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In 5 Steps 

1. 

She asks him to get something from the minibar. They are at a hotel in the city. Jim reaches 
into the fridge and pours vodka into a shallow glass. So when do you think they can do it? 
He opens a beer. Next year, at the earliest. She sits up, hugs her knees. Thank you. He puts 
on his glasses. Zip, zap. 

2. 

She was playing with her hair. They are at a hotel near the coast. She stands naked by the 
bar, her legs lit by the mini-fridge. He lets out a low whistle. Happy birthday. She pours 
them both a scotch, does a little dance. C’mere. She sits beside him on the bed and laughs 
from her belly. Adam looks outside, watches a plane fly lights-on into a cloud. 

3. 

Adam goes to the library, looks at the maps. All so fucking blue. He remembers beaches. No 
swimming up here. He kicks dust off of his shoes. He leaves his apartment the way he finds 
it when he wakes up, with all the cables unplugged. Here, here, here. 

4. 

They are in a cab. Her leg is shaking. He watches the buildings. She puts on lipstick, checks 
her teeth in a gold mirror.  

5.  

He looks at her through the glass. Ready? She smiles, blows him a kiss. I wonder what he’ll 
look like. He turns on the monitor. Like me. Standby. He watches her life on a screen. She 
looks at the ceiling. What’s new? He pulls a lever, snaps a string—completes her 
disappearance. 
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There was a boy I knew — 
and I knew because the only piece 
I took was a chapter of his voice: 
round, husky, searching. 
He turned into stone.  
I had to throw him back. 
He asked, “Why?” 
I said, “What if?” 
We moved, 
and just like that 
his voice 
dissolves into strands 
becoming memory 
sticking to my shirt sleeves; 
becoming a piece of a puzzle 
labeled Beyond; 
becoming, delicately, 
the boy I knew. 
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