  or  gnawed on  ch icken  feet and dream ed about gett ing lost  on  a t r ain . 
Pleasure was som eth ing she w ished to under stand. And she w ished to 
under stand how desi re was fu l f i l led . But she was just  a gi r l  w i th  hal f  a hand in  
a lam inator  and she knew that she needed to delve deeper. So, she f lat tened 
her  thum b and her  palm  and let  the lam inator  pu l l  her  in  f ar ther .
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T he lam inator  hum m ed and hawed and shuf f led  on  T he Gi r l  W ho 
L am inated H er sel f ?s desk. From  across the room  her  boss looked at  her , gave 
her  a d isapprov ing glare and then  tur ned away, em bar r assed. She was taken  
aback. W hy d id  he tur n  away so qu ick ly? So f r igh tened? So sickened by her  
p resence, her  at tendance and ded icat ion  to the br and?s in tegr i ty, authen t ici ty, 
and hum an  resources? She gave so m uch  and asked so l i t t le. W hat cou ld  
possibly  hur t  her  relat ionsh ip  w i th  the com pany and her  chances of  r unn ing 
her  own  d iv ision? She d idn?t know, but what she cou ld  feel  that  was giv ing her  
real  answer s and pur pose, was the lam inator , hungr y for  m ore.

And so, l i ke her  lef t  hand, she f lat tened her sel f  m ore and m ore. T he 
forear m , the bicep , the shoulder , and the r igh t  hand?s f inger s to her  r igh t  ar m . 
And som ehow she w i l led  her sel f  to f lat ten  the rest  of  her  body before she 
tur ned her  head in to a f lap jack and inser ted  i t  in to the lam inator .

I t  r eal ly  wasn?t any th ing. I t  was easy and she en joyed the p rocess of  
tur n ing her  body in to an  un r avel ing scrol l . But the th ing she loved least  about 
the p rocess was the d i f ference in  ideat ion  and p roduct. She had a clear  idea of  
what she was doing but, the resu l t  of  her  hard  wor k was un ique f rom  her  m ind?s 
eye?s end p roduct. But st i l l , i t  was good because i t  was her  own  and T he Gi r l  
W ho L am inated H er sel f  though t she had som e sense of  con trol  in  her  f ate. She 
becam e sleepy and when  she fel t  the st i cky p last ic on  her  paper  th in  body she 
fel t  at  hom e. She fel t  war m th .

#

But the real  r eason  we are here d iscussing T he Gi r l  W ho L am inated 
H er sel f  i s the L am inator , i tsel f .

W hat peop le don?t know is that  lam inator s don?t actual ly  under stand 
what they?re lam inat ing. T here is no gr and schem e or  secret  m ean ing and 
ever y th ing that i s lam inated is lam inated for  the f i r st  t im e and therefore 
am ateur  at  best . L am inator s w i l l  say that they know what they are doing, or  
knew what they were doing at  the t im e, but they?re ly ing to them selves. I t?s the 
sam e for  ever y th ing else, p i lots, doctor s, m icrowaves, chefs, kn ives, and t i l ler s. 
N o one knows.

N ow, how does the L am inator  feel  about the whole inciden t? W ould  i t  be 
rel ieved to f ind  out that  T he Gi r l  W ho L am inated H er sel f  i s wel l  p reser ved and 
p rosper ing, happ ier , heal th ier , and m ore en ter tained than  ever ? T hat she found 
love w i th  a paper  m ache bust of  Ronald  Regan? T hat she f inal ly  ate dur ian  f r u i t  
and ch icken  feet and is cur ren t ly  wai t ing for  a t r ain? O r  would  i t , the L am inator , 
be sad about i ts br ief  t r yst  w i th  T he Gi r l  W ho L am inated H er sel f ? Be upset that  
i t  al lowed love to invade i ts feel ings of  in fatuat ion  and br ief  br ush  w i th  physical  
in t im acy? O f  cour se, al l  of  th is i s possible and we w i l l  never  know.
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SUBURBIA JO URN AL  | 42

D ressed in  wh i te, Ida walked a ser ious walk , eyes str aigh t ahead; som eth ing 
l i ke how she im agined angels m oved. D oing God?s wor k was not to be taken  
l igh t ly  af ter  al l . N ot that  she though t so h igh ly  of  her sel f , but  at  least  she cou ld  
m odel  her  v ision  of  th ings. Regard less, the pat ien ts needed her , and m ost of  them  
had given  up  on  God anyway.  

At  hom e, her  m other . M ost ly  another  pat ien t . H ow sad real ly, she though t, 
but  she d id  not feel  sadness; m ore l i ke f r ustr at ion  or  annoyance, wh ich  is why she 
tr ied  to th ink of  her  so l i t t le. Besides, m any had i t  wor se. L ike the m an  w i th  no 
leg. Yesterday, Ida had peered down  at  the bloody tendr i ls wh ich  spur ted  and 
tw i tched, anx iously  search ing for  thei r  m issing halves. She shuddered, clench ing. 
I t  was not the gore that bothered her  so m uch  as the em ot ional  r eckon ing w i th  
absence. T he rest  of  h is l i fe, those tendr i ls, f lai l ing forever , severed and 
incom plete. I t  f i l led  her  w i th  an  unnam eable dread. She shook her  head as i f  the 
though t would  f al l  f r om  her  ear s.  

W or k ing at  the hosp i tal  ser ved Ida as a sor t  of  war n ing to be gen t le w i th  
her  body. W atch ing sur ger y, she p r ayed to never  be en tered in  such  a way. I n  her  
n igh tm ares, t iny m en  would  p r y open  her  l ips and cr awl down  her  th roat, begin  
constr uct ion . Af ter  wak ing she would  vom i t , just  to be sure.  

H er  f i xat ion  on  the body led  Ida to be qu i te st i l l . She at tem pted to l i ve in  
such  a state of  st i l lness that the un iver se would  for get about her  ex istence 
en t i r ely. O n  the tr ain , she barely  sat , but  m ore hovered above the seats. H er  step  
was so l igh t  that  the f loor  sighed w i th  rel ief  wherever  she wen t. W hen  reach ing 
out for  an  object , she f i r st  wove her  f inger s around i t  carefu l ly, touch ing i ts space, 
m ak ing con tact  on ly  i f  absolu tely  necessar y.  

At  the hosp i tal , str ipped down  ai r  bur ned her  nose. As i f  i t  was the ai r  that  
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IDA
I sabel Beeman

D ressed in  wh i te, Ida walked a ser ious walk , eyes str aigh t ahead; som eth ing 
l i ke how she im agined angels m oved. D oing God?s wor k was not to be taken  
l igh t ly  af ter  al l . N ot that  she though t so h igh ly  of  her sel f , but  at  least  she cou ld  
m odel  her  v ision  of  th ings. Regard less, the pat ien ts needed her , and m ost of  them  
had given  up  on  God anyway.  

At  hom e, her  m other . M ost ly  another  pat ien t . H ow sad real ly, she though t, 
but  she d id  not feel  sadness; m ore l i ke f r ustr at ion  or  annoyance, wh ich  is why she 
tr ied  to th ink of  her  so l i t t le. Besides, m any had i t  wor se. L ike the m an  w i th  no 
leg. Yesterday, Ida had peered down  at  the bloody tendr i ls wh ich  spur ted  and 
tw i tched, anx iously  search ing for  thei r  m issing halves. She shuddered, clench ing. 
I t  was not the gore that bothered her  so m uch  as the em ot ional  r eckon ing w i th  
absence. T he rest  of  h is l i fe, those tendr i ls, f lai l ing forever , severed and 
incom plete. I t  f i l led  her  w i th  an  unnam eable dread. She shook her  head as i f  the 
though t would  f al l  f r om  her  ear s.  

W or k ing at  the hosp i tal  ser ved Ida as a sor t  of  war n ing to be gen t le w i th  
her  body. W atch ing sur ger y, she p r ayed to never  be en tered in  such  a way. I n  her  
n igh tm ares, t iny m en  would  p r y open  her  l ips and cr awl down  her  th roat, begin  
constr uct ion . Af ter  wak ing she would  vom i t , just  to be sure.  

H er  f i xat ion  on  the body led  Ida to be qu i te st i l l . She at tem pted to l i ve in  
such  a state of  st i l lness that the un iver se would  for get about her  ex istence 
en t i r ely. O n  the tr ain , she barely  sat , but  m ore hovered above the seats. H er  step  
was so l igh t  that  the f loor  sighed w i th  rel ief  wherever  she wen t. W hen  reach ing 
out for  an  object , she f i r st  wove her  f inger s around i t  carefu l ly, touch ing i ts space, 
m ak ing con tact  on ly  i f  absolu tely  necessar y.  

At  the hosp i tal , str ipped down  ai r  bur ned her  nose. As i f  i t  was the ai r  that  
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was k i l l i ng peop le. Af ter  san i t i zing, Ida?s hands sh r iveled  up  t igh t . Pores 
locked thei r  gates to in tr uder s. She put on  a m ask, though  i t  was not 
necessar y ; she sim p ly  fel t  m ore at  ease when  al l  her  open ings had been  
accoun ted for . As she del icately  changed catheter s and em pt ied  bedpans, 
Ida fel t  an  over whelm ing sense of  calm . 

 

D ur ing breaks, Ida l i ked  to watch  the wor ld  exp lode beh ind  her  
eyel ids. L igh tn ing str uck , and of ten  a glow ing r ing appeared, 
con t inuously  m or ph ing and changing color , but  always m ain tain ing i ts 
essence. Ida str ained her  eyes to keep  i t  in  focus. She treasured i t  l i ke 
noth ing else. Som etim es, she would  p ress down  hard  on  her  eye sockets, 
just  to m ake sure i t  was st i l l  there, watch ing her ; i t  d id  resem ble an  eye. 
She though t of  i t  as her  inner  God, a th i r d  eye, a hag stone. 

Ida?s days at  the hosp i tal  passed in  th is way. M ost ly  w i thout 
though t. She hard ly  spoke to the other  nur ses; she l i ked  to p reser ve her  
words for  safekeep ing. An  occasional  ?see you tom or row,? was 
exchanged, noth ing revealed , m erely  recreat ional  speak ing.  

O n  the walk hom e, Ida ref lected  on  her  wor k . She tr ied  not to be 
p roud, but som et im es i t  sl i thered up  inside her , against  her  w i l l . H ow she 
helped the sick ly ! And, in  passing m om en ts, how she w ished the wor ld  
cou ld  know! Peop le would  cer tain ly  regard  her  d i f feren t ly, m aybe even  
wr i te of  her  in  the paper s. But when  she paused to give i t  a t r ue though t, 
she recoi led  f rom  her sel f  in  d isgust.  

N ear ly  there, she would  con f ron t her  f avor i te statue. An  i r on  angel  
looked down  at  her  ster n ly, breasts poin ted  to the sky. Ida looked up , 
t r ied  to m ain tain  her  poise. I t  was a dai ly  standof f  she subjected  her sel f  
to. T he angel  str uck fear  in to her  hear t . T he angel  had her  own  ideas 
about th ings. Ida w ished she cou ld  look at  her  th rough  the hag stone 
beh ind  her  eyel ids, str ip  her  bare. But w i thout that  d iv ine assistance, she 
was help less. About to leave, hav ing lost  as usual , som eth ing kep t her . 
Today, the angel  had som eth ing to say. Today, her  i r on  cur ls fel l  in  
t r esses along her  shoulder s, and ever y str and resem bled a scream ing 
tendr i l . Ida?s eyes f i l led  w i th  tear s that  would  not f al l . W as th is the way of  
the wor ld? To always be broken  up , cut  of f , search ing? W i thout end? She 
tr ied  to look away, but even  her  own  f inger s were sudden ly  grotesque, 
the way they dangled  there in  space. W hat hor ror ! She cr ied  out, r an  the 
rest  of  the way hom e. She tr ied  to put i t  al l  out  of  her  m ind. Pu l l  back 
your  loose str ands of  hai r , don?t look at  your  hands. St i l l , she f um bled 



SUBURBIA JO URN AL  | 45

wi th  the key in  the lock ; for cing the key in to the lock m ade her  nauseous. 
T h ink of  d inner, and shower ing! And open ing the m ai l?  

(Ida took a secret  p leasure in  read ing the m ai l . Even  phony let ter s, 
scam s for  m oney, were wr i t ten  so tender ly  that  they f i l led  her  w i th  
war m th .

 Dear valued customer,  

We are so glad this letter has reached you safely? 

So glad ! Safely ! W ho cou ld  be beh ind  th is? She som etim es 
fan tasized about w r i t ing back, just  to say hel lo and see how that per son?s 
day was going. I t  seem ed to her  that  whoever  i t  was had a lot  of  pen t up  
sensi t iv i ty.)  

And in  th is gen t le ref lect ion , as she f ingered th rough  the 
envelopes, Ida regained som e peace of  m ind.  

W i thout war n ing, n igh t soaked in to the wal ls. T he sm al lest  sl iver  
of  the m oon  taun ted the w indow. Ida rem em bered her  shower. She 
undressed m our n fu l ly, as i f  r esign ing to be sacr i f i ced . T he hot water  
bur ned her  sk in , but  the cold  was too cold . She sett led  for  bur n ing over  
f r eezing. I n  the cor ner , a sp ider  sp inn ing th read? red th read f rom  a 
spool . Per haps i t  had r un  out of  sp ider  si lk? Regard less, there i t  was, 
m ak ing do. Ida focused on  the sp ider , i ts l i t t le black body weaving over  
and under. T he beginn ings of  a m agn i f i cen t scar let  web were for m ing. 
Ida reached between  her  legs, never  look ing away. She wove her  f inger s 
in  and out and around her sel f  un t i l  she was kn i t ted  en t i r ely, 
sim ul taneously  undone. 

#  

 Ida l i ked  Saturdays the least , for  she hated hav ing noth ing to do. 
H er  m other ?s p rescr ip t ion  f i l led , the laundr y done, the grocer ies bough t 
and put away ; st i l l  ly ing in  bed, she checked them  of f  one by one. She 
lost  her sel f  in  a str ay cat  walk ing along the balcony outside, br ief ly  
longed for  that  ex istence. I n  the back of  her  m ind, the statue st i l l  loom ed. 
A l i t t le agi tated , she rose up  and decided to star t  the day nor m al ly, 
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wi thout so m uch  fuss. 

 She dressed in  her  weekend clothes and stepped outside. T he big 
wor ld  greeted her ; she looked away bash fu l ly. Today, ever y th ing was 
d i r ty  and sham efu l . But Ida p ressed on , deter m ined to f ind  som e sm al l  
beauty, l i ke a per fect ly  p reser ved butter f ly  w ing, or  a day t im e star . 
I nstead, a wh i te t i cket f lu t ter ing in  the w ind , held  in  p lace by a sm al l  i r on  
thor n . Ida refused to look yesterday ?s assai lan t  in  the eye, and yet 
cur iosi ty  consum ed her. Eyes f i xed  on  the ground, she tr aced the r im  of  
the th ick paper  w i th  the t ip  of  her  f inger . T hen , in  a sw i f t  m ot ion , 
snatched i t  of f  the statue, held  i t  up  to her  f ace. A ser ies of  m ean ingless 
abbrev iat ions. O ne word  stood out f r om  the rest : dance. A dance at  Archa 
theatre. I t  began  in  m inutes. Ida fel t  the aur a of  the angel ; som eth ing 
inside her  chur ned. W hat else to do? T icket in  hand, she headed towards 
the theatre.  

To Ida, the bu i ld ing before her  resem bled a great hal l  or  a church . 
Ei ther  way, she was p repared to under go d iv ine judgem en t. T he peop le 
around her  walked in to the bu i ld ing w i th  pur pose. Ida refused to m ove 
un t i l  she cou ld  convincingly  im i tate them . She watched how they 
stepped heel-down- f i r st , heads angled  sl igh t ly  upward . W el l , I  can  do 
that! But the m om en t she tr ied , she fel t  l i ke noth ing but a ch icken . So she 
closed her  eyes and r ushed in , hop ing her  bl indness would  render  her  
inv isible. I nside, a m an  prom pt ly  took her  t i cket , and she was escor ted  to 
her  seat in  a f lu r r y. I t  was as i f  she had been  car r ied  to that  ver y spot, no 
recol lect ion  of  walk ing af ter  passing the gr and sw inging door s.  

I n  a theatre, there is noth ing to do but look str aigh t ahead. Ida 
found com for t  in  th is. She lost  her sel f  in  the slow, sof t  r ipp l ing of  the red  
velvet  cur tain . Beh ind  i t , chaos ensued, com m un icated  on ly  by the t in iest  
r ipp les. Ida laughed out loud. Surely  th is i s what we looked l i ke to God!

Before she knew i t , the l igh ts d im m ed, voices hushed. T he red  
cur tains sp l i t  down  the m idd le; Ida w inced at  the sigh t. T iny peop le 
r ushed out, blood f low ing f rom  the wound. St i l lness, then  an  outbur st  of  
m ovem en t. A com ing together , and a d isper sal . Ida watched the dancer s 
blend in  and out of  each  other  l i ke m oving f lecks of  pain t .  

T hen  one, strong and elegan t, took the stage for  her sel f . T he 
dancer  str uck the ai r , on ly  to ar t i cu late each  bone of  her  foot  on to the 
f loor , one at  a t im e. Bend ing, near ly  snapp ing, bouncing l igh t ly  when  i t  
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seem ed she would  be heavy. Seeing her  dance, Ida seized up  t igh t  and 
began  to sweat. Ever y m ovem en t sen t a t iny pu lse th rough  her  body un t i l  
she was v ibr at ing con t inuously. H er  weigh t fel l  deep  in to her  seat. So 
deep, she fel l  al l  the way th rough . 

O n  the other  side, Ida sat under  sof t  r ed  l igh t , was danced around, 
was caressed l igh t ly. T he dancer  touched Ida?s space. Ida reached out and 
touched her s, would  gr ab i t  i f  she cou ld . Sm al l  str ands of  the dancer ?s 
hai r  fel l  upon  her  cheeks. She p icked them  of f , and hav ing nowhere to 
put them , yet  unable to con tem plate losing them , p laced them  on  her  
tongue. T he dancer  lu r ched for ward , w i thdrew, arched and swayed. Ida 
sat heavy as a stone, gather ing loose hai r s on  her  tongue, sweat ing 
p rofusely. W hen  the dancer  had coi led  her sel f  around the chai r  
com pletely, Ida though t of  speak ing, but cou ld  on ly  breathe w i th  
in f lect ion . T hen , a red  velvet  cur tain  closed between  them , and Ida was 
alone.  

Som eth ing on  the sur face of  the wor ld  cr acked. Ida scr am bled to 
put i t  back together . But a p iece was m issing: a th in  shard  now p ierced 
the f lesh  of  her  th igh . Agony, fol lowed by that l i t t le ecstasy of  pain . She 
got up , lef t  the theatre. And there was that day t im e star . 

#

Ida cou ldn?t f ind  when  th ings had changed. N ow, she was m ak ing a 
pain t ing. A pain t ing! O f  a red  gi r l  sw i r l ing th rough  water . She had the 
unusual  desi re to d isp lay i t . I nstead, she fel l  asleep  on  i t , acr y l i c st i ck ing 
to her  hai r  and cheeks. T he next day, she put on  her  red  dress and 
headed towards the theatre, canvas in  hand. Pain t  st i l l  stained her  f ace in  
spots, alm ost elegan t ly, l i ke echoes of  the dress.  

T he dance stud io com pr ised th ree glass wal ls, the four th  a m i r ror . 
I t  was si tuated  neat ly  at  the back of  the theatre. And here were the 
com pany dancer s, leap ing in  black leotards. T h rough  the glass, Ida cou ld  
see her sel f  r ef lected  in  the m i r ror  and fel t  she was par t  of  i t  al l . She had 
the r id icu lous not ion  to jum p. Before she cou ld , she spotted  her  dancer : 
tal l  and ser ious. T hose pain fu l ly  ser ious black eyes, study ing her sel f  in  
the m i r ror . Un t i l  she gl im psed Ida, who gasped, because the in tensi ty  of  
those eyes m ade i t  seem  that she al ready knew. Ida fel t  exposed, naked. 
Aware of  her  own  eyes as en tr ances, she shut them  t igh t . T he dancer  
al ready knew. 
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?W ho are you??  

Ida looked up . Som ehow, the dancer  stood tal l  before her .  

Ida of fered  up  the sm udged canvas, her  on ly  exp lanat ion . T he 
dancer  inspected i t , glanced back up  at  her  repeated ly. To Ida, t im e 
ceased. M eanwh i le, the dancer  was doing som eth ing l i ke sm i l ing. 

?I?m  Am el ia. And you are?? 

?Ida? ? she heard  her sel f  say. 

?Ida? ? the dancer, Am el ia, r epeated, ?would  you l i ke to get d inner  
w i th  m e, Ida??  

Ida?s blood sur ged, fel l  in  waves, so v iolen t ly  that  on ly  her  pure 
consciousness rem ained, un tar n ished. Accept ing th is, she nodded slow ly. 

?M eet m e here in  an  hour,? Am el ia said , and w i th  that , she was 
back in  the stud io, f low ing in  per fect  for m . Ida stood next to her  in  the 
m i r ror , st i l l  as a statue. T he ref lect ion  of  Am el ia?s body wound about her , 
and she blushed. T hen  she hur r ied  away, p retend ing she had som eth ing 
else to do.  

Ida chose to pass the t im e on  an  uncom for table bench , wh ich  she 
fel t  for ced her  to con f ron t real i ty. She was aware of  her sel f , yet  cou ld  not 
f athom  her sel f . She cer tain ly  cou ld  not f athom  th is dancer, her  
cand idness. But what had she expected? She fel t  the at ten t ion  she was 
dr aw ing l i ke the heavy weigh t of  w ings on  her  back. H er  head in  her  
hands, she cr ad led  her  m ind; i t  was so f r agi le, she feared i t  m igh t break. 
M ore than  any th ing, she wan ted to know: what d id  she th ink? But she 
was blank, str ipped of  ever y th ing, excep t for  one though t: Am el ia. 
Am el ia and the way she m oves.  

An  hour  of  r um inat ing on  th is, to the poin t  of  del i r ium . T he 
r inging of  a bel l  sum m oned Ida back to her  body. She r ushed to the 
stud io, p r ayed she was not too late. To her  rel ief , Am el ia was there, 
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lean ing against  the glass wal l  w i th  her  tw in  ref lect ion . Ida greeted them  
both  w i th  a sl igh t  nod. A yel low cab wai ted  on  the cur b. 

?I  wan t to take you som ep lace,? Am el ia said , then  reached out, 
gr abbed the car  door, swung i t  open , gestured for  Ida to en ter . She sl id  in , 
and as the cab sh i f ted  beneath  her  weigh t, she fel t  ter r ib ly  im por tan t.  

I n  the cab, Ida inspected her  new com pan ion , who retur ned her  
gaze fear lessly. T he two wom en  looked at  each  other  and noth ing else. 
Am el ia was noble and str i k ing, her  features cr ystal l i zed . And those eyes 
that in ter rogated, swal lowed. N ext to her , Ida had the ai r  of  a w i l l ing 
v ict im . T hey sped th rough  town  in  a char ged si lence; Am el ia seeing, 
under stand ing. And Ida m ed i tat ing on  that new st i r r ing in  her  bel ly  that  
p ropel led  her  for ward .  

L ook ing at  Am el ia, Ida?s sou l  no longer  had any th ing to do w i th  
her  body. She had been  car ved r igh t  out, separ ated . I t  was so sim p le. 
N ow, she cou ld  f loat  w i thout str ain ing her  m uscles. Am el ia bl inked 
slow ly, d id  ever y th ing slow ly. Rested a cheek on  her  hand, weigh t less! Ida 
t r ied  i t  too, let t ing her  eyes r un  over  the qu ick stream  of  l i fe outside.  

Al l  around her , Ida was m et w i th  decor ated  peop le on  st i l ts. A 
vendor  on  the street of fered  passer sby a reach  in to a m yster y box. Am el ia 
tur ned, fol lowed her  gaze. 

?T h is i s where I ?m  f rom .?  

Ida im agined her  dancer  here, gl id ing th rough  the streets. 
Reach ing in to the m yster y box, unaf r aid . 

T he cab screeched to a hal t . Ida was swept outside by an  ar m , 
Am el ia?s ar m , and then  a hand in  her s, Am el ia?s, gu ided her . 

?Com e on , I  wan t to show you som eth ing,? Am el ia said . T hey 
stopped at  the base of  the tal lest  bu i ld ing Ida had ever  seen , so tal l  she 
cou ldn?t im agine the top . I t  was green , and a l i t t le ben t, w i th  too m any 
w indows. Ida fol lowed Am el ia inside.  
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T hey were greeted by in f in i te door s, no end in  sigh t . Ida was 
tem pted by a br igh t  p ink door  to her  lef t , covered in  jewels. 

?O pen  i t ,? Am el ia said . Ida took her  per m ission  glad ly. She had 
shed som eth ing of  her sel f , and w i thout i t , her  decisions lost  al l  the 
heaviness of  m ean ing.  

Beh ind  the door  was a huge bed wr apped in  sat in . O n  i t , two black 
sp ider s as big as dogs stroked each  other  w i th  thei r  long, hai r y  legs. T hey 
paid  Ida no m ind, lost  as they were in  each  other ?s touch . Ida m el ted  in to 
noth ing. She began  to shut the door  slow ly, not  wan t ing to in tr ude, but 
never  looked away. So m any though ts passing over  her  tongue lef t  i t  
heavy and useless. She stared at  Am el ia in  d isbel ief ; d isbel ief  soon  
outweighed by an  over whelm ing need to touch . To touch  Am el ia, as the 
sp ider s d id .  

Ida qu ivered. She feared Am el ia cou ld  feel  i t , that  she was shak ing 
the whole f loor . She covered her  m outh  w i th  her  hands to t r ap  the 
sounds that wan ted to escape. Am el ia brough t her  l ips to those hands, 
Ida?s hands, as i f  she al ready knew. W h ich  she d id . And w i th  that , they 
cam e together  in  an  end less loop  of  being. N oth ing lef t  to chance. Even  
thei r  toes in ter laced, thei r  hai r  al l  con tained in  f i st f u ls.  

O h , to be en tered! Ida fel t  ever y par t  of  her  open  up , l i t t le 
for gotten  wel ls that  needed to be f i l led . She devoured, and was devoured. 
Am el ia, f i l l i ng her , un t i l  she over f lowed in to a foun tain , ceaselessly  
rep len ish ing her sel f . T hey laid  in  a pool  of  them selves, sipp ing hard , lest  
they drown . Ida?s hai r s waved l i ke sea anem ones. She subm i t ted  to a r ush  
of  wet si lver , let  her  head be cr ad led ; a p r ivate bap t ism  of  sor ts.  

Fol lowed by a bottom less sleep . Towards m or n ing, Ida dream t of  a 
green  snake coi led  around a t ree, separ ated  f rom  her  by an  ocean , wh ich  
cou ld  on ly  be tr aver sed on  f loat ing wooden  p lanks. Before she cou ld  t r y, 
she awoke in  a fever ish  sweat, and im m ediately  r ushed to the toi let  to 
vom i t . Am el ia?s toi let . T hen  retur ned to a bed she d id  not rem em ber, 
where her  dancer  rem ained asleep .  

Sudden ly, a p rotuber ance! Ida folded over  in  shock. H er  bel ly  was 
pok ing out, hard  and round. She hesi tated  to even  touch  i t ; i t  seem ed to 
be som eth ing that had latched on to her  in  the m idd le of  the n igh t, r ather  
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than  any th ing she had grown  or gan ical ly. Ei ther  way, she was sure she 
fel t  som eth ing deep inside of  her  m ove. She let  out  a sm al l  cr y, w ish ing 
she cou ld  back away f rom  her  own  sk in , i ts str angeness.  

Am el ia roused her sel f , pu l led  Ida close. 

?You?l l  see.?  

Ida was st i f f , r efused to touch  her sel f , as i f  by feel ing noth ing she 
cou ld  cease to ex ist . She had opened, and in  her  vu lner abi l i ty, the wor ld  
had seeped in to her , sp read th rough  her  veins. N ow that i t  had a gr ip  on  
her  insides, she was weak; she w i l ted  beneath  the str ain  of  th is though t. 
T here was noth ing to be done. H er  bel ly  r ipp led .  

O h , what to do! T he laundr y done, the grocer ies bough t and put 
away? where was her  m other ? And how was she in  these st i cky sheets? 
Ida?s head th robbed. H er  ear s f i l led  w i th  f lu id . 

?Stay a l i t t le longer, p lease. I ?l l  m ake you tea.?  

Unable to th ink of  a solu t ion , Ida relen ted ; let  her sel f  f al l  in to a 
m ound of  p i l lows and be wai ted  on . She lacked the ener gy to hand le any 
of  i t . So she shut her  eyes un t i l  she found her  hag stone. I t  cam e qu ick ly, 
br igh t  and power fu l . She dam ned i t  for  i ts tan tal i zing w isdom  but 
u l t im ate uselessness. She wan ted to p luck i t  r igh t  out of  her  sku l l .  

Am el ia brough t the tea, and Ida rem em bered why she was here. 
L i t t le f lashes of  the n igh t str uck beh ind  her  eyel ids, electr i f y ing her  sk in . 
T hei r  f inger s spar ked wh i le exchanging the tea cup . 

?Sor r y? ? 

?So you can  speak. L ast n igh t, you m ost ly  grow led.? 

Ida tur ned red . I f  her  l ips had br ief ly  unzipped, now they were 
sealed  w i th  glue. She stared at  her  tea, sipped i t  slow ly. Peer ing back up , 
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she found Am el ia shone w i th  a l igh tness that near ly  m ade her  
t r anslucen t. Ida tapped her  ar m , just  to be sure. 

?You?re str ange,? Am el ia said . T hen  stood up  and stretched down  
to touch  her  toes. Ida was taken  w i th  her  f lex ibi l i ty. H ow relaxed her  
body m ust be. She stretched up , reveal ing sm al l  deposi ts of  f at  si t t ing 
atop  her  h ips, wh ich  Ida longed to chew on . Ever y laten t desi re awoken . 

?I f  you fal l  back asleep , I  p rom ise you?l l  see.? 

T he war m th  of  the tea was sooth ing. T he fan  above was sp inn ing. 
Ida though t of  a hypnot ist?s watch , and so she lef t  her sel f  in  the heavy 
calm  of  Sunday m or n ing, and once again , slep t . 

#   

T he sof t  cr y  of  a baby woke her  up  cold . At  f i r st , Ida cou ld  see 
noth ing in  the dar kness. H ow was i t  n igh t  again? But a round yel low face, 
m oon l ike, stared  up  at  her , sm i l ing. W hat was th is? I t  cr aw led up  on  her , 
giggled  in  her  ear . She held  i ts doughy l im bs. N ever  had she fel t  a 
stronger  ur ge to hold . 

?I sn?t i t  am azing?? 

Ida jum ped, then  fel t  Am el ia?s war m  breath  on  her  shoulder . I t  
sm el led  as del icious as food. She inhaled  deep ly. She held  her  baby up , 
got a good look at  i t . I t  looked exact ly  as a baby should . I t  was whole, st i l l  
connected to her  bel ly. She would  never  sever  i t ! She hugged i t , k issed i t , 
d id  al l  the th ings one does. She d id  not wonder  how, or  why. She reveled .  

Ida looked at  Am el ia. H er  eyes f i l led  w i th  tear s. W hat w i l l  I  do? 
T he baby cr aw led on to the bed, pu l led  by som e cur iosi ty. Pu l led  Ida?s 
bel ly ; she rol led  over , cr ied  out in  pain . Am el ia gr abbed the cord , r ipped 
i t  in  hal f  w i th  her  teeth . Ida?s tear s fel l . 

?Shhh , shhh .?  
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Am el ia of fered  her  the sl im y wh i te tube, str ipped of  al l  i ts l i f e 
pum ping, noth ing but m eat. H er  baby was now cr awl ing on  the 
f loor? how had i t  got ten  there? Ida had the m ater nal  inst inct  to taste her  
p lacen ta, but  i t  was fou l , and she sp i t  i t  out  im m ediately.  

For  an  instan t, a green  py thon  sl i thered on  the car pet. I t  was a 
happy th ing, and Ida longed to touch  i t , for  i t  to not ice her  w i th  i ts yel low 
eyes. But then  i t  was gone, and again  her  f at  baby, wh ich  Ida stared at  
dum bly.

?I t?s whatever  you wan t i t  to be,? Am el ia said . Ida cou ldn?t look at  
her , she was sudden ly  so sick . W hatever  i t  was, i t  cou ld  not be her s. She 
looked down  at  her  def lated  stom ach , hor rendous. T he m ost ter r ib le 
she?d ever  seen . Ever y th ing around her , ter r ib le, stained. N oth ing to do 
but r un  hom e.  

And so she d id . Br inging w i th  her  on ly  that  wh i te tube, clu tch ing i t  
in  her  f i st , so t igh t  she near ly  squashed i t . Steam  rose out of  her  sk in  as i t  
m et the cold  ai r . Bur n ing w i th  fever  she r an . As she passed the statue, she 
gr inned w i th  p r ide, dangled  her  own  tendr i l  in  i ts f ace. 

?I?m  not scared of  you!? she cr ied , laugh ing a l i t t le.  

And w i th  a sigh  of  r el ief , she was closing the apar tm en t door  
beh ind  her .

 ?Ida?? her  m other  cal led  out. Ida ignored i t , slum ped to her  
bedroom , in  bl i ss f r om  the adrenal ine. She locked the door  beh ind  her . 

Ida looked down  at  the m ushed up  cord  in  her  palm . She scr aped 
i t  on to a used saucer, p laced i t  on  the balcony, and wai ted . Before long, 
she strol led  up , the long black cat  w i th  p iercing black eyes. T he two 
acknowledged each  other  w i th  ret i cence. T hen  she began  to feast . Ida 
en th r al led  in  her  bi t ing and lapp ing. Un t i l  i t  was gone, and Ida had peace; 
a glass wal l  between  her  and the cat who had tasted  her  f lesh .
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I sabel  Beem an  i s an  em er ging ar t i st  and wr i ter  f r om  the east coast. She 
is cur ren t ly  an  M FA cand idate in  f i ct ion  at  the Un iver si ty  of  Color ado 
Boulder , where she was the 20 22 recip ien t of  the John  F Bar ker  M em or ial  
Fel lowsh ip . She also teaches creat ive wr i t ing at  the un iver si ty  and reads 
subm issions for  the M FA progr am 's associated  jour nal , T IM BER. I n  her  
spare t im e, I sabel  en joys going dancing w i th  her  f r iends, kn i t t ing, and 
car ing for  her  p lan ts.
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THE HOP
M ichael Giddings

D an  and Ju l ie em er ge f rom  the subway as thei r  f igh t  h i ts a crescendo. 
T hese m om en ts no longer  involve scream ing, tear s, slam m ed door s, or  book 
stacks topp led  w i th  v iolen t gestures. Figh ts now lack ar t i cu lated  gr ievances, 
revelat ions, and concessions of  any k ind . For get about m akeup sex. Sex in  
gener al  has becom e scarce. D an  and Ju l ie do not en joy one another  in  any 
way. T hei r  f am i l ies are look ing for ward  to the wedd ing.

D an  knows why they are f igh t ing. Ju l ie i s upset because her  f r iend Eve?s 
book about m acaron i  and cheese is h i t t ing shelves th is week and Ju l ie?s book 
about deep-d ish  p izza w i l l  never  see the l igh t  of  day. T he launch  par ty  ton igh t 
w i l l  be gut- stu f fed  w i th  sycophan ts and f lat terer s, al l  of  them  focused on  Eve 
and not Ju l ie. An  abom inable in just ice, in  Ju l ie?s op in ion , D an  knows.

But Ju l ie knows what th is f igh t  i t  about, r eal ly, really: i t?s about the 
m acaron i  and cheese book. Sure, wh ich  is stup id , but  stup ider  st i l l  i s the f act  
that  D an  im p l ied  ear l ier  that  the book is not stup id , that  D an  fakes such  
generosi ty  of  sp i r i t  whenever  one of  thei r  f r iends m anages to f lu t ter  
lackadaisical ly  in to som e ethereal  echelon  of  Brook lyn  h ipsterdom  
success- in - the-ar ts, that  D an  claim s th is deep p r ide for  ever yone they 
gr aduated w i th , celebr at ing whenever  som eone dr ibbles out som e prose 
poem  about, say, a nostalgic fondness for  Pix ie St ix , or  when  som eone buys a 
dog or  gets p regnan t or  buys a dog that gets p regnan t, but , to be clear , th is i s a 
sym ptom  of  what the f igh t  i s about, not  really what the f igh t  i s about because 
what i t?s about i s the f alseness of  D an , how he h im sel f  is one of  the sycophan ts 
and f lat terer s that  bloat these par t ies, how he m igh t even  be a sociopath , and 
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how that ref lects on  her , on  Ju l ie, a wom an  who is not on ly  unable to 
leave h im , but also unable to sel l  her  stup id  book about deep-d ish  p izza. 
Also the L - tr ain  sucks and they?re late. And her  new boots are pu lp ing 
her  toes. And D an  is star ing dream i ly  at  the p inken ing sky over  the East 
River  w i th  a hal f - sm i le p lastered across h is f ace, a sm i le ind icat ive of  
som e cr uel  secret  he?s har bor ing, another  wom an  he?s been  rol l ing 
around w i th  m ost l i kely. Also i t?s hum id .

?I?l l  su f focate in  al l  the m el ted  cheese,? Ju l ie m oans, but D an  has 
hust led  ahead.

Eve is so dar n  happy that D an  and Ju l ie cou ld  m ake i t . I sn?t th is 
p lace the tops? She actual ly  says that: the tops. Eve has done her sel f  over  
as a retro-50 s housew i fe, though  she is not a w i fe and has p robably  never  
heard  a D r i f ter s song. But, yes, Eve just  th inks i t?s super-cool  and neat-o 
that  her  book is com ing out th is week. I t?s u l t r a-u l t r a. And th is p lace, th is 
lof t  the publ isher  set  up  for  her ? H ow swel l !

D an  star ts k issing up  Eve?s ar m  l i ke an  unsexy Gom ez Addam s. H e 
keeps the k isses p laton ic, congr atu lator y, but  w i th  an  im p l icat ion  that, i f  
Eve is in terested , he has less p laton ic k isses avai lable in  the backroom . 
Righ t now, though , in  the door way, congr atu lat ions.

?You d id  i t , k i t ten ,? D an  says. ?You real ly  pu l led  i t  of f .?

?Yessi r , daddy-o,? ch i r ps Eve.

A f lood of  m en  in  p ink paisley sh i r ts gushes f rom  the elevator . I t?s 
l i ke the blood wave in  T he Shining but w i th  beards, H ot Pocket tat toos, 
and sanct im on ious qu ips. Eve sh r ieks: ?Johnny, Jim m y, Jack, Petey, Joey, 
M ikey, L inus, Fred!?

T he gang is al l  here. M ore of  the gang is yet  to com e.

D an  and Ju l ie d isper se in to the crowded room . T hey order  d r inks 
at  separ ate bar s. T hey glare at  each  other  f r om  across the room . T hey 
d isper se again .
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D an  ends up  talk ing to Red-Br ick Rob, the D ogf ish  Poet, who is 
f i xated  on  the sem icolon . Kur t  Vonnegut wrote an  obi tuar y for  the 
sem icolon , Red-Br ick Rob says, but nobody would  have rem em bered 
that i f  not  for  the quotes hash tag on  Tum blr .

?T he sem icolon  should  be resusci tated  posthaste,? Red-Br ick Rob 
declares. D an  has no choice but to agree because Red-Br ick Rob is a 
heavy h i t ter . A blur b f r om  Red-Br ick Rob can  f ly  a m an  to Cal i for n ia and 
back six t im es over .

Ju l ie p resses her  f ace against  a w indow and stares at  the under side 
of  the W i l l iam sbur g Br idge. She tr ies to decide i f  the br idge gives of f  
m ascu l ine v ibes or  fem in ine v ibes. M aybe th is i s a poor  use of  m y t im e, 
Ju l ie th inks. M aybe I  don?t need to be gender ing icon ic br idges. She 
dr inks her  d r ink . D an  is st i l l  chatt ing up  the id iot  dogf ish  poet Red-Br ick 
Rob who had a poem  in  the New Yorker last  m on th . Ju l ie read i t  and her  
jaw h i t  the f loor . ?T he m an  has the dep th  of  an  upside-down  Snapp le 
cap ,? she had tossed the m agazine to D an . D an?s eyes nar rowed as he 
read. H e beam ed. ?I  th ink i t?s good.? Ju l ie had p icked her  jaw up  of f  the 
f loor  and had taken  a long walk . She would  l i ke to take a walk now, too, 
but i t  would  be bad for m  to leave the par ty  so soon , and her  boots real ly  
are k i l l i ng her .

T here is a band of  som e note. T hey take a m om en t to hudd le w i th  
the caterer s to m ake a gam e p lan . D ip lom at ical ly, they decide to unvei l  
the food at  the exact second the m usic begins to p lay.

?T hat way,? says the singer  sleep i ly. ?I t?l l  be l i ke a them e song.?

She cl im bs on to the sm al l  stage, wai ts for  her  th ree tal l  lads to 
ad just  thei r  gu i tar s and p ick up  thei r  d r um st icks. She toys w i th  her  bangs. 
She does a l i t t le boogie w i th  one sneaker.

?H el lo,? she says, m ouse-voiced, in to the m icrophone. ?D inner t im e 
is ser ved.?

A d issonan t gu i tar  chord  and the caterer s r ip  of f  the t in foi l . 
M acaron i  and cheese. N atur al ly.
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D an  and Red-Br ick Rob tour  the tables, load ing paper  p lates w i th  
un ique var iat ions on  a t im eless standby? cr ab, par m esan , gor gonzola, 
tem pur a, al l  w i th  esoter ic nam es l i ke Velveeta Cheetah, Spookster Curds, and 
T he American Fast Food Venture Capitalist. Eve d id  not create any of  these 
recipes for  m acaron i  and cheese. She com pi led  them  and took 
photogr aphs. She wrote descr ip t ive passages.

?Ah , I  r em em ber  Saturday m or n ing car toons,? Red-Br ick Rob says, 
tak ing a scoop f rom  a tr ay labeled  T he T hird Ninja Turtles I teration. 
?Sp inach  in  th is one. Popeye m igh t have been  a better  nam e, per haps.?

?Total ly,? D an  nods. H e rem em ber s too. Ju l ie i s st i l l  over  by the 
w indow. D an  wonder s when  she?l l  t r y  to m ake am ends. She owes h im , 
D an  th inks.

T he sun  has d ipped below the hor izon , leav ing an  or ange sher bet 
glow l inger ing over  the ci ty. Ju l ie i s gr atefu l  for  ai r  cond i t ion ing. T he 
swel ter  w i l l  last  al l  n igh t . H er  hai r  w i l l  f r i zz. At  least  her  d ress looks n ice. 
H er  toes cr y  out as they per ish .

Som ebody approaches her . D an  should  be com ing to apologize. 
But he won?t. H e never  does. I nstead, the per son  stand ing next to her  i s a 
str anger, a shor t  wom an  around Ju l ie?s age w i th  hai r  even  m ore wrecked 
by hum id i ty.

?I  l i ke your  tat too,? says the wom an .

Ju l ie has, peek ing out f r om  under  a shoulder-str ap  of  her  d ress, a 
l ine dr aw ing of  a char acter  f r om  a book ser ies she?d read as a k id : a 
hum anoid  teen  m ouse, br ave and cur ious. T h is m ouse and her  f r iends 
solved m yster ies.

Ju l ie recogn izes th is wom an  was a local  author . A book of  stor ies 
cam e out a few year s back. W el l - r ev iewed. Ju l ie can?t rem em ber  the t i t le. 
I t  was a m ade-up  word , she th inks. A com posi te. Som eth ing sn ide?

?T he M ozzarella M urders was m y favor i te of  those books,? the author  
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says, st i l l  r eferencing Ju l ie?s tat too. ?I t  was the stup idest one. K ind  of  
naval-gazing. Sor t  of  l i ke th is l i t t le sh ind ig, huh? Kind  of  l i ke th is groovy 
hop? Al l  cheese and hyster ical  squeak ing? D udes who look l i ke r ats??

?God,? says Ju l ie. ?I  would  love i f  som ebody here got m urdered.?

T hey chat about m urder  for  a wh i le. Ju l ie not ices D an  star ing. H e 
would  absolu tely  know who th is wom an  is, would  know the t i t le of  her  
book. H e is seeth ing w i th  envy r igh t  now. T he crowd oozes around the 
space, chew ing nood les. Peop le p ick up  glossy cop ies of  the book, cr ack 
the sp ine, set  i t  down  again  reveren t ial ly. T he band goes gooey, m ajor  
chord , m inor  chord , the singer  d ron ing and eep ing.

?At least  these even ts always have roof tops,? says the author  
nodd ing towards a stai r wel l . ?Shal l  we??

T he m oon  loom s. A few m en  of  stature dr i f t  between  t i k i  tor ches 
ask ing one another  about m ar ket values. H ow m uch  does a blot  of  ink go 
for  these days? W h ich  type of  v i r tual  space is best for  gains?

Ju l ie and the author  order  p iña coladas and step  over  to the edge 
of  the roof , beh ind  a sem ici r cle of  em pty fold ing chai r s, to a cor ner  by a 
f i r e escape. N igh t has com e, and the ci ty  sky l ine loom s m oonward  on  
ei ther  side of  the r iver . T he W i l l iam sbur g Br idge cr acks her  back and 
sett les. M anhattan  looks a for t ress. N ot long ago, Brook lyn?s v iew was 
f lat ter , but  skyscr aper s now protr ude l i ke adu l t  teeth  f r om  baby gum s. 
T hey are bu i ld ing a tower, h igh  and bleak, w i th  howl ing elevator  shaf ts 
and cold , ar ch i tectur al ly  inconven ien t apar tm en ts for  cr yp to-specu lator s 
to ren t and then  abandon  af ter  the gr i f t  col lapses. T here is the bu i ld ing 
topped w i th  the glow ing red  and yel low hotdog. T here is the 
W i l l iam sbur g Savings Bank. Soph ia, the author , has known  th is sky l ine 
since babyhood, has grown  w i th  i t . She rem em ber s a f r iend who claim ed 
the W i l l iam sbur g Savings Bank as her  f avor i te bu i ld ing of  al l  t im e.

Soph ia?s job is to rem em ber  such  th ings, to t r ack them , to wrest le 
them  in to p r in t . She?s been  at  i t  al l  day. N ow she is here, t ipsy w i th  a new 
f r iend, Ju l ie, who seem s to be batt l ing dem ons of  her  own . Soph ia 
watches carefu l ly.
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Cheese yel low, op t im ist i c beyond al l  apology, the m oon  seem s to be 
com ing closer  to the m oon . Ju l ie hal f  expects i t  to break in to a gr in . But m aybe 
she?s p roject ing. Because, here?s the th ing: now Ju l ie i s hav ing fun. T h is 
author? w i th  her  bushy, alm ost m ul leted  hai r , her  crooked teeth , and her  dam p 
forehead? is p leasan t to spend t im e w i th . Soph ia m akes a joke about a par ty  for  
the om elet  book next week and the sangr ia book the week af ter wards.

?W hat about the deep-d ish  p izza book?? Ju l ie jum ps in .

?D on?t even  star t  w i th  m e about deep-d ish  p izza.?

T hey ban ter  about deep-d ish  p izza. T he m oon  chuck les along. M anhattan  
p resen ts i tsel f  w i th  the usual  gl i tz. T he star s above outsh ine the star s below. 
Soph ia begins talk ing about how the coup le in  the Piña Colada Song are d i r tbags. 
She talks about d i r tbags in  gener al .

?But,? she p ivots abr up t ly. ?I  don?t wan t to judge them  too har sh ly.?

?W hat do you m ean??

?W el l , they?retrying. T hat?s the th ing. Even  the ones who seem  vap id  or  who 
m ake bad ar t  or  who w i l l  talk your  ear  of f  about podcasts. T hey?re al l  t r y ing. I ?m  
tr y ing, too and, honest ly, that?s scar y to adm i t .?

Ju l ie consider s.

?T here?s always the f i r e escape,? the author  says nodd ing at  the ancien t 
ladder. T he m oon , deep-d ish  p izza, innovat ions of  an th ropom or ph ic m ice, 
dopam ine, and the d istan t r um ble of  the desp icable L  (the Icar us of  the M TA). 
Ju l ie puts her  em pty glass on  the ledge. T he r ungs are encr usted  w i th  gr i t  and ci ty  
f i l th .

T he inv isible ooze downstai r s i s m oving m ore qu ick ly  now, cl im bing 
upward . Below them , the room  m oves slow ly, conver sat ions l i ke m olasses and tar . 
Even  Red-Br ick Rob has slowed to a dr awn-out, langu id  m oan . T he band p lays 
on , m inor  chords, syn th  and dr um  br ush .D an  is af ter  Ju l ie, h is eyes hard  and 

D an  saw them  go to the roof . H e is l i v id . Ju l ie owes h im  an  apology and i t  i s 
past due. D an  wan ts to go af ter  Ju l ie and that author? oh , that  author , she?s 
noth ing special  her sel f , D an  th inks, glor i f ied  ch i ld ren?s l i ter ature, basical ly, but  
w i th  a bi t  of  wei rd  sex in  i t , we?ve al l  seen  that before, we?ve al l  r ead our  D unn , our  
Ju ly, our  Broder, and our  D ePaul , D an  th inks, and i t?s al l  ver y wel l  and good, but 
th is l i t t le cr abapp le Soph ia Gal lows and her  book Snideways, a sl im  col lect ion  that 
was der ivat ive and cold , he read i t  and d isl i ked  and would  love to pay 
com pl im en ts to the author , to lather  her  up  and see what com es? but he?s glued 
to th is spot on  by Red-Br ick Rob?s words, spoken  th rough  m ast icated  pasta and 
cheddar, nood les dangl ing f rom  h is beard , talk ing ceaselessly  at  D an , he?l l  never  
stop  speak ing D an  th inks, D an  knows.

T he band chur ns out a song l i ke butter . T he singer ?s voice is a st i cky sp lat , 
l i ke heavy cream  dr ipp ing f rom  the edge of  a table. Eve signs a book and does a 
l i t t le sh im m y. Som eone congr atu lates her . Eve does another  sh im m y in  gr at i tude. 
M ore steam ing d ishes are wheeled  out. Cheese par t i cles f i l l  the ai r . ?We?ve been 
Katie and the 80s,? says the singer. ?Buy a record, buy a T-shirt,? her  voice bur bles 
th rough  the hum .

D an  decides i t?s t im e to take act ion . H e?l l  yel l  at  Ju l ie, cause a scene, he 
doesn?t care. Any th ing is better  than  stand ing in  th is st i cky room  any longer. I t?s 
Ju l ie?s f au l t , D an  th inks. She soured th is even ing for  h im . H e doesn?t know how 
she d id  i t , but  she d id . H e tr ies to break away f rom  Red-Br ick Rob who is st i l l  
talk ing.

?T h is m icrobrewer y is nam ing an  IPA af ter  m e,? he says. ?T hey?l l  cal l  i t  the 
Red-Br ick Poet ical ly  H opped IPA.?

T here are m ore nood les in  Red-Br ick Rob?s beard  now. I t?s possible h is 
beard  is made of  nood les, D an  th inks. H e tel ls Red-Br ick Rob he has to pee.

?You have to pee, poppy-o?? Eve m ater ial i zes beh ind  D an . ?At a t im e l i ke 
th is? O n  m y special  n igh t??

Eve sh im m er s in  the grease and steam . H er  eyes seem  to be m el t ing, but 
her  m outh  rem ains f i xed  in  glee. T he paper- th in  spaces between  her  
teeth? carefu l ly, painstak ingly  al igned? are f i l led  w i th  m el t  and m ash . T he sole 
of  D an?s shoe st icks to the f loor . H e pu l ls i t  up  w i th  ef for t . T he elevator  door s 
open  and a p i le of  cot tage cheese sl i ther s out. Som eth ing bubbles th rough  the 
f loor boards. D an  m anages to break away but m oves as though  nav igat ing a 
swam p. H e?l l  get  Ju l ie for  th is. H e?l l  be revenged upon  her .
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Cheese yel low, op t im ist i c beyond al l  apology, the m oon  seem s to be 
com ing closer  to the m oon . Ju l ie hal f  expects i t  to break in to a gr in . But m aybe 
she?s p roject ing. Because, here?s the th ing: now Ju l ie i s hav ing fun. T h is 
author? w i th  her  bushy, alm ost m ul leted  hai r , her  crooked teeth , and her  dam p 
forehead? is p leasan t to spend t im e w i th . Soph ia m akes a joke about a par ty  for  
the om elet  book next week and the sangr ia book the week af ter wards.

?W hat about the deep-d ish  p izza book?? Ju l ie jum ps in .

?D on?t even  star t  w i th  m e about deep-d ish  p izza.?

T hey ban ter  about deep-d ish  p izza. T he m oon  chuck les along. M anhattan  
p resen ts i tsel f  w i th  the usual  gl i tz. T he star s above outsh ine the star s below. 
Soph ia begins talk ing about how the coup le in  the Piña Colada Song are d i r tbags. 
She talks about d i r tbags in  gener al .

?But,? she p ivots abr up t ly. ?I  don?t wan t to judge them  too har sh ly.?

?W hat do you m ean??

?W el l , they?retrying. T hat?s the th ing. Even  the ones who seem  vap id  or  who 
m ake bad ar t  or  who w i l l  talk your  ear  of f  about podcasts. T hey?re al l  t r y ing. I ?m  
tr y ing, too and, honest ly, that?s scar y to adm i t .?

Ju l ie consider s.

?T here?s always the f i r e escape,? the author  says nodd ing at  the ancien t 
ladder. T he m oon , deep-d ish  p izza, innovat ions of  an th ropom or ph ic m ice, 
dopam ine, and the d istan t r um ble of  the desp icable L  (the Icar us of  the M TA). 
Ju l ie puts her  em pty glass on  the ledge. T he r ungs are encr usted  w i th  gr i t  and ci ty  
f i l th .

T he inv isible ooze downstai r s i s m oving m ore qu ick ly  now, cl im bing 
upward . Below them , the room  m oves slow ly, conver sat ions l i ke m olasses and tar . 
Even  Red-Br ick Rob has slowed to a dr awn-out, langu id  m oan . T he band p lays 
on , m inor  chords, syn th  and dr um  br ush .D an  is af ter  Ju l ie, h is eyes hard  and 

D an  saw them  go to the roof . H e is l i v id . Ju l ie owes h im  an  apology and i t  i s 
past due. D an  wan ts to go af ter  Ju l ie and that author? oh , that  author , she?s 
noth ing special  her sel f , D an  th inks, glor i f ied  ch i ld ren?s l i ter ature, basical ly, but  
w i th  a bi t  of  wei rd  sex in  i t , we?ve al l  seen  that before, we?ve al l  r ead our  D unn , our  
Ju ly, our  Broder, and our  D ePaul , D an  th inks, and i t?s al l  ver y wel l  and good, but 
th is l i t t le cr abapp le Soph ia Gal lows and her  book Snideways, a sl im  col lect ion  that 
was der ivat ive and cold , he read i t  and d isl i ked  and would  love to pay 
com pl im en ts to the author , to lather  her  up  and see what com es? but he?s glued 
to th is spot on  by Red-Br ick Rob?s words, spoken  th rough  m ast icated  pasta and 
cheddar, nood les dangl ing f rom  h is beard , talk ing ceaselessly  at  D an , he?l l  never  
stop  speak ing D an  th inks, D an  knows.

T he band chur ns out a song l i ke butter . T he singer ?s voice is a st i cky sp lat , 
l i ke heavy cream  dr ipp ing f rom  the edge of  a table. Eve signs a book and does a 
l i t t le sh im m y. Som eone congr atu lates her . Eve does another  sh im m y in  gr at i tude. 
M ore steam ing d ishes are wheeled  out. Cheese par t i cles f i l l  the ai r . ?We?ve been 
Katie and the 80s,? says the singer. ?Buy a record, buy a T-shirt,? her  voice bur bles 
th rough  the hum .

D an  decides i t?s t im e to take act ion . H e?l l  yel l  at  Ju l ie, cause a scene, he 
doesn?t care. Any th ing is better  than  stand ing in  th is st i cky room  any longer. I t?s 
Ju l ie?s f au l t , D an  th inks. She soured th is even ing for  h im . H e doesn?t know how 
she d id  i t , but  she d id . H e tr ies to break away f rom  Red-Br ick Rob who is st i l l  
talk ing.

?T h is m icrobrewer y is nam ing an  IPA af ter  m e,? he says. ?T hey?l l  cal l  i t  the 
Red-Br ick Poet ical ly  H opped IPA.?

T here are m ore nood les in  Red-Br ick Rob?s beard  now. I t?s possible h is 
beard  is made of  nood les, D an  th inks. H e tel ls Red-Br ick Rob he has to pee.

?You have to pee, poppy-o?? Eve m ater ial i zes beh ind  D an . ?At a t im e l i ke 
th is? O n  m y special  n igh t??

Eve sh im m er s in  the grease and steam . H er  eyes seem  to be m el t ing, but 
her  m outh  rem ains f i xed  in  glee. T he paper- th in  spaces between  her  
teeth? carefu l ly, painstak ingly  al igned? are f i l led  w i th  m el t  and m ash . T he sole 
of  D an?s shoe st icks to the f loor . H e pu l ls i t  up  w i th  ef for t . T he elevator  door s 
open  and a p i le of  cot tage cheese sl i ther s out. Som eth ing bubbles th rough  the 
f loor boards. D an  m anages to break away but m oves as though  nav igat ing a 
swam p. H e?l l  get  Ju l ie for  th is. H e?l l  be revenged upon  her .
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cold . I t?s her  f au l t , he th inks. W i tchcr af t  or  bad v ibes, D an  doesn?t know, but Ju l ie 
d id  th is. H e pushes th rough  Velveeta. H e?l l  give Ju l ie a p iece of  h is m ind.

Ju l ie and Soph ia know he?s com ing.

?In  ever y space l i ke th is, there?s an  escape hatch  of  sor ts,? the author  says. 
She laughs and coughs in to her  hand. ?I  don?t m ean  to p reach  to you. I  lear ned 
about th is k ind  of  th ing when  I  was younger. Spen t a lot  of  t im e cr awl ing in to 
junkyards and star ing at  l im inal  spaces. I t  k ind  of  m essed m e up , but I  lear ned 
som e th ings. W henever  you en ter  a room  f i l l i ng w i th  v iscous ener gy, blowhard  
op in ions, and sweat, a door  opens som ewhere. I t?s just  a m atter  of  walk ing 
th rough .?

?Ram i f icat ions?? Ju l ie asks.

?W ide- r anging,? Soph ia says. ?You m igh t not w ind  up  m ar r y ing the per son  
you though t you?d m ar r y. Som e foods won?t taste as great, other s w i l l  becom e 
i r resist ib le. But the wor ld  won?t end. M i ld  changes. Bland, you cou ld  say.?

D an  gur gles her  nam e f rom  across the roof . Cheese-m en  in  H awai ian  
sh i r ts sw ivel  thei r  heads. Too late.

Soph ia nods. Ju l ie gr abs a r ung. A war m  sal ty  sm el l  gusts f r om  the ci ty  and 
the m oon  bel lows. I t?s on ly  a qu ick hop  down  towards bigger  joy.

M ich ael  Gidd i n gs i s a wr i ter , car toon ist , and m usician  f rom  Brook lyn . H e 
wor ks as a p reschool  teacher  and is an  associate f i ct ion  ed i tor  for  Fatal Flaw 
Literary M agazine. M ichael 's chapbook of  l inked stor ies, Kelly M arie Wants to Talk 
to You, wi l l  be publ ished by the Cupboard  Pam ph let  in  20 23. H e is cur ren t ly  at  
wor k on  a novel la, T he H omeschoolers, i n  wh ich  Red-Br ick Rob w i l l  r etur n .
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BEYOND 
JEALOUSY
Soramimi H anarejima

A.

I t?s 2PM  on  T hur sday : t im e to be jealous again . So you clear  your  desk 
and get out the l i st  of  ever y th ing you?ve recorded since last  week. Al l  the th ings 
peop le said / d id / got/ f laun ted that cou ld  be env iable.

- Tr ina?s p rom ot ion

- Ver st  r eceiv ing that award? cash award

- Rem ina?s trop ical  vacat ion

- M ar igold?s ex isten t ial  breakth rough

- T he glow ing rev iews of  a classm ate?s debut novel

- L ast weekend?s am azing concer t  by that  p iano p rod igy

Going th rough  them  one by one, you feel  whatever  they evoke in  you. 
L ed by desi re, r esen tm en t and inadequacy, a f am i l iar  slew of  em ot ions r uns i ts 
cour se. T hen , you look at  al l  the i tem s together , as a m ass of  em ot ional ly  
char ged goings-on , to see the shape of  envy in  aggregate and get the over al l  
m essage? what you m igh t real ly  wan t for  your sel f  or  need in  your  l i fe. 

T h is t im e, i t?s d i f feren t. T he ache of  loss sw i r ls in  your  chest. A v iscer al  
elegy for  lost  t im e, oppor tun i t ies, poten t ial? not squandered, m ore l i ke not 
seen , on ly  v isible in  h indsigh t and even  then  th rough  a haze of  uncer tain ty.
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T here seem s noth ing else to f ind  and decode. L onging and regret  
set t le in .

Af ter  wor k , you go to the lava tubes outside the ci ty, so thei r  cool  
dar kness can  soothe you. Star t ing w i th  T he M esh ler , the m ost extensive set 
of  tunnels w i th  the k ind  of  m er ging and d iver ging passageways in  wh ich  you 
cou ld  cross paths w i th  your sel f  i f  you?re not carefu l . But you?ve stud ied  the 
m ap thorough ly  and p lanned out your  en t i r e route? a long hai r p in  loop . 
W i th  hard  hat and head lam p on , you descend the m etal  ladder  to the ancien t 
subter r anean  realm  where there?s noth ing to be jealous of .

B.

W h i le she?s asleep , you sneak in to her  t im e m ach ine. T he in ter ior  i s of  
cour se d im  but f ain t ly  aglow w i th  enough  l igh t  f r om  the th i r d  w indow for  
you to get to the cockp i t  w i thout need ing the f lash l igh t  you brough t. Tak ing 
the p i lot?s seat, you wor k the con trols beneath  the p i tch -black for ward  
w indow, ad just ing the nav igat ion  system  to set  cour se for  a f u ture m odest ly  
better  than  the one she?s been  aim ing for . T he al ter at ion  should  be 
im percep t ible w i thout som e scr ut iny, the d i f ference in  d i rect ion  easi ly  
at t r ibutable to d r i f t? or  a serend ip i tous tur n  of  even ts, i f  there is one later .

W i th  that  taken  care of , you go to the th i r d  w indow? the one that 
looks out on  the spectacu lar  sigh ts she occasional ly  m en t ions. I t?s w ider  than  
you expected? alm ost panor am ic? gloam ing w i th  d istan t color s. Your  hands 
trem ble w i th  im pat ience as you undo the latches and push  the th ick pane out 
so i t  t i l ts upward , un t i l  the h inges lock i t  open  at  an  am ple though  st i l l  acute 
angle. T h rough  the w indow f r am e sw i r ls a jungly  breeze th ick ly  f lor al  and 
ear thy, w i th  notes of  sp ice, sm oke, m elon  and tea leaves? rem in iscen t of  
hom e: the garden , k i tchen  and pan tr y.

You lean  out, towards the t rem ulous sh im m er  of  m y r iad  
cou ldhavebeens? al l  those ref lect ive and ref r act ive m i r ages for m ing a 
m i r rored m aze of  recen t possibi l i t ies. You peer  beyond them , at  the 
never w i l lbes. W i th  i ts cr ystal  palaces, f loat ing ci t ies and enchan ted forests 
f u l l  of  exot ic creatures, that  exuber an t wonder land p r act ical ly  en treats you to 
clam ber  out and abscond in to realm s of  f an tasy and m yster y. But of  cour se, 
you don?t cl im b out the w indow, af r aid  of  how easi ly  you?d get lost  in  the 
m ul t i tud inous un real i t ies that  in tr i cately  com bine the past, p resen t and 
fan tast ic on  and on  in to the d istance. I nstead, you leap  out w i th  your  gaze, 
th rough  the binocu lar s you?ve brough t.

You ad just  the focus and see her  in  a wor kshop, carefu l ly  ar r anging 



SUBURBIA JO URN AL  | 69

em otions in  a hal f - f in ished song on  a wooden  table. Beh ind  her? th is 
ver sion  of  her? are r acks of  tools and shelves of  com ponen ts: var ious 
r hy m es, stock chords, m elod ious ref r ains. D ef t ly, she cr af ts the song so later  
she can  per for m  i t  the way a croup ier  m igh t deal  hands f rom  a deck 
sur rep t i t iously  stacked to char m  al l  the p layer s at  h is casino table in to each  
th ink ing good for tune has at  last  ar r ived.

You wan t to f ind  out who w i l l  hear  th is song, but there?s so m uch  
m ore to see, and at  m ost, you have on ly  a coup le hour s in  the t im e m ach ine. 
I f  you look elsewhere, w i l l  you be able to f ind  th is t r oubadour  sel f  of  her s 
again? W i l l  the t im e m ach ine?s new cour se lead toward  or  away f rom  her ? I t  
can  never  reach  her , of  cour se, but w i l l  i t  get  closer ?

C.

She gives m e the love her  paren ts gave her? not the total i ty  but the 
bu lk of  i t . Som eth ing l i ke 90 % in  her  est im at ion . M ost ly  f r om  ch i ldhood, 
both  special  occasions and dai ly  l i fe.

?For  safe keep ing,? she says when  leav ing the box w i th  m e, the sun  
sl ipp ing beneath  the h i l ls beh ind  her .

I t?s m uch  sweeter  and m ush ier  than  any th ing I  ever  got f r om  m y 
paren ts, wh ich  both  in tr igues and repu lses m e.

I  put  i t  al l  in  m y bedroom  closet, so i t?l l  be out of  the way.

I  tel l  no one about th is abundance of  em ot ion  she?s m ade m e the 
custod ian  of . And i t  becom es a de f acto secret? a par t  of  m y l i fe that  I  don?t 
have to w i thhold  f r om  f r iends and fam i ly  but end up  tel l ing no one about.

Soon , m y m or n ings pu lse w i th  a f r esh  ener gy. W hen  I  choose the 
day?s clothes f rom  m y closet, under  ever y th ing dr aped on  and cl ipped to 
hanger s, the war m  glow f rom  the box aler ts m e to m y role as the keeper  of  
th is t r easure. L ike a second alar m  clock , wak ing m e up  to l i fe.

D .

At T he Gal ler y  of  Pure En joy m en t, I  star t  the wor kday as I  always do, 
by f r eshen ing th ings up . O pen ing the num erous d isp lay w indows, I  change 
the per ishable st im ul i  and swap in  new objects? the lat ter  done as a k ind  of  
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redecor at ing for  patrons who com e regu lar ly. I n  the vase below the ar t i f i cial  
nose, I  r ep lace the l i l i es w i th  roses. For  the pain t ing v iewer, I  sw i tch  the 
por tr ai t  of  a wom an  on  a par k bench  read ing to a st i l l  l i f e of  var ious stone 
f r u i ts and leaf y  vegetables on  a wooden  tabletop .

O nce I ?ve gone th rough  the check l i st  for  th is m or n ing, I  head back to 
the staf f  of f i ces v ia the tact i le w ing. Br ief ly, I  look at  the sandpaper  feeler  as i t  
r uns the p last ic f inger t ips of  i ts robot ic hand l igh t ly  over  the gr ainy sheet 
beneath  them  in  a steady back-and- for th  r hy thm . T hen  I  go to the sof t  th ings 
cor ner  and si t  down  on  the bench  there to watch  the m eter s above the 
d isp lay w indows in  f r on t  of  m e. T hei r  need les f lu t ter  between  8 and 9 as they 
ind icate the degree of  gr at i f i cat ion  exper ienced by the feeler s beh ind  these 
w indows. O ne strokes a si lk  scar f , wh i le another  rol ls a cot ton  bal l  w i th  i ts 
robot ic f inger t ips, and another  squeezes a bal l  of  yar n . T here?s som eth ing 
sooth ing about the f act  that  these m ater ials are sim p ly  being en joyed. I t  
appeals to our  ideal  of  uncom pl icated  p leasure.

Even  when  a v isi tor  to T he Gal ler y  becom es jealous of  al l  the 
exuber an t en joym en t tak ing p lace here (or  jealous of  a speci f i c k ind  of  
p leasure p lay ing out? say, that  of  wh ispered endear m en ts heard  by an  
ar t i f i cial  ear ), thei r  envy is soon  d islodged by wonder? m ar vel  at  these 
technological  ach ievem en ts, am azem en t at  th is col lect ion?s constan t 
par tak ing of  what the wor ld  of fer s w i th  such  p len i tude: the qual i t ies of  
th ings.

As I  l inger  on  the bench , that  am azem en t t inges m y m ind, but m ost ly  
these feeler s reassure m e. T here is m uch  p leasure to be had in  text i les, and 
they are hav ing i t .

For  m e, th is i s T he Gal ler y  at  i ts m ost en joyable. N o patrons. O n ly  a 
peacefu l  qu iet  in  th is room  and the m ar ble cor r idor s outside i t . Beside m e 
wai ts the car t  laden  w i th  i ts hodgepodge of  old  f lower s, sh r iveled  ginger  
sl i ces, f lat  soda and ever y th ing else I ?ve rem oved f rom  var ious 
exper iencer s?n iches.

Soon , I  w i l l  wheel  i t  to the wor kshop and sor t  out  i ts con ten ts, then  
tur n  m y at ten t ion  to what i s m issing in  T he Gal ler y : exper iencer s that  en joy 
passages of  l i ter ature and m athem atical  equat ions. O nce again , I  w i l l  
con f ron t the p roblem  that st i l l  con founds us: how to con jure in tel lectual  
p leasure w i thout con tem plat ion , w i thout the r i sk of  boredom .
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T hough  I  am  tem pted to f i r st  design  an  exper iencer  that  w i l l  take 
p leasure in  the love that resides in  m y closet.

E.

Alone at  the bus stop  by the edge of  the par k , she gazes up  at  the n igh t 
sky, again  str uck by how d i f feren t the constel lat ions are here.

What is it about this new city? she wonder s? and she knows she should  
stop  cal l ing i t  that ; i t?s new for  her , but  the ci ty  i tsel f  i s qu i te old  (founded 50 0  
year s ago and ex ist ing in  som e for m  or  other  dur ing cen tur ies 
p r ior ).Even tual ly, i t  w i l l  becom e her  hom e, but for  now, newness is what 
def ines the ci ty  for  her .

And r igh t  now, i t?s the newness of  these constel lat ions? the star s in  
thei r  usual  ar r angem en ts but str ung together  by her  m ind in  ways they never  
were before. Clouds too are d i f feren t. M ore hopefu l , less w ist f u l . Som eth ing 
about the sky here m ust change the way she sees what?s in  i t .

T he bus she has been  wai t ing for  ar r ives, and she rem inds her sel f  to 
get on  th rough  the rear  door, even  though  she can  see th rough  the w indows 
that, unsur pr isingly, there are no passenger s.

October, she th inks when  she steps aboard . T he ai r  cond i t ion ing m akes 
the glow ing in ter ior  a pocket of  cr isp  autum n  in  the Ju ly  heat that  barely  lets 
up  at  n igh t. She knows her  m ind w i l l  keep  assign ing m on ths to th ings and 
p laces here un t i l  ever y th ing feels l i ke i t  belongs in  the p resen t.

She takes a seat, and the bus pu l ls away f rom  the cur b. T im e to go back 
to the new apar tm en t? to leave the Apr i l  greener y beh ind  and retur n  to the 
pale Febr uar y qu iet . To dream  of  rem oving the constr ain ts long ago p laced 
upon  your  shadow, so at  last  you w i l l  know what else i t  can  becom e.
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Ever  year n ing to be spel lbound by ideas of  a cer tain  f anci f u l  per suasion , 
Sor am im i  H an ar ej im a of ten  m eander s in to the euphor ic t r ance of  ly r i cal  
daydream s, som e of  wh ich  are ch ron icled  in  Sor am im i?s neuropunk stor y  
col lect ion  Literary Devices for Coping.
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