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We knew the threat was significant when we saw the cover of the New York Review of Books, composed of the photograph of a house, torn into ragged strips, and the image of a bomb: circular, with stubby white wick emerging. The pointed subtitle asked the question: "The End of Locations?" 

The cover creaked as a subscription card slid down into my syrup. Hmm. On the first article, evidence of an intruder presented itself in the form of a butter smear. Greyscale pyramids swam in coffee next to a jelly-stained White House. Wife's handiwork. She was under the table, accosting the cat. I nudged her ankle with my toe. 

"Is there any coffee left?" I asked. 

"Did you read the article I left you?" 

     
"Which one?" 

     
"Did you even look at it?" 

     
"Didn't you just hear me open it?" 

     
"Do you see the corner folded?" 

     
"Do you have to touch Freud like that? It's disgusting." 

     
"He's my kitty." 

     
She lifted him by the shoulders onto the table and adjusted his little glasses, which were clamped to his nose. 

     
"Is there any coffee left?" I asked. 

    
"How should I know?" 

    
She woke up at five every morning to write on the porch. She said she liked the dewy feeling against her eyes. She sat in one of her hobo dresses, legs tucked under, watching Freud rub himself against the leg of a chair. I woke up at four every morning to get wife coffee. For her birthday, I'd bought her a beautiful silver French press with glass and black knobs--it was beautiful! But of course, she couldn't abandon her Dunkin' Donuts coffee, which she said reminded her of her mother. 

     
I knocked Freud off the table and reached for the French press which I would if no one else would. The article was not an article, but a manifesto, a petition of sorts--signed by a number of prominent literary figures. A professional wariness, a banding together. I continued flipping through the book review, while I felt the cool slivers of Freud's glasses against my feet. 

     
We'd gotten him a friend, a catty feline named Janine, who fancied bulging grandma glasses and who was possessed of a daring pink nose, which she kept in the shelter of her shy face. Such was the phrase we'd coined. 

     
I sometimes wondered how they would have handled our absurd situation. 

     
Freud from the kitty armchair we'd built him: Mon cheri, Janine, we've been too long apart! 

     
He'd gaze at her bewhiskered spectacles. Janine would give herself bodily to the scratch post. 

     
How I long for you, mon cheri! If only we could be together always! 

     
Frantic meows, declawed paws batting at a window pane, streaked with tears; a kitty cage in the heft of an arm; stowed in the car, driven away. 

     
Their ovoid eyes meet one last time: 

     
Janine! 

     
Let the distance between us grow to zero! 

     
With a regal look on his prim face--a white wig over his cat ears--handing down a decree from atop an imposing bookshelf. Something had to be done, the crowd would murmur. The word goes out: We, the people, call for the abolition of locations. 

     
No mo’, no mo’, we'll never sleep apart no mo’: Freud in the body of an old black man, picking the blues on Bourbon Street. Hear his harmonica play, the mournful harp lingers on the empty kitty chair, the dusty scratch post, wrecked like an ancient lighthouse... 

     
My wife called. At my desk, I closed my eyes. It seemed like the instant of the start of time. This is how I imagined it: 

    
In the beginning, there was a woman. With hay above her curling ear. See her now, suspended in the darkness, head cast down in the whispering cold. The whispering cold cast down her neck, the darkness suspended over her here, the curling hay hears her beginning as she spins slowly in stasis. Caress her fingernail, lilac under membrane. Roam over her, she is here. 

     
Next, there is a voice. Like malignant carbon, struck the dark and extended. See them now, the darkness, the woman and the arc. Her breasts and the light, the spinning and the cord connecting, and that's all there is in everything. Sing faster, connecting cord, and spinning light. Abreast the arc, the woman sees herself extended, the dark struck the carbon, the malignant thought is all there is. 

     
The two are spinning. See them now. 

    
"Hi..." 

    
Crackly silence. 

    
"Are you coming home soon?" she asked. I heard her cough. I floated up behind her in the void. I pressed my hands against her shoulders. 

    
"I can get out in like half an hour. What-- why, is there something you want me to do? I can get--" 

    
"I miss you. I'm really stressed out right now." 

    
"Your hands are trembling," I said. 

    
"Who was that in the background--" 

   
"There's no--" 

    
"This is sick, but I can't stand the thought of you talking with other people." She laughed softly. "When someone else makes you laugh, I feel… like, I have to be that person." 

    
I laid her down on the couch. Her foot rested on the record player which was still spinning. I felt its motion on her thigh, I heard the circumference scratching. 

    
"I don't really want to be me, " she moaned. 

    
"How do you think that makes me feel? I fell in love with you-- you, yourself and no one else." 

    
"What are we listening to?" she asked, fingering the speaker casing. 

    
"Janine. David Bowie." 

    
"What year is it?" 

    
"I don't know." 

    
"Where are we?" 

    
Crackling silence. 

    
"I'm at my office," I said softly, sadly. 

   
"And please don't get bring home that ridiculous Chinese food? Let's try cooking something nice for a change." 

   
I hung up the phone.

   
Eighteen years ago, running home in the rain from the Medical Center. Girl falls in a puddle. Boston. All that's left is black paint, matte-finish, and a creeping puddle in a little image painted on the second to last page of the book review. 

    
I must confess, I've always found perverse pleasure in reading the personals in the back of the New York Review of Books. Creaks open from the back. 

INTELLECTUAL ODYSSEUS and erotic poet, one-time revolutionary and published author of scholarly works, spends time between South America and Europe, speaks various Indo-European languages, married, seeks mistress or second wife with the full agreement of first wife, a voluptuous, but unsatisfying Bulgarian academic. In vibrant, late middle age; requires witty, extroverted Latina in 30 to 45 range. 

    
or, consider, 

HIGHLY EDUCATED female seeks eternal companion, expert letter writer, abolisher of locations, conquistador of distances, a feisty, voracious reader, who knows how to have fun. Late 50's, seeking similar. Photo on request. 

and right beside her, in black and white, 

CURIOUS AUTODIDACT in the market for literary romance, connoisseur of French cinema and expensive wines. Willing to share the world, but paralyzed from hips down. Seeks fellow disciple of De Maistre--Xavier, not Joseph--a hardened traveler who can handle a taxing 'Journey Around my Room,' someone with whom to spend the time trekking past such landmarks as a comfortable green armchair and double bed. Mid 70's, regretful, but hopeful gentleman, unabashed owner of a colostomy bag. 

They seemed to be talking about the cover article, the one with the bomb and the picture in tatters of home and hearth. Watch as the personals' words lift themselves in lines off the page and reach up into the darkness, their voices curling shakily into the shapes of the millions of unpossessed and unloved, highly educated, curious Greek heroes and heroines of the world. Far above them, Freud and Janine hunch with their furry elbows on a floating desk, an announcer's microphone set before them. 
Here we are in the limitless void, Janine, and boy, is it a beautiful day! 
You said it, Freud, where else could you find such a sight but in a work of literature--countless bodies milling all about in the vague fog of the imagination, and between them and us, an aging wife, held in the tenuous embrace of a faintly unappealing husband by a lifeline of coiled plastic and electricity. A carbon arc! 
And what about us, Janine, and what about us? 
I don't even know what to say, Freud. We're here together right now, locations have been wished out of existence and we're all on top of each other at last. 

He nudged her with his finely-colored tail. 
Just like that, Janine, you say it and so it comes to pass! 
We're minor deities, Freud. Let me catch your kitty tear-- I'll never leave you again. 
Don't look now, Janine, but something's happening down below! 

Eighteen years that never end, where speaking is optional, where I'm in her and she's in me and we're man and wife, spinning languidly. We drove around the block and talked it over. Blondie was playing on the radio. 11:59. We went around the block again. One or both of us was crying. One or both was looking determinedly out the window and someone was driving. I never wanted to leave. I wanted to never leave. We drove around the block again. A neighbor waved at us. We went around again and I wondered if we could skip from point A to point A and take the limit of the circumference as x approaches 0. Blondie was singing. The sun was in my eyes, maybe. We went around again.  

Wife threw the book review at me. The sun was very yellow in that green and blue morning. We get fixated on moments in time and find in those compressed moments the symbols we come to use to stand in for the whole of our relationships. A single eternal moment comes to define an entire past, like a single location comes to represent a world of twists and turns. 

Locations, what's the point? 

See: Wife in the heft of another's arm, driven away. Me in the kitty cage watching her go. Rain on the windows, her untears. We drove around the block again.  

"Abolish locations?" she asked. 

"Yeah." 

"But without locations, there would be nowhere left to go." 

We drove around the block again. 

 LOVING HUSBAND seeking wife, willing to sacrifice self for her, whoever she wants to be, wherever. Too old, looking for same. 

HOBO WIFE seeking husband, sorry she lost it, regrets questions, looking for answers, we're here together on these pages, it's the closest we'll get to eating up the space between us. At last, loving seeking loved. Must like cats with glasses. 

