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How the story we tell ourselves of who we are is a cumulating text of Murphy s multi-media
essay—how one moment, one sentence, one sensitivity can layer upon the other until what lies
beneath is no longer something as benign as a pea but something more sinister, hardened by
experience and injury into a tensile threat. “Buckshot” is fabulous in its conception and even
more fascinating in its execution, the writing spare and lovely, the images vivid and arresting...

and always that sense of tension building, weight bearing down, our speaker “clinging like a tree
frog,” ready to spring.
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1. The first thing that you sce is a tower, or maybe it"’s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| allif you're too sensitive.
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i 2.1 am never comfortable in F’s tiny bed, but he is used to sleeping uncomfortably, and alone. He is used to
| dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The ~

-

\ size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries.

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
- inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
Jinconvenience.
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1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it

| allif you're too sensitive.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he malces my bed almost every time he s sleeps in it. Whether this is a hablt
!camcd over tfrom childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.
[

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “I"'m a raccoon, [ will eat anything™ but [ want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; | suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2.1 am never cumfﬂrtable in F’s tiny bed, buT. he is used to s]eeﬁln;g l.ln=:4::+mF-:n']‘.:.ﬂ::rlyr ‘and alone. He is used to
! dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
| size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
i inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
@unvumlecL
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| allif you're too sensitive.
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. | 4. When 1 first began seeing F 1 didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain, \

I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran,”
What I found:

If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veteran to ever trust vou more than he trusis his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine.
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

\ I don't have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost every timc_hc sleeps in it. Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

— —_————

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but I want to make meals that F
lwil] enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; T suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.,
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{ 2. Tam never comfortable in F's tiny bed, but he is used 1o sln:;::iljing uncomfortably, and alone. He is used o)
| dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, I think, the least of his worries,

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; T suspect he, like me, is
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is }

_inconvenience
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1. The first thing that you sece is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.
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- 3. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When [ was a child I pre-
| | tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-cgo lived. My little sister would knock at
| | my door and [ would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences, My sec-
retary was brusque and 1o the point and she got what I wanted.
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© |4, When I first began seeing F [ didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”
What [ found:

If yvou're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran ouldoors, and often.

Do not expect your veteran to ever trust you more than he trusis his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine.
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed 1o want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that 1 cry a lot.

I don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost every time he sleeps in it. Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. T hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
lwil] enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; | suspect it isn"t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE,
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J_ dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, T think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and 1 suspect he is ashamed not because he can't deal with the
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; I suspect he, like me. is
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
\inconvenience.
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1. The first thing that you sece is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.
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work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shrine, but 1 do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an casy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If vou look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ curl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of |
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won’t say 1 love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

| always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, I usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. | tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once I heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wanis to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “Thai’s all you.”
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5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax do-c:umems When I was a child I pre- 1
| tended my maltiress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and [ would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-

retary was brusque and to the point and she got what [ wanted.
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. |4, When I first began seeing F I didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What I found:

If vou're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran, They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran (o ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

'LI don’t have any good stories to share, but | don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bcd almost every time e he sleeps in it. Whether this is a 2 habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and [ tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F

| 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse wnh Lhn:n: other arhsl.\, ami they all-] '

will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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i 2. 1am never mmfortablt: in F's tiny bed, hut he is used to sleeping uncomfortably, and alone. He is used to |
J_ dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

l I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can't deal with the
inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; I suspect he, like me, is
ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
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I. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake F called lhe long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.
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7. I have busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensitive skil';_;s_t:r-_@hen | pla-;f_; .harp across his chest ]
| he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
though I learn to cling and rest, like a treefrog.
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ﬁ F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all
! work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls, In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but | do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room | |
black, but F said “No.” |

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame, Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iraqi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before | discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If vou look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and | sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself | won't say | love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F I think the school- | |
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once [ heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “That’s all you.”
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|'5. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When [ was a child I pre—
' tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at [
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel- | I
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.
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14 When I first began seeing F 1 didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.
| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”
What [ found:

i If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran, They are brash, and they have seen it
' all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veteran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine. | |
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I ery a lot,

lLl don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost mm‘y time he sleeps in it. Whether this i isa hab?

carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.
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| am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F i
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE. | |
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| 2. 1am never cumformble in F’s tiny bed, but he is used to sleepmg l.mcomﬂ:-rtably and alone. He is used to 1
| dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
j size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.
! I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the

inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; | suspect he, like me, is
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| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
_inconvenience.
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1. The first thing that you sce is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
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BT want a bcd \'-1['1 springs in i,” F SHYS. Wc ve been dalmg for a few months and he's decided lu > )|

l purclmse a queen matiress. He’s shopping around, in a vague sort of way. ['m not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
land bone, nothing memory foam about him.
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I 7. 1 have busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensitive skm so when | play.a harp across his chesl }
I he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
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ﬁ F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse wnl.h thrcl: ol.ht.r amsl.b, :-md T.hcy all ]
| work and live in oreat big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the comridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shrine, but 1 do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “Ng.”

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragqi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before 1 discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and I sleep on his cot alone. 1 tell myself I won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

| always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, I usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. | tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Onee | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “That’s all you.”
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- 5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, crumbs, peas, dmncs tax documents. When I was a child I prc—
| | tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and [ would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what [ wanted.

. _ . o _ _J

— T e ——— e e ——————

| 4. When [ first began seeing F 1 didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. ]

| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™
What [ found:
; If you're sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.
. Take your veteran outdoors, and often.
| Do not expect your veteran (o ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.
| When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loval and rewarding relationship yvou could imagine.
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

'LI don’t have any good stories to share, but | don’t know if that makes us a poor maich or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bd:d almost every time he sleeps in it. Whether this is a hahll
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. 1 hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything” but I want to make meals that F
Lwﬂ] enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; | suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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{ 2. Tam never mmﬁ:rrtable in F's tiny bed, hut heis used to sleeping uncomfortably, and alone. He is used o
J_ dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as rash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, I think, the least of his worries.

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; T suspect he, like me, is l
| ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is

' mcunvemence

1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it"s only a wedding cake F called lhe long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life don’t like to be tested

and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, yvou take it or you ask for it or you get
i | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found vou untrust- |
worthy.
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B, 1 want a bed with springs in it,” F says. We ve beﬁn datmg for a ﬁ:w months and he’s decided to f

; purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
Lmd b-orne nothing memory foam about him,
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ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
| though, i Iearn to clmg and rest, like a treefmg
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I 7. 1 have busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensitive skln S0 u-hen I pl;l:;é- .harp across his chesl W
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| 6. F doesn’t live in an apariment. He lives in a Victorian scho-olhousc with three other arusls, and they all ] '

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but I do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, ol a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before | discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and 1 curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of ]
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me, Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch

i | and I sleep on his cot alone. | tell myself | won't say | love vou until he has bought a bed big enough for
J the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually J
wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts, [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “ Thai’s all you.”
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5. Thmgs you find under matiresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When [ was a ch1]d I pre—
| J tended my maitress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived, My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.
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|4, When I first began seeing F [ didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. \ J

I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”

What I found:

Ifyou're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seenit | |
| all. They have a dark sense of humor.
Take your veteran ouldoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.
Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don’t have any good stories to share, but | don’t know if that makes us a poor maitch or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bcd almost every time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and [ tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything” but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; T suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. 1am never comfortable in F’s tiny bed, but he is used to slr.‘cpi;g u;t;uﬁfnrta:lﬂ—y;nd alone. He is used to |
dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
+ size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

l I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the [
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; I suspect he, like me, is

| ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
\inconvenience.

[ = = ——— — — .,
1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.

BUCKSHOT
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evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

| | The next day [ ask F if he would like any photos.

I “Photos of what?” he says.

“Of me. Selfies.”

| | “Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for I to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last I say, “Don’t you notice I"'m pouting ™

F says, “Not really! I thought if something was wrong vou would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“1 didn't say that, 1 just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.”

*“¥es, | would love some. I just don’t... [ don’t want to send any back.”

*That’s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, 1 send him three of the nudes 1 think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!™ 1 don’t send
Ilanymore.}
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!9, In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life don’t like to br.. tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, yvou take it or you ask for it or you get

¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
| | life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-

wurlhy.

{10, In an cf'l‘nrl o lmfa.. my I:»raﬂ:i}r more, a l‘cw months into our n,latmnshm, I find myself spcndmg an |

S — . S
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BT want a bcd wuh springs in it,” F says We've bc:cn dating for a few months and he’s decided to }
pun:hase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. [I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
[and bone, nothing memory foam about him.

—— ——— —

| 7. 1 have busy hands like httle fish out of water. F has sensitive skin, so  when | play a harp across his chest }
’ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
| though, [ Ieam o ::lmg and rest, like a treefrng
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work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shrine, but 1 do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an casy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If vou look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won’t say 1 love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. | tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once I heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wanis to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “Thai’s all you.”

\ L o o B
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|i | always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, I usually
|
|

5. Things vou find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child I pre- }
| J tended my matiress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and [ would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted.

. __ - o — _J
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|'4. When [ first began seeing F | didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. \
| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What I found:

: If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
| all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

| Do not expect your veleran (o ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

. Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

I When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

'LI don’t have any good stories to share, but | don’t know if that makes us a poor maich or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bcd almost every time h:.. sleeps in it, . Whether this is a hdbll
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. 1 hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and [ tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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{ 2. Tam never mmfortablt: in F's tiny bed, hut he is used to sleeping uncomfortably, and alone. He is used to )
J_ dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

l I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can't deal with the
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is
| ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is

1 . .
' mcunven;e_l}cg,

I. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake F called lhe long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.

BUCKSHOT

| 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse wnh Lhn:n: other arhsl.s, :md they all-] '

|

|
|
[ |
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| 11. Four months in, [ tell F I love him, even though he hasn’t I:u:-ught a bed yet ﬁmd why? I'sa day when i
i he is grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored, And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drifi—I tell him, “Good night. T love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a

| while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much

| weight, for me. I'm sorry, | can’t say them yet.”
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10. In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our n:lalumahm, I find my\c]f' spending an
evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

| | “Oh! Like nudes? Mo, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,

The next day [ ask F if he would like any photos.
“Photos of what?" he says. '

“Of me, Selfies.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.

Al last | say, “Don’t you notice I"'m pouting 7
F says, “Not really! [ thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”

“Because you didn't want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, T just didn"t want you to feel pressured to.”
“I don’t feel pressured to, [ offered.”

*“¥es, | would love some. | just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.™ I
“That’s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, I send him three of the nudes 1 think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send
anymnrc ) l
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real ljfe don’t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-

worthy,
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B "1 want a bed with springs in i,” F says. We ve been datmg for a few months and he's decided m f
purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
Lnd bone, nothing memory foam about him. ]

I 7.1 have busy hands hkc little fi sh out ﬂf water. F has sensitive skm 50 u-]'lcn 1 pla}’ a harp across his chcsl }

[T — _ -

thuugh i Ieam to cling and rest, like a treefmg '
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| 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian :acho-olhﬂusfc with three other artists, and they all ] '

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but T do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby's shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almosi a year before | discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and I curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of

1 o -
| 4. When I first began seeing F 1 didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. \

and 1 sleep on his cot alone. | tell myself | won’t say | love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually .I
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “Thai's all you.”
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5. Thmgs you find under mattresses: coins, -:rurnbs. peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child I pre—

f tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-cgo lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf'to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted.
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I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”

What [ found:

If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seenit | |
all. They have a dark sense of humor. .
Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch l

Do not expect your veteran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.
Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

— _————
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bcd almost every time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and [ tell people “1'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
l will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; T suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. Tam never comfortable in F's tiny bed, but he is used to sleeping uac_mﬂﬁn*tubTyr and alone. He is used to |
dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
+ size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, I think, the least of his worries.

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the [
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is
| ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is }
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1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. S called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.

BUCKSHOT
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! L weight, for me. I'm sorry, | can’t say them yet.”

| ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,

|

(1 T B |
| 4. When I first began seeing F T didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. \

| all if you're too sensitive.

=T . —

12 Thmgs you find under sheets blood stains, cuﬁee stains, bedbug excmnent crumbs. 1 sp Sp]" coffec on | |
! | my bed frequently. To clean it [ dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
| up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks
{ up. After hc's done there’s nothing left.

F——
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! 11. Four months in, I tell F T love him, even though he hasn t I:u:-ught a bed yet. And why? It'sa day when |
i he s grumpy and tired and overworked and [ feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drifi—! tell him, “Good night. | love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
| while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much

—
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i 10. In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our rclatmrnshm, I find myw]f spending an"il
evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone. ‘

The next day [ ask F if he would like any photos.
“Photos of what?” he says. '
“Of me. Selfies.”

“Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
Al last | say, “Don’t you notice I"'m pouting?
F says, “Not really! T thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”

“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.”
“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.”
*¥es, | would love some. | just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.” I

*Thats OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

(The next day, 1 send him three of the nudes 1 think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send
kanymnrc N l

!-'—"b —— - — — e — — —- — |

— ———— 7 —_'__—\I

9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real 11fe don’t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, vou take it or you ask for it or you get
used to disappoiniment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal

life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.
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B "1 want a bed with springs in it,’ l" SAYS. We ve been datmg for a few months and he’s decided m f
purchasL a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
Lm:l bone, nm‘.l'ljllimemnry foam about him. ]

7.1 havc busy hands hkc little fi sh out ﬂf water. F has sensitive skm 50 v-]'lcn | play a harp across his chest }

[ —

thuugh I Ieam to E].:Il'ib and rest, like a treefrog. '
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| 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse wnth three clhcr artists, and they all ‘] '

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but I do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby's shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iraqi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before | discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and I curl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. | tell myself 1 won’t say 1 love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us,

| always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, I usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F T think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” I ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “Thai's all you.”
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5. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, dmrles tax documents. When I was a child 1 pre—
f tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.
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I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”

What [ found:

If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seenit | |
all. They have a dark sense of humor. :
Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often. i
Do not expect your veteran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers. |
Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bcd almost every time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1'm a raccoon, | will eat anything” but | want to make meals that F
l will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; T suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. 1am never comfortable in F’s tiny bed, but he is used to siL‘cpi;g u;EunTlﬁn‘tubT}f" and alone. He is used to |
dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
+ size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the l
inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is
ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is }
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1. The first thing that you sce is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
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i 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater hume from the secondhand store and wore il every-
where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it everywhere.
Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. 1 finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too, “They came with that sweater, I know it.” I slept on a cot for the next few months
until 1 could buy a new mattress. During this time, [ went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. | woke up to
skin like fried chicken. 1 slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn’t have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, | still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. | can endure a sur-

| Pnsmuuunt of inconvenience, depenl;lmg on how hlgh my sell-esteem 15,
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| 12. Things you find under sheets: blood stains, cuﬁ'ee stains, bedbug ex-:'rement crumbs. 1 sp Sp]" coffee on
' my bed frequently. To clean it [ dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot

| up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks

| up. After hc's done there’s nothing lefi. l
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' 11. Four months in, [ tell F I love him, even though he hasn t I:u:-ught a bed yet. And why? It'sa day when
i he is grumpy and tired and overworked and I feel ignored, And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to

drifi—! tell him, “Good night. | love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
| while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
| | weight, for me. I'm sorry, | can't say them yet.”
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i 10. In an effort o love my body more, a few months into our rclali{ms-hii:-l, I find myself spending an
evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

| | The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos.

| | “Photos of what?” he says.

“Of me. Selfies.”

| | “Oh! Like nudes? Mo, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for I to notice. F doesn’t notice.
Al last | say, “Don’t you notice I"'m pouting 7

F says, “Not really! | thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.”
| *“¥es, | would love some. | just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”
*Thats OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

(The next day, 1 send him three of the nudes 1 think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send
llanymurc.}
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real ljfe don’t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, yvou take it or you ask for it or you get
i | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
| | life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

—_— - — — —

F-=—~—_

B "l want a bed with springs in it,” F says. We ve been datmg for a few months and he's decided m
; purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in il. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
Lnd bone, noT.h_@llEmemnry foam about him,
— e ——— )

7.1 havc busy hands hkc little fish out of water. F has sensitive skln 50 u-]'lcn I play a harp across his chcsl }
ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
thuugh I Ieam to ::hng and rest, like a treefmg
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l work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shrine, but I do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby's shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iraqi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before | discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and I curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. | tell myself | won’t say 1 love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, | usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F 1 think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” I ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “Thai's all you.”
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5. 'Ihmgs vou find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child I pre—
| J tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.
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| 4. When I first began seeing F T didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. \
I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”

What [ found:

If you're sensitive, yvou might not want (o partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
| all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran ouldoors, and often,

Do not expect your veteran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good sitories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost every time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1'm a raccoon, | will eat anything” but | want to make meals that F
l will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; T suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. 1am never comfortable in F’s tiny bed, but he is used to siL‘cpi;g u;EunTlﬁn‘tubT}f" and alone. He is used to |
dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
+ size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is [
ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
1ncnnvemence
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1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.

|

BUCKSHOT
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| 6. F doesn’t live in an apariment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all ] '




i | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |

! 14, So somehody says I love ynu and they l:l::m t hear it bar:k Sc:- u.hat"
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13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater home from lhc scoundhund store and wore it every-
where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So [ wore it everywhere.
Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. | kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. 1 finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nighistand. We burned the matiress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” | slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep | ever had in my life. I woke up to
skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn’t have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, | still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. I can endure a sur-
| | prising amount of inconvenience, depending on hm-.r high my self-esteem is. \
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i 12, T'hmgs you ﬁnd under sheets hlund slams cul’fee stains, bedhug excrmnent crumbs. T spill coffee on | |
' my bed frequently. To clean it [ dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot

| up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks
| LI:IP After he's done there’s nuTh]ng h.l'l ‘

N
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' heis grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drifi—1! tell him, “Good night. | love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
| while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much

l'11. Four months in, I tell F I love him, even though he hasn’t bought a bed yet And why? It’s a day whcn-“' 1

meghl for me. I'm sorry, | can’t say them yetr.”

[. e ——— F

i 10. In an effort to love my body more, a l‘cw mnnlhs into our n,latmnshm, I find mym,]f spending -a_
evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

e

| | The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos.
| “Photos of what?” he says. '
“Of me. Selfies”

| | “Oh! Like nudes? Mo, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last I say, “Don’t you notice I"'m pouting 7™
F says, “Not really! [ thought if something was wrong vou would tell me. Why are you pouting?”

“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.”
| *¥es, | would love some. I just don’t... [ don’t want to send any back.” I

“Thats OK, yvou don’t have to send any back.”

{(The next day, | send him three of the nudes [ think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!™ 1 don’t send
kanymure.} 4
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real 11fe don t like to I}e tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, yvou take it or you ask for it or you get

life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.
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8. T want a I}ed with springs in it,” F su;.rs We've been datmg for a few months and he’s d:emded m 1 f
purchasu a gqueen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
twlh springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat

and bone, nuthing memory foam about him.
I N — = ——-.:q.'»-‘l
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I 7.1 have busy hands like little fi bh out uf water, F has wnsum: skm so when I play a harp across his t..hcsl ]
ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
th::rugh I learn to s:hng and rest, like a treefrog. H
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i 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all ] '

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but I do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an casy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby's shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a |
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s bool. It is almost a yvear before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and I curl up together on the tiny bed, and I wake in the middle of

B - |
| |'4. When I first began seeing F [ didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. ‘

the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch l
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. | tell myself | won’t say 1 love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us,

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually .I
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “lt probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” | ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “That’s all you.”
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5. Things yvou find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax docummts When I was a child I pre—

f tended my mattress opened up into a seeret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and 1 would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted.
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| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What [ found:

If yvou're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and offen.

Do not expect your veleran (o ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don’t have any ood stories to share, but | don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every da}r and he makes my bcd almost every time he sleeps in it Whether this is a habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1'm a raccoon, | will eat anything” but | want to make meals that F
l will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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{ 2. 1am never comfortable in F s tiny bed, but he is u:».:..d 1w slu:cpmg uncuml‘urtably, and alone. He is used to |
dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

|

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is [
ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
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1. The first thing that you sce is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets

“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it

| all if you're too sensitive.

BUCKSHOT
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[ 15 Ttell my lht:raphl it's d“ right th.ﬂ F d]dn tiell me hl.‘: |m-m:| me back. * lrhéEEwid it,.;l_-!.;.r{jl.ﬂdn’r.l_m:';:l '
' believed him.” My therapist says, “So because vou wouldn’t have believed him, it must not mean
' anythmg" 1t must not hurt?”
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[M So somebudy says | love yuu and they don’t heur it back. So what?
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| [ 13. As a T.eenager I brought a vintage green sweater home from the secondhand store and wore lt wery-
where even in the summer. It made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So [ wore it everywhere.

Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. 1 finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,

crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” | slept on a cot for the next few months
until T could buy a new mattress. During this time, [ went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep | ever had in my life. I woke up to
skin like fried chicken. 1 slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn’t have AC, and because |

was more obsessive then, | still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. | can endure a sur-
pnsmg_mnunt of inconvenience, dependmg on how hlgh my selt-esteem s,

18
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| 12. Things you find under sheets bluud stains, i:uﬁ'ee stains, bedbug excrement, crumbs. Tspi spill coffee on
' my bed frequently. To clean it [ dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot

| up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks

| up. After he s done there’s nothing left. l
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I 11. Four months in, I tell F T love him, even though he hasn’t I:u:-ught a bed yet ﬁmd why? It’s a day when |
i he is grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drifi—1I tell him, “Good night. T love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
| while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
! .quighl, for me. I'm sorry, | can't say them yet.”
| |-_‘_ S .—T _.'-.'__“__:: — - - J— .._.:_ _..__...__._.:. — _1_-_‘__'f'-:"l J
10. In an effort o love my body more, a few months into our relationship, [ find m“}:';]F;pt:nd]ng anﬁl !

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

| | The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos.
| “Photos of what?” he says. '
“Of me. Selfies.”

| | “Oh! Like nudes? Mo, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.

Al last | say, “Don’t you notice I"'m pouting 7™
F says, “Not really! | thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”

“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.”
“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.”

| *“¥es, | would love some. [ just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.” I
*“That"s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, | send him three of the nudes 1 think are the best. He texts back, *“Very nice!” I don’t send
llanymurc.} l
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real ljfe don’t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get

i | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |

| | life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-

worthy.
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B, "1 want a bed with springs in it,” F says. We've been datmg for a few months and he’s decided to f
purchase a queen mattress, He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
Lnd bone, nothing memory foam about him. ]

I 7.1 have busy hands hkc little fi sh out ﬂf water. F has sensitive skln 50 u-]'lcn | pliif_é- .harp across his chcsl }
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ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
| though, i learn to cling and rest, like a treefmg ]
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i 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all ] '

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but T do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby's shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before | discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and 1 curl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of

and 1 sleep on his cot alone. | tell myself | won’t say | love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually .I
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F 1 think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “Thai’s all you.”
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5. Thmgs vou find under matiresses: coins, -:rurnbs peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child I pre—
| J tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.
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|4, When I first began seeing F I didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. \
I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”

What [ found:
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the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me, Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch [

If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seenit | |
| all. They have a dark sense of humor. .
Take your veteran ouldoors, and often.

Do not expect your veteran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.
Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

:r_.___ — ——_'-_"____'_: — . S ‘—_-..-_-:rl f

3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost every time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit |
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. | hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything” but | want to make meals that F
l will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; T suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. 1am never comfortable in F’s tiny bed, but he is used to slt:cpi;g u;EunTlﬁn‘tubT}f" and alone. He is used to |
dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
+ size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, | think, the least of his worries.

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is [
ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
\inconvenience.

—— —— — _
1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.

BUCKSHOT
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[ 16. ThL first time anyone told me lhn;.:.r loved rru.:—'m,]l the first time it mattered—was in n my bed. T was
| | still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”
So I got a boyfriend, and after a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
! said, “1 love you.” | didn’t know how to answer him because | didn’t love him, or not then anyway. | think
ll said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do I have your love?” And I said, “Yes.”

Because what else could | say?
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[ 15.1 tell my theraplst it"s all right that F didn’t tel] me he loved me back. “If he had said |t 1 wouldn’t have
| believed him.” My therapist says, “So because yvou wouldn’t have believed him, it must not mean
'\‘ anythmg‘? it must not hurt'?”

IE LI 4. S0 somebody says [ love you and ll'H.:}’ don’t hear it back. So what? Al

|-_I3 As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater home from lhc scmndhand store and wore il every-
where even in the summer. It made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So [ wore it everywhere.
Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. 1 kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. 1 finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the matiress in the backyard, and my mother made me

l r— —_— —— ——

throw the sweater in, woo. “They came with that sweater, | know it [ slept on a cot for the next few months

without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. 1 woke up to
skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin, 1 can endure a sur-
_ lfnsmg amount of inconvenience, dcpcndmg on how high my sell~esieem is. |

= P ——— - - _;;-_?"

i 12 Thmgs you ﬁnd under sheets: blood stains, coffee stains, bedbug excrement, “crumbs. 1 spill coffee on |
' my bed frequently. To clean it T dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot

| up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks

| {_up. After he's done there’s nothing left. ‘

r'.-—~—-- — —— —_— e — _'.'—.._.i"

' he is grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drift—1I tell him, “Good night. T love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
| while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much

until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, I went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine |

11, Four months in, | tell F I love him, even thuugh he hasn’ tbﬂughta bcd yct ﬁmd wh},” It’s a day wh-;:n i

! tveight, for me. I'm sorry, | can't say them yet.”

—_— e — —J |

i 10, In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our relationship, 1 find myself sﬁending am
evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

| | The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos.

“Of me. Selfies.”

’ “0Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last | say, *Don’t you notice I'm pouting?”

F savs, “Mot really! 1 thought if something was wrong vou would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn't want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want yvou to feel pressured 10.” '
“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.”

| | *Yes, I would love some. | just don’t... I don’t want to send any back.”
“That’s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, | send him three of the nudes | think are the best. He texis back, “Very nice!™ I don’t send
anymore, ) !

r— —— — — — S

—,
!9, In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life dun t like to bL tested
'I and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, vou take it or you ask for it or you get
¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |
| | life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy. |
P ———— - — 1
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; purchuse a queen mattress. He's shoppmg aruund in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wanis a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, nothing memory foam about him.

S — — = )

I 7.1 have husy hands like little fi sh out of water. F has sensitive skm so when | p.lay.a harp across his chesl }
ﬂ he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, I think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,

| though, [ learn to cling and resl, like a treefrﬂg 1
e . - R —
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I | 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse wnh three other amsl.\, and they all ] '
work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my

' “Photos of what?” he says. '

| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the comridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but 1 do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
i | and I sleep on his cot alone. 1 tell myself I won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
(| the both of us.

wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts. I tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Onee | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “That’s all you.”

\ - . ) )
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- 5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, crumbs, peas, dmncs tax documents. When I was a child I pre- B
| | tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and [ would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalfto explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what [ wanted.

e —— e — o e I

| 1
| | 4. When I first began seeing F [ didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain. ]
| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What 1 found:

: If you’re sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran, They are brash, and they have seen it | |
| all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

| Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.
. Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
I When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don't have any good stories to share, but | don’t know if that makes us a poor maich or an ideal one.

1. —
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bd:d almost every time he sleeps in it. Whether this is a hahll
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. 1 hate to make my bed.

| always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even il he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, I usually j

I am a nervous cook and [ tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but I want to make meals that F
Lwﬂ] enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; | suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.

I — .

i 2.1 am never mmfortable in F's tiny bed, hut he is used to sleeping uncomfortably, and alone. He is used o
J_ dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as wrash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, I think, the least of his worries.

| suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; T suspect he, like me, is l
| ashamed to accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is

' mcunvemence

I. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake F called lhe long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| all if you're too sensitive.

|

BUCKSHOT




E 17. The second time [ tell F I love him we are nine munths in. He does not say it back, and [ tell him it"s all
lrlght He gives me extra hugs lhmughnu[ the day, and he lets me pick the movie. ( Moonstruck.)

— e —— ov— — —=
| 16. The first time anyurne told me the:.r loved me—well, the first time it mattered—was in  my bed. T was | '
l | still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”

So [ got a boyfriend, and afier a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he

B

said, “I love you.” I didn't know how to answer him because I didn’t love him, or not then anyway. [ think ‘

| said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, *Do [ have your love?" And | said, “Yes.”

Because what else could [ say? l
|

~— — ]

| 15.1 T.cll my mcrapnql it"s all right that F dtdn L lcll me he Imacd me h-m._k “If he had said it, 1 it, T wouldn't haw}

believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn't have believed him, it must not mean
| anything? it must not hurt™”

e e ————— —_—— — __":J

: { 14. S0 somebody says [ love you and they don't hear it hack Su what"’ —l |

c — - —

13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater hnme from the secondhand store and wore it every-

where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it everywhere.

Around that same time, [ kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop, |
crumpled and dead on my nightsiand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too, *They came with that sweater, | know it,” | slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new matiress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. [ woke up to |
skin like fried chicken, [ slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn’t have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, | still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. | can endure a sur-
,.prlslnwnunt of inconvenience, dEpEI‘IdlI‘lL on how high my sell-est::em 15, E’

e — —_——
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] 12, Thmgs you hnd under sh::ets bluud stains, cuiﬁ:e stains, bedbug éx_c_rgmént, crumbs, 1 sp splll coffee on |

! my bed frequently. To clean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks |
up. ﬁfter he's done there’s nuthm;, left. {

—— T —— ]
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| 11. Four months in, I tell F I love him, even thﬂugh he hasn t bought a h-ed yet Aml why? It’s a day when‘l'
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drifi—1! tell him, “Good night. I love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much

e
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weight, for me. I'm sorry, [ can’t say them yet.”

—_— —— = |
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10, In an effort to ]cwe my body more, a f‘em months into our relauonshm [ find myself spendmg an | ;

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

The next day | ask F if he would like any photos.

“Photos of what?” he says. !

“Of me. Selfies.”

*Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last [ say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting 7

r F says, “Not really! I thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.” |
“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.” }
*“¥es, | would love some. I just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”
“That’s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, | send him three of the nudes [ think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!™ I don’t send
anymore. )

— J— i
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life don’t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.
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—

| 8. “I want a bed wnh springs in it,” F says We've been dau.ng for a few m-umhs and he’s decidea m_"{ |
purchase a queen mattress, He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed

with springs in iL. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and b{:—m:._ng‘g]'n_iﬂg_memnry foam abﬂ_m_ __1_;,|

I 7. T have busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensuwe skin, so when I play a harp across s his chest }
| ,? he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, [ think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
| though, I leamn to r:lmL and rest, like a treefrog,

" — - - . — — {
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| 6. F doesn't live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all ]

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shring, but | do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room | |
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman's face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a | |
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a vear before I discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and 1 curl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won't say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. | tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “lt probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, * That s all you.”
_ | l
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! 5. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumbs peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child I pre-

| tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences, My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what I wanted.

3 — : S —
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4. When | first began seeing F | didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What 1 found:

If you’re sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
, all. They have a dark sense of humor.

| Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust yvou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

|ILI don’t have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

— — = - = m—
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost wcry time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit l
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed. I
I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything”™ but | want to make meals that F ll
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.

L‘:——--_—__d = —.—-22—&.—_-#] !
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| 2. T am never comfortable in F's tiny bed, but he is used to sleepmg um::umlortably, and alone, He is used tn'
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and 1 suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with Ihe
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is
I ashamed 1o accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
\inconvenience. J

—_— < S — S

1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| allif you're too sensitive.
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—

——— e —

BUCKSHOT

|
|




18. Walking dm-m the road in the summer [ see king mattresses on all the sudewalks Every time I see one |
text F and say, “I found you a free bed!”

—

fl

right. He gives me extra hugs throughout the day, and he lets me pick the movie. { Moonsiruck.)

il 17. The second time [ tell F I love him we are nine months in. He does not say it back, and I tell h:m it a]]

B

| 16. The first time anynrne told me they loved rﬁe—we]l the first time it mattered—was in n my bed. Twas |
| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.” l
|

So [ got a boyfriend, and after a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “I love you.” I didn"t know how to answer him because | didn’t love him, or not then anyway. [ think
| said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do [ have your love™ And | said, “Yes.”
Because what else could 1 say?

I-_'-— — - e — e - — _E?J
[ 15.1 tell my theraplst it"s all right that F du:ln't tell me he loved me back. “If he had said i it, I wouldn’t have \

| believed him.” My therapist says. “So because you wouldn’t have believed him, it must not mean

i anything? it must not hurt™”
—_—— — e — "‘—L.—-.__.ﬁj

i 14. So somebody says [ love you and they don’t hear it back, So what? ;l

i 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater home from the secondhand store and wore it ev
where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it ever_\,mhere
Around that same time, I kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the matiress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” [ slept on a cot for the next few months
until | could buy a new mattress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine |
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep I ever had in my life. I woke upto | |
1 skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because |
|

was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. | can endure a sur-

| prising amount of inconvenience, depending on how high my self-esteem is.
1 r. e ————— —_— _-__—-———-—_____—:‘__-J'—"—-—'

12. Things you f'md um:lef shcets blood stains, coffee stains, bcdbug excrement, crumbs. | spill coffee on
! my bed frequently. To clean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot

up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks

up. After he’s done there’s nothing lefi. !
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| 11, Four months in, I tell F 1 love him, even th:rugh he hasn't burught a bed yet. And why"-‘ It 5 a day when
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and I feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drifi—I tell him, “Good night. 1 love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
{ weight, for me. I'm sorry, I can’t say them yet.”

—_— | . |
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| 10. In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our relatmnship, 1 .f'n:i mysalf spendmg an“l

| evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

The next day I ask F if he would like any photos.
| “Photos of what?” he says.

“0Of me. Selfies.”

| | “Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don't have to do that.™

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. I start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last [ say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting 7

F says, “Mot really! 1 thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, | just didn’t want you to feel pressured 10.”

“I don't feel pressured to, 1 offered.” '
“¥es, [ would love some. 1 just don’t... [ don't want to send any back.”
*That"s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, | send him three of the nudes | think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send

cnymure.J - - ) l
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life dont like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

c— ""“—'_——"‘_“"""_“'__“_'_'—"'—‘———-w

8. “] want a bed with springs in i,” F says. We've hmm dalmg for a few months and he's decided m 1 f

! purchase a queen mattress. He’s shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants abed | |
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
:and bone, nothing memory foam about him.
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I 7.1 have busy hands like little f' sh out of water. F has sensitive skm so when | play a harp across his chest
| | he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
' dmugh, [ learn to ::lmg and resi Ilk: a treefrog.
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| 6. F doesn™t live in an apariment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with lhrm, other artists, and they a]]_]
work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my

| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the comridors black and hung up taxi-

dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |

the landlord has created a little shrine, but | do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room | |

black, but F said “No.” '

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his arl. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, ol a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ eurl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
I the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills o his house, because even il he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts. [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once [ heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “ That s all you.”

e — — . )
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5. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumhs peas, diaries, tax documents. whcn | wa';a-::hlld Ipru::- |

| tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at

my door and I would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-

ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted.

- . — R . ___‘_-J

|
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l' | 4. When I first began seeing F I didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What 1 found:

If you're sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
, all. They have a dark sense of humor.

i Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, 1t will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship vou could imagine,
Expeet good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

ILI don’t have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if’ that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

_—_—— )
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost wcry time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE. I

L‘:——--_—__ — —-—-22—*—-;——_..-_-5;] !
r e

— —_— e —_— -

| 2. T am never mmlnnable in Fs tiny bed, but he is used to sleepmg uncomloﬂably. and alone. He is used to
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and 1 suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with Ihe
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is

I ashamed 1o accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
\inconvenience.

— < — e

1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets J
it
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“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo
| allif you're too sensitive.
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BUCKSHOT




19. F has fi I"na]lj.-r bought a bed. But he hasn’t bought a h-edframe because he wants to build a wooden Ioﬂ n
his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs underneath to entertain guests, and
he wants to build the bedframe into the loft. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it occa-
sionally, and because he’s so busy at work, he doesn’t always have time to spend on the lofi.

J

.. So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should
| | add a fireman’s pole to the loft for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase.

| “It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,” I tell him: “an escapist loft.”

I e

18. Walking down the road in the summer | see king mattresses on all the sidewalks. Every time 1 see one |
k_tﬁ'.xt F and say, *I found you a free bed!™
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17. The second time [ tell F I love him we are nine months in. He does not say it back, and [ tell him it’s all
nght He gives me extra hugs throughout the day, and he lets me pick the movie. { Moonstruck.)

14
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i 16, The first time anyone lold me tht:}f loved me well, the first time it mattered—was in my bed. T was

| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”
So I got a boyfriend, and afier a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “I love you.” I didn’t know how to answer him because [ didn’t love him, or not then anyway, [ think
I said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do [ have your love? And | said, “Yes.”
Because what else could | say?

PESS o ——

| 151 tell my therapist it’s all right that F dtdn tiell me he Imacd me back. “I _“If he had said it, | it, T wouldn't hau]

believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn't have believed him, it must not mean
| anything? it must not hurt™”

— —— o —

: [ 14. S0 somebody says [ love yuu and the}r don’t hear it hack Su what"’ —l
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I[ 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater hnme from the semndhand store and wore it every-
where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it everywhere.
Around that same time, [ kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop, |
crumpled and dead on my nightsiand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too, *They came with that sweater, | know it,” | slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new matiress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. [ woke up to
skin like fried chicken, [ slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn’t have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, | still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. | can endure a sur-
,.prlslnwnunt of inconvenience, dEpEI‘IdlI‘lL on how high my sell-est::em 15, Es
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J 12, Thmgs you find under sh::ets bluud stains, cuiﬁ:e stains, bedbug excrment, crumbs, 1 sp splll coffee on |
' my bed frequently. To clean it [ dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
lup again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks |
up. After he's done there’s nothing left. {
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| 11. Four months in, [ tell F 1 love him, even [hnu:g__h he hasn t bought a bed yet. And why‘? It'sa day when i
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored. And yvet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drift—1I tell him, “Good night. I love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
weight, for me. I'm sorry, [ can’t say them yet.”
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10, In an effort to ]cwe my body more, a few mnnths into our relauonshm [ find myself spendmg an |

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

The next day | ask F if he would like any photos.

| | “Photos of what?” he says.

| “Of me. Selfies.”

| | “Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.™
' My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last [ say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting 7

r F says, “Not really! I thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, | offered.” '
] *“¥es, | would love some. I just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”
*That's OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{ The next day, | send him three of the nudes | think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!™ I don’t send
an:,rmnrc )
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. Peuple in real life dont like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if yvou want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.
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| 8. “I want a bed wnh springs in it,” F says We've been datmg for a few months and he s demded m_",l
purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in iL. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, nothing memory foam about him,

e — -
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I 7. T have busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensuwe skm S0 when I play a harp across his chest
| ,? he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, [ think my touching is a habit | cannot undo; over the months,
| though, [ Ieam to r:lmL and rest, like a treefrog,
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| 6. F doesn't live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all ]

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shring, but 1 do not know to what, He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman's face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a vear before I discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ curl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself | won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
l the both of us,

| always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. | tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “lt probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, * That's all you.”
- — . )
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! 5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, cruml:rs peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child 1 pre-

| tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences, My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what I wanted.
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4. When | first began seeing F | didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

What 1 found:

If you’re sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
| all. They have a dark sense of humor.

i Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust yvou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

|
\ | Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™
:

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

ILI don’t have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if’ that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost wcry time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. T am never comfortable in F's tiny bed, but he is used to sleepmg um::umlortably, and alone. He is used tn'
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

l I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
I meonvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is i
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when vou accept inconvenience, all yvou have to offer others is

\inconvenience. J
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1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it"s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| allif you're too sensitive.
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[‘20 So somebody says I love you and they don’t mean it forever, or lhey do. :l

{ e e e —————_— S T,

e —— ﬁ

1_ 19. F has finally bought a bed. But he hasn’t bought a bedframc because he wanis to build a wooden loft in
his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs underneath to entertain guests, and
he wants to build the bedframe into the loft. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it occa-
sionally, and because he’s so busy at work, he doesn’t always have time to spend on the lofi.

.I So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should
! | add a fireman’s pole to the lofi for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase.

! | “It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,” I tell him: “an escapist ]nﬁ."

18. Walking down the road in the summer [ see Iung mattresses on all the sidewalks. Every time I see one
| text F and say, * “I found you a free bed!”

ll {}
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17. The second time [ tell F I love him we are nine munths in. He does not say it back, and [ tell hlm it’s al

_jt

i 16. The first time anyone told me they loved me—we]l the first time it mattered—was in in my bed. ['was )

| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”
So [ got a boyfriend, and afier a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “I love you.” I didn’t know how to answer him because [ didn’t love him, or not then anyway. | think
| said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, *Do [ have yvour love?" And | said, “Yes.”
Because what else could | say?

i
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151 r,ell my therapnst it’s all right that F dldl'l t tell me he Iuved'me'bfack “If he had said it, | wouldn’ thave ]

P e ————

believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn't have believed him, it must not mean

i anything? it must not hurt?”
e —_—— e — e ——— _j
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1 14. So somebody says [ love you and they don’t hcﬂr it back. So whai'?
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13. As a teenager [ brought a vintage green sweater home from the secondhand store and wore it every—
where even in the summer. It made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So [ wore it everywhere,
Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. 1 kept awakening 1o reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. [ finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightsiand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, [ know it.” [ slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. [ woke up to
1 skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because 1
was more obsessive then, | still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. | can endure a sur-
ll Erisig amount of inconvenience, depend'mg on how high my self-esteem is. ..J
l
(|

12 Things you find under sheets blund stains, coffee slams hedhug excrement, crumbs. I spill coffee on

!\ my bed frequently. To clean it | dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks
up. After he’s done there’s nothing leﬂ.
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| 11. Four months in, I tell F 1 love him, even lhnugh he hasn’t bought a bed ycl And why"—' I'sa day whm
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and I feel ignored. And yvet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drift—1I tell him, “Good night. T love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
weight, for me, I'm sorry, I can’t say them yet.”

|,--— —
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i 10, In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our relatmnship, l hm;l myself s|:|nan\:imj=h an}

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos.
I “Photos of what?" he says.

“Of me., Selfies.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.

Al last [ say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting 7

F says, “Mot really! 1 thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”
“I didn’t say that, I just didn't want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, [ offered.”

*¥es, | would love some. I just don’L... | don’t want to send any back.”
*That"s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{The next day, | send him three of the nudes | think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send

anymaore.
\any ) - - l
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life don’t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
waorthy,
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| 8. “1 want a bed wﬂh springs in it,” F says Wc ve baen datmg for a few months and he’s decided to 1
purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, nuthiﬂg_memury foam about him.
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I 7. 1 have busy hands like little fish out {If waler. F has sensitive skin, so when 1 piay a harp across his chest ]'
j | he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
thﬂugh I Ieam to cling and rest, like a treel’rog

|
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| 6. F doesn't live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three cthcr amsts, and they all ]

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement
the landlord has created a little shrine, but I do not know to what, He asked F if he could paint his room
black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby's shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame, Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and I curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me, Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself | won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
l the both of us,

| always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts. 1 tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “lt probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, * That's all you.”

. — — : -
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! 5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, cruml:rs peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child I pre-

! tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived, My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted,
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' 14, When I first began seeing F I didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain,

What 1 found:

If you're sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
; all. They have a dark sense of humor.

i Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, 1t will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship vou could imagine,
Expeet good stories, always.

\ I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™
:
[

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don't have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

\

S ——

= —_1

3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost wcry time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.
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| 2. T am never mmlnnable in F's tmy bed, but he is used to sleepmg uncomloﬂably. and alone, He is used tn'
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

i I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is i
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when vou accept inconvenience, all yvou have to offer others is
inconvenience.
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1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it"s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| allif you're too sensitive.
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nght He gives me extra hugs throughout the day. and he lets me pick the movie. { Moonstruck.) J
I

|I “Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK. yvou don’t have to do that.” |

—_— — N — |
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21. For our one-year anniversary, F and [ retreat to a smal] B-and-B someone has converted out of a cmrered‘!'
. ! bridge. It is spooky, and it is kitschy. There are over forty pictures of covered bridges on the walls. The

i  master bed lies right over the river; when it is quiet, vou can hear the water trickling.

There are three other beds scattered throughout the tiny bridge, including a creepy little cot lying in what
was assuredly built to be a linen closet; there are no windows, but there is a wooden panel nailed over a mys-
terious doorway, in juxtaposition with the ruffled bed linens.

On the morning we pack to leave, F says he wants to paint the tiny linen closet bedroom. “Will you model
for me? Will you sit on the cot and stare at the wall?”

“Me, model?” I say. | agree and sit on the cot. “Like this? [s this how you want me?” [ always feel self-con-
scious when I'm being photographed. My inability to take a good candid photo is something of a joke in my

family—mouth always gawping, eyes red or shut.

*¥eah.” F sits on the bed in the adjoining bedroom and takes a few photos of my profile.

| keep staring at the wall. In some shots [ smile uncomfortably, in others I adopt a frown, try to zone out, try
to zone in, no, out again. Whistler's Mother. No, that Hopper painting of his wife sitting on the bed.

F comes into the little room and gently touches my head, tilts it slightly. He goes back to the bed in the other
_J room and snaps some more pictures. He says, a bit nervously, “How do you feel about taking your shirt and
l bra off?”

I take my shirt and bra off, I worry about my stomach rolls while I sit; [ straighten my posture, try to get rid
of them. | wish my breasis were bigger.

He snaps more photos. He asks me, “Will you take photos of me?” [ say OK. We change places. He takes
his clothes off, sitting naked on the bed, then the chair beside the bed, hand dangling beside his penis, legs
relaxed, head and shoulders anonymized by the doorjamb. I snap photos,

After I take a number of photos, F comes out of the room toward me slowly, kisses me, kisses my breasts,
\lays me down on the bed.

= = —

[20. S0 somebody says I love you and they don’t mean it forever, or they do.

|9 F has finally bought a bed. But he hasn’ thﬂught a bedfrarne be:cause he wants to bunld a wooden Iuﬁ in|
his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs underneath to entertain guests, and
he wants to build the bedframe into the loft. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it occa-
sionally, and because he's so busy at work, he doesn't always have time to spend on the loft.

So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should
add a fireman’s pole to the loft for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase.

L“It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,“ I tell him: “an escapist loﬂ.“
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18. Walking down the road in the summer I see king mattresses on all the sudewalks Every time I see one |
text F and say, “I found you a free bed!” |

—
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i 17. The second time [ tell F 1 love him we are nine months in. He does not say it back, and [ tell him it"s a]]
lrlght He gwes me extra hugs lhmughﬂut the day, and he lets me plck the movie. { Moonsiruck.)

| 16. The first time anynrne told me they loved me—well, the first time it mattered—was in n my bed. I was |
| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.” !
I

So [ got a boyfriend, and after a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “I love you.” I didn"t know how to answer him because | didn’t love him, or not then anyway. [ think
[ said, “Thank you.” There was a pause, And then he said, “Do [ have vour love? And [ said, “Yes.”

Because what else could I say?

I——"—— — S — E—— - _'ﬁFJ
[ 15.1 tell my theraplst it"s all right that F didn’t tell me he loved me back. “If he had said it, I wouldn’t have \

| believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn’t have believed him, it must not mean
| anything? it must not hurt™”
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14. So somebody says [ love you and they don’t hear it back, So what?
— = —-'—"-“—'—'-—'——_—:_-—"E—;.spl

i 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater home from the secondhand store and wore it ev

where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it ever_\,mhere
Around that same time, I kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” [ slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine |
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. I woke up to ‘
skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because |

was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. I can endure a sur-

|
|
| | prising amount of inconvenience, dependmg on how high my self-esteem is. !
| - |

———— —

12. Things you f'md um:lef sheets: blood stains, coffee stains, bcdbug excrement, crumbs. | spill coffee on |
! my bed frequently. To clean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks |
up. After he’s done there’s nothing left. {
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| 11, Four months in, I tell F 1 love him, even th:rugh he hasn t burught a bed yet. And why"-‘ It sa day when
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and [ feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin m
drifi—I tell him, “Good night. 1 love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
{ while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much

weight, for me. I'm sorry, I can’t say them yet.”

s e = ——
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110, In an effort to love my body more, a few mﬂnths into our relatmnship, I find mysalf spendmg an“l

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

The next day I ask F if he would like any photos.

| “Photos of what?” he says. '

! “0Oh! Like nudes? Mo, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”
1
i

“Of me. Selfies.” ‘
|
I

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
At last 1 say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting?”
F says, “Not really! I thought if something was wrong vou would tell me. Why are you pouting?”

“Because vou didn't want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, | just didn’t want you to feel pressured 10.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, 1 offered.”

“Yes, | would love some, | just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”
“That"s OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{ The next day, | send him three of the nudes I think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send
anymﬂre }

r— = e —— — — =
9. In Fanry lales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life dm'l t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

e — —————— ——==F|

8. “] want a bed wuh springs in it,” F says. We've been dalmg for a few months and he’s decided to 1 f
! purchase a queen mattress. He’s shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not surz why he wants abed | |
with springs in iL. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
:and bone, nothing memory foam about hjﬁ_ )
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T, T have busy hands like htlle fish out of water. F has sensitive skm S0 when | ;::Iay al harp across his chest .}
| | he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
' dmugh, [ Ieam to ::lmg and resi Ilk: a treefrog.
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| 6. F doesn™t live in an apariment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with lhrm, other artists, and lhcy a]]_]

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the comridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but 1 do not know to what, He asked F if he could paint his room | |
black, but F said “No.” '

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his arl. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, ol a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and [ eurl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
I the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills o his house, because even il he isn't sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts, [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once [ heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “ That s all you.”

S . -
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! 5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When I was a child ] pre— )

! tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and I would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted.

f‘:“—‘ I — s e —— _—:—:JT
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l' | 4. When I first began seeing F I didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”

What 1 found:

If you're sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
, all. They have a dark sense of humor. I

i Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, 1t will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship vou could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

ILI don’t have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost wcry time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; [ suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE,

— — —_— )|
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| 2. T am never mmlnnable in Fs tiny bed, but he is used to sleepmg uncomloﬂably. and alone, He is used tn'
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
I meonvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is i
| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when vou accept inconvenience, all yvou have to offer others is

inconvenience, J

— < — S

1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it"s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| allif you're too sensitive.

— .

BUCKSHOT




22. The week after we come back, ['m tired and | plck..a fight with F about the bed. 1 say, say, “Do you want m
be with me?”

F says, “Yes, of course!”

| | I say, “l can’t even sleep over at your apartment.”

F says, “I do love you. It’s just hard for me to say it.”
“This is how it finally happens? [ say, “This is what [ waited for?”

[ tell my therapist and he says, “He finally said it. But it's still not good enough for you. There’s always
kscrmeﬂ'ling to prevent you from being safe, from being comfortable.” -—-—_:J
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' 21. For our one-year anniversary, F and [ retreat to a smal] B-and B someone has converted out of a covered
. brldge It is spooky, and it is kitschy. There are over forty pictures of covered bridges on the walls. The
| master bed lies right over the river; when it is quiet, you can hear the water trickling,

There are three other beds scattered throughout the tiny bridge, including a creepy little cot lying in what
was assuredly built to be a linen closet; there are no windows, but there is a wooden panel nailed over a mys-
terious doorway, in juxtaposition with the ruffled bed linens.

On the morning we pack to leave, F says he wanis to paint the tiny linen closet bedroom. “Will you model
for me? Will you sit on the cot and stare at the wall?”

“Me, model?" [ say. I agree and sit on the cot. “Like this? [s this how you want me?” [ always feel self-con-
family—mouth always gawping, eyes red or shut.
*¥eah.” F sits on the bed in the adjoining bedroom and takes a few photos of my profile,

| keep staring at the wall. In some shots | smile uncomfortably, in others | adopt a frown, try to zone out, try
Lo zone in, no, out again. Whistler’s Mother. No, that Hopper painting of his wife sitting on the bed.

F comes into the little room and gently touches my head, tilts it shightly, He goes back to the bed in the other
room and snaps some more pictures. He says, a bit nervously, “How do vou feel about taking your shirt and
l bra of 7"

J take my shirt and bra off. I worry about my stomach rolls while I sit; I straighten my posture, try to get rid
of them. I wish my breasts were bigger.

He snaps more photos. He asks me, “Will you take photos of me?” [ say OK. We change places. He takes
his clothes off, sitting naked on the bed, then the chair beside the bed, hand dangling beside his penis, legs
relaxed, head and shoulders anonymized by the doorjamb. I snap photos.

After [ take a number of photos, F comes out of the room toward me slowly, kisses me, kisses my breasts, |
Q?YS me down on the bed,
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20. So somebody says [ love you and they don’t mean it forever, or lhe_\_-' do. _l
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{ 19. F has finally bought a bed. But he hasn’t bought a h-edframe because he wants to build a wooden Ioﬂ 1n:|
his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs undermeath to entertain guests, and
he wants to build the bedframe into the loft. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it ocea-
sionally, and because he’s so busy at work, he doesn’t always have time to spend on the lofi.

So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should
add a fireman’s pole to the loft for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase,

“It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,” I tell him: “an escaplst loft.”
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18. Walking down the road in the summer [ see king mam'esses on all ﬂ‘lf.‘ sidewalks. Every time | see one |
| text F and say, I found you a free bed!”

e —— - ams

ml

L

L e —— — 3

17. The second time [ tell F 1 love him we are nine months in. He does not say it back, and [ tell him it"s all
nght He gives me extra hugs throughout the day. and he lets me pick the movie. { Moonstruck.)

i 16. The first time anyone told me they loved me—we]l the first time it mattered—was in in my bed. [ was

| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”
So [ got a boyfriend, and afier a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “I love you.” I didn’t know how to answer him because [ didn’t love him, or not then anyway. | think
[ said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do [ have your love?” And I said, “Yes.”
Because what else could | say?
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151 t,ell my therap:st it’s al] right that F du:ln t tell me he Iuved.me.bfar,k “If he had said it, | wouldn’ 1have X

believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn't have believed him, it must not mean
; anythmg" it musl not hurt? f

scious when I'm being photographed. My inability to take a good candid photo 1s something of a joke in my ‘ |

14. So somebody says [ love ynu and they don’t hear it back. So what? “J

- e —

t 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater hume from the secondhand store and wore it every-
where even in the summer. It made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So [ wore it everywhere,
Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. | kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” | slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, I went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep | ever had in my life. [ woke up to
'| skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. I can endure a sur-
ll Erisig amount of inconvenience, depending on how high my self-esteem is.
|
[ |
J
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12. 'Ihmgs you ﬁnd under sheets: blood stains, coffee slams bedbug excrement, crumbs. [ spill coffee on)
! my bed frequently. To clean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks |

up. After he’s done there’s nothing left. {
[5-—5_ — E— - —-—_:J
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| 11. Four months in, [ tell F | love him, even [hnu:g__h he hasn t bc-ught a bed yet. And why‘? It'sa day when i
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and 1 feel ignored. And yvet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drift—1I tell him, “Good night. I love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
weight, for me. I'm sorry, [ can’t say them yet.”

|
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L0 Inan effort to love my body more, a few months into our relatmnship, l find myself s|:|nan\:imj=h an\[

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone.

The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos.
| “Photos of what?" he says.

“Of me., Selfies.”

“Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don't have to do that.”
: My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
Al last [ say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting 7

r F says, “Not really! I thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn't want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, 1 offered.” |
*“¥es, | would love some. I just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”

“That's OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{ The next day, | send him three of the nudes | think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!™ I don’t send
an:.rmnrc )

—
9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. Peuple in real life dont like to be tested

and they re right not to like it. In real life, it you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

—
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| 8. “I want a bed wnh springs in it,” F says. We've been datmg for a few mumhs and he’s demded tu
purchase a queen mattress, He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed |
with springs in iL. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, nuthi_;,_mr:mnry fuam about him.
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I 7. 1 have busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensuwe skm so when | pla}-' a harp across s his chest n
j | he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
thﬂugh | Ieam to cling and rest, like a treel’rog J}
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| 6. F doesn't live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three cthcr amsts, and they a]] \[
work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my

| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-

dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement

the landlord has created a little shrine, but | do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room

black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

| sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and I curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself | won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
I the both of us,

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts. | tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “lt probably is. Once | heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, * That's all you.”
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! 5. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When [ wasachild I f pre-

! tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived, My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what 1 wanted,

: sl
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4. When | first began seeing F | didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

| Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.™

What 1 found:

If you’re sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
, all. They have a dark sense of humor.

i Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss.

When a veteran does commit, 1t will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship vou could imagine,
Expeet good stories, always.

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

I don't have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

B —

e,

3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost wcry time he sleeps in it. Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; I suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE.

== — ——— — .

| 2. T am never mmlnnable in Fs tiny bed, but he is used to sleepmg uncomloﬂably. and alone, He is used to
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and 1 suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with Ihe
| inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is
I ashamed 1o accepl inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
\inconvenience. I _ J
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1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake. F called the lung blankets J
it

“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo
| allif you're too sensitive.
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BUCKSHOT
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I and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for

=

123 What wuu]d make me safe, make me comfortable? Promises of etemnal love. Assurances: this means
J this. That means that. If yvou don’t watch out for the pea in the bed, idiot you are: you'll be tossed out int
the cold.

You must watch out for the pea, for the bedbug, for the cow, for the heartbreak. If you're not alert enough,
sensitive f.".m::nughE you could be thmwn out into the rain, eaten, blown up, betra}fed.

o

22, The week after we come back, I'm tired and 1 p:-::k afi ght with F about the bed. I say, “Do :.rou want to :
be with me?”

F says, “Yes, of course!”

[ say, “I can’t even sleep over at your apartment.”

F says, “l do love you. It’s just hard for me to say it.”

“This is how it finally happens?” | say, “This is what | waited for?”

I tell my therapist and he says, “He finally said it. But it’s still not good enough for you. There’s always
i something to prevent you from being safe, from being comfortable,” |
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21. For our one-year anniversary, F and [ retreat to a smal] B-and-B someone has converted out of a cmrered‘!'
| bridge. It is spooky, and it is kitschy. There are over forty pictures of covered bridges on the walls. The
| | master bed lies right over the river; when it is quiet, vou can hear the water trickling.

There are three other beds scattered throughout the tiny bridge, including a creepy little cot lying in what
was assuredly built to be a linen closet; there are no windows, but there is a wooden panel nailed over a mys-
terious doorway, in juxtaposition with the ruffled bed linens.

On the morning we pack to leave, F says he wants to paint the tiny linen closet bedroom. “Will you model
for me? Will you sit on the cot and stare at the wall?” i
“Me, model?” I say. | agree and sit on the cot. “Like this? [s this how you want me?” [ always feel self-con-
scious when I'm being photographed. My inability to take a good candid photo is something of a joke in my
family—mouth always gawping, eyes red or shut.

*¥eah.” F sits on the bed in the adjoining bedroom and takes a few photos of my profile.

| keep staring at the wall. In some shots [ smile uncomfortably, in others I adopt a frown, try to zone out, try
to zone in, no, out again. Whistler's Mother. No, that Hopper painting of his wife sitting on the bed.

F comes into the little room and gently touches my head, tilts it slightly. He goes back to the bed in the other
_J room and snaps some more pictures. He says, a bit nervously, “How do you feel about taking your shirt and
l bra off?”

J take my shirt and bra off. I worry about my stomach rolls while 1 sit; | straighten my posture, try to get rid
of them. | wish my breasis were bigger.

He snaps more photos. He asks me, “Will you take photos of me?” [ say OK. We change places. He takes
his clothes off, sitting naked on the bed, then the chair beside the bed, hand dangling beside his penis, legs
relaxed, head and shoulders anonymized by the doorjamb. I snap photos,

After I take a number of photos, F comes out of the room toward me slowly, kisses me, kisses my breasts,
klays me down on the bed.

[20 So somebody says [ love you and they don t mean it forever, or they s:Iu

l t 19. F has finally bought a bed. But he hasn’ thﬂught a bedfrarne be:cause he wants to build a wmden Iuﬁ in |
l his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs underneath to entertain guests, and
he wants to build the bedframe into the loft. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it occa-
sionally, and because he’s so busy at work, he doesn’t always have time to spend on the lofi.

So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should
add a fireman’s pole to the loft for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase.

| “It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,“ I tell him: “an escapist ]nﬁ."

I ——
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18. Walking down the road in the summer [ see k1ng mattresses on all the sudewalks Every time I see one |

text F and say, “I found you a free bed!” |

- _ __J)

i 17. The second time [ tell F 1 love him we are nine months in. He does not say it back, and [ tell hlm it's all
lrlght He gives me extra hugs lhmughﬂut the day, and he lets me plck the movie. { Moonstruck.)
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| 16. The ﬁrst time anynrne mld me they loved me—we]l the first time it mattered—was in n my bed. T 'was }

| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”
So [ got a boyfriend, and after a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “[ love you.” I didn’t know how to answer him because [ didn’t love him, or not then anyway. | think
[ said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do [ have your love?” And I said, “Yes.”
Because what else could | sa}f'?

| beheved him.” My tl'-erap:st says, “So because you wouldn't have l:-eheved him, |T. must not mean
; anythmg‘?' it musl not hurt?

‘ 14. So somebody says [ love you and they don’t hear it back. So what’*‘ Al :
e ==

[ 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater hnme from the seccmdhand store and wore it ev
where even in the summer. [t made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it ever_\,mhere
Around that same time, I kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” [ slept on a cot for the next few months
until | could buy a new mattress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine |
without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep [ ever had in my life. I woke up to ‘
skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because |

was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. I can endure a sur-

| | prising amount of inconvenience, depending on how high my self-estcem is.
] . e ———
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12. Things you f'md um:lef shcets blood stains, coffee stains, bcdbug excrement, crumbs. | spill coffee on |
! my bed frequently. To clean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot
up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks |
up. After he’s done there’s nothing left. i
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| 11, Four months in, I tell F 1 love him, even th:rugh he hasn't burught a bed yet. And why"-‘ It sa day when
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and I feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drift—1I tell him, “Good night. I love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
weight, for me. I'm sorry, I can’t say them yet.”
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F10L In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our relatmnship, I find myself s|:|nan\:imj=h an

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone. |

The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos. ‘
| “Photos of what?™” he says. |

“Of me. Selfies.”

“0Oh! Like nudes? Mo, that’s OK, you don’t have to do that.”

]
My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.

At last 1 say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting?”
F says, “Mot really! 1 thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”

“Because vou didn't want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, | just didn’t want you to feel pressured 10.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, 1 offered.”

“Yes, | would love some, | just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”
“*That's OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{ The next day, | send him three of the nudes [ think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send
anymore, }
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9. In Fanry lales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life dm'l t like to be tested
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal | |
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

8. %] want a bed wuh springs in it," F says. We've hmm dalmg for a few months and he’s decided m 1 f

! purchase a queen mattress. He’s shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants abed | |
with springs in iL. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, nothing memory foam about him.

— — S - __J

LT, Thave busy hands like little fish out ﬂf water, F has sensitive skm S0 when I play a harp across his chest .}
| | he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
| though, [ Ieam to ::lmg and resi Ilk: a treefrog.

"1.—__—_
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| 6. F doesn™t live in an apariment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with lhrm, other artists, and lhcy a]]_]

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the comridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but 1 do not know to what, He asked F if he could paint his room | |
black, but F said “No.” '

F’s room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman's face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, ol a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and 1 curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch

the both of us.

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts, [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once [ heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” [ ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “ That s all you.”

\ i i . - _;J
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! 5. Things you find under matiresses: coins, cmmhs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When Iwasa chlld I pre— )

! tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and I would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.

- : - . L B . ___‘_-J

li o E——— — — — - - = = e —————— e ———— —

|
' 14, When I first began seeing F I didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain,

What 1 found:

If you're sensitive, vou might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow fo commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, 1t will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship vou could imagine,
Expect good stories, always.

\ I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”
J
:I
]
|

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

ILI don’t have any good stories to share, but [ don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my bed almost every time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and 1 tell people “1I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; [ suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE,
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| 2. I am never comfortable in F's tiny bed, hul hr: is used to qlucpmg uncmnl‘nrtably, and alone. He is used to
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the
| inconvenience, bul because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is i
- ashamed fo accept inconvenience, because when vou accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others i)

1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it
| allif you're too sensitive.

— .

BUCKSHOT
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24, A vear and a half in, F savs he loves me all the time. He has introduced me to his moth-::r' met m_j

parents, I've taken care of him when he was sick, he tells me he wants us to own a house together one day. | |
He has repaired my back steps when they grew too weak to stand on, cleaned my apartment while cat-sit- | |
ting for me, and invited me to help him build a vegetable garden in the backyard of his childhood home so
that we will be fed all summer: butternut squash, cucumbers, tomatoes, peas. Weekends, we plant seeds in
tiny cups and watch them under grow lamps. We till the soil in his mother’s backyard and transplant the
| sprouts to their new beds. He still hasn’t completed his loft. |

—_— |
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23, What would make me safe, make me -:amfur!ahle" Promlses of eternal love. Assurances: this means |
'this. That means that. If you don’t watch out for the pea in the bed, idiot you are: you’ll be tossed out into
| the cold.

P =

You must watch out for the pea, for the bedbug, for the cow, for the heartbreak, If you're not alert enough,
\sensitive enough, you could be thrown out into the rain, caten, hlnwn up, bctraycd 1

22, The week after we come back, I'm tired and I pmk a fight with F ahnut. thc bcd 1 m}q “Do you want to |
" |be with me?”

F savs, “Yes, of course!™

I say, “I can’t even sleep over at your apartment.”

F says, “I do love you. It"s just hard for me to say it.”

I
*This is how it finally happens? [ say, “This is what [ waited for? '

I tell my therapist and he says, “He finally said it. But it"s still not good enough for you. There’s always
lsnme’ahing to prevent you from being safe, from being comfortable.”
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| 21. For our one-year anniversary, F and 1 retreat to a small B-and-B someone 'has cunve:rted | out of uf'a mverad'
| ! bridge. It is spooky, and it is kitschy. There are over forty pictures of covered bridges on the walls, ” I'hch
' master bed lies right over the river; when it is quiet, you can hear the water trickling.

There are three other beds scattered throughout the tiny bridge, including a creepy little cot lying in what |
was assuredly built to be a linen closet; there are no windows, but there is a wooden panel nailed over a mys-
terious doorway, in juxtaposition with the ruffled bed linens.

On the morning we pack to leave, F says he wants to paint the tiny linen closet bedroom. “Will you model
for me? Will you sit on the cot and stare at the wall?” |

*Me, model?” I say. | agree and sit on the cot. “Like this? Is this how you want me?” | always feel self-con-
scious when I'm being photographed. My inability to take a good candid photo is something of a joke in my
family—mouth always gawping, eves red or shut.

“Yeah.” F sits on the bed in the adjoining bedroom and takes a few photos of my profile.

I keep staring at the wall. In some shots I smile uncomfortably, in others | adopt a frown, try to zone out, try
to zone in, no, out again. Whistler's Mother. Mo, that Hopper painting of his wife sitting on the bed.

F comes into the little room and gently touches my head, tilts it slightly. He goes back to the bed in the other

room and snaps some more pictures. He says, a bit nervously, “How do you feel about taking your shirt and
bra off?

\ his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs underneath to entertain guests, and
|
|
|

| “It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,” I tell him: “an escapls’a lofi.”

: | still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.” | |

.1 take my shirt and bra off. I worry about my stomach rolls while 1 sit; I straighten my posture, try to get rid
of them. | wish my breasts were bigger.

He snaps more photos. He asks me, “Will yvou take photos of me?” T say OK. We change places. He takes
his clothes off, sitting naked on the bed, then the chair beside the bed, hand dangling beside his penis, legs
relaxed, head and shoulders anonymized by the doorjamb. | snap photos.

After | take a number of photos, F comes out of the room toward me slowly, kisses me, kisses my breasts,
| lays me down on the bed.

- e —— = E— == |
20. So somebody says I love vou and they dx:n t mean it forever, or they dﬂ ]
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19. F has finally bought a bed. But he hasn’t buught a hedfraae because he wants to bmld a wmden loft in

he wants to build the bedframe into the lofi. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it occa-
sionally, and because he's so busy at work, he doesn’t always have time to spend on the loft.

So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should
add a fireman’s pole to the lofi for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase. '

18, Walking down the road in the summer [ see kmg mattresses on all the sidewalks. Every time I see one 1
tcxt F and say, “1 fnund you a frec bed‘“

17. The second time 1 tell F I love him we are nine m{mﬂﬁ in. He does m‘rt say it back, and I tell him it's all
ngh[ He gwes me extra hugs thrﬂughnut the day, and he lets me pick the movie. { Moonstruck.)

Dl

| 16. The firs irst tlme anyone told me they loved me—well the first time it mattered—was in my bed. I was

So [ got a boyfriend, and after a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “1 love you.” I didn’t know how to answer him because [ didn’t love him, or not then anyway. [ think
I said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do | have yvour love?” And 1 said, “Yes.”
Because what else could I say?

e
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i 15. 1 tell my therapist it"s all right that F dldn t tell me he ]cwed me back. “If he had said i it, | wouldn’t hav 51
5' believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn’t have believed him, it must not mean
| anything? it must not hurt?” ]

. !

L 4. S0 snmebod}' says [ love vou and they don’t hear it back. So what"'

rlﬂ As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater home from the secondhand store and wore it every-
where even in the summer. It made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So | wore it everywhere.
Around that same time, I kept getting bitten at night. I kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. 1 finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,

|

|
|
|
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] 8. I want a bed with springs in it,” F says. We ve been datmg for a few months and he’s de-:jded to to |

1 I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and | suspect he is ashamed not because he can’t deal with the

= - =

| allif you're too sensitive.

crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me {
throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, I know it.” I slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, | went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine

without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep | ever had in my life. | woke up to
skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn’t have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. I can endure a sur-
| prising amount of inmnvcni-::nuc depending on how high my self-esteem is
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i 12. Things you find under sheets: blood stains, coffee stains, dehug excrement, crumbs. 1 sp1|1 coffee on |

| my bed frequently. To elean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot | |

up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks
up. After he's dx:nns: there’s nuthmg left.
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! 11. Four months in, I tell F I love him, even thuugh he hasn’t b-ought a bed yet. And why" It'sa day whcn |
K he is grumpy and tired and overworked and [ feel ignored. And yet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to

drift—1I tell him, “Good night. T love vou. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—ijust grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
weight, for me. I'm sorry, | can’t say them vet.”

P : — ——
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I{.‘r In an effort to love my bod}r more, a ﬁ:w munths into our re]atmnship, I find m}rself spendmg an
m'cnmg taking nude pictures of myself on my phone,

_,-"

The next day I ask F if he would like any photos.

J

“Photos of what?"” he says. |
“Of me. Selfies.” |

“Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don't have to do that.”

My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. | start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice. |

At last I say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting?”
F savs, “Not really! | thought if something was wrong vou would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because you didn’t want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn’t want you to feel pressured to,”

“I don't feel pressured to, | offered.”

*“¥es, | would love some. 1 just don’c.. I don’t want to send any back.”

i
“That's OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

|
{The next day, I send him three of the nudes I think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!™ [ don’t send | l
l&nymom L)
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real llfe dun t like to be te&.led
and they're right not to like it. In real life, if vou want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

!
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purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I'm not sure why he wants a bed
with springs in it. But he’s a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, ncrmug_memﬂry foam about him. l
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| 7.1 have busy hands like little fish out uf water I has sensitive skm S0 when 1 pla:.-r a harp across his chest
l he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, I think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
| though, I'learn to cling and rest, like a treefrog.

e
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| 6. F doesn’t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and they all
I work and live in great big classrooms, ecach as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my 1
bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi- | |
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement | |
the landlord has created a little shrine, but | do not know to what. He asked F if he could paint his room | |
black, but F said “No.” L

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman’s face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iraqi woman, of a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before 1 discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If vou look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and 1 curl up together on the tiny bed, and | wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. T tell myself' | won™t say | love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
the both of us,

I always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [usually | |
wake up in the middle of the night and believe I am being watched by ghosts. I tell F I think the school- | |
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once I heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the | |
basement.™ | ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, “ That’s all vou.”

\ . o _ — —_jJ
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| 5. Things you find under mattresses: coins, crumbs, peas, diaries, tax documents. When [ was a child I pre

' tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and | would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences. My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what [ wanted.
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4. When I first began seeing F 1 didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain.

I Googled “what it's like to date a combat veteran.”

What I found:

If vou're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have scen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take your veteran outdoors, and often.

Da not expect your veteran to ever trust you more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit because they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine.
Expect good stories, always,

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

Edon'l have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if thai makes us a poor maich or an ideal one.
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3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my I:ui almost every time he sleeps in it Whether this is a hahu
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. 1 hate to make my bed.

I am a nervous cook and I tell people “I'm a raccoon, | will eat anything™ but [ want to make meals that F
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; | suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable 1o an MRE.

. -
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| 2.1 am never l:omfortable in F's tiny b-ed but he is used to sleepmg uncumfﬂrtably and alone. He is used to |
! dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies, The
i size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, I think, the least of his worries.

- inconvenience, but because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; 1 suspect he, like me, is
ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when you accept inconvenience, all you have to offer others is
_inconvenience.

—— e — S ——— T _.ﬂr

1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it's only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets |
“eurtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small objeet the size of buckshot can undo it

e === —= — =-_J|
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BUCKSHOT




i 25. This pile of peas has been gathered here for you, only a thin quilt uver]appmg Remove the qu:]t. and
feast.

—— —— S

24. A year and a half in, F says he loves me all the time. He has introduced me to his mother, met my

I

’ parents, I've taken care of him when he was sick, he tells me he wants us to own a house together one day.
He has repaired my back steps when they grew too weak to stand on, cleaned my apartment while cat-sit-
ting for me, and invited me to help him build a vegetable garden in the backyard of his childhood home so

( that we will be fed all summer: butternut squash, cucumbers, tomatoes, peas. Weekends, we plant seeds in
tiny cups and watch them under grow lamps. We till the soil in his mother’s backyard and transplant the

i sprouts to their new beds. He still hasn’t completed his loft. |

p— - . — _ |

|23, w‘nal v.-uruld make me safe, make me comfortable? Promises of etemnal love. Assurances: this means
| Ithis. That means that. If you don’t watch out for the pea in the bed, idiot you are: you'll be tossed out into
| 1the cold.

You must watch out for the pea, for the bedbug, for the cow, for the heartbreak. If you're not alert enough,

sensitive enough, you could be thrown out into the rain, eaten. blown up, betrayed.

22, The week after we come back, I'm tired and | p'n-::k“a fi ght with F about the bed. I say, “D_u_:.r.m; :.»ant to |
be with me?”

F says, “Yes, of course!

[ say, “I can’t even sleep over at your apartment.”

F says, “1 do love you. It's just hard for me to say it.”
“This is how it finally happens?” [ say, “This is what | waited for?”

I tell my therapist and he says, “He finally said it. But it’s still not good enough for you. There’s always
\something to prevent you from being safe, from being comfortable.”

———— "

21. For our one-year anniversary, F and [ retreat to a smal] B—and B someone has converted out of a cmrered‘!'

= T ron g ol ——

| bridge. It is spooky, and it is kitschy. There are over forty pictures of covered bridges on the walls. The
| | master bed lies right over the river; when it is quiet, vou can hear the water trickling.

There are three other beds scattered throughout the tiny bridge, including a creepy little cot lying in what
was assuredly built to be a linen closet; there are no windows, but there is a wooden panel nailed over a mys-
terious doorway, in juxtaposition with the ruffled bed linens.

On the morning we pack to leave, F says he wants to paint the tiny linen closet bedroom. *Will you model
for me? Will you sit on the cot and stare at the wall?”

“Me, model?” I say. | agree and sit on the cot. “Like this? [s this how you want me?” [ always feel self-con-
scious when I'm being photographed. My inability to take a good candid photo is something of a joke in my
family—mouth always gawping, eyes red or shut.

*¥eah.” F sits on the bed in the adjoining bedroom and takes a few photos of my profile.

| keep staring at the wall. In some shots [ smile uncomfortably, in others I adopt a frown, try to zone out, try
to zone in, no, out again. Whistler’s Mother, No, that Hopper painting of his wife sitting on the bed.

F comes into the little room and gently touches my head, tilts it slightly. He goes back to the bed in the other
_J room and snaps some more pictures. He says, a bit nervously, “How do you feel about taking your shirt and
| | braoff?”

I take my shirt and bra off. | worry about my stomach rolls while [ sit; | straighten my posture, try to get rid
of them. | wish my breasis were bigger.

He snaps more photos. He asks me, “Will you take photos of me?” [ say OK. We change places. He takes
his clothes off, sitting naked on the bed, then the chair beside the bed, hand dangling beside his penis, legs
relaxed, head and shoulders anonymized by the doorjamb. 1 snap photos.

After I take a number of photos, F comes out of the room toward me slowly, kisses me, kisses my breasts,
\lays me down on the bed.

[20 So somebody says [ love you and they don’t mean it forever, or they s:Iu

— e ——— e —— e e ——

l t_I 9. F has finally bought a bed. But he hasn’ thﬂught a bedfrarne be:cause he wants to build a wmden Iuﬁ in
l his studio, one he can put the bed on top of and have a table and chairs underneath to entertain guests, and
he wants to build the bedframe into the loft. But the price of wood has gone up, so he can only afford it occa-
sionally, and because he’s so busy at work, he doesn’t always have time to spend on the lofi.

So the queen mattress leans against the wall, and he continues to sleep in his cot for now. [ tell him he should |
add a fireman’s pole to the loft for quick escape, as well as a cannon, a rope, a ladder, a staircase. !

| “It will be a bed entirely devoted to leaving,” I tell him: “an escapist loft.” |
—— —--—-_—-__-'-""'_‘-—-a-#
18. Walking down the road in the summer [ see king mattresses on all the sidewalks. Every time [ see nnf:T'
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i 17. The second time I tell F I love him we are nine months in. He does not say it back, and [ tell him it"s all |
lright, He gives me extra hugs throughout the day, and he lets me pick the movie. { Moonstruck.)

e — —- ——

i 16. The ﬁrst time anynrne mld me They loved me—we]l the first time it mattered—was in my bed. [ was )

| still in a twin bed in grad school, and a girl from class said, “That means you don’t want to fuck anybody.”
So [ got a boyfriend, and afier a few weeks he wanted to stay over, in my tiny twin bed. And lying there he
said, “[ love you.” I didn’t know how to answer him because [ didn’t love him, or not then anyway. | think
[ said, “Thank you.” There was a pause. And then he said, “Do [ have your love?” And I said, “Yes.”
Because what else could I say?

— - B ——— - — _‘w||
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[ 15.1 tell my theraplst it"s all right that F du:ln't tell me he Imfed me back. “If he had said i it, I wouldn’t have
believed him.” My therapist says, “So because you wouldn't have believed him, it must not mean

i anything? it must not hurt?”

——— — o J
1 14. So somebody says | love you and they don’t hear it back So what‘?- _<l

_ i
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[ 13. As a teenager | brought a vintage green sweater home from the secondhand store and wore it ev

where even in the summer. It made me feel like Sylvia Plath, for some reason. So [ wore it everywhere,
Around that same time, | kept getting bitten at night. | kept awakening to reddish welts. There must be
something in my bed I cannot find. | finally discovered the source: a small bug like a muddy teardrop,
crumpled and dead on my nightstand. We burned the mattress in the backyard, and my mother made me

text F and say, “I found you a free bed!™ |

throw the sweater in, too. “They came with that sweater, | know it.” [ slept on a cot for the next few months
until I could buy a new mattress. During this time, I went to Lake Erie and fell asleep in the sunshine |

skin like fried chicken. I slept on the cot in that skin, in my bedroom that didn't have AC, and because |
was more obsessive then, [ still shaved my legs every day, over the fried chicken skin. I can endure a sur-

——r T

12. Things you find under sheets: blood stains, coffee stains, bcdbug excrement _crumbs, [ spill coffee on |
! my bed frequently. To clean it I dab at it with towels and go about my day and come back and sheet the spot

up again, but F pulls back the sheet, wets a cloth, tenderly applies it to the spot, dabs, soaks up, dabs, soaks

up. After he's done there’s nothing lefi. !

e - I - . —
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11. Four months in, 1 tell F 1 love him, even though he hasn't bought a hcd ycl And why? It's a day whm"'
he is grumpy and tired and overworked and I feel ignored. And yvet—in the dark, in my bed, as we begin to
drift—1I tell him, “Good night. T love you. You don’t have to say anything.” And he doesn’t, for a
while—just grabs me from behind and holds me tight in the dark and then says, “Those words hold so much
weight, for me. I'm sorry, I can’t say them yet.”

without applying lotion and it was the most comfortable and best sleep | ever had in my life. [ woke up to ‘

| LPrising_amnunt of inconvenience, depending on how high my self-estcem is. '
] — ————————————
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F10L In an effort to love my body more, a few months into our relationship, [ hm;l myself s|:|nan\:imj=h an

evening taking nude pictures of myself on my phone. .|

The next day 1 ask F if he would like any photos. ‘

“Of me. Selfies.”

“Oh! Like nudes? No, that’s OK, you don't have to do that.”
I My tenuous appreciation for my body shrivels. [ start to pout, and wait for F to notice. F doesn’t notice.
Al last [ say, “Don’t you notice I'm pouting 7

F says, “Not really! I thought if something was wrong you would tell me. Why are you pouting?”
“Because vou didn't want any nudes.”

“I didn’t say that, I just didn't want you to feel pressured to.”

“I don’t feel pressured to, 1 offered.”

*“¥es, | would love some. I just don’t... | don’t want to send any back.”

“That's OK, you don’t have to send any back.”

{ The next day, | send him three of the nudes [ think are the best. He texts back, “Very nice!” I don’t send
anymore. )

- e
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9. In fairy tales you can get away with a great deal, like testing. People in real life dm'l t like to be tested

and they re right not to like it. In real life, it you want something, you take it or you ask for it or you get
¢ | used to disappointment. In fairy tales, passing a test comes with a reward, like riches or marriage or eternal
life, something so glorious you don’t even care that it all began because somebody found you untrust-
worthy.

| “Photos of what?" he says. I

. - = ————— - —————

with springs in iL. But he's a gadgety sort of man, a brawny man of metal and wood and blood and sweat
and bone, nmhlgg_memury foam about him.

f——— i — — —

LT, Thave busy hands like little fish out of water. F has sensitive skm S0 when | play a harp across his chest }
| | he seizes my fingers and stills them. At first, | think my touching is a habit I cannot undo; over the months,
' dmugh, [ Ieam to ::lmg and resi like a treefrog.

— e e ]
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| 6. F doesn™t live in an apartment. He lives in a Victorian schoolhouse with three other artists, and lhcy a]]_]

work and live in great big classrooms, each as wide as four of my bedrooms and as tall as two of my
| bedrooms. One of the artists is also the landlord, and he has painted the corridors black and hung up taxi-
dermy animals and drawn sigils on the bathroom walls. In a discrete room in the vast and dank basement

black, but F said “No.”

F's room contains a twin cot, a couch, a television, a rocking chair, and an easy chair, and the rest of the
space is devoted to his art. A sculpture of a woman's face, wailing and surrounded by artificial foliage, a
baby’s shoe protruding stealthily from the bottom of the frame. Great towering paintings of soldiers, of a
childless Iragi woman, ol a cow beside a soldier’s boot. It is almost a year before [ discover the cow in the
painting is dead and stuffed with explosives. “If you look closely there is a wire,” F says.

I sleep over now and then. Sometimes F and 1 curl up together on the tiny bed, and [ wake in the middle of
the night sweating and confined with his big arms around me. Most times, though, he sleeps on the couch
and 1 sleep on his cot alone. [ tell myself I won’t say I love you until he has bought a bed big enough for
I the both of us.

[ always bring my sleeping pills to his house, because even if he isn’t sleeping in the bed with me, [ usually
wake up in the middle of the night and believe | am being watched by ghosts, [ tell F I think the school-
house is haunted and he says, “It probably is. Once [ heard the sound of a piano and children’s voices in the
|| basement.” I ask if he wants to conduct a séance to speak to the dead and he says soberly, * That s all you.”
\ o . I - _ﬂ}
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5. 'Ihmg,s vou find under matiresses: coins, cmmhs, peas, dmrles tax documents. When I was a child 1 | pre—

! tended my mattress opened up into a secret world where my alter-ego lived. My little sister would knock at
my door and I would tell her, Suzanne is not here. Suzanne has gone into the mattress. This is her doppel-
ganger and secretary, Peggy Sue.” My secretary wrote letters on my behalf to explain my absences, My sec-
retary was brusque and to the point and she got what | wanted.

_ _ - ) _ _J
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14, When | first began seeing F [ didn’t know what to expect. That he had seen death: certain,

What 1 found:

If you're sensitive, you might not want to partner with a veteran. They are brash, and they have seen it
all. They have a dark sense of humor.

Take yvour veteran outdoors, and often.

Do not expect your veleran to ever trust vou more than he trusts his brothers.

Veterans are slow to commit becaunse they have experienced and inflicted much loss. |
When a veteran does commit, it will be the most loyal and rewarding relationship you could imagine.
Expect good stories, always.

|
\ I Googled “what it’s like to date a combat veteran.”
J
:I
]
|

Some of these websites seemed to want me to treat F like a stray dog. My primary concern, though, was
that I cry a lot.

the landlord has created a little shrine, but I do not know to what, He asked F if he could paint his room | |

| 8. “I want a bed with springs in it,” F says. We've been dating for a few months and he’s decided [-D_-} f
! purchase a queen mattress. He's shopping around, in a vague sort of way. I’m not sure why he wants a bed |

I don’t have any good stories to share, but I don’t know if that makes us a poor match or an ideal one.

e — )

J
3. F makes his bed every day and he makes my hcd almost wcry time he sleeps in it . Whether this is a habit | \
carried over from childhood or the military is unclear. [ hate to make my bed. |
I am a nervous cook and I tell people “I'm a raccoon, I will eat anything™ but | want to make meals that F H
will enjoy. He enjoys them all, though; [ suspect it isn’t hard to make a meal that is preferable to an MRE,

- |
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i 2. I am never comfortable in F's tiny bed, hul hr: is used to qlucpmg uncmnl‘nrtably, and alone. He is used to
J dreaming of empty boots and of bombs disguised as trash, as roadkill, and sometimes as pregnancies. The
1 size of his bunk, the lumps, the squeaks, the slipperiness of the wheels are, [ think, the least of his worries,

I suspect F is ashamed of his living quarters, and I suspect he i1s ashamed not because he can’t deal with the

| inconvenience, bul because he can deal with much worse than that, and has; [ suspect he, like me, is i

| ashamed to accept inconvenience, because when vou accept inconvenience, all yvou have to offer others is

\inconvenience. J

M == — -
1. The first thing that you see is a tower, or maybe it’s only a wedding cake. F called the long blankets
“curtains.” This is where you are meant to be comfiest, and a small object the size of buckshot can undo it

| allif you're too sensitive.
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