%-SIE‘HI[IS.I@(E[ SLLL









e




Before this scorched and blackened wardrobe,
with my scorched and blackened body inside.
Before the fire. Before I met Big Boss.
Before I joined his whaleboat.

I was looking—for work.




My home was
an island

One Year Prior.

It was a living thing.

When I dreamed of life
with my husband, I never
imagined a house.

There was something
greedy, even lonely
about the idea.

But when we built our
home it became more than
a thing to be possessed.




And when I cleaned,
I maintained it—

—and it maintained me.

Endless walls,
floors, ceilings.

It protected me.

And in many ways—

—it owned me.

And in that way,
it felt like a box.

Overlapping,
creasing, looping.

Pushing me
turther.

Deeper within.
Inside.

A soul, but

only a soul,

surrounded
in itself.

Seeing itself.
Eating of itself.
Creating itself.




I needed to focus. " My husband
' would be home soon.

Facing each other.

Reflecting back
on themselves forever.

And I've only enough
time to wash this
pot once more.




Or maybe it was a secret
I was keeping from myself.

Why did I follow her?
Why her? I don’'t know.

So I followed her,
through town

And it was the good part
of me, the innocent part
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A schedule that I'd now memorized.
Perhaps more then memorized—
internalized and made into my own.

Seeing her calmed me
When I hadn’t seen her
and I thought of her,
some part of me ached.
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My wife was
expecting me
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She moved casually,
like a soothing breeze.

Shed left the Women’s Seminary with
friends but, as always, they parted ways
past the church. She bought fruit at the

market and beef at the butcher.

Faultless without
trying, and sad while
trying her hardest.
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: She covered my mind \
o like mist over the earth. \
Or dew at dawn.

I didn’t want to be
the person I was—
the way I was.

Words couldn’t capture it—
this feeling.

Nothing could.




I followed

I told myself I was
a good person.
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And I guess
I believed it.

I would get past this,
if I would just speak
to her, I think to myself.

but no sooner do I
finish the thought—
I recoil.

The night of a birthday, her mother
made blueberry pie. Her joy and excitement
made the world better—my world better.
This place was a place I wanted to live.

A place where joy like that was possible.

Have any words passed
closer between Satan’s

lips and my ears? Her joy was my joy. Implicitly.

Asif I couldn't feel
anything unless she felt it for me.

I was a witness. I was helpless.

I watched her pass time. / | o She folded clothes.
Dinner with family. Reading ' it
and school work.

Washed dishes.
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Paused for a moment,
lost in thought.




And in those moments
I saw my reflection in the
windows and it struck me—

—how frightening

I must have looked.
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Walking home, I would think: sometimes you need to know
how deep the darkness goes. Past ideas that worry you and
make you feel like your lines have been smudged or
erased completely. Past the pit. Past memories of feeling small
and truly, truly worthless. Unlovable. To find yourself way
down within yourself. And maybe there’s always deeper depths.
But when you look up, you wonder if you can see any
light peeking in from where you started.
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You can be crushed by depth as
pressure builds. Strange things happen.
You can become less than yourself,
something less than a person.

Its utter completeness was astounding.
Like standing on the shore and trying
to imagine the entire ocean. I could
overcome it with time, the same way I could
drink the whole ocean in time. Only now
I couldn’t manage to swallow a sip.

I wanted to be dead. Or born again.
Or never born in the first place. S /
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CHIPPOWAH.
WRIGHT COUNTY.

YOV KNOW

ANY LUCK?

DON'T LOSE

FAITHIN Me
A NCT YET:

WE COULD
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He was hard to love,

and that endeared
him to me.

NO.
| GUESS NOT.
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In some caustic way I was
always stuck in a thought.

Sometimes ‘ WHAT ARE YOV
{gn ¢TUCK ON7?

alarmingly so...

He could be distant, sometimes.
Never manipulative. He didn’t
flatter, or coax, or connive.
He was honest.
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| JUST FEEL 7
LIKE, SOME TIMES,
| CAN'T PICK WHAT

| THINK OF.

NO.
STUCK IN A
THOVGHT?

\F YOV
AREN'T DECIDING
WHAT TO THINK
ABOVT...




One of the easiest
places to watch the
woman I was following,
was also one of the
most unforgivable:

her church.

She was so absorbed by it
—she was lost.

And ], in turn,
was lost in her.

In church,
the devil
shared my pew.

He preyed on
my emptiness.

My loneliness,
my longing, my
desperation to return to
something I was.

Or never was, but
wanted so badly to be.




She fell so tenderly,
so delicate, it was
as if she were being lowered
by some unseeable force.

But it didn’t

In my haste—
we collided.

Or if I'd ever
imagined meeting
her face to face

-3
3
2 o
- X
A~ QO
S =
Ot
T =
i)
2




it PP e

x BT el
..w R ST e
S

w
Catrs PERPHY SRR T N e S

...t...f&m
#

STREWNE 3970 VTR Rk A 6 SR

#

simriie e

- — - 3
TErT TR

g S

; kA’ \ \.&»\“

i S EN S N PR S e S e e

" iﬂﬂ?d&;\umr{.tlp
e e e

And I was me.
I couldn’t pretend
any longer.
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She was there.
She was her.




Just existing, as if
anything else in this
world existed.

The sun cast a faint
shadow of her eyelashes
down her cheek.

As if the world would
just keep on
turning. The sun
would keep rising
and setting.

And I would exist too,
only always on this side;
the outside.
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I walked, but
I didnt know where.

I just followed

The outside
of this feeling.

And before
I knew it,




