
I didn’t expect to ever see him again.  I thought he was gone, far away doing something fantastic and wonderful; something that would someday be made into a book or a movie of the week.  I imagined him as an archeologist, uncovering ancient mummified women, the way he had uncovered me.  Gently working the soil, my clothes, with his delicate brushes, his fingers, revealing inch-by-inch the cold body underneath.  I expected him to eclipse me in life because he had eclipsed me in the universe that was our life together.  Being with him had been like looking at the sun: he blinded me with his brilliance, and his charisma, and the large-ness of him.  He was that than which none greater could be conceived by me.  And the day he left it snowed.

The snow was typical of that time of year, but somehow different.  It was colder, and quieter, and lay thicker on the ground, like the quilt batting piled in the corner of my tiny room.  It snowed for days, and I began to think that he really was the sun, and that it would snow forever.  It didn’t of course, eventually it stopped.  The snow, which had fallen in a dense soft mass for days, began to change.  The flakes grew smaller, and pointier, and pricklier, and icier.  Stinging snow thinned out until it fell like intermittent spit, and eventually the clouds parted, giving way to a white, weak sun.  That was the day I realized he wasn’t coming back, and that it didn’t matter.


It was three weeks after the snow stopped that I realized there was more to the sky than the sun.  Three weeks of dampness hanging on my head, weighing me down.  Three weeks of wanting something different.  I didn’t know what I wanted, just something different.  But that’s how it starts.  A tiny pinprick recognizing that maybe there are other things out there.  More interesting things.  Nicer things.  Less-large things.  Then a recognition that you can want.  That you can feel want.  Then that want grows and expands and takes the shape of your insides, until it fills all the crevices of your intestines, and the alveoli of your lungs and the nooks and crannies of your brain.  It pumps through your arteries and flows into the capillaries, warming you, expanding ever outward.  Heart, brain, lungs, torso, appendages, carpals, metacarpals, tarsals, metatarsals.  Pushing against your dermis and further, leaking out of scrapes and scabs and cuts in your epidermis.  Oozing out so finely, like a scent.  A subtle smell that wraps around you and follows you and clings to you, getting stronger.  It becomes like a coat and you realize you can wear your want, or leave it at home for the night if it doesn’t suit you.   I could place it in my bag, with my books, my gum, my pens and my money; and it would stay there until I took it out.

I did take it out.  Eight weeks after the snow stopped I took my want out of the closet in which I had been hiding it, and put it on.  I wore it awkwardly.  I still wear it awkwardly sometimes.  I wore it to escape.  I wore it to run away.  And I ran, I escaped.  My want took me far away, just like I imagined him far away.  And while I imagined him as a well published historian, conducting lectures to devoted young women hanging on his every word; I followed my want even further away.  I imagined him a professional basketball player—and my want took me further away.  I imagined him backpacking through Europe, paying his way as an artist—and still my want pushed me further away.

Now I am here, and so is he.  It’s been seven years since the snow stopped.  Seven years of wearing my want and going away.  Seven years of wearing my want.  Seven years of going away.  Now I am here, and so is he and I realize that what I wanted all along was for it to keep snowing.
