Alone

Can’t get her out of mind. Her hands in front of my face. Naked against the morning window. Fingers painted and polished. Standing next to her. Always wanted to fuck an angel from behind.

Can’t stand being inside my skin. Joints itch. Muscles squirm. 

She said that there was nothing beyond the here and now. She told me about a flight she’d taken from Winnipeg to Toronto. At three thousand feet she looked out on the wing of the plane and saw footprints. She said the plane was filled with closet terrorists dressed up as businessmen. Toronto lay below like a plastic model. The plane swooped down and bombed the city with passengers.

In sleep her face was so quiet. We stopped talking. Our conversations had become naked. We became ashamed to look at each other. 

Staring into my coffee. Clouds of stream gathering around my eyes. I remembered the pictures from the moon where there were no clouds. The astronauts did not look surprised. It was as if they had something to do with it.

Hot sticky nights beside her. Breasts pointed in different directions. Beads of sweat on her skin. A rasp in her voice. Keeping her distance from me. Our bed became too narrow. At night we locked our hands in the dresser drawers. She packed her bags. Before she left she handed me an envelope. I wanted to tell you what we have lost. When she was gone I sat down on the couch and opened the envelope. There was nothing inside.

