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H ow W E SAY Gooo-BYE 
Joan Connor 

The double bind of rime. We live in rime. e love our ide 
of rime. The treble bind of rime. Time i a grinning gap-toothed 
juggler with three pin . omerime rwo ten e are in rhe air 
sometimes one, sometime three. Pa rand pre enr. Future, pa r. 

omerimes, one slips, land . We wait, dizzy for the ocher pin to 
drop. 

W hen you and I first meet, you are perhap mo re 
intere red than I. Mid- entence in cla , I rai e my eye and car h 
you raring too intently, too thoughtfully at me a I make my 
observation, which even I know really isn't char harp. You hew 
your pencil deliberately. You avert you r eye and pretend to rare 
down the creative hemi phere of your brain. I find rhe ge rure 
rhearrical and think, Who is rhi clown? Bur rill there i 
omething, omeching in the blue izzle of your eye when I catch 

you raring. omeone in ide, someone lo r, omeone a king to 
be freed from his too-blue eyes. Maybe I cannot bear rhe pain. 
Maybe I can nor bear rhe renderne . Whatever my re pon e i , I 
elect to di mi s it, to di mis you. 

My fri end Li a tell me rhar you have a cru h on me. 
"Don't be silly. Thar rype never goes for me. ' 
"What rype?" he a ks, her eyebrows arched. 
"The glamour boy, rhe rru r fund baby. T he ran and 

hand ome jock." 
he smile mugly. "He' playing." he nod toward rhe 

tennis courts. "And I guarantee that when you walk by, he' ll miss 
the ball." 

You mi s rhe ball. Lisa and I are nickering about ir when 
you land uddenly beside us on the gras . We rake a bear to recover 
conversationally. Your horrs bloom green like the gra . You ro 
and uncro your perfect legs. You are grinning expectantly a 
you lounge shirdess next to me. Yes, you are beautiful, bur you 
look as if you are waiting to be unwrapped. Who i rhi joker? I 
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wonder. I roll my eyes ar Lisa. "Ir's rime for rhe lecrnre." And we 
rise and wa.lk away. I didn'r know yer char rhe joker wa wild. 

In cla , your offering ound ponderou , a if you had 
planned whar ro say in advance. You srruggle fo r rhe vocabulary, 
pausing long berween word in your lirerary ob ervarion . You 
always sir across from me; I alway ignore your eye . 

When you sir nexr ro me ar lunch, l fire direcr quesrion 
ar you ro keep your inreresr ar arm's lengrh. Your re pon e are 
evasive. Only larer will I enrer the pa r rhar I aw burning in 
your eye ; only larer wi ll I see rhe jungle rhere rhe eye of che 
men who died as you scared inro rhem, rhe mi erable marriage 
rhar should have been pur our of ir mi ery year earlier, rhe 
misbegorren loves and lusrs, rhe remporary home , rhe lo r 
friends. Only larer will I hear whar i , finally, a li fe, your life, a 
life like o many others, ordinary for all ir rnpidirie , joy , 
deficiencies, bungles. Only larer will I rarr unraveling rhe kein 
rhar is rhe knor rhar your life ha narled inro. Bur rhen, rhen I 
only rhoughr you in incere, eva ive. Larer, I would recogn ize ir 
as elusive, find the elusiveness inrriguing, rhen exa peraring. Bur 
nor when we firsr mer, nor rhen, nor yer. 

Ar school, I warched you wirh women, o many women, 
all roo fond. o he is one of rho e, I rhoughr, who musr have 
rhem all, musr be loved by rhem all. I warched rhem, blonde, 
gray, brunerre, young girl and women aged beyond rheir rare 
of grace, barring around you like gnars around a porch lighr 
burning !are inro Sarnrday nighr. I knew from conver arion char 
you had one ar home as wel l. 

"Do you love her?" I a ked. 
" Love?" You shrugged. You sn1irked. It wa a man' ,.vay 

of leaving rhe door ajar. I didn r choo e ro enrer. 
Bur others did. So many morh-like women Airring. You 

seemed aware of your effecr, knew how you arrracred. A porch 
lighr with consciousness, a porch lighr with will , luring all rhe 
luna morh . A fa inr whiff of singed wings clung ro you. Bur I 
misidenrified rhe odor char I'd recognize larer: irronella. 

Larer you would confide char, when you aw me walk 
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acros the lawn on the first day, you thought of Dai y Buchanan. 
1 didn't real ize then the prolepric implication of your allu ion co 
chat careless life. Bur I aw Garsby's aspiration in your easy elegan e, 
your polished grace. Lacer you cold me chat I rood apart, an Ice 
Princess, but I was the big thaw. 1 couldn't know then char you 
wanted ice, ice chip in my hand , rhe gravelly pellet of den e 
cold, an Arctic heart. 

Bur I was icy when we fir t mer, fro ry, becau e I wa in 
love . I co uld affo rd fo r yo u co be mea nin g le . Yo ur 
meaninglessness co me attracted you. You wanted co in cribe 
your meaning, define yourself fo r me in ome way char might 
pertain . To be entered in the lexicon of my life-char attracted 
you. What then amacred me? omething did. Haltingly, I circled 
you. I tepped, stalked, backed off and balked. Bur rho e eye , 
rhe orrow in those eyes, the thwarted renderne , the longing. 
There was a srory in those eyes I had co read. 

T hen I read your rory, a di juncrive narrative from the 
fragments of which a tiger ro e, a patient careful tiger. And before 
I knew that I was creeping into the verdant undergrowth, I fell in 
love with your rory, with rhe cat in you although I would not 
know it for a while. When I mer your eyes, I on ly knew that I 
was hacking my way into the foliage deep, coo deep. I instinctively 
niffed trouble, and I followed it cent in until , one night, wine-

lusry, I sajd co Li a, "I am ju t going over there. I'm ju r going co 
go over there and crawl inro bed with that man." 

"Ir' a bad idea," he aid. 
Ir was, in fact, a perfect idea, bur one only glimp ed in 

time pass ing, in the rearview mirror, like a white dog narrowly 
mi ed at a speed coo fast co brake. I lepr in my ingle bed. 

On rhe Fourth of July at the dance, in coy, girli h gea r, I 
asked you to dance. You grinned. You could grin mall like a cat. 
Bemu ed. You looked bemu ed . Bur then I rea lized char I'd 
bumbled inro spritzed terrirory-an our randing involvement, 
an unresolved involvement. I watched your whi pered houring 
march play our on rhe dance floor. T he rwo of you knew all the 
moves. 
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I returned ro my dorm and slept fitfully in the steamy 
night, feel ing out of my elf as if I'd sli pped into omerhing le 
comfortable, a steamy caricature of a Tennessee Will iam heroine. 
Randy car on a hot tin bed, scratchy in my skin. omeri me near 
dawn, I fe ll asleep. 

You invited me ro the beach. I nored how you loved 
your body, how you arched catli ke in yourself roward the sun . I 
noted your noozy sexiness. I should have rea.lized then; car only 
belong ro themselves. But I recall wanting ju r to rroke you, 
perverse, imperturbable car. Longing for coolne , longing to lo e 
myself in water, I swam a.lone, warn hard, warn harder than I 
norma.lly would becau e I wanted ro our- wim rho e blue, blue 
eyes. Or did I want to swim into them? Drowning i alway 
difficult. 

At school I kept my kin intact; I stayed in ide of ir. Bur 
on one of rhe bad days, I cried. I cried in front of you, my outside 
life encroaching with lega.l paper , fe ra.l lawyer , the electronic 
hum of phone call cri e, my on pleading, " ome home now," 
a knot of telephone wire which I could nor untangle long di ranee. 

My wet, streaky face humiliated me; I ould not rai e 
my eyes, bur, when I did, when I aw the an wering pain in your 
eyes, pain parting like lips, parting like thigh with all the trust 
implicit in the cleaving, fo r the first t ime, I thought, Here was a 
man. Then, untimely then, one of the prerry moth fl apped in, 
and you flew off Bur still, it was enough. I had read the pecrrum 
of your stare. Beyond the blue to you. 

T he ftr t rime we aid good-bye, you wrote your name 
in my address book. An act of fa ith in itself: I grant you acce . 
Bur you seemed surprised when I wrote you. You wrote back. 
You began calli ng, too, often. Your lovely hand-painted card 
arrived like grace notes, unanticipated, thrilling fo r the octave 
that they scaled. T hen books. Alway , you ent book . I read 
them a.II. 

But the calls were the be t gifts. T hey were like urpri e 
bags at childhood church fa ir , gift that could never di appoint 
because they were a.II so unexpected. T hey could be very wrong, 
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like rubber gloves or deodorant, a plan ring calendar or a cigar 
snipper for a fou r-year old, bur they were always surpri es, alway 
challenges for rhe imagination ro find u e for rhem, place fo r 
them. 

After school ended, we decided on rhe phone ro meer 
once. Briefl y. ln August when I had ro leave my on wirh hi 
father fo r rhe tirsr rime, you drove me. The renderness, your 
willingness srunned me. When f ajd good-bye ro my on, I didn'r 
cry because you were rhere. When l aid good-bye ro you you 
rried ro hug me. Terri tied thar you would try ro kj me, I ducked. 
I rared ar your boors. Too oon. Confused. or rhi . or now. 
I was in love; wasn't I? In love wirh omeone el e. 

You were nor, you candidly rold me under direcr tire. 
Bur you lived with a woman. The lovele condo ounded ad ro 
me, bur I was newly di placed my elf. \'{[hen love end , couple 
often persevere out of sheer perverseness. 1 passed no judgment. I 
was only grateful rhar, on one of rhe mo r d ifficult day of my 
li fe, I had nor been alone. Lacer, I would revi e rhar-on one of 
rhe most difficult days of my life, I wa grateful rhar l had been 
wirh you. 

A day of parring. Parting from my on whom I knew 
viscerally, every waki ng and sleeping moment from his tine Ay-
away hair ro hi untrimmed roe nail . T he scent of his pajama 
on the day after laundry day, the dampne ofh i pillow. Lo . I 
could not rolerare rhe lo . Bur you were rhere. You were rail and 
sready. Your shirr starched um mer cri p and awning rriped . You 
anchored me. 

As I recall, we had coffee. Then you left ro meer a former 
lover, she of rhe dance Aoor shouting march. When you hugged 
me good-bye, I stared at your boor and rhoughr, I wi h I had a 
boyfriend who wore boors like rho e. I didn't know yer rhar ir 
wasn't real ly rhe boors. 

You became someone. You became the phone cal l , rhe 
lerrers. You became the person I confided in about my rroubled 
love affair. The phone relieved u of our bodie . T he phone 
granted u the anonymiry of che con fess ional, in the secreriven 
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of which I could reveal al l of my secrets, all of my sins, even che 
private ones, che ones I could nor even cell my lover becau e they 
were about him. Some I had nor even cold my elf becau e chey 
were about me. You listened co chem a.I I. Sad a chey were, we 
laughed. 

And you calked, coo, pursuing the spark of your thought 
our co che vanishing poim, pursui ng ic unci l I could no longer 
fo llow. I jusc listened, loving your incell igence. We calked book , 
madness, child ren, sex, love. Whac we did nor calk abouc would 
be a shon er lisc chan whac we did. You cold me cougher corie 
chan I had ever wamed co hear, bur, hearing them, I knew chem 
a my own, che corie I had waiced al l of my life co hear. 

You needed co calk. I needed co ca.l k. We boch listened 
wich a greed born of oli ca riness. In che ilence between u , che 
silence screeching telephone wire over three care , I realized thac 
I had been meecing you fo r my emire life, thac something was 
shi ft ing inco place, a slow wrning. I knew thac fo r che fir crime, 
I was confro ncing someth ing char I did nor cruly under rand, 
someone whom I did nor cruly understand . For che fir c ci me, I 
comprehended mystery; its al.lure is its very unknowabili ry, despite 
what is known. You cannot poke it, prod its face into li ne, force 
understand ing. You can only know a mystery by letting ic remain 
unknown. 

T he faces: despite your French surname, you are Bo ton 
Irish. 

Lapsed Catholic. 
Former Marine. Former distingui hed Marine. Two tour 

in Vier Nam. 
O nce married, once divorced . O ne son. 
You ski. You run . You are an adrenaline junkie; it d rug 

stands bec"veen you an d the gathering mad ness of rhe past. 
You wri ce a screamlined, elegant prose. 
You have a telepathic buzz that wires itself inco my dream , 

my thought panerns. 
T he car in you was happiest in che Ea r. 
You drove a caxi fo r a while, lived on an i land off che 
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coast of Maine, taught paraplegics how ro ki, oriented children 
ro the nighttime sky, led Outward Bound expedition , drank 
cases of Absolut ro still the demons, only ro find them whirling 
back up, more vengeful , ta ting blood. 

You no longer drink. 
You pop valium. 
You sometimes sneak up on a quiet madne 
But while this i the text of you, it i nor you. You are 

someth ing other, something more than rhe um of your part , 
more than your sun-furrowed fuce, more than your chevron brow , 
your goofy mouth, your painful eye , your pa t. 

ometimes I think that you were mo t your elf on the 
day before you boarded the bus fo r boor camp. But l am only 
gue ing, gue ing that you left your oul at the bu rop on the 
curb like a forgotten duffel. T he good new : rhe oul never ray 
behind. If you have one, it always fo llows you. There i an eternal 
lost-and-found for es ence . Yours rill illuminate your eye . 

The phone call fact - I loved chem. But I loved you in 
your letters, roo-your wryness as you de cribed family holiday , 
al l the drunken uncle , your logily sexy mother, drill ergeant 
dad, the intelligence a you kerched your milita ry pa t, rhe 
desperation , almost girlish, as you tried ro convey yo ur 
understanding of me, of us, the effort ro write it right, ro ex pres 
che ineffable. 

ometimes you called me from the bath, your voice 
spla hing in a languorou exine . I wa educed and edu tion 
induced panic. My friend, I cannot lo e my friend. My resi ran e 
made you laugh; "We're okay," you reassured me. Perhap you 
were wrong. 

Why do male-female attachment a.I way move roward a 
breaking point? 

' I'm half in love with you already," you aid. 
"Which half?" I a ked. 
You laughed; you were a man, I knew, who needed ro 

laugh. 
We made many tentative plan ro meet, bur you alway 
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cancelled. I rhoughr rhar l knew why. You'd een rhe rrouble in 
my eye , coo. For a yea r, we managed co ray apart with o ur 
lovers berween us. On che phone, we perfecred way of saying 
good-bye: 

(( . )) 1ao. 
" Lacer, ga to r. " 
"Call you next week. " 
"Well , chat really burned a ho le in my bill." 
"Good-bye." 
On rhe phone, the conver acio n mu t alway end, o ne 

mu t alway ay good-bye. On the phone, time i mo ney. Bur 
still we purchased a strange intimacy on the pho ne. We scarred 
drea ming each oche r' dream . We completed each ocher' 
encences, thought , image , characters, ro rie . You always cal led 

me o n rhe mo rnings when my boyfriend left; you knew I'd be 
up et about love gone awry. 

I scarred waking co find you in my chough r . What is 
chis? I wondered. Who is rhis man? I had no an wer· you were 
o n ly your elf. The do e ne re rrified me. You were o nly a vo ice, 
a voice chat had begun co haunt my heart. 

When we weren't sparking and arcing, you cold me rories. 
The rorie you cold: a deci ion no t co marry the woman you 
lived with, a man jigging o n a high-tensio n wi re again can oran ge 
un , a home chat sounded like a Aac without emotio nal fu rni rure, 

a prophet in rhe LA airpo rr, che camaraderie of men\ ho find 
true love in the threat of imminent death , your love fo r your 
on. "The lase love I will ever feel," you aid. Dole, I thought, 

you're already in love aga in. You were not ju t low o f emorional 
study; you were glacial. I am a parienc a murrain when che 
weight is word, bearing. Time and glacier advance ar the a me 
pace. Bur I didn'r know yet chat your pecialry wa rerrearing. 

After a yea r of conversatio n , I was nervous abour eeing 
you at chool. I have always been bad at hello , becau e rhey 
alway e nd in good-byes. During rhe yea r, we had come co know 
each ocher as voices, had come co know ea h ocher from the 
inside our, so chat sight seemed unimaginable. Bur when I aw 
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you, I was home. I saw a family I had a lways known: my brother, 
my husband, myself, my father, my son, my perhaps lover, my 
sister. Recognitio n ended in a hug. 

During school, you walked around dazed, with a dopey 
gleam like you'd swallowed the un o r had been fl y- waned by 
G linda the good w itch. Friend , ob e rving your Gee-wh iz 
bafflement, said, "H e is in love with you." 

" I know," I said. "H e doesn't. " 
Ir was okay. Ir was enough to be proximate, enough to 

see you looking gangly in the sun as you played self-conscious 
tennis with one of the flirty interchangeable blonde , enough to 

ee you dark and un-sorced , sucking down iced teas, enough to 
see your face, surprised and hopeful about all that you did not 
know chat you were feel ing. Again, it wa okay. I knew. W hen I 
looked at you, my stomach flipped. A nd when we fi nal ly ki ed, 
al l the flinin ess dispersed, and, blind-folded, I fell cra ight inco 
the dark cencer of you. o t thi , I though t. O h, o it' chi . l 
wanced to cay there. I wa home. 

On the day that my boyfriend was due to a rrive, you 
told me that you loved me. I returned the dangerou word . We 
would wait a yea r to learn what they implied: nothing. We both 
have a disastrous sense of timing. 

o matter when it happen , pain i alway pre enc ten e, 
love i alway pa r. 

T he boyfriend came. My heart writhed with an animated 
nightmare forest, Snow W hi te's Disney woods. H ostile tree 
everywhere g rabbed a t me, shaking me into the deepen ing 
awareness that I had lost my way. When the boyfriend left, I felt 
o nly relief. I did not understand yet that we had already ended. A 
slow turning, a turning away, a turning coward. 

You came and found me. You held me. I could have 
remained there fo r a year. For t he fir t t i me, there eemed o 
much that I couldn't tell you: 

H ow badly I wamed to hold your hand on the night 
chat we got stoned and went and romped in the chain aw arti t' 
menagerie of bears and moose, beaver and harp-faced foxe . 
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H ow happy I was o n the nigh t when we wenr our for 
dinner with friends, and I watch ed you del iberating with yourself, 
understanding how ha rd it was fo r you to make deci ion , and 
you finall y, purposefully roo k my hand, knowing what ,r 
signified. 

H ow shy I felt with you, naked in my body, you o 
beautiful in yours. The prettiest man whom I had ever een. How 
young I fe lt, how awkv1ard as if I'd known o nly t hirteen years. 

H ow I understood for rl1e first rime that you were neither 
insincere no r theatrical bur indeci ive. T har to mak e deci io ns, 
you role-played yourself as if you were a split man, that this was 
the consequence of your histo ry. 

H ow I would li ke to rake that history and cup it ne r-
like in my hands so that you wo uld never again have to inhabit ir 
without p rotectio n. 

H ow I felt so raw in love with you that I could no r talk 
about it when you insisted char we sho uld . And you were right; 
we sho uld have. D ouble bind of rime. 

How, instead , I bought a boo k fo r you, pending ho ur 
in the bookstore co find exactly the righ t book, so char it could 
say what I could no r- char I loved you, char I fe lt like a wound 
char needed your airy couch, that I wa o afraid, o afraid co be 
attempting chis again, so uncertain the outcome, so un likely the 
result, that I could nor speak unri l I felt afe again and the o nly 
place that I felt safe was in your a rm . And 1 could ay no ne o f 
this. 

Love. Again. 
I said , "There i a per o n here. There are rwo of u , here, 

we rwo." I warned you, "You canno t push things in to hapes 
they do no r wanr to assume." I asked you, "Are you certain ? Do 
you real ly th ink you can cross over, give your elf up to it? Yo u'll 
just go ho me, retrench," I said. "Fo r a day o r two, you'll cry to 
shake me fro m your head. G rad ually, I will di m in i h. You'll sertle 
inro your routine, return ro the woman you live with. Fir r, I am 
a memo ry, then a memo ry o f a memo ry." 

" o," you sa id, "you do n't know everything." 
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Bur perhaps I did. 
O n the morning thar we were co eparare, we lay rogether 

on your college bed, neirher peaking nor nor peaking, neither 
care ing nor nor caressing, ju r deferring rhe momenr when we 
would say good-bye. For luck I wore my rali man earri ng , a 
clusrer of hearcs and cupids. Rerrospecrively rhey eem nor co 
have served me well , bur perhap ir would have been wor e 
wirhour rhem. 

The room had a spartan whi rene co ir, a puri ty, a 
simpliciry, idenrica.l co the feeli ng wirh which I looked ar you. 
T he whire lighr of love. You were qui rmy, coy. You wanred ro 
make love, you said. 

Shy, I shook my head . "[ have co go home," I aid, "my 
on." 

I kissed you. I packed my car. I found rhe fan char I had 
loaned you on the sidewalk beside my car. I d idn'r cry, bur why, 
leaving, did I feel srrerched to rhe napping poinr, did I feel a if 
I'd left my hand or a foo t behind on the pavemenr, did I feel rhar 
I needed to drive back, rerrieve my foo t, my hand, my mis ing 
self? O nly later, unpacking, would I realize rhar I'd left half of 
my cloches behind. Only later would I confess co you on rhe 
phone char I'd gonen losr on the ride home. You ad mi ned rhar 
you had, coo. O nly then would I realize why-becau e, apart, 
we were lost. O ur destination, each other, we navigared unplanned 
ide rrips, rry ing co circle back, loop rh rough rime, rrying co 

recover each other. 
Again, briefl y, I saw you a I d rove my on orth again 

fo r the annual parting. You wore a wh ite swearer. Your eyes made 
mine sting. I v.ianred co hold your hand. I wanred you co rake 
mine. I wanred you co explain whar would happen nex t. 

lnsread I saw the condo where you live with her, acquired 
the blueprinr which would permir me co imagine you rogerher 
there: she, in her room; you, in your ; or you in rhe over ized 
Papa Bear chair; or you watching unday games on che oak encased 
TV. You sprawled on rhe Vicrorian erree, you a leep in your oak 
bed. I'd have no pauciry of image wirh which co mi s you. 
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I said, " I like your home." 
"It's a house, nor a home," you aid. 
' Bur ir fo you." 
"You fir ir,' you aid. 
Playfully I pushed you onto your mamess. " o," you 

said, "nor now, nor here. We don'r have the rime now. I want to 
go slow." 

You always go slow. 
You howed me phorograph of your farher, of your 

morher. I saw your face in rhem. You showed me a phorograph 
of your son; again, I saw your face. You howed me a phorograph 
of your lover. I wanted ro a k, Why? Bur I did nor. he was lyi ng 
on the beach. he was beautiful. I imagined you b ide her raking 
her phoro. I imagined me on rhe orher ide of you, behind you r 
turned shoulder. 

We said good-bye in a parking lor. e did nor ki good-
bye. Driving home, I missed my turn. Al l rurn led ro you, bur 
rill [ drove myself outh and home, fo llowi ng a map other rhan 

that of my hearr. 
We rerurned ro phones, bur rhe call alrered. We had 

more context now. Ar fir r, your call were panid.')'. "Whar?" 
you demanded. "Whar are we going ro do?" 

Bur you were the one livi ng wirh omeone. " Ir' up ro 
you," I aid. "Ir's up ro you. ' 

"I'm rired of being ream leader," you said. 
But whar could I do? Drive ro your home, srage a cene? 

Reverse rime o rhar we could be rogerher again? Ir wa up ro 
you. 

Whar you rell me on the phone after I get home: thar 
you leep in eparare rooms. Thar in your anger at her, you ma h 
the tennis bal l ar her during a game. That you rel! her rhar he ha 
more in common with her hairdresser than wirh you, rhar he i 
far. 

What I know: thar you smack the ball ar her, becau e 
you are angry rhar he is nor me, thar you do nor know thar that 
i why you are angry; you only know that you are angry. Thar 
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you insult her because you hope rhar he will leave fir r rhar he 
wi ll make the decision so char you will nor have to make it. Bur 
she stay . 

T hen you beco me angry at me, a cu e me of elf-
cenreredne , accu e me of indi criminarene in love, accu e me 
ofob e ion, accu e me of exual pas iviry. Ir may be true, in pare 
or in total, but none of the accusation pertain . I am only crying 
to love you. I know char you are flailing, crying to ward off your 
love for me, trying to ward me off, becau e you are beginning to 
realize r.har you must make a deci ion, char finally ir come down 
ro eicher/o r, rhe breaking poinr of love, a binary de i ion. T hen 
my phone call become panicky. 

In desperation, you ugge r I go marry a lawyer. In 
de peracion you ugge c char we have an affai r. In rime, chi may 
prove to be all rhar we do have, and a mea ly one ac char. Bur 
rhen my cheek ring a if I've been lapped. Your ugge rion 
eem tawdry fo r u . I ay, " I'm nor a e ond- cring pony." 

During rhe upcomi ng week , I will learn char for che 
entire range of emotion char you feel, you have only one char 
you expre , anger. I waic. 

In epcember when you come to ee me, I am a wre k, 
because now, every rime I look at you, a que rion hang between 
u : do you wane to cry or nor? Bur you do nor an wer. I wait fo r 
an an wer. I wait for you to decide. I wait fo r you to leave. I wait 
to say good-bye. 

Before you ay good-bye, we ir fire ide and hear che 
coyotes wail , their voice clear a carlighc. We ride che gondola 
to rhe top of J<j ll ingcon, and you name rhe mountain for me, 
the mountains shouldering back in pace, in purple rank-a nd-
file. eeming eternal , almo r eternal, bur nor eternal, I know. 

A we de cend, I wane to rip your hand inco mine, read 
our future in your palm. Do, e have one? What do , e do now, 
o char ch is moment connect to rhe next, o char oon we are 

nor saying good-bye? oching. 
T hi rime when we ay good-bye, when we hug, I cry. 

When you drive away, my hadow self is in rhe car with you. 
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Thar is how I know that you he irate at che ba e of che hill , char 
you consider turning around. Bue I know you; I've dreamed you 
crossing de ere , scopping your car, looking we cward over your 
shoulder co the pa c you are escaping. Bue you never curn around. 

Over the phone, I make cases for myself. "We could be 
good," I say. "I would never leave you. We could care for each 
other." 

''I'm with the wrong woman," you say. 
"] know. What do you chink I have been crying co cell 

you?" 
"I am going co calk co her," you say. "[ am going co talk 

co my son." 
I note che verb cen e. I wait. I can only wait. I will not 

play homewrecker. or even for you. I will nor, I cannot, pre 
you co make a decision that you would regret. I cannot decide 
fo r you. I can only wajc. With practice, I'm becoming good at ic. 

I go swimming alone. I do everything alone. Lying on 
the raft, I watch my earring, with the hearcs and cupids, fall inco 
che lake with a tiny plash. I watch it drift like a lure ch rough the 
green water, down until my ighc fails and imagination cake 
over, and I see ic sercle, seccle inco the lake bottom muck, di appear. 
l read che omen; love is lo c. I dive inco a murky de pair. 

T his i how love pas e - a broken pell. A napped hex. 
W ith love, with spells, rim ing i everything. I know that our be c 
rime, our best chance is already somewhere behind us in the pa c. 
A low mrning. We have mi ed ic. I silencly ay good-bye. I wi h 
I could wrest the rime, like Superman, spin the day back on 
it elf. Bue I feel rime lipping like a crecched rubber belt around 
my heart. 

When you come co see me in Occober, I give you your 
Christmas pre enc. "I can't see you again," I say. "My heart can't 
cake i c." 

W hen you leave, you leave che gift behind. T hi rime 
when we say good-bye, you say, 'Gee your li fe in order." 

Bue I can only wait. I mail your gift : a mall box figured 
with a coyote. Your saying: no regrets, coyote. A perfect mocco 
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fo r a sprinter who outraces his own past, who inhabi ts an eternal 
present. 

This rime w hen you leave, you leave behind your gold 
signer ring somewhere in the dirt. We earched be ide the renni 
courts for hours, bur we could nor find ir. We searched in the 
grass where we sar togerher in rhe sun. I sympathize wirh you 
and your ring, think of my hearts and cupid , inking in rhe 
muck. I know what unplanned lo feel like . 

T his rime when you say good-bye, you leave beh ind these 
images: 

You, pink and glowing, kin crubbed to boyishnes fr h 
from the shower. 

The em ptiness of your boor , agape ar the foot of rhe 
bed. Inside that emptiness, I lumped and crumpled like an 
unwashed sock. 

Yo u , ly in g n aked on the co uc h , pre rry in your 
unselfconscio u kin. 

A glimpse of you posing before rhe mirror, after you 
have pulled o n your green shirr. You tos your hair back and 
vogue. You like what you ee. The vani ty doesn't trouble me; I 
like what you see, too. 

When you call rhis ri me, you say, "We do nor ger along." 
You say rhar you are no r good fo r me, rhar I hould nor 

love you. 
Bur it's late fo r that now; isn't ir? low rurning. 
W hen I a k about her, you ay, "Ir's none of your freaking 

business." 
We haven't censored each other before. [ am only trying 

to come to te rms with lovi ng you. 
"Do you love he r?" I ask. 
"Love," you scoff. "Ir's only a word. W hat is ir? how 

me o ne. Is ir a frankfurter? ow I could show you a frankfurter. " 
I do nor say what I am thinking, char you a re marrer 

than that, rhar saying char is too easy. Bur I ler ir pa . I make a 
joke about your showing me a frankfurter, preferably with relish. 
I am a clause dependent o n a word: love. I wait. 
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What I do whi le I wai t: one unny afternoon, 1 actually 
dance my elf into a frenzy, bel ieving chat I can call you, ummon 
you, believing char, at any moment, your green car\ ill pu ll up. 
You will unfold from che ear. I will run co you, and I will know 
chat, at last, you have decided. But I only dance my elf inco, 
first, a frenzy, then, a fatigue . You do not come. 

I care at che phone. 
When I come home, I pray chat the blinking red light 

ignal a call from you. 
omecime I cry. 

When I an wer the phone, I hope fo r your voice. 
I write you letters, coo many letter . 
I end you M iles' cape, Bitches' Brew. 
When I see an envelope with your handwriting on it, my 

heart kip . 
When you call , I no longer tell you about my dace , 

because it upsets you al though you do nor know why. 
When we ralk, I hope fo r what you do not ay. 
Finally I can bear waiting no more. "Tell me ro bugger 

off," I say. "Tell me to scram, beat it. There' more mer y in ,r. 
T he coup de grace." 

"The coup d'etat?" you ask me. 
Coup de grace, coup d'etat - it's all upsetting. 
"What do you wane?" you yell. "Do you wane me co 

move our? Do you wane co move in cogerher?" 
Yes, I say to myself, you stupid lug, of cour e char i 

what I wan e. Yes, ye, ye , bur I cannot ay this co you, because 
you must wane tt. 

"What do you wane?" you repeat. 
"You. " Truth has a knack for ri lling rime. 
"Thar's pretty clear," you ay. "I' ll talk co her. I'll prepare 

my son." 
Over the phone, we push and pul l. Ar night when I cnn 

sleep, I dream of you. When I wake, I wake co you. Am I nor 
pretty enough, nor mare enough? I wonder. Am 1 fina lly ju r 
nor worth the risk? 
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"Self-pi ty does no t become yo u," yo u remark o n t he 
pho ne. 

And so I wa it. Sometime now we ay good-bye by 
hanging up o n each o ther. 

Yo u accuse: yo ur love li fe's been a revolving door. Yo u 
wea r people o ut . 

The first asse rtion is t rue of u bo th. As fo r the econd-
no, no o ne has ever lefr me. I have never worn anyone o ur. But I 
am wearing myself our with waiting. 

"I move lowly," yo u say. But yo u do nor move ar all. 
" o mething must give," I say. "I can't keep do ing thi , 

do ing no thing, miss ing yo u." Bur no thing change . I have 
mi giving , doubts. Perhaps, I think, yo u a re in incere after all. 
Perhaps you a re unreliable. Perhaps I am just part of the how at 
school. A gum ball machine p rize? A bodyshield. A t rophy. 

"Would yo u lie ro me?" I ask. 
"No," you assure me, "no." 
Frie nds begin ro wa rn m e, " H e's an ope raro r. A 

ma.nipularor." 
W hat can I do bur look in ro my memo ry of your eye , 

your blue heart and wait? I love you now. I can't turn back. chool 
will be different, I rel! my elf. I look fo rward ro chool. I wa it. 

School i different. O n C hri rma Eve before we meet at 
school, I spot an estate signer ring th rough a plate gla window, 
and I know char it is yours. I have it engraved ro march t he o ne 
you lost. The curves in the mo nogram twine around my heart. 
The gold glints. I see myself smiling in its poli hed urface. To 
the extent that I have a C hrisrma chis yea r, ir i in the plea ure of 
chis gift ro you. W hen I ger ro chool, I hang it in a bag o n you r 
door knob, bur you do nor unw rap ir until the last day. 

"I can't accept chis," yo u say. "Ir i roo much." 
"You have ro. Ir' mo nogrammed. " 
Between the first day and the last, we are rogerher. You 

speak as if you have decided. You peak of moving van . You c ite 
dares. W e will be rogerher, I chin k. Your voice e riou , you a k 
me, "W hat would you do ifl were recommiss io ned ?" 
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"I could n't bear ir," I answer. T he thought of you hurt or 
in danger wells in my eyes. 

"Ir' no r likely," you reassu re me. 
I ow when you ho ld m y hand, it feels like trust. 
I amass more images of you: 
Yo u r face turned coward rhe un when we went ki ing, 

you r face so happy, my heart elated , and I fe lt as if I wore your 
face like a mask. 

You on the same day, ski ing in co the weed and knocking 
yourself flat on you r back. Grinn ing, you stared at che sky unti l 
I intervened between, smi ling down ar you. 

You in rhe men's score picking o ur a rie with endeari ng 
finickiness. 

Your wo rried face sco ur ing fo r m e in a c rowd ed 
aud icorium, relaxing as you spotted me. Yes, here. I am here. For 
yo u, I am here. 

You returning from a day o n rhe mo untain , you r face 
impl ified by a ir an d un and peed , you r fo rehead ea ed back 

into yo u r boy face. 
You, playful after an afternoon in bed , rand ing behi nd 

me, w rapping yo ur arm across my scomach, rocking me. ow 
rhar's rhe boy I like, I rhoughr. T har boy. 

You across from me at dinner, fi nding my hand. A p ink 
brocade room, a fire behind che hea.rch, a flu re concerco measuring 
a perfect meal . 

You dancing, scomping your booc , quarring, bucking. 
When you move, you always smile. 

You ar my reading, looking down into m y face. "\Y/a I 
okay?" I asked. You smiled. "You we re great." 

You, leaving, raking a.II of m y heart, al l of my best s• If 
with you. You leaving . Love is a retreating back. 

W hy must we always say good-bye? Why can't rher be 
more images, a string of them ? Why am I alway le ft \/ith 
me mories rhar I t ry co hold like water in my hand ? 

H ow we say good-bye: I say, "I'm no r good ar rhis." 
You say, "I know." 
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We scand beside our cars. My eyes are dry. My hug i 
cruscing. "Will you come see me on my birchday?" 

"Yes," you ay. 
My birchday comes, buc you do noc. 
You drive off ac sixcy mile per hour inco blinding whice-

OU(S. You do noc call for evera.l days. 
When you do call, I miss you o much chac my breach 

cacches. 
"Whac," you ask me, "whac?" 
"Whac do you chink? For eleven day , we spenc every 

waking and mosc sleeping minuce cogether. T hen noching. I feel 
u ncethered, lose." 

"W hac do you wane?" you ask. 
By the quescion, I know chac you are al ready in anocher 

cime, a parallel place. 
I scare myself down in a cripcych mirro r: che ocher 

woman. 
W hac I do noc an wer: I wane you co gee your a in your 

car and gee over here. 
I wane co make love co you fo r hours under a com fo rcer 

on some dreary ovember day. 
I wane co lie nexc co you in bed and wacch you read che 

Clancy cechno-chri llers chac you ca h under che box pnng 111 
emban a mene. 

I wane co wacch you shower, wacch you shave. 
I wane co know thac you are home when I am noc. 
I wane co cook cioppino for you. 
I wane co wacch you wacch che foocball games. 
I wane co rub your feec when you are cired. 
When you are sad, I wane co cheer you or, if cheer i noc 

possible, co hold you, ac lease co hold you. 
Bue I can say none of chi , becau e you mu c realize chac 

you wane 1c, coo. 
"Do you love me?" I ask. 
"I chink so. " 
"Do you miss me when I'm noc chere?" (Yes.) " Do J know 
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you better than anyone?" (Yes.) "Do you pend C\¥0 hundred 
dollars a month on calls to anyone else?" ( o.) "When you are 
troubled , whom do you chink to ca.II ?" (You.) 

" Do you love me?" I ask again. 
"H ell, I do n't know. I wouldn't know love if it jumped 

up and b it me o n the ass." 
"Consider yourself bit." I hang up. 
A week later, independently you offer that you love me. 

I'm not surprised , but I am tired. The dance of advance- retreat is 
wearing out the carpet of my heart. 

On my birthday, I receive three lovely gift from you: 
pens, fili gree earrings , a mirror in the shape of the sun. My three 
prism sides. You love me, I thin k. Perhaps. For a week, I wear the 
earrings every day. It rakes me a week to realize chat I'd have 
preferred something else-you, just you. You here. 

But I am alone on my birthday. And I am alone on 
Valentine's Day. Advanci ng th rough the cycl ing calendar of 
ho lidays alone. You send me a Valentine that says, "This feel like 
too much and too lircle." You are righ t on the second count. Too 
little. 

"You are w riting me too much," you ay, "too often, too 
critical ly, too contrad ictori ly." 

"I am coping," I explain. "I am trying to under rand . I 
offer chis, I offer that. You don't respond. It i like trying to lo e 
a vacuun1." 

"W hat do you want?" you a k. 
J esus C h rist, I chi nk, no o ne can be chis obtuse. A 

mutual ity of love and trust and cenderne s. You, I want you, you 
and your love. I canno t bear missing you. And rea urance, I 
want reassurance. I am hopelessly in love with you. I am alone, 
lose so mewhere inside of al l of thi , and I can't find my way out. 

Bue I don't say that; I say, "I want you to do o meching. 
Do somethi ng. Do anything." 

T ime makes the decisions that we cannot or will not. 
"Yes," you say. "Okay. T he bal l is in my court. Thi i n't 

serving anyone well." 

162 HARPUR PAUTE 

20

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 4, Iss. 2 [2005], Art. 40

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol4/iss2/40



"Act. Just acc. o mo re talk. Figure our what you want 
and do so mething." 

I feel caught in the do uble bind of rime, the do uble bind 
of love. I know char I should n't cal l you, bur [ call you. I know 
char I houJd wait, bur I can't wait. 

When I cal l yo u, you say, "What's the glorio u wi do m 
this week? \'{/hat's the big solutio n co my problems-a hoc bath , 
the love of a good woman? Love makes the world go round, 
eh?" 

You make love sound like a one- trick po ny, me o und 
like a fool. O ver and over I bring you chis gift, and you igno re it, 
or you dash it co the ground, dance cowboy on it romp it inro 
dust. Bur still I come riding back o n my one- trick pony. 

An O LD joke: how do you keep an a ho le waiting? 
I don't know. H ow? 
No answer. 
You say you will talk co her. You ay you will come. You 

do nor talk co her. You do no r come. T he c ircum ranee are 
u nchanged from the moment I first se t eye o n you and aw 
tro uble. What will it rake fo r me co realize, for me co act? od 
wearing a andwich board , pa rading back and fo rth before my 
house: T H EE D IS OT C OMI G. IT I \Y/. Bur I 
stand in the center of the double b ind of love and rime. I can 
only elect co be miserable without yo u or co be miserable withou t 
you by my electio n. Which o ne is ultimately worse? 

You ay, "Look, your an entio n i making me chink yo u 
are hyste rical ; char i why I do n't come co see you." 

"I am hysterical," I say, "becau e you don't come." 
The double bind of love. 
At nigh t when I cannot leep, I rock myself in ro your 

skin. Waking in the morning to a room of winter light, I mooch 
my sheers and create you there. I lie o n you. Your kin is oft, 
your body hard. All day, I talk co you in my head. When I laugh, 
I laugh w ith you. When I note o meching beautiful , I score it fo r 
you. Bur you are no r there. 

One snowy night at school w hen we made love and you 
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could nor sray hard, I asked you, "Is i r me?" 
You shook your head. 
I tho ught I understood. "The juggler has rwo pins in th e 

air. Sooner or later, o ne must land." 
"Yes," you said, "that' ir." 
Joke: how do you keep an asshole waiti ng? 
I think of your beautiful ring o n your beauti fu l finger. I 

am the circler of gold, rhe cha rmed circle you wea r. Wherever 
you go, I go with yo u. Your monogram blazes in my heart. 

"What do you expect o f me?" you ask. "Are you saying 
that I can't see you as lo ng a I ray wirh her?" 

"Well, yeah , Slick. Thar' exactly wha t I am saying. 
Sometimes I think you are crazy. What else do you propo e-
rhar you divide into rwo and u rain rwo imulraneou live and 
loves with disparate women in disparate places with disparate 
lives? Do you rime-travel , love? For you, making a decision i an 
o ur-of-body experience." 

And for me, at fo rty, when ir co me to love I'm from 
rhe Show-Me Srare. 

So show me. 
H ow do you keep an a hole wai ting? 
Finally, I say, "Enough. You figure ir our. Yo u decide. 

When yo u do, let me know what yo u want, and we II ee whar 
we can do. Until then, we need to leave each o ther alone. Yo u 
need to act, to do." 

"You will miss me," you say. 
"I already do. " 
" o, you will. " 
"I do now." 
You say, "Good-bye." 
Good-bye. Thar is rhe simplest way to do ir. 
Bur my hands cup my heart, reaming with d ry ice. M y 

hot and co ld run ning modern ized heart. 
I wish I could write this story in reverse, work back-wards 

into rhe rexr and say, " H ere, here is where you migh t have made 
a decision. When I asked you to dance, you said, 'Yes,' and we 
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spun inro immediate 4/4 rime. H ere, here, the nigh t we had 
dinne r togethe r, here is what I might have said, no demurral , no 
deferral I love you now. H ere, rhar night, we sho uld have imply 
held each other. T har bitter comment, I kept char to my elf. " 

In the tory, I can move us around, p rod u onto our 
stage floor chalk-marks, put words in o ur mo u th , develop fo r 
us an incremental plot with a happy ending that is o ur beginning. 
Bur we live o utside of rhe story, in rime, wait ing for che pins to 
land . You ho ld the furure pi n . T he present whirls, end-over-end, 
high th rough the air. 

I wish I cou ld wri te rime in reverse, recover the day that 
we are separating and you are listening to Car Stevens in you r ca r. 
When you reach the Portsmouth bridge, you ay, " o." You bump 
a traffic cone. H orns blaring at you, you fl ip rhe bird at the d rivers 
and grin. You pull a U-ie. You lay rubber. You rum around , 
fo llowing the map of your heart. 

In Woodstock, Vermont, I brake my car becau e my hand 
are trembling o n rhe wheel. " o," I say, no r rhi rime." o, nor 
him. I w ill no r lose him. " I rum m y car aro und and fo llow rhe 
map of my heart. Somewhere o n Ro ute Four, we inrer ecr, we 
recognize each o ther's cars as we whirr by, skid and creech to a 
hair. Oblivious to traffic, we meet o n che do tted line. "Okay, 
o kay," we console each othe r, "end of the line. We're here. 1 ow. 
O kay." And I ho ld your face in m y hands, you r eye in my eye . 
Okay, rhar is all I wanted . 

Bur that only happen in torie . Time works aga in r uch 
odds, uch conclusio ns. 

I toss the furure pin in the a ir, juggle po ib ili ry. I ee 
how we say good-bye: 

We meet again . We say good-bye perhaps ki ing th is 
rime. Perhaps I c ry. We sta nd by o ur car . A car door slam . There 
wi ll be a flur ry o f pho ne cal l , a flurry of unanswered letter . We 
wi ll say, " I love you, bur. " Or "I love you, and." The cal l wi ll 
become more desul tory. For the fi rst few yea r after we graduate, 
I will still, perhap , remember your birthday, tra n fe rri ng the 
dare annually from calendar to calendar. I will end you prettily 
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wrapped packages with Indo nesian fi hing car in ide, or wired 
electric- lavender cars, painted with o range dots, regrecles coyores. 
T hen I'll forger ro rransfer the date. l'll remember t hat your 
b irthday is in Augu t. I'll send you cards, missing the dare by a 
day o r two, cards w ith lions o n them playing Aures, or tiger 
wear ing crowns and smiling. In o ne of my recent moves, I' ll 
discover that I've lost t he cards you sent me yea r ago, the card 
that I read and re- read , so that I still should have some of the 
quirky line memo rized , bur when I try ro remember them, I' ll 
be surprised ro discover cha r I cannot. For a while, I' ll t ill have 
sleepless nigh rs when your blue eyes po ke holes into my dream , 
and I'll startle, thinking that you are above me in my bed, staring 
at my face. Bur my hand will clutch, reach, fi nd o meone next ro 
me, someone who is no r you, sleeping quietly. We will till call 
each other, bur the inte rval berween will grow lo nger, and, 
although more rime has elap ed, we will find char we have le to 
say. One day, by accident, I' ll discover your name in my add re 
book, wrirren in your hand the summer we mer and I' ll cry fo r 
a different furure rhar's already past. Regrets, coyote, regrer . Bu r 
I wi ll nor cry fo r very long, nor as long as I o nce might have. For 
a while, I'll send C hri rma card to char address. The notes will 
be cheery, newsy, false. One day, rhe envelo pe will come back 
wirh a stamp: not ar this address, and I'll cross your name our of 
my address book. Bur never out o f my heart. The hean keeps irs 
own nme. 

O ne day, we vvill meer, barely recogn ize each other fo r 
how rhe intervening years have dressed u . We'll be awkward, 
surprised , stan ding outside of a coffee hop in H arvard qua re, 
both thinking we sho uld suggest coffee, both looking at the dog-
eared sream y window of the coffee shop rat.her than ar each other' 
eyes, both deciding again r the ugge rio n. We deferred so much 
for so lo ng that deferral becam e irs own conclusio n. We cannot 
recla im rhe pas t. We w ill express awkwa rd urpri e ar rhe 
coincidence, bid each other a clumsy good-bye. U nable ro bear 
your retreating back, I'll keep my eyes on cl1e sidewalk ahead and 
listen ro your boor heels recede. We'll both rewrn ro our spou es 
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with anecdotes, "You won't believe who I ran into." Anecdotal to 
each other, we'll still wonder on the queasy edge of sleep-What 
happened exaccly? What went wrong? When? But we'll drop into 
the dreamless sleep of the past, and we will wake up ro the diurnal 
clatter of our separate lives, shake each ocher off like half-
remembered dreams, shower, resume our habits. 

I watch the forward arc of the pin twirling cl1rough time. 
I watch the juggler grin and lose myself through the gap of his 
white-hoc teeth. I want to knock che juggler over, grab time like 
cwo erasers, clap the pre ent against the past, choke on a chalk-
dust cloud that erases al l time. I want to draw my own future in 
a chalk-picture on a square of cl1e idewalk and forbid al l rain ro 
smear it, blear ic, wash it away. But these are only word , a 
figurati ve language that can conduce to no literal world, can 
confine no time. 

How we ay good-bye: like thi . 
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