Deceit
I close my eyes.


I open my eyes and let the world reevaluate itself.


Early October and god, it’s beautiful. The sky as open and blue as grief and yellow and orange maple leaves carpet the dying green grass like antithetical flowers. They crackle beneath my worn out sneakers as I breathe deep, tasting through the cigarette smoke and toothpaste the cool dry autumn air. The sun is warm on my bare, bleeding shoulders as I wander through the trees, feeling the energy of their yearly death as my lungs fill, expel.


Who’s going to love this thin, pale girl with haunted eyes?


In all fairness, the haunted eyes bit had some help from a black eyeliner pencil. I am certainly pale, and reasonably thin enough to fit the romantic image I’m after, but my eyes are actually a watery blue gray, so I help them out with cosmetics. I say it makes me look haunted. Others say I just look like an abused raccoon. Either way, I feel like a ghost. No one even stops to notice the raw wounds on my arms. So I keep walking, too.

I chase unicorns. And I know that they exist. I’ve only seen a handful, but once is enough to put you on an eternal quest. Forget the white mare with a single spiral horn bit. What I’m after is infinitely more beautiful. Let me tell you through example what I mean.

I was drunk and dancing when Adam hit. I don’t usually dance, much less socially, but if you can get enough alcohol in me, I’ll go with it. Picture it – a crowded room where every swing of your hips brings you into contact with someone else. I sway, the crowd pulsing and surging around me, and I can feel the sex sliding between my fingertips, pouring out my lips as my body twists suggestively. Sex comes between birth and death, the only truly human experience that can be fully lived. We all lived it that night.

All around me, warm human flesh, hearts beating, shoulders pressed against me. I feel smooth, sweaty skin behind me. He is gyrating, moving closer. I back into him, his hands go around my waist and we pantomime Iago’s beast, perverse and natural and drunk. The song ends and he moves away. I keep dancing alone as friends grin at me – “hell yeah, Leah…”
I see him out of the corner of my eye first, in a loose brown sweater, curly shaggy hair hanging over dark eyes.

Maybe…
I weave through the crowd, drawn to him, believing in the chance. He is dancing with another girl, arms around her they move. My ultimate purpose is obscured by lust as I watch his arms, his shoulders. The song ends and they separate. He turns the full force of dark drunk eyes on me. I no longer care about unicorns. Because I am drunk, I am sexual and he feels it.

We dance. We kiss. We leave.

The inevitable followed, and won’t be written. It was later, after the awkward re-dressing, reminding each other of our names, that it hit.

Eyes met. Suddenly the sex doesn’t matter. Suddenly, God, we both know that we’re both real. Suddenly subconscious terror is no longer lonely. Suddenly there are two living breathing people in the room, not two concepts, two ideas, desires, curiosities. Suddenly beneath the sweat and the skin, under the physical, under the mental, floating through the air on our exhaled breath, we understand and we accept. Indescribable.
It only lasts for a second, maybe less. And then back to the inevitable post-hook up chit chat. If only there was a way to make it stay, make it last, make it real. But it’s like smoke, a sudden twist, whirl, beauty, and then silence, vacancy, as though it never existed. But it was worth it.

That’s what I mean when I say I chase unicorns.

I meandered into the music hall, slunk up the stairs into a practice room. I let my back pack slide off my shoulders and fall to the floor. I sit at the sleek black bench.

I close my eyes.

I open my eyes.

The music catches me before my fingers strike the keys. Catches like a strong wind, lifting me, tossing me carelessly around in infinite space. The mechanical motion of my fingers has nothing to do with what is happening in this room. The tarantella by Albert Pieczonka is a masterpiece of loneliness, passion, rage, repression. I feel it all, flowing out my fingers. It hurts, burns, as the pianissimo section simmers around me, stinging, stifling. Then the release as my fingers slam down full force in full-blown crescendo toward the explosive coda. Then the piece rips itself open, hurtling downward in a descending variation of an a minor scale, all my anger and frustration and hurt and need erupting in a roaring climax – all my strength in my hands, strength I don’t possess gathering itself and CRASH –

I am left alone again with the echo of the last deep dark chord ringing in my ears, electric in the air. I sit, enthralled, until it completely dissipates. I feel better.
I’m sitting alone in the cafeteria thinking about all the things no one here knows about me yet. They don’t know what a biting sense of humor I have. They don’t know I can’t pass up a piece of cheesecake. They don’t know that I like to swim. They don’t know how badly I want to go to New Zealand. They’ll figure all this out eventually, I promise myself. No solitude can last forever, no matter how much its owner tries to hold on to it.

Lone wolves are outcasts and misfits. It’s not a willing condition.

God knows I’m all wolf, when it comes down to it. Both the negative and the positive mythological connotations. And maybe when I’m chasing my unicorns, my intent is subconsciously murderous. I never let them survive. It’s a hunt I can’t resist.
That thought leads me back to a night in late January when I was six years old. Of course it was probably only a dog but in my eyes and later in my memory, it was most definitely a wolf. I was playing by myself in our huge backyard bordered by the mountains, and I closed my eyes for a second, exhausted but unwilling to let go of the fantasy that held me in its grip. 

I remember when I was a kid imagining, I had to be dragged back to reality. I hated to leave the worlds I built for myself outside in the darkness.

But that night I was tired. I closed my eyes.

And I opened them.

The wolf was just standing there, looking at me.

Stunned, I looked straight back at the slender, intelligent face, the creature’s cavernous wet brown eyes. It cocked its head to one side, questioningly.

I spread my hands, not knowing what it wanted.

It shook itself, gray fur rustling and settling. It took a final qualifying gaze of me, then gracefully turned and loped easily back into the trees. Every movement was grace, majesty. I thought to myself, “here the king in exile has returned.”

Ok, that’s not what I thought. I was a six year old. But I felt it.

Oh, and I lied. I knew Adam already. He ate lunch with me a few weeks ago. I was sitting by myself as usual in the dining hall, and, out of the corner of my eye I saw baggy pants and a wallet chain stop across the table. Petrified that conversation was going to be required of me, I slowly brought my eyes up to a black tee shirt, to Adam’s friendly, open face. “Can I sit here?” he asked pleasantly. 

“Yeah,” I said, too gratefully.

And I was only at that party because I’d seen him go in.

And I wasn’t that drunk.

But it was still a good and pure thing.

As much as a one night stand can be, at any rate.

And he really was that drunk.

I haven’t talked to him since.

