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"I already know that everything is
fucked."

--Poet Christine
Telfer






Here are the answers:



	
Undefined anger aimed at
gentle softness.



	
Alone in an empty room,
tears stream down your face.



	
Infinite desire to cry
which, when satieted, offers no solace.





	
Just a hint of suicidal
despair, drowned by the pretense of not screaming
inside.



	
The desperate last phone
call placed to your desire who won’t talk to you for more than one
minute.







And the question is:

How do you define, as if to echo
some half ass pop lyric, that hurting feeling?

That was the nagging question that
annoyed Phip Shire like some rudely persistent bill collector. For
Phip every pretty face concealed an aftermath of emotional ruin and
interior scars.

It was also why Phip Shire hadn’t
really intended to fall in…in…Hell, he couldn’t even say the
hideous word. Yet Dart Reflet, whose name sounded like an awkward
attempt at wordplay, had wondrous and sad soul scorching eyes. She
even had a modest yet rising rep in the local Pittsburgh poetry
scene. She was the kind of woman that Phip, into books and Woody
Allen films, would define as "Hot". In fact, you could cast her as
one of those quirky, cerebral women that Woody would run through
those patented, and no doubt completely fictional, emotional highs
and lows.

Dart’s exterior outline strongly
suggested a thin Mary Stuart Masterston look. She also had a first
rate mind, although it didn’t appear as if she was putting any
effort into being smart, which kind of annoyed Phip, then again, as
he would discover, she had also that concomitant high strung
neurosis to match. Now, while most men wouldn’t find this
particular combination of estrogen laced traits to be at all
fatally attractive, Phip had been horribly imprinted and disfigured
at 19 by a first, whatever, with those same traits. He thought it
horrible because Phip himself was about 6’5", 280 and black. This
was not unlike an elephant who wanted to mate with an attractive
horse, where the relatively petite object of your affection would,
in most cases, find your presence, let alone your advances,
absolutely terrifying, thus trotting off amidst furious clouds of
prairie dust and Crude Black Guy Stereotypes.

Yet to her credit, Dart didn’t
immediately trot off. Why, it took Dart almost a whole month to
fully reject him, which was quite amazing considering the distinct
gracelessness of his pathetic excuse for a first move.

Phip first noticed Dart behind the
counter of the local Book Sprawl on Rodi Road. She resonated with
an unmistakeable aura of class. So Phip, a bookstore browsing
junkie, lied and asked her where to find the science fiction—he
probably knew as much about the whereabouts of books in that store
as she did thanks to way too much isolation on his hands—just so he
could talk to her. She was actually quite wonderful to talk to . He
found out that she wrote poetry and even gave readings.

Phip who had been going down
(literally, it was his favorite sex act.) on a steady diet of
salacious and not so salacious whores for the last seven years of
his life, realized Dart could give him something that you just
couldn’t buy on the street: really good conversation with an
intellectual equal, or superior, as Dart would no doubt point out
if she ever read this story. In fact that was how Phip first fell
in love with the Winona Ryder clone in college at college. It was
all conversation. Some of it lasted for hours. He had never even
touched her. She even offered to hug him once in his dorm, but he
refused. He vividly remembers refusing her because of her fiance,
race, campus politics and such, not to mention unresolved
subconscious issues tangentially related to a fear of intimacy,
somewhat. In most time travel stories he’s read the plot usually
revolves around stopping Hitler or some Big Historical event. Phip
would use time travel for the personally selfish rationale of
setting his own personal history straight. First stop: Indiana
University Dorm room, where he would at least complete that hug and
try to make the only other person on Earth (aside from parents) who
told him she loved him feel good.

So Phip began what might
laughlingly be called The Seduction in order to rectify those past
wrongs. He vowed that this woman would at least get the faint hint
that he loved and cared about her. So he wrote her some really bad
poetry, she immediately recognized it as bad (He apologized
afterward) hastily threw in some better written stuff and added a
note saying he’d like to spend some more time with her, along with
his phone number. A huge fan of comics as well as an aspiring
science fiction writer, Phip wrapped the note in issue two of
Kingdom Come, sort of Superman vs. The Book of Revelations. He then
went to the Book Sprawl and hand delivered it.

Astonishingly enough, she sort of
took the bait and they started going out.

It all failed horribly enough
though. It took her about a month to blow him off. Still, he was
completely enamored of her in his own elephantine way. He even made
her the lead in a science fiction story he was writing called "His
Many Splendored Trish Letrefs". It was about a dumped guy who
snagged his girl’s DNA and created slave like simulations of her in
virtual reality.

Phip sensed a personal metaphor in
all of this but he didn’t dwell on it.

He just wrote stuff.

Phip made Dart the transparent
lead in the story because Dart hated Science Fiction. He was hoping
her vanity would take over and she would at least try the genre if
she was in it. No doubt another miscalculation on his part. But he
had been reading the hot science fiction writers, McAuley, Egan,
Sterling, and Stephenson. He wanted to match them for intensity and
offer a deluge of information. He’d show them all how it was
done.
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