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EPISODE 17: SHORT STORY (COMPLETE) - LITERARY: HAWSERS BY SAMUEL SIMAS
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Summary: A couple is separated by military duty.

You took me to the end of a dock where furled sails and hawsers clinked nautical concertos
on metal. Between beats you told me you were leaving, and I watched you scratch your brown

1 3¢:€£ beard in the sunlight, massaging the words like lather around your mouth. The gulls stopped
S NLER SN
TP W
te] '“>" screaming, and I heard your heart thump behind the cloud of your breath. Boats undulated on the
; e SN
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water, and I kneaded the tendrils of muscles in my arm, shifting my weight from right foot to lefi.

You kicked the dock’s faded planks until splinters levigated and the wind picked up the
1} dust with a gentle luff. You couldn’t bring your eyes to meet mine. It was the same siw half-
(z)‘) glance that met my eyes askance when we bore the palls of my mother’s coffin four years prior.

JE—

You looked so handsome in your suit and tie, shoes shined so that you could see your own frown
when you looked down into them. Remember how you told me that look meant you were sorry? W’l’
I asked to where you were sailing, and you said yous(g_o}?:)was sending you out on the w”‘“’l’ji:j?'
longest trip yet — Colombo. A place so infrequently spoken of I didn’t think it was real until you
said: Sri Lanka. You were to bring a shipment of plastic there, tea on the way back.
And the way you ran your thumb in quick circles around the button of your peacoat told \/ N
me you were anxious to go. Were you? You said you had spent too much time waiting in

coffeeshops and bars in this New England port town while the fall turned to winter and then to

spring again. [ didn’t blame you.
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EPISODE 17: SHORT STORY (COMPLETE) - LITERARY: HAWSERS BY SAMUEL SIMAS

’124 said you would miss welcoming the moming rain and the smell of roasted coffeq\aﬁer
we let,l;lankets collect by our anklcs; You, thinking about the sandpapery feel of my beard on your
chest whlle I laid next to you at night, pawing at your arms and broad tattooed shoulders to ensure
I wasn’t alone again. Would I miss your warm chuckle when I @Jﬁhlnd you to kiss the
corners where your ears met your face? Yes. ( F"f pet 'Z WN’)

From the way you were standing, | swore you would get scoliosis. Your shoulders were
slouched, neck tilted to the side. Your hips, off-kilter. Everything about your face made me smile,
even the crooked frown you made when you thought too hard about taxes or music or the color
blue. But now neither of us »ye;g smiling or frowning. You were watching waves wash seaweed
and pebbles and shells onto the shore.

A

I stared at the ceru]ian blue-river-veins running under your skin, pumping your life for me
to see. I saw the rough patches, the callouses and scars where you nicked yourself building our
lopsided shed in the backyard under my favorite oak tree. Ten summers turned to fall while we
lived in the house that used to be my parelits)We upiqg}ted the azaleas when they grew too high,
we dug into the ground and laid flagstones for a paﬁi%‘g fire-pit, but we never touched the tree. It
was the tree with the red bird-feeder, the one I ran into playing ball with my Dad at the age of
eight. It left a scar above my eyebrow, which you found the first night you slept under the down
comforter with me, rubbing your feet against mine to keep them warm.

sobid

[ saw the, band around your finger from when we married at the town hall, days after

50T around y

Rhode Island told us we had the right. Funny isn’t it? It was a small “I-do” surrounded with an
extended, pretended family and none of our parents who had sucked in hate through their mothers’
milk. We stood together in the town-hall, in a line next to lesbians who cried and clapped and then

exchanged the rings they had made for each other out of ornate silver teaspoons.

T
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Days later, when I cried on the phone while my mother spewed damnation and retribution,
you took my shoulder, and I felt the ring on your hand. It’s a product of a generation different than
Gf(b ; 3 ours, you said, let it go. And so I did because you taught me how to trust myself like a ship taken
§:€;p}§ from its mooring, hawser reeled in and kept coiled, until I met a shore where I could cast it out and
draw myself in again.
You looked at me with baleful eyes steeped brown like coffee, your smile caramel. You
took my hand and kissed it between the thumb and pointer because you knew M W‘e_ .
was my favorite place to be kissed. And then you held me close to you. Your shirt, the scent of
cool smoke from our wood stove, and beyond your shoulder the sun was broken in the rippled
water, leading to a thatch of reeds bending to the wind. A man landed his boat and moored it on
the end of the dock. He glanced at us, once, twice, and then a third time because he thought neither
I, nor you, could see his suspicion. But I did. And I didn’t care.
I pulled you closer to me and breathed you into the deepest curve of my soul, thinking the
deeper I took you, the longer you would stay. You swayed with me in your arms, like the reeds in J
the breeze, like the boats shifting on the water. How long did we stay like that upon the dock? Was 5 q M’L
it long enough for you to remember how you came home only months before, bringing back \"\?ﬁr

disease that tricked our insides and ate them away until we devoured ourselves whole. When you
_,_...--"'_"'_'___-'—“_'"_‘—'—-—-..__...--"'

told me you were sorry, for the first time, we sat upon a cheap set of lawn furniture, watching the J"i <7

trains pass on the railroad and sipping beer. I didn’t blame you then, either. Lf‘ms 7 Jse
R
?ﬂr"j I pulled myself away from you and leaned on the banister of the wharf, running my W i Zf"’
2
Suemets thumbnail through the aged, gray wood. Odd to see swans swimming in salt water, but there they Beh,. .

PPN
ry
,?5:” l%.'ere, one floating not too far from the other. It dipped its head underwater and came up with

seaweed wrapped around its bill. You kissed my neck from behind. You said you would be back
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in two months. Was it really that long? I stared into my reflection below until the ripples blurred it
away. [ shook my head, but I didn’t respond. The space between my ears and my brain was full of
3 b& to-dos, lonely doctor’s visits, and long nights spent wrapped in electric blankets, waiting for the
L
J‘D R o o
crunchingof your key in the lock.
Cerunching-of your key

IR

I turned from you, my feet echoing hollow and hard on the wood while I walked to our
truck next to a line of neon-colored kayaks. You trailed behind, jangling keys in your hand to fill

the silence left between the clanking of boats in the harbor. I climbed in, and you drove up the
{,J 2 \,J"’Jf“
gravel road that bent hard like a horseshoe. Yeugeuld sed the whole marina from the top. I saw

your boat bobbing between two orange dinghies like tiny fish chasing a whale. £ ‘m " ’
A ~

You asked me if it was okay to leave, and I couldn’t tell you no. ULD S
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Summary: A couple is separated by military duty.

You took me to the end of a dock where furled sails and hawsers clinked nautical concertos
on metal. Between beats)you told me you were leaving,and.lmauhadgou scratch your brown
beard in the sunlight, massaging the words like lather around your mouth. The gulls stopped
screaming, and I heard your heart thump behind the cloud of your breath. Boats undulated on the
water, and | kneaded the tendrils of muscles in my arm, shifting my weight from right foot to left.

You kicked the dock’s faded planks until splinters levigated}and the wind picked up the

dust with a gentle luff. You couldn’t bring your eyes to meet mine. It was the sam
(e

| 200 daay
i t met h bore the palls of m ther’s coffin fi ior.
@f;ma met my eyesw en we bore the palls of my mother’s coffin four years prior

You looked so handsome in your suit and tie, shoes shined so that you could see your own frown

when you looked down into them. Remember how you told me that look meant you were sorry?
I asked }§ where you were sailing,m!d%ou said your boss was sending you out on the
longest trip yet — Colombo. A place so infrequently spoken of I didn’t think it was real until you
“)\s’fﬁ' Sri Lanka. You were to bring a shipment of plastic there, tea on the way back.

And the way you ran your thumb in quick circles around the button of your peacoat told

me you were anxious to go. Were you? You said you had spent too much time waiting in 1
coffeeshops and bars in this New England port town while the fall turned to winter and then to UJU‘\ OP)“O
- P
spring again. I didn’t blame you. (ﬂ\@ < K
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You said you would miss welcoming the moming rain and the smell of roasted coffee after
we let blankets collect by our ankles. You, thinking about the sandpapery feel of my beard on your
\_5 o chest while I laid next to you at night, pawing at your arms and broad tattooed shoulders to ensure
») b ‘ ~ I'wasn’t alone again. Would I miss your warm chuckle when I snuck up behind you to kiss the
}‘0‘2‘@ corners where your ears met your face? Yes.

OD From the way you were standing, I swore you wni.lﬁ-ge.t scoliosis. Your shoulders were

slouched, neck tilted to the side. Your hips, off-kilter. Everything about your face made me smile,

even the crooked frown you made when you thought too hard about taxes or music or the color

blue. But now neither of us were smiling or frowning. You were watching waves wash seaweed o
S e
N N
and pebbles and shells onto the shore. — X \xo<°°
-~ S5 a0
I stared at the cerulean blue-river-veins running under your skin, pumping your life for mé ;:5;59 z
\_\. \.
to see. [ saw the rough patches, the callouses and scars where you nicked yourself building our 3D>‘ _,&\;9%9
,}‘

lopsided shed in the backyard under my favorite oak tree. Ten summers turned to fall while we ~> Q S,.
lived in the house that used to be my parents. We uprooted the azaleas when they grew too hlgh Q:\ 2 >2<9'
\wt dug into the ground and laid flagstones for a patio, a fire-pit, but we never touched the tree. It C;tbo

was the tree with the red bird-feeder, the one I ran into playing ball with my Dad at the age of

eight. It left a scar above my eyebrow, which you found the first night you slept under the down

comforter with me, rubbing your feet against mine to keep them warm.

I saw the band around your finger from when we married at the town hall, days after
MG\
Ang

U&D.

Rhode Island told us we had the right. Funny isn’t it? It was a small “I-do” surrounded with an
extended, pretended famil_);,and none of our parents who had sucked in hate through their mothers’
milk. We stood together in the town-hall, in a line next to lesbians who cried and clapped and then

exchanged the rings they had made for each other out of ornate silver teaspoons.
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Days later, when I cried on the phone while my mother spewed damnation and retribution,
you took my shoulder, and I felt the ring on your hand. It’s a product of a generation different than
ours, you said, let it go. And so I did/because you taught me how to trust myself like a ship taken

from its moormg, hawser ree]ed in and kept coiled, until I met a shore where I could cast it out and

N6 N S $‘3m\a S OX, -

draw myself in again.
You looked at me with baleful eyes steeped brown like coffee, your smile caramel. You
took my hand and kissed it between the thumb and pointer because you knew the secret — how it
was my favorite place to be kissed. And then you held me close to you. Your shirt, the scent of
cool smoke from our wood stove, and beyond your shoulder the sun was broken in the rippled
water, leading to a thatch of reeds bending to the wind. A man landed his boat and moored it on
the end of the dock. He glanced at us, once, twice, and then a third time because he thought neither
I, nor you, could see his suspicion. But I did. And I didn’t care.
I pulled you closer to me and breathed you into the deepest curve of my soul, thinking the
deeper I took you, the longer you would stay. You swayed with me in your arms, like the reeds in
the breeze, like the boats shifting on the water. How long did we stay like that upon the dock? Was
it long enough for you to remember how you came home only months before, bringing back
disease that tricked our insides and ate them away until we devoured ourselves whole. When you
told me you were sorry, for the first time, we sat upon a cheap set of lawn fumniture, watching the
woas Yerees =2
trains pass on the railroad and sipping beer. I didn’t blame you then, either. m\cwﬁd
I pulled myself away from you and leaned on the banister of the wharf, running my
thumbnail through the aged, gray wood. Odd to see swans swimming in salt water, but there they

were, one floating not too far from the other. It dipped its head underwater and came up with

seaweed wrapped around its bill. You kissed my neck from behind. You said you would be back
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in two months. Was it really that long? I stared into my reflection below until the ripples blurred it
away. | shook my head, but I didn’t respond. The space between my ears and my brain was full of
to-dos, lonely doctor’s visits, and long nights spent wrapped in electric blankets, waiting for the
crunching of your key in the lock.

I turned from you, my feet echoing hollow and hard on the wood while I walked to our
truck next to a line of neon-colored kayaks. You trailed behind, jangling keys in your hand to fill
the silence left between the clanking of boats in the harbor. I climbed in, and you drove up the
gravel road that bent hard like a horseshoe. You could see the whole marina from the top. I saw
your boat bobbing between two orange dinghies like tiny fish chasing a whale.

You asked me if it was okay to leave, and I couldn’t tell you no.
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Summary: A couple is separated by military duty.
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You took me to the end of a dock where furled gails and hawsers clinked pautical concertos

on metal. Between bemmu told me you were leaving, and I watched you scratch your brown

beard in the sunlight, massaging the words like lather around your mouth. The guils stopped
Sy minint] caaly? it
screaming, and I heard your heart thump behind the cloud of your breath. Boats undulated on the

water, and I kneaded the tendrils of muscles in my arm, shifting my weight from right foot to left.

SCure
You kicked the dock’s faded planks until splinters levigéted and the wind picked up the
7 not evisllwed

dust with a gentle luff. You couldn’t bring your eyes to meet mine. It was the same sideways half- . +-1|
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glance that met my eyes askance when we bore the pdlls of my mother’s coffin four years prior. ~thi's B,
l ~ n neemn ' cloth

Youflooked so handsome in your suit and tie, shoes shined so that you could see your own frown T ltase , hol
" .

!
when you looked down into them. Remember how yow‘f{)ld me that look meant you were sorry?
W

I asked\{o where you were sailing, and you said your boss was sending you out on the
longest trip yet — Colombo. A place so infrequently spoken of I didn’t think it was real until you
said: Sri Lanka. You were to bring a shipment of plastic there, tea on the way back.

And the way you ran your thumb in quick circles around the button of your peacoat told
me you were anxious to go. Were you? You said you had spent too much time waiting in

coffeeshops and bars in this New England port town while the fall turned to winter and then to

.rin gain. I didn’t blame you. ' | .
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You said you would miss welcoming the moming rain and the smell of roasted coffee after

i — kot
we let blankets collect by our ankles. You, thinking about the sandpapery feel of my beard on your ;v -a'ten
A 4 W ar?

chegt while I laid next to you at night, pawing at your arms and broad tattooed shouliders to ensure

I wasn’t alone again. Would I miss your warm chuckie when I snuck up behind you to kiss&e

corners where your ears met your face] Yes. ’*:VWW{#,J/Z .
From the way you were standing, I swore you would get scoliosis. Your shoulders were -

K4 vtf-;m/& 7
slouched, neck tilted to the side. Your hips, off-kilter/ Everything about your face made me smile,

even the crooked frown you made when you thought too hard about taxes or music or the color
blue] BLtl'y‘now@either of us were smiling or frowning. You were watching waves wash seaweed

7 .
and pebbles and shelis onto the shore. ¥ % h’k hedvezsed. ve 'ns don +/U"‘"',9

— [ stared at the cerulean blue-river{veins running under your skgpumping your life for me

?
whet!
to see. | saw the rough patches, the callouses and scars where you nicked yourself building our

lopsided shed in the backyard under my favorite oak tree.@ summers turned to fall while we

- lived in the house that used to be my pare@\' e uprooted the azaleas when they grew too high,

"
i we dug into the ground and laid flagstones for a patio, a fire-pit, but we never touched the tree. It

a
was the treé’/\:vith the red bird-feeder, the one I ran into playing ball with my Dad at the age of

[—— e Y A
eight. It left a scar above my eyebrow.[v;hich you found the first night{you slept under the down € f(t w
rwt Aovd

comforter with me, rubbing your feet against mine to keep them warm. +o 5,,1-

I saw the band around your finger from when we married at thé'ﬁ)wn !kll, days after

b
Rhode Island told us we had the right. Funr@i’t it? It was a small “I-do” surrounded with an

yi?
7 ﬁ/l+l\- i
extended, pretended famij ya d none of our parent@o had sucked in hate through their mothers’
two'
milk. We stood together in the igwn%ll, in a line next to lesbians who cried and clapped and then
7

exchanged the rings they had made for each other out of ornate silver teaspoons.
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sothis b it EThen dyor7e 510

Days later, when I cried on the phone while epspewed damnation and retribution,

Fvona
you took my pulder, and I felt the ring on your hand. [¢’s a product of a generation different than
le

!
ou said, let it pﬁmd sol di@ecause youi(aught me how to trust myself like a ship taken

from its mooring, hawser reeled in and kept coiled, until I met a shore where I could cast it out and

. . ‘hw cavw"fa‘h by
draw myself in again. n4a Do 1eth” 7

& mlvm%““"*"‘f ou looked at me with baleful eyes steeped brown like coffee Eur smile caram], You

took my hand and kissed it between the thumb and pointer because you knew the secret — how it
ﬁ;ﬁ he 1'> At
was my favorite place to be kissed. And then you held me close to you. Your shirt, the scent of
cool smoke ﬁ'om our ?_?,?‘3 stove, and beyond your shoulder the sun was broken in the rippled
\\4 l
water, leading to a thatch of reeds bending to the wind.' A man landed his boat and moored it on

the end of the dock. He glanced at us, once, twice, and then a third time because he thought neither

[, nor you

&

Lf““ld see his suspicion. But I did. And I didn’t care.

I pulled you closer to me and breathed you into the deepest curve of my soul, thinking the
deeper I took you, the longer you would stay. You swayed with me in your arms, like the reeds in
the breeze, like the boats shifting on the water. How long did we stay like that upon the dock? Was
it long enough for you to remember how you cire home only months before, bringing back

y 4 ‘
disease thatjtricked our insid%nd te them awzﬂuntil ¢ devoured ourselves whold. When you

vl 51! '
told me you were sorry, fcye first time, we ‘sat upon a V‘L?heap set of lawn furniture, watching the
. . .. s 1y . 0
trains pass on the railroad and sipping beer. I didn’t blame yov@n, either. fmilTast varl |
I pulled myself away from you and leaned on the banister of the wharf, running my
thumbnail through the aged, gray wood. Odd to see swans swimming in salt water, but there they

were, one floating not too far from the other. It dipped its head underwater and came up with

seaweed wrapped around its bill. You kissed my neck from behind. You said you would be back
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owld
in two months. it really that long? I stared into my reflection below until the ripples blurred it

Luk?
away. [ shook my head, but I didn’t respond. The spacelbetween my ears and my brain was full of

Ale<is m

to-dos, lonely doctor’s visits, and long nights spent wrapped in electric blankets, waiting for the
crunching of your key in the lock.

[ turned from you, my feet echoing hollow and hard on the wood while I walked to our
truck next to a line of neon-colored kayaks./;’ ou trailed behind, jangling keys in your hand to fill

the silence left between the clanking of boats in the harbor. I climbed in, and you drove up the

Li we?
grave] road that bent @ike a horseshoe. You could see the whole marina from the top. I saw

e

your boat bobbing between two orange dinghies like tiny fish chasing a whale.

t
(.\
VD You asked me if it was okay to leave, and I couldn’t tell you no.
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EPISODE 17: SHORT STORY (COMPLETE) - LITERARY: HAWSERS BY SAMUEL SIMAS
/

You've chosen the most difficult of all literary writing: the emotions that everyone
understands, but can't get into words. You have the end of a longer story, here. We are told by
many extended metaphors, that these two people are in love and. due to circumstances beyond
their control, are forced to separate for and extended period of time — two months. Actually, there
some examples that I pointed out, that don’t come across as truly a case of crossed lovers. Then
there's the sub-text of resentment about the others who are not accepting of same-sex marriages.
This is another topic that deserves a first-hand story of its own.

Finally, I'd like to see this as the end of a longer piece where ['d Jeel, rather than be told,
that theirs is the love that they 've been waiting for and have to separate, but they will be okay — if

you love something .. ;

Summary: A couple is separated by military duty.

You took me to the end of a dock where furled sails and hawsers clinked nautical
concertos on metal. Between beats you told me you were leaving, and I watched you scratch your
brown beard in the sunlight, massaging the words like lather around your mouth. The gulls

stopped screaming, and I heard your heart thump behind the cloud of your breath. Boats undulated
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on the water, and 1 kneaded the tendrils of muscles in my arm, shifting my weight from right foot
to left. This first paragraph needs to be toned down. Don't be afraid to just tell the story without
sounding “writerly.” There is enough emotion in this that comes through. Try to avoid
exaggerated analogies.

You kicked the dock’s faded planks until splinters levigated/”) and the wind picked up the
dust with a gentle luff. You couldn’t bring your eyes to meet mine. It was the same sideways half-
glance that met my eyes askance when we bore the palls of my mother’s coffin four years prior.
You looked so handsome in your suit and tie, shoes shined so that you could see your own frown
when you looked down into them. Remember how you told me that look meant you were sorry?
(Nice paragraph. You've captured the extent of the expression through the supreme situation that
elicits grief. On second thought, this might be a distraction to the main thrust of emotion. Tough
call on this one.)

(I asked to where you were sailing, and you said your boss was sending you out on the
longest trip yet — Colombo.) This sentence needs more of an explanation. When did you ask?
When did he answer? Under what circumstances) A place so infrequently spoken of I didn’t think
it was real until you said: Sri Lanka. You were to bring a shipment of plastic there, tea on the way
back.

Switching from past to present. Needs a transitional word or two. And the way you ran
your thumb in quick circles around the button of your peacoat told me you were anxious to go.
Were you? You said you had spent too much time waiting in coffeeshops and bars in this New
England port town while the fall turned to winter and then to spring again. I didn’t blame you.

You said you would miss welcoming the morning rain and the smell of roasted coffee after

we let blankets collect by our ankles. (Kind of insincere. Suggests missing coffee and a role in the
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hay and not you.) You, thinking about the sandpapery feel of my beard on your chest while I laid

(lay) next to you at night, pawing at your arms and broad tattooed shoulders to ensure I wasn’t

alone again. Would I miss your warm chuckle when I snuck up behind you to kiss the corners

where your ears met your face? Yes. \A q
v

TNy
From the way you were standing, I swore you would get scoliosis. Your shoulders were

slouched, neck tilted to the side. Your l{ips, off-kilter. Everything about your face made me smile,
even the crooked frown you made (s) when you thought too hard about taxes or music or the
color blue. But now neither of us were smiling or frowning. { You were watching waves wash
seaweed and pebbles and shells onto the shore.) de/ere

(1 stared at the cerulean blue-river-veins running under your skin, pumping your life for me
to see. I saw the rough patches, the callouses and scars where you nicked yourself building our
lopsided shed in the backyard under my favorite oak tree. Ten summers turned to fall while we
lived in the house that used to be my parents. We uprooted the azaleas when they grew too high,
we dug into the ground and laid flagstones for a patio, a fire-pit, but we never touched the tree. It
was the tree with the red bird-feeder, the one I ran into playing ball with my Dad at the age of
eight. It left a scar above my eyebrow, which you found the first night you slept under the down
comforter with me, rubbing your feet against mine to keep them warm.

The next two paragraphs have a different tone. More bitter or angry. I wonder if the story
has two purposes. 1. To examine a romantic separation. 2. To open up the topic of same sex
marriages and the bitterness and anger these couples run into. Both topics are worthy. | wonder if
the two are compatible in the same piece.

I saw the band around your finger from when we married at the town hall, days after

Rhode Island told us we had the right. Funny isn’t it? It was a small “I-do” surrounded with an
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extended, pretended family and none of our parents who had sucked in hate through their mothers’
milk. We stood together in the town-hall, in a line next to lesbians who cried and clapped and then
exchanged the rings they had made for each other out of ornate silver teaspoons.

Days later, when I cried on the phone while my mother spewed damnation and retribution,
you took my shoulder, and I felt the ring on your hand. It’s a product of a generation different than
ours, you said, let it go. And so I did because you taught me how to trust myself like a ship taken
from its mooring, hawser recled in and kept coiled, until I met a shore where I could cast it out and

draw myself in again.

You looked at me with baleful eyes steeped brown like coffee, your smile caramel. You
took my hand and kissed it between the thumb and pointer because you knew the secret — how it
was my favorite place to be kissed. And then you held me close to you. Your shirt, the scent of
cool smoke from our wood stove, and beyond your shoulder the sun was broken in the rippled
water, leading to a thatch of reeds bending to the wind. A man landed his boat and moored it on
the end of the dock. He glanced at us, once, twice, and then a third time because he thought neither
I, nor you, could see his suspicion. But I did. And I didn’t care. 7/:¢ paragraph starts out with
overwrillen seniences and ends with the repeat of the cruel way people treat people. Try to avoid
repeating themes.

I'pulled you closer to me and breathed you into the deepest curve of my soul, thinking the
deeper I took you, the longer you would stay. You swayed with me in your arms, (like the reeds in
the breeze, like the boats shifting on the water.} overwritten. Just rell the story. How long did we
stay like that upon the dock? Was it long enough for you to remember how you came home only

months before, bringing back disease that tricked our insides and ate them away until we devoured
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ourselves whole. When you told me you were sorry, for the first time, we sat upon a cheap set of
lawn furniture, watching the trains pass on the railroad and sipping beer. I didn’t blame you then,
either. No matter what is said about the disease, there is still a sense of resentment.

Return to present. Needs a transition. 1 pulled myself away from you and leaned on the
banister of the wharf, running my thumbnail through the aged, gray wood. Odd to see swans
swimming in salt water, but there they were, one floating not too far from the other. It dipped its
head underwater and came up with seaweed wrapped around its bill. You kissed my neck from
behind. You said you would be back in two months. Was it really that long? I stared into my
reflection below until the ripples blurred it away. I shook my head, but I didn’t respond. The space
between my ears and my brain was full of to-dos, lonely doctor’s visits, and long nights spent
wrapped in electric blankets, waiting for the crunching of your key in the lock.

[ turned from you, my feet echoing hollow and hard on the wood while I walked to our
truck next to a line of neon-colored kayaks. You trailed behind, jangling keys in your hand to fill
the silence left between the clanking of boats in the harbor. I climbed in, and you drove up the
gravel road that bent hard like a horseshoe. You could see the whole marina from the top. I saw
your boat bobbing between two orange dinghies like tiny fish chasing a whale.

You asked me if it was okay to leave, and I couldn’t tell you no. Sad bur inevitable ending!
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Summary: A couple is separated by military duty.

You took me to the end of a dock where furled sails and hawsers clinked nautical concertos
on melal. Between beals. you told me you wete feaving, and I watched you scratch your brown
beard in the sunlight, massaging the words like father around your mouth. The gulls stopped
screaming, and 1 heard your heart thump behind the cloud of your breath. Boats undulated on the
water, and I kneaded the tendrils of muscles in my arm, shifting my weight from right foot to left.

You kicked the dock’s faded planks until splinters levigated and the wind picked up the
dust with a gentle luff. You couldn’t bring your eyes to meet mine. It was the same sideways half-
glance that met my eyes askance when we bore the palls of my mother’s coffin four years prior.
You looked so handsome in your suit and tic, shoes shined so that you could see your own frown
when you looked down into them. Remember how you told me that look meant you were sorry?

I asked to where you were sailing, and you said your boss was sending you out on the
longest trip yet — Colombo-_#-a place so infrequently spoken of that 1 didn’t think it was real
until you said: Sri Lanka. You were to bring a shipment of plastic there, tea on the way back.

And the way you ran your thumb in quick circles around the bution of your peacoat told
me you were anxious to go. Were you? You said you had spent too much time waiting in coffee
shops and bars in this New England port town while the fall turned to winter and then to spring

again. [ didn't blame you.
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You said you would miss welcoming the moming rain and the smell of roasted coflce afier
we lct blankets collect by our ankles. You, thinking about the sandpapery feel of my beard on your
chest while I laid next to you at night, pawing at your arms and broad tattooed shoulders to ensure
I wasn’t alone again. Would I miss your warm chuckle when [ snuck up behind you to kiss the
comers where your ears met your face? Yes.

From the way you were standing, | swore you would get scoliosis. Your shoulders were
slouched, neck tilted to the side. Your hips, offkilter. Everything about your face made me smile,
¢ven the crooked frown you made when you thought too hard about taxes or music or the color
blue. But now neither of us were smiling or frowning. You were walching waves wash scaweed
and pebbles and shells onto the shore.

I stared at the cerulean blue-river-veins running under your skin, pumping your life for me
to scc. | saw the rough patches, the callouses and scars where you nicked yourself building our
lopsided shed in the backyard under my favorite oak tree. Ten sumimers turned o fall while we
lived in the house that used to be my parents. We uprooted the azaleas when they grew too high,
we dug into the ground and laid flagstones for & patio, a fire-pit, but we never touched the tree. It
was the tree with the red bird-feeder, the one | ran into playing ball with my Dad at the age of
cight. It Icft a scar above my eycbrow, which you found the first night you slept under the down
comforter with me, rubbing your feet against mine to keep themn warm.

I saw the band around your finger from when we marricd at the town hall, days afier
Rhode Island told us we had the right. Funny, isn’t it? It was a small “I-do” surrounded with an
extended, preiended family and none of our parents who had sucked in hate through their mothers’
milk. We stood together in the town-hall, in a line next to lesbians who cried and clapped and then

exchanged the rings they had made for each other out of omate silver teaspoons.
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Days later, when 1 cried on the phonc while my mother spewed damnation and retribution,
you took my shoulder, and I felt the ring on your hand. It’s a product of a generation different than
ours, you said, let it go. And so [ did because you taught me how to trust myself like a ship taken
from its mooring, hawser reeled in and kept coiled, until I met a shore where [ could cast it out and
draw myself in again,

You looked at me with baleful eyes steeped brown like coffee, your smile caramel, You
took my hand and kisscd it between the thumb and pointer because you knew the secret — how it
was my favorite place to be kissed. And then you held me close to you. Your shirt, the scent of
cool smoke from our wood stove, and beyond your shoulder the sun was broken in the rippled
water, leading to a thatch of reeds bending to the wind. A man landed his boat and moored it on
the end of the dock. He glanced at us, once, twice, and then a third time because he thought neither
1, nor you, could sce his suspicion, But 1 did. And I didn’t care.

1 pulled you closer to me and breathed you into the deepest curve of my soul, thinking the
deeper 1 took you, the longer you would stay. You swayed with me in your arms, like the reeds in
the brecze, like the boats shiflting on the water. How long did we stay like that upon the dock? Was
it long enough for you to remember how you came home only months before, bringing back
discase that tricked our insides and ate themn away until we devoured oursclves whole. When you
told me you were sorry, for the first lime, we sat upon a cheap set of lawn furmiture, watching the
trains pass on the railroad and sipping beer. I didn’t blame you then, cither.

1 pulled myself away [fom you and leaned on the banister of the wharl, running my
thumbnail through the aged, gray wood. Odd to seec swans swimming in salt water, but there they
were, one [loating not too far from the other. It dipped its head underwater and came wp with

seaweed wrapped around its bill. You kissed my neck from behind. You said you would be back
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in two months. Was it really that long? { stared into my reflection below until the ripples blumred it
away. [ shook my head, but | didn’t respond. The space between my ears and my brain was full of
to-dos, lonely doctor’s visits, and long nights spent wrapped in electric blankets, wailing for the
crunching of your key in the lock.

I twrned from you, my fect echoing hollow and hard on the wood while [ walked to our
truck next to a line of ncon-colored kayaks. You trailed behind, jangling keys in your hand to fill
the silence left between the clanking of boats in the harbor. I climbed in, and you drove up the
gravel road that bent hard like a horseshoe. You could see the whole marina from the top. 1 saw
your boat bobbing between two orange dinghies like tiny fish chasing a whale.

You asked me if it was okay to leave, and 1 couldn’t tell you no.

Beautiful language, and a lovely story, I'd feel more involved, though, if some of this were

immediate. Not just telling us how the conversations went, but actually bringing them alive on the

page. 1'd keep the description, but agpin, 1'd disperse it within bouts of dialopue. 1'm also not sure

of what happened here. Did his hushand cheat on him, perhaps infect them bath with AIIDS? You

don’ | necessarily have o spell it out, and | don’t have to know, but [I'm curious.
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