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We drove back to my place in silence. You’d brought a six pack of beer that 
we didn’t wind up drinking, and it sat awkwardly between my feet. I got out 
of the car holding it to my chest and walked alone to my door. I remember 
thinking it was very important that I not look back. So now I don’t know how 
long you waited in the car before driving away.  I don’t know if you waved.

Three people were shot in North Carolina by a man whose Facebook 
postings identified him as an atheist. The victims were Muslims and on Twit-
ter people began to use the hashtag MuslimsLivesMatter. This was at the 
same time as BlackLivesMatter and BlueLivesMatter and also AllLivesMatter.  
Every week brought forth a different hashtag and ensuing arguments about 
those hashtags, dissecting their valence and weight. Two of the victims were 
studying to be dentists. Two of them were sisters.

Outside my window a squirrel scrambles up a tree on whose branches 
the ice has only just melted. Another squirrel follows behind, and they lap 
the tree, faster and faster. I used to think this behavior was playful until a 
biologist I met explained to me that the squirrels were establishing territorial 
dominance.  Once, as a graduate student, I ran away from an aggressive cam-
pus squirrel that wanted a granola bar I was eating.  That squirrel successfully 
established territorial dominance over me; I had to take refuge inside the Arts 
building.  Right now the squirrels are still circling the tree; it appears an even 
contest. It’s amazing how much noise two small animals can make.

We went out to dinner. We were so troubled to see each other, to sit 
together in a restaurant, that we didn’t eat any of the food we’d ordered.  The 
waitress, who seemed offended by our lack of appetite, kept asking us what 
was wrong with the meal.  Nothing, we said.  Nothing is wrong.

A news anchor I always liked was put on leave for six months, although 
nobody thinks he’ll ever come back.  His transgression was that he pretended 
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to own violence that didn’t belong to him.  You could say he lied, or you 
could say he remembered it wrong—is one better or worse, more immoral 
or less immoral, than the other?  Psychologists say false memories are more 
common than we think; in fact, falsity is the nature of memory itself.  Noth-
ing we remember is the way it was.

The road to Connecticut was gray with salt.  The house sat way back off 
a country road and its back porch overlooked a lake that was frozen solid.  A 
dense ring of fir trees around the lake hid the other houses from view.  All 
the other people’s lives were huddled and secret there.  We walked together 
on the frozen ice, our boots leaving no mark. Then we went back inside the 
house, where on the refrigerator was a Christmas card with a picture of you 
and the woman who had become your wife.  This was a bad idea, you said, 
and then we drove away.

This morning I met a woman I know outside the coffee shop in my 
neighborhood.  She suffers from anxiety and has lost a great deal of weight.  
Because of her affliction she has stopped going to work, and seeing friends, 
and reading books.  Her sweater hung from her as if on a hanger at a store, 
belonging to no one.  The whole time we talked she looked at her shoes.  She 
said, I can’t make eye contact with the world. 

I think I know what she meant, but I’m not sure.  Maybe all other lives 
are hidden from me like houses behind pines, around a frozen lake.  Maybe I 
only know what it was like to pull up to my apartment and walk up the stairs 
away from you, holding that six pack of beer, which I put away in my refrig-
erator but never drank.
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