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“You're Alan, right?” He stopped in front of my desk
holding three wads of paper towel to his chest.

“Anne thought you might want these,” he gently set

whatever were wrapped up in the paper towels down
- between my opened monthly planner and stapler. He
stood there for a second, then turned and walked out
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through a raspy throat, "like their
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I pulled into onse of th

leaving an empty space between me and
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the next car. He was right. |




't see me cry this
’ R time either.

“I'm on Raynor Ave...” °I ‘tijon‘t know what :

I hadn't seen Anne in over two years. We were, once,
engaged to be married and living together. ™%

I heard through our mutual friend, Paul, that she was
reengaged. It was two months ago; Paul invited us both
to his annual Halloween bash and warned me she might
bring 'him.' Paul's Halloween parties were legendary
| throughout high school. B M. 8 s

+»}| We always ended up watching The Warlock, or
"l Halloween on Laserdisc while his mom made German

pizza and grotesque prosthetics. She was into latex.
i St s 8

When you walk in to his family room, a life-sized butler,
made out of this latex mold stuff his mom used, would

greet you. It wore a full tuxedo, carried a silver serving
tray and sported a dangling bloodied eye — he had it all.




= - e were at pranaonliino's, a local [

AL\ uitar sh !

i g op. I was on the clock and féﬂﬁ
"about to go play in a guitar shop with :
AL AR o

how fa¥s oyl s i that?

It was cold from sitting in her bag on the
passenger side floor. The binding used to
be black, but the years had added
stickers and gel pens, and, is that...?

Yeah, housepaint. It was so hard to see
in the muted streetlamp sh|n|ng through
the windshield.



And this wasn't just for the last week of October, no,
he stood there year round. I remember him wearing a
Santa hat right above that dangling eyeball one year.
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Anne and I spent every Halloween at Paul's during our
relz%tlonship. Playing with antique swords in the backyard,
daring egch_other to break into the church bell tower :
down the road, starting one-night goth bands with

Paul's brother. R -

But after the split, neither of us went back to Paul's
Halloween parties, for the real fear of running into edch |
other with 'him' there. After unwrapping one of the
paper-toweled presents, I knew that that had been her
new fiancé standing awkwardly in front of my desk -
moments ago. : ol L '




Rob didn't have any of his disabilities [
before ihe écgj&ghﬁ His méto:cycle -

.fiippea; wifb-ﬁimvoq”iti:due'to»pog;
% riding skills and a ton of LSD.
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 “How long have you aying

“He doesn't.” I answeread.

\ %

I flipped through quickly - stap[ed
bookmarks and envelope halves - she

files quotes too; I've been guilty of that
since forever. "

I got to the last page and glanced over to
confirm. She nodded and moved tow_ards_<
me in her seat, the cushion groaned in
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if we all understood. Her parents both being medical
professionals probably did, and | didn't care to at the
# moment, so he 't nti_nu_ed._“We've .one what we
fl can to m : e,she ‘
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ess 'okay’ is relative. B&
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't tell about the possible pregnancy until

long after she had been processed and released

from the hospital. Maybe the possibility was one ¢
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the reasons for what she did. She didn't want to talk ==

it ' thing weren't theme a_ft i
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During the last few months of our relationship, she
started taking classes at the community college. She took
a nursing class, which lead to my blood pressure being

| routinely taken whenever she felt the need to practice,
she posed for one of the life drawing classes, which legd _
to some silent slivers of jealousy and she took a ceramics
class, which lead to the ornaments now sitting on my

We ended up staying after-school one evening.
I went to pick her up and met her in class. We made
three ceramic ornaments together to decorate our first

.
SO MM N
e s a‘.»...k



. Back in the car I told him it was time‘

to actually get to work. We were

==+ supposead to be returning applications,
" ¥

andful of‘positions he
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applying for a h
g = - :
j last wesek.

found

still too excited from rockin' out.
He popped open my glove compartment to

I dug a pen out of my pocket, clicking it

open as she grabbed my wrist.

The lit-up orange and teal controls from
the dashboard reflected in her dark nail
polish, where her nails weren't chewed
down. She pulled away. Reaching for
under the dashboard, she gently set her
diary in my glove compartment.
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towels around them and exited to the employee parking
lot. It had been snowing most of the morning. The white
pavement was unscuffed save for my hurried footprints.

| A week later — Rachael must have had a bad day at work.
She slammed the front door, knocking around our wreath
and spent a good hour in the kitchen alone before saying




He pulled 6utha notebook covered in
andghousepaint.

‘Somebody really fucked this diary up.”

; ssiné the notebook

back in, osed .the glove , compartment,

I had almost forgotten about it. Rachel
gave jt to me before I left., I was

supposed to write the’ ending,: but

hadn't eveén read it yet.

"When you get in from Chicago you can
give it back." her voice cracked on the
last word, but she refused to clear her
throat and acknowledge it. :

"And I want a proper ending, not one of
those, 'and I realized, as I sat up in bed,
it was all just a horrible nightmare’
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She let out a nervous giggle. et sy
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“Al, are you busy?” She broke the silence. “Can you oﬁenj
one of your presents?”

e o ve o
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We decided about a week ago that her and I were
celebrating Christmas alone next weekend as we both
have family in the area to visit, so I thought it was weird
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I pawed at the folded and taped corners of the oddly
shaped and weighted gift. I found a few layers of tissue
paper inside protecting a little glass ornament.




»fWatch your language, Rob.”

She had filled the whole journal sa?elg
for the last two pages,. ot

Those werse mine;i

Nothing with her

I should.give her a call. After work.

What time would it be there? Oh,
timezone, different state though

I looked past her for a moment,

through her front porch window,

to the pink, yellow and green twinkling
stars on her living room Christmas tree -
it was always up by Halloween.

They were the only colors puncturing
the gray winternight blanket that
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She was referring to the three ornaments Anne's new ]
fiancé had kindly dropped off at my.office last week.
I came home that afternoon and stuck them on mine and
Rachael's tree. I carefully pulled them off and set them
in the kitchen garbage can. Then hung my hew ornament
alane on the tree. N.-. . -mg- 8.0 00 270 ¥ e .:'-:o




It was one of those dreams where you don‘t want §
to wake up. You want to see what happens. So he
tried to let the dream flow in his conscious mind.
Paul and I escaped the aliens and got to our ships
where we flew to the desert in Utah and met up
with other Salt Lake punk kids with cool fighter
pilot names. He was “Maxx Dig Slacky” others
were “Luke Ludicrous”, “Steve Fox”, and “Pogo
Mike".

| GUESS W EVEUA)’ AVEDE WOLD

AND STUFF,RUT IT LEFT ME NEEDING A CODL.
Fl HTER Plor NAME .




ze my voice,

or the .area cogde,

B

I dqon't want to have to tell her who
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Even before our lips were done, she had
her bag in one hand and the door handle
in the other. With one motion the car
door opened, closed, and then muffled
the sounds of her shoes crunching the

The twinkling stars went out some time
_before I had pulled away.
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Two drmks in as many hours was nothm0 reallv but I had
never dnven after drmkmg anythm0 before

Too much was out of context
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OCTOBER 1997 °

‘what s my name (Y41 asked Paul
th R as I kicked a rock
rough my coliege parking lot: i

‘I think you should use your middle
iitial in it’

he said, as he watched the rock
.slide to a stop.

‘I like the name ‘Alex’ for a girl’ [FE"S
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a sing[ [ ,froma s0My

in the summer of 97 §
with a Choppy purple

my neck and cutting the
rest off.

B Too much you out 6f character

So 1 rescued the rest of my six pack from the fridge and
hopped in my car. I sat there for a few seconds staring out <
2\ at the winter street from my frosty car windows. [ o
watched my visible heavy breath leave my body and

hover in front of my face as | contemplated the scene in
the kltchen I had just witnessed.
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o, ‘-‘, - u‘_
0 | started up the car and turned up the stereo to the fast ;
music only to drive slowly down back streets. It was the E‘
. same mixtape that had been there hours before. but the 'ﬁ
: songs had now taken on new meaning as I lumbered 20 A
blocks throucrh cold vancant streets back to my apartment. g
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d been thln'kung about names alI day long and

scrlbblmg the possibilities in my notebook through
 class like some sort of crushed out high school girl

adding a boy’s last name to hers

Lo
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= You could spell it wi ,h two Ks j
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| am sitting in t'hé‘_*o'a*s;enge? seat of a

borrowed green ‘Suzuki Swift hatchback_ |
s T ——

Ite Saturday and v Wer are driving to his band

practice down 700 east with the wmdows
3 rolled down |
3
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' ] secluded myself in my apartment with my slightly off .Jl
| key voice and buried my head in music that would give

"f me the strength to put you out of my life. We had been in
3 a hold'mg pattern of arms length distance when it came to

Q - -
' [ e et . - r— —e=y 1

H ' "I was surprised to hear your knock at my window. I didn’t j
| expect distress in your voice through the screenas you &
, asked if you could come in.
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It was fall. The leaves all over campus Were
dutifully changing colors as we were learning to
bundle ourselves up again as we drifted into
winter. The sun’s slant cast long shadows as it
crossed the parking lot to disappear behind the
Oquirrh Mountains on the other side of the valley.

Paul attended a different college across town. I
had gotten an e-mail from him before my critical
thinking class that made me laugh out loud. It was
a reference to a dream that he had had the other
night and something about meeting him in the
janitor’s closet.
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'2at blowing in|_on my Lule

hangover‘ arched face and the
‘ Sunglasses that he m de fun Of. 3

i
I attempt to Jhar Monize be?c;w

choruses as ! my"

. | hesitated. but then I closed the window. unlocked m\
— door and headed up the half flight of stairs directly to my
left to open the security door with out looking at the face | §
was Iettinfr in. I walked back down the stairs and stood in

- me in my doorway. | studied the way your feet rested on

= two different 70°s era carpeted stairs. You were speaking
= of the girl before me, the one that haunted you. You were
saying that she wasn’t real love, not like us.




Jl Paul had dreamt that he and I, as well as Scully |
i from the X-Files, had applied to be fighter pilots for ji
the LAPD Star Fighter squadron. To make the
squadron we had to navigate an elaborate obstacle
course. If you didn’t crash you made the squadron.
Paul and I made it but Scully didn't.

s In the dream, Paul showed up to his first day of
work and just sat down with a cup of coffee only to
look out the window to see a giant mother ship
hovering over the city a la Independence Day
(although he had never seen that movie and we
had to rent it later) X
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m heart I1S-full RS
fe\ comfortable §§\
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You had never used the word ‘love™ before in all the tlme
we had been together, we were :

always just fun and game
S
avmdmg unspoken feelings tha

: t hung between us. My
body wasn’t sure how to react to it. =

[ stood i m S|Ience with five feet of possibilities between us
letting the newness sink in. I had no idea what the look on
. my face revealed but it obviously wasn’t showing the
. swelling that was in heart at the recognition of my

[




Somehow he and I escaped into a secret
// underground lair of our friend Ben who, in the
) 7/ dream, was “Ben geek metal” because of his geeky
¢ computer skills and love of metal music. So we
%% % were holed up in the Geek Lair and Paul was
searching all over for his black high top Converse
All 'Stars and couldn’t find them. We were about
ready to make a run for our ships when he found
| these red High Top Converse All Stars. He
explained it to me all comic book style where you
hold something up and rays of light shine out of lt
in trlumph

oy,
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‘Just want this
to lastiforever,

“ _’g-v o
§f cast in th_(_a_”calm summer K
Fnight clutching his hand on )
e tick shift

my eyes but I didn’t have

At the very last second BN &

1 stepped to the bottom zg
of the stairs, reached i

]
limbed up next to o

you and into F

This was a ne’\N‘beginni”‘ngj
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| DIDN'T FEEL LIKE

GOING HOME
THAT NIGHT... S ¢
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oy and being trailed
| the Hale-Bop comet.

d Then geting to
s house and {&

S bircis in the bush by
p Ml his window greet[the
‘Wl dawn and wake UEJ
BT in his arms to people
on the skate ramp
in the backyard.
T )
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