


way she loved it when glass chips on the floor
started scraping skin, piercing skin, as two
moved violently together. Red body-juice
cascading down limbs, colored to resemble the
bottle’s emptied contents.

And Robert didn’t think it odd, not bizarre
at all, the way Anna reacted after a bottle. They
fit together like the top and bottom of a barrette:
easy and exact.

And that was that.

Until the night Anna told her mother what
they did, the way they were together.

Mother, I must tell you a secret, she said.
One I’ve been keeping inside my brain for
years, for four years, and the doors of my brain
need to be opened. I feel the knocking, and 1
need to tell someone what is inside, show
someone what has been happening. It is so
wonderful.

Anna’s mother watched her daughter,
sitting diagonally from her in Anna’s living
room, as she thought about the way her
daughter had changed in the last four years.
And not all for the bad. Like an inexpensive
vinyl purse turned into a Coach handbag, she
had transformed herself. All because of
Robert. Robert the doctor. The successful,
very ambitious doctor, who took an interest in
her one and only daughter. Oh, how nice. She
thought as she spoke, asking only what Anna,
what do you so desperately want to share?

Anna smiled as she stood and let her satin
robe fall to the floor, the floor probably still
enmeshed with green glass chips. She waited
for a response, standing unclothed before her
mother, but her mother could not speak and
just sat looking at her daughter. The scrapes
and cuts visibly, sporadically scattered her
limbs, her chest and stomach.

What is it, dear, what happened, dear, was
what she said when she finally spoke. Anna
just smiled and answered, oh, Mother, Robert
loves me so much!

And that was that.

Until Robert came home and Anna told
him she had told her mother about their
Tuesday night activity. She did somewhat
regret telling her. After all, she didn’t receive
an exactly dramatic reaction: no
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congratulations, no condemnations. Not much
of a reaction at all. But she had told her,
nonetheless, so she thought she’d let Robert
know.

He became like a microwave; he was hot,
hot and angry, but like a microwave compared
to an oven, his fire wasn’t visible. And like
one can sense a microwave is working
nevertheless, Anna could sense her husband’s
frustration. What is it, Robo, she asked,
crawling to him. Nothing, my darling.
Nothing. Of course he would say nothing;
Robert never explained anything, wasn’t his
style, or something, that’s what Anna
supposed.

But inside his head were all kinds of goings
ons. His mind like a five player euchre game;
things were always moving, an inappropriate
number of cards were always being played,
and it was always as if there was just too much
to grasp, too much to comprehend, and to
attempt to explain any of it would be
impossibly unbearable.

So he just looked at her that night. Just
looked at her the way he always just looked at
her when he had no idea whatsoever to say.
And she looked back at him, thinking it was as
if he were covered in plastic wrap: the thick,
weather-resistant plastic people in cold climates
sometimes attach to the outside of their
windows in the winter. And Anna wanted to
rip it apart, tear it off, shred it to fringes so she
could touch what was inside. So like a bird
pecking at the plastic, she began to kiss. Like a
rat gnawing at the neatly fastened edges, she
bit. She bit hard on his pink bottom lip and
watched the blood form droplets and drip
down the curve of his chin.

She waited for a scream, a yelp, a dramatic
reaction, but he just laughed: a little half-laugh
with a mumbled I love you and an it’s not
Tuesday. Oh I know, she said with a flick of
her hair that night, but just what will I do when
you’re gone?

And that was that. On a Thursday night on
the page of a day in the book of Anna LeMur,
that was that.

Robert LeMur could read her so well, Anna
LeMur always thought. Read her and flip the








