
Borthe





Brerthe. It is 2 dap. since the end of auor love. I do
not eat, because mymy lips camot tuch the sponsfrom which you storped contlers soups. I find norest in the bed you once warnecd. I stumbile arsunddogech, my skirts in tatters. The moths got to them.I wone no clother when I laved you! My reow rasan Eden af vust uncdi-covered noohs and cronniesWhen we made love I could almant belveve ve
were inventing it. You loved me, so much it mademe clean again. I knor it to be tove Nour you walkin whispers across this hause, woman I do notnecogrize, and it wrands me. Borthe. I lave you stell

am a

o fool for it. I do pot in panticulor core.
Borthe, it has been 5 dadays Since our love erded andI continve, against the odeds, to liwe. All that keeps metethereed to this foul  redn is the thought of you.feed on delusionm! And the wwm retreat of memory. You
must have nore, the was

way you lotk right throngh me,shutting doors to rsoms I wish to be in!

The ather gorls fiss and langh at it all. They aneMasters of incdifforence, the cold heart.
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But they affer me wine, the apieum pipe, names af
the oner whors love they thaught would apen up
their worlds leke a portal aned let them step int
the light.

Don't look so surprised, they tell me. None af us woreborn with the spikes You grow them.I don't want spikes. I wan't you. Why is it possikleto love what hates you- on worse, fegns indifforenceto you? If you hated me, wr could stil make greatLave. But you con newvr mate grent lave to samaneyou fel nothing for.
The other girls murmur, sigh. Its tve.

In the 6 days since cur lave ended, Berthe, I have

thought relenterely of your peorfect tittle cors. They
vere abumys cdirty on the inside. I liked to feteha brisin of srmnes seomter anol ran a srag along thedelicate boner and foldn af esch eor
Who washes them now?





Berthe, it is I week since I held your can't in nmy
hond, yor precisus cant, stroking the thicle corlel
hars. I fett the lice cramling arauncd in there butI nevor minded. I dil not core one lit that
man whos evor wanteel

you has had yau I del tạo.

10 daye, and the pairter haps coniny wancd asking for meHer hincd, with stunteed legs and callaused hands and
tepeitine in hes  beoad. The sther girls soy ray he's fomsome manglel wristoiatic line up north. tid forgottensiout kom the calle me Aogel focer anl RaspharyNippler aned Vevet fusny. He tells my I laste Ckea Creem pouff I tll him tB leave My bed still belongtto you. He says,  Bretencd lon hon?
Sonetimes I think I love him in the way awey a person can
love a doy who depende on them completely la thim whatyou feel for me? I hold him and he shivers with
Contentment, closes his eyesas. Ite has a bovatish face,
long yeloker for catihing raindrops He mmer his kpetukirperiny into my chert. I am not the ome he lovek,either. OlOf course I am not. Thy cait lave uis,
Berthe. Thay world not hr her
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I seach for srensons. I seorch for shodoms hiclingin the lifp I shored with you. Behind sittis and
golut-plated borass and relet ancd wae and glass cryteh.But thore are no shodows. I suppose you are corcomplitelywithaut resson. It is uwhy I lave you deaaly. The
thth, as I nowr understard it after 13 dayd, is thatit will nevor end for mer I will alvays debuse.ragrelf for you in any way. I suill cral on myhonds anel lnees thraugh the strets, the gutternthe rublish, the snour through all the fack roomsof Montmartre, to retern to you. I woulddie if it brorght me closer to you.

I am trying to remembor if you touched me,
27 dayh ago, like you wore touching mefor the last timer



22 days. You ance said my love had no valve, that Icouled find a say to lae angthiny and theyfore trulylaned nothing I do not belive you. Do yoi emy forst? the poet, your bay.  You bronght him tve, saing he waulel make it a goul one. Shinnybvad hainters and fain bhe a gul Cold to thetouk. I hal hie hep his socks on 1te stagelaftor he fincshud, hellay me all he enatiel & leltalisut wis the workers

righed, elaed for wland ority, ahant sathe eeaon of af Justice
I wres 

taee lortking for the heat in the stoy of
I lehe yor be bad when he rose, detacheel hime lf fromme. Youre sweat, liut youre the kind who doern't get it
His penis sewny as he hoppeel back ents hispeite. Patchrs on the heeer, and luing in a murtyfuout sonesder, got he poul with shing caneYo're the ane who always falls in Cove, he saich



I longherd, thinking it would make me seem Wrave. Men

are always wrong,  -evenin when they hare the right idear.
Becoure they hwe no heants. What wus the point,
if not to fall in love for the night?

23 days since the end of awr love, I wish for bue.
I wuish for angthny of youreThe time rushes an, ondI am

snegerd on this branch, hopelesrty partiel fronyou I wald miss  the pain if I sore ts lose it ThePain is still
sonething I recciveel from you

On the 28 tn day, Berthe, youyou looked at me as we
Grosse iI paths in the hall. Could I have it all
Vack? Do I just newd to tahe it!

You retuane d ts me aftor 31 days.  Hanckel aven inmy doorwny at midnight, your hair clark with greare,ther secaly and wones, smesiny af wnt clay I puckyou op aned taok you to my bed, stacked my manyfueh svar you I fud you chichen sops cul tintglegs aned flaky partries.



I broght you o pot to pis in and lifted you as
you sthaimed oyunet my smight, loth of us sibentas the water rusheel aut. I conbd yoe snals andwewved peorls ints your hain. You Ureathed Cowr andheavy, thrasheel wkele you cbreamed hours awray, andasobted wordlerrly spon wonking.the is not tahingCare af you Berthe Howr loes he spond his Clayt,if thy are not wholly devotel to tretrearainy you?One norsing you sat up. You wore dlfforenit, pout ofyou wished awry ae with the illnes. I could not tellwhich pant. You touched my cheek ancl we wvere onebely, inseporable Your hand reachecl under my
nightqwn and coresseel ench nnot in my spine,taking account of me to see what hacd been alteredin these weehs af grief. We retrented benenththe covers, your face enshoclowed and strange. Idiel not reconize you for a monent. You who ishalf of me, whe knows how to ruin me. But

youtovcheel me as only you can. Thank
You.
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We went throrgh the work of itemiging what weid lost,
the parts that had been missed most dearly. Yourneck The rongh hairs an yaur leys The soft fautyor uppur thighe y frechtle, ny sigelile, mnyleft breast but especially my rught breant. We spon't3 days aned nights uindor thehe covers in chat bedthat was also a worlel. We fucked like somenewae coming to cut awr tongret aff the next Loy. You
made music an

on my chert.  I looheul ints
your baginbnd wor sight throngh you. We levad an each tharrpoicen We wanted for tothey. We fachel in a -slapguiet, soreve fichiang Wwhen we fenally stopped,youI loohel at me bongs pressad to your damp forehcacl.We swore bresthiny the sane air, using the savne Cinge,

beating the sameE heint: e wore th lany the sanethought. I knor it. Am I alive when yayou are not
toncking me?

moro a e the t ate ysanly nong
Borthe, I believed

your lody wus a proniss l'amaften wrony about you
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D
you think theethey feel howr empty my body in when

thiy touch me? That wowm what scaned me at firnt,
hor lotlor men could be, hoo they namned themraler
inside me and it felt like nothing becare thy wreRosliny min. Dauwsied I hae aloryy lihend the and anee,
the wrtute with ourhed hate and flowors in Their
lottonloler. They forl it all You langhed at them.
아 Courss you

you chore the writer of coll, coare lineealoaut reretaton and cauting the dead. The broken
bocdies af people like us. I think youjou are terrifiedof love.  You leoned to oet hond, to hide yoursefawry, and at one point the soft thing in diechYoufor went af biyht, ior. I wisheed ts bring you peace.But naw you Con only ren from goolress. Give in
to me, Berthe. Lets go be weak. I like liing onmy hands and knees. It is closer to the essence.



The other girls soy her come back with a ring for
you. They stroke my hoir, coo in my ear, affer ne

cruapite. lts not a very lig one, they t sray as
thogh it affers any consolation Nothing special
sboat it. The rat of ther froan flek aginat pinerepulbive. The apium smoke maker

my eyes water.

Days are broken withaut you. I pull the contains
closed and swait to unravel. Everyone wlo lesmestaker a purt of me mith them!

The printer cones up for air, wiper a lit afme off her chin. te taker my hauck in his.He says, Well gor awry. At once. Lets go arey tegse ther.
I fit well inside you. We make each other happy. Wemake cach athor s cream. We could

get marriech. Ittdbe a goed time. Weve fot a cautle, you know, up.nooth it would piss my mother off to ro end.making you the loly af it:
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Iim
m no lody, I say.

You cowlel be.

tHe seems not to feel the terminal sovrow
radirnting out from my boner. finally, I morageto eplan to him that he in a good tine, hemaken me laugh and all, and I enjoy the cdramingshe maker of ne while I steep, the tatters anhin chent, and the dopey wny he donces randmy nom. But I do not tike fiucking hinonr bits I don not cnpiy fucking any of thenI wauhd glaully gim up on ses if it woun'tfor the many and leave my rngina to Hhspidern, let them luild welis aver it.
you like it when its with her, he

Lays.
That in not sex.  That is entinely different.
All right. He Kisses me an the cheek as helll be back nist ak. goer

I nod.
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When I wus a geel in the villeye,  I snuck out one
night to the tall grasses behind our hone. It wris
my sister week to wwe ar the shoes, and the warm

spring mul cwrled betuveen my toe. My hands gropeclthrough darkness untel they fauncd Moine, who herdedsheep across hill towns with hr brottors. She toled
me sheid heered runors af sonething that coulel chargecur lives. So wee lamorad aurselves ints the grasswned laiel tezithen all night, uinmoning, We closed aureyes, aur boties went slack, we bmeathed into each
otherr moaths, leut fall aslep we clel not, for fearof loring a  perfect monent. When light lnohe, we gotup and wen't an aur wray.

And aver the wweekn that follewed somathing in me came
wundone. I Griel in the milhing shed for chauvrs and sragael
a guinst the gentle schoottencher. I broke aut in a strnge
pasterm af hiver and soaed 2 days ancd nights is
an antmial brats. They talked ahout marying me aff to
the semple son of the calibler in the nert rilluge, that
he wan all I was gool fon nowr.
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told Mamire we had to meet aguin. This time we wore

not shy alout it. We took aur clothes anl threw them

int the tall grusses. We fill to the grond ancd dirterd
aur kineer, avr tackn, aur hair. We lavel derperatly. We
were desperate for more.  There ar a monent et the
end when she put a hond to
right theogh me. Wie laghe ry ont and it antwith surprise.

Then it wves morning and sve seporatecl, solictefiedShe got up up to leve for amother srothon hillrice. Shesaid n
nothiny when she went. A gorodiye woull haveruinnd ifit.

I wnaded through the gruse,  lut my clothe were yovWellking home through the rillge, the wind prickid mymopplir. I hnur I canled not sitay. Men svre rahayhorser for market day ank thy huy thein heack otI porsal. My mather beat  me for loring my goouddress and my father beat me for insolence,  lnt Idid not care. She had ruined my
my pence anlwes yoing to be forever unsettherd. You fare, too

Do't marry hem. It could hill you
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Aftor the sriang, rie he bringh flamou, chocolater, and strongmen to heave your truink down the stairs. Ite carries
you awer the threshold of the houre, ints the world
again You look beautifal in your ner guon, but it isnat the beauty I hniwr you for . You are legihk. Defined
e se deesppitry, thie sioplh riacance that time sill
weaden I hep thanting you'll tom back anal will theea look and thir look will sever the bincdings af
tmes, space, agrecalulily, ancd resson. Well stoup nateland run aw

anvay toyather, fuch in lig feather beds inall the wondrous cities of the world. Well be alland ugly and no ane will look at un but will be
loohing at each other. You do not look back, af course.Your

eyer ara closecd. te whispors in your ear You are

4

laghing I fesl a pon so profaal it ie plysicanl.A hand gripping my angans aned squeging.  A pain, thenthe abrence of it you tos flowors fron the cowriage.The ather girk lut the petale fell ins theờr open pala.bve ben emptied aut. The carringe twkelr taoven, Grackh
aon the coliblestoven, toll yon awray!  A mew life
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I spened my days amal nighte nour hand at wonk. I pour
all the monery ints a box under my berl. I reacl almanacsanl pin

maps to the walls. The ather girls perch onmy bel aned loot up at the shupe of the world,tracing the twrns af fasitior coaste, rivers, mantainnThy are much younger with thein hair bousheel aut
and roll bore fut changhiny dhae the flor They spesof canly yevae reir andyooue en and for fron hao, the cup inof pine forenth and pealing potuton at hitchn tablen,the hot cloy of a prato anal then chesth pressad towit landy on the lise. Thy tell me swhat fruith toeat, streate to avsiel, acelresses of wicdour withspore rooms, where to finel people who will holdme with care. Their stories heep me up dreaning
aftor the laat mam has shat the cloor bekinol hem.

tt in  late.  The wiuled cote oru aut hawbng in the
streete. Do i

you hear them whers you are? I con'trecall low lany it is simee the end of our loneThe grief is hre still lut there's sooething elseto.
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There is a place an the will I con torch cad it
becomes

yor face. There in a tome of night wdan I canrrun n

my suwn hand aver my brean, my stonach,

ye

Grotch, and the hand is youns. I Suppose thin ishow it murt be. I'n
gaing to live,  Benthe. It will

be lang and agonigong. Cortas doore will bs shut t
me forever. Heants too. I will worder without
settliry anl grow gnarlled, pochminhed, rotten. No one
will look at me with huger. But I await the

destroction of my perfect boaly I went ts tea monument to great Cove
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