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careful myths, distressed limbs 
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4 history 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They said time would speed up like he was having fun. They said expedition like there was 
something to conquer. Adam believed them. The apartment is a studio with wall-length 
glass windows. Outside, he can see his neighbor watering the lawn. Liars, all of them. There 
are no fucking plants. The water lets out red steam as it hits the pavement. They said 
mission like they could fail. He stirs milk into his coffee. Out of habit, everything.  

Adam found work at the grocery store—3 hours, thrice a week. There weren’t a lot of 
customers. They said new world like there would be women with cerulean skin. He 
volunteered for the last shift, lock-up shift. All the women wore really short skirts.   Mostly, 
he stays off the internet. Jim got his PhD. Sara had a birthday party. He was wearing a crisp 
white shirt and holding up a plaque of some sort. She was blowing a candle, party hat 
elastic tucked under her chin. There was a girl who worked with him at the Hypermart. 
They went out a couple of times. Sometimes she reminded him of her. Sometimes, she was 
completely herself. They did LSD in her apartment. It went to their heads too fast. He 
couldn’t get it up. She said she wanted to go home. Did you know I used to be a librarian? 
Sure, I can see that. They said you’ll have the time of your life.  

He liked stocking the meatloaf Christmas tree. Up here, that only happened every two 
years. She signed up for the trip back home. He imagined her being dropped into the sea 
like a metal teardrop. He put the least dented can on top of the stack. Perfect. 

He thinks of getting back online. He can imagine the cue of direct messages: how is it like 
up there? What are you doing? Do you have a lot of friends? What was the trip like? Are you 
ever coming home? Jim’s doing well. Jim bought an apartment out in the city. Jim dropped 
by last week. Jim is working on something important. Jim is with Sara. Why haven’t you 
been writing Jim back? Sometimes, letters arrive via the shuttles. He has them weighed 
down onto his table with a rock picked off of someplace important.  

Was she still a librarian? He plays some The Doors in the background. Come on baby, light 
my—he checks his e-mail. They said thrill like it was something new. Inbox (0 unread). Sara: 
Love, Jim: All the best,  

He takes a photo of himself by the window, with the buildings and the red sky in the 
backdrop, sends it out. Love, Always, Cheers! Sincerely, Sunrise out here, like no fucking 
other. Best thing I’ve ever done. 

He quit his job in early September. They said history like there would be something to hurt. 
He finishes his coffee. Maybe he’ll get a dog. Maybe later he’ll go out. Maybe he’ll shut the 
blinds, stay in bed. Maybe he’ll drink the bourbon in the kitchen cabinet. Maybe he’ll smoke 
up. Maybe he’ll rub one out, thrice. They said less gravity like wires would float around. 
They said time is relative like it was true. They said voyage like there would be background 
music. He orders a pizza, just like back home. 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AN ODE TO ROCK 

You are of no voice, 
No limbs to tell tales 
of destined paths and choice 

But rest on my palms 
and let me hear hooves 
Thundering to the psalms 

Of the gods; 
The roar to battle 
against chariots, floods 

Where I feel the current that tossed  
The wind that blew a thousand storms 
Ocean-forests crossed 

By the sun’s kiss, reminiscent 
Of the wane— 
You are remnant 

Of a time before humans 
became human, 
Before stone became figments 

Of illusion drenched in oil, 
You have seen the marks 
Limb and lips soiled 

Daring to cross borders  
Their names etched on books 
Glorified treasures 

But I turn to you, true scribe 
Of time and space 
Hardened mineral imbibed 

For pages age and crumble 
To the forces; 
You of no seethe or mumble 
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No wavering limb 
To redo or undo the scrolls 
And tapestries named 

In the silence of words 
Remain. 

Stephanie Gonzaga 
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