Conchitina Cruz


Inventory of a year

______________________________

1 If I may be so forward, her invitation began, as if it were necessary to assume the voice of a nineteenth-century-novel heroine to ask what she was about to ask, as if the remoteness would in any way camouflage the single-mindedness of her request, as if the infidelity were a study to be conducted to test a hypothesis, as if it would turn the act of spreading her legs for him right then into a civilized gesture, as if she were to lift the layers of her petticoat and bury the secret there, swallow it whole, compose for it a beginning, middle, and end.

______________________________

2 Under such circumstances, it didn’t seem too much to ask. There were varieties of under furnished with their own set of charms: elevator music, small talk, the passing shadow of a bird on the bedroom wall. The house equipped with its feverish machines, tirelessly humming. Note also the economy of under: the clerk collecting paper clips in his drawer, money changing hands.

3 She told him the same story as they lay on the floor, and he could barely breathe, so hearty was his laughter. I could get along with your husband, you know.
______________________________

4 The city could also be drawn as the simplest of constellations: one room, one bar, one newspaper stand, one dreary theater. In other, more primal words: fuck, drink, smoke, watch. He noted that the best views were always drawn from erratic vantage points: cracked mirrors, dust-stained windows, the lone cathedral in the mountain trapped in fog, the jeep recklessly changing lanes. Lying on the floor again, she noted the haphazard pile under the bed, two shirts, sunglasses, a sleek pair of heels. You don’t have to, she said, smiling, pulling the heels out, placing them beside the row of his shoes.

5 Her hair grew long* because, given the increasing amount of work at the office, there was simply no time to make the trip to the salon.

*The growing of her hair a suggestion **, similar to the lingerie her husband occasionally buys for her, a size bigger, without fail. I look at you and see the body it should become.

**The suggestion tepidly made to him, who refuses to ask*** for anything.

***The obvious fiction**** being, not asking is in fact not asking.

****Her hair grew long because, given the increasing amount of work at the office, there was simply no time to make the trip to the salon.

______________________________

6 The key lies not merely in conviction, but in the seamless interlocking of the most trivial components accompanied by a tinge of the unusual to produce, never catastrophe, but simply a bit of a problem. Why you are late for dinner, why you put on the pair of earrings inherited from your grandmother, why you hitched a ride home, why you waited until dawn—with the right spin, the right wind in the air, these are, naturally, easy questions. It seems logical, then, for him to delight in puns, to derive amusement from the misheard, misspelled, mispronounced. That he let her in on this secret and said he loved her in one breath* did not at all puzzle him, a firm believer in the flattery of equal over other.

7 The compulsion didn’t trouble her at all, but she wanted it to be out of plain curiosity—the woman’s dress size, her intellectual capacity, her choice to use or disregard proper spelling and syntax when sending messages, her taste in books or celebrity. She tested her composure in imaginary encounters—the genteel manner with which she would say hello, the extent to which she could cultivate sincerity.

*He believed in the democracy of leaving both women** the same messages, sending the same flowers, delivering the same jokes, impressing the same songs upon their mouths, taking them on the same bed, the same sheets. From the encyclopedia of useless information: the same buttons on the phone spell lips and kiss, cried and brief.

**And why would she, the lucky one, fully aware of such duplicability, or at least, bright enough to detect its implication, like the droning of the fridge in an empty kitchen, why should she feel otherwise, then? Walking home with her husband with a casual account of her day at hand, why should she harbor such feelings toward his account of the conspiracy of the city in preventing him from reaching her, his faulty execution of a strategy they share?

______________________________

8 It was the most fun they’d each had in years, following the smell of each other down the rabbit hole and into the room where all the sexual positions were different, unlikely to please yet delightfully proving otherwise, where the water by the bed never wanted for slivers of ice, where the soup tasted like it had basil in it, picked from the pot by the window, the pot they bought from a stall along the highway that brought with it a lively discussion of saffron and anise and cumin and the extravagant vocabulary for spice, the window framing the heft of a mountain they said they would climb and did.

9 It was necessary to employ her facility for nonchalance, also applied to the cab driver* who wanted to know, after the kiss good night and the disappearance of his figure on the rearview mirror, why her husband wasn’t joining her wherever she was going at an ungodly hour. It was her little indulgence, telling him her husband was busy, he had work to do, and besides, it was a night out with just the girls.**

10 Or so she dreams. Only to wake and find them painfully still, painfully unchanged. Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted desires. Should trust be invested in the poet whose wife admitted to the lack of his company, seeing that he was always in paradise?

11 Should he account for the first time he considers, watching her mumble and sigh in her sleep, the possibility of not waking her?

12 The image so predictable that if one were to follow it beyond the frame, it would inevitably generate toothbrushes by the sink, shared invitations piling up in the wastebasket, the cheesy parade of framed photographs from trips.

13 It could hardly be compared to their habit of coming up with lewd acronyms for imaginary cause-oriented groups.

14 Which reminds him of the story about the kimono and bare feet, the rainy night and the glow of the computer screen, the lesson in the use of chopsticks and what came after.***

15 The coded inscriptions in books collectively bought, the cheap theater tickets filling up his wallet, the incident in high school he swore he would never tell anyone about, the accident-that-could’ve-been-a-catastrophe, averted by her affinity for old and fashionable men: You’re quite lovely, his father said to her.

16 From the marginalia of platitudes, i.e., wishful thinking: It goes without saying that in the hierarchy of a page, the margins are in the periphery. It goes without saying that a digression is a glitch on the sheet, easily reparable with one stroke of correction fluid. It goes without saying that a secret thrives in the absence of record. A rose is a rose is a rose is a rose, she sings.

*The waitress regularly committed the same mistake, the tiny window of opportunity for correction always lapsing: so efficient was she in the about face to get them another round of beer, to turn the music down, to address her need for a light.

**It was her little indulgence, the taste for ceremony despite, or probably because it would go unnoticed: the calculated number of steps to the front door, a house lit by lamps, the ring retired in its box.

***The waitress, just about done with her shift, slides another dish of peanuts down the beer-stained tablecloth.

______________________________

17 Down the circuitous slide of the age of consent, the arrival at a consensual concession.* Never mind the argument’s confusing pronouns, not to mention the hazards, admittedly minor: the movie seen twice, the story told twice, dinner eaten, and then, another. Never mind the tricky matter of protection. It could be funny, I suppose. It was ridiculously funny, she thought, the matter of her laughter in his company, punishable by law.

18 The novel offers a practical comparison to analyze the pursuit of depth without end: When a pebble falls down the well, it is gratifying to hear the eventual plunk. If, however, the pebble only slips into darkness and vanishes without a sound, the effect is disquieting.
19 Funnier still, the evolving expertise in the simultaneous, the ultimate cosmopolitan skill. In the thriving theater of non-sequiturs: a smashing success, a cheap trick.

*The question, never asked: —

______________________________

20 Suppose she could stay the night. Suppose she could keep her shoes off, keep his shirt on, keep her hair down. Suppose he could turn in his bed and turn again, to make space for her.

21 Suppose multiple choice actually meant, choose.

______________________________

22 From the city of disappearances, she salvages the feel of his eyes on her, one souvenir.
