Creation

He went back to reading his book and as I turned around to look at him, I realised his ear wasn’t there
anymore. His left ear was gone. A patch, blank of hair, just plain, flat skin stretched tight peach. Maybe
that’s why I've been repeating myself more lately, maybe that’s why. It felt too awkward to bring the
subject up - the fact that his ear was now all of a sudden gone, so I quietly pretended to read, looking over
the top of my pages, staring at the skin. It looks soft and warm, harmless, nothing to be angered about yet
I felt a growing frustration. I went back to reading my book and when he asked me what I wanted for

dinner, I looked back at him and both ears were there.

It felt cruel to try and explain that sometimes, I felt I didn’t like him. Sometimes I felt unnerved by him
though he did nothing wrong. My friends asked me how things were, and I said good. I felt too ashamed to
share that I hate that sometimes when I look at him his ear won’t be there and I hate that when I look at

him again he has both ears, and still is unable to hear me

I tried to be soft with him and gentle and ladylike and quiet and small. I tried to force my bones to a more
petite frame and adjust to the building, locked cramps of living in a constant hunch. I tried to listen to his
stories of frustration and bite my tongue raw when listening to the mistakes he’s made, to the things he
was unable to see. I would try to ignore that sometimes when I looked at him one eye was missing. I had
grown accustomed to looking in his eye(s) and searching for something. To make sense of both the
attachment I felt, and the growing distaste that merged together in a bitter blend. He had brown eyes and
the whites of his eyes were regularly strained and bloodshot. He had short eyelashes on top and none
whatsoever on his bottom lids, and sometimes when he told me he loved me and I looked at him, his right

eye was missing.

As time went on, I became quieter within my own head and my own thoughts. I had no one to speak to
about the frustration of the missing parts of him. Sometimes there, sometimes not. I had no one to explain
how annoyed I was that when I wanted to look at him with lust and love, I looked at a face that sometimes
had no features on it at all. The quieter I became the more I realised I was becoming blurred. Pixelated
gently, softened unrecognisable, slowly descending. I felt misunderstood, but I can’t complain because it’s

hard to hear me when sometimes you only have one ear.

I would feel a deep set of panic whenever he touched me or was around me, and also when he was gone. I
started writing to myself trying to find my honesty again trying to let the bad thoughts come out. Trying to
understand how I was in love with an empty faceless man. I tried to understand his stories and his
hobbies and his interests, and I tried to find a way to wrap some affection around every story that came
out of his mouth. Sometimes his voice was gone and instead it was a garbled low wail with eyes staring at

me, checking that I was still listening.I tried.



He would talk about moving us to his home town in the near future. Using his family's earth and building
a small home for us. I would think about our children, whose eyes would they have? My blues and greens,
or his browns and blood shot reds? Would I love them and hold close to my breast, to my heart? Allow
them near enough to claw at my vital parts, trust that they are of me too. Would their features sometimes
take absence? Would I look at my baby and have to pretend to not notice a missing head, and live in a

static haze that next time I look, it might have returned?

He was a decent man, it was said. He would never think to hit me with anything other than occasional
vengeful words that would be later regretted, erased like a missing ear. I enjoyed the fighting at times. It
was exciting to see both of his eyes, finally with life, electricity, passion. I could be a good samaritan and
allow myself to be the beginning, the channel and the release, at which he could open himself up. Feel

something at last. Spew it with speed and precision, and be both a spectator, and darts board to it all.

He wouldn’t touch me much but he said he loved me all the same. He didn’t want for anything. But when I
felt the panic, both of his touch and a life without touch, I would turn off the lights and find his jaw. Kiss
him with latch and will him to follow me into falling into each other. Body to body, not Him to Me. It
would end with frustration and disappointment and anger and resentment. Rolling to my right side, cold
wet pillows as I cried as quietly as possible. Falling asleep knowing when we wake, I must try to begin

anew.

It began to become a sickness. A sickness at looking at his face or lack there of. Of sitting beside his
narrow long legs, feeling the bones of a runner. He would hold my leg and I would run cold. His kisses,
never sterile enough for me to let him in. He was tall and handsome and he was a decent man, and I
couldn't stand to be with or without him. Having a body, a man’s body, a claim - to be claimed. I was
worth someone keeping me, I was worth being the woman, the wife, the mother. It provided a sanctuary I

did not understand I needed. Running through deserts and finding a well of dirty water.

And then when it was done I was entirely clean. A blank slate to find myself again. Looking at my own
reflection, two eyes always staring back. Thirst always confused me, hunger I knew. But how could I crave
more, when I myself was made up of what was needed. Moloch horridus, Thorny Devil. A body built with
thorns, grooves, edges, sharp bits that find water from the earth. Passively quenched. No need to run and

find shelter, pray for an oasis, drink from a dirty puddle.

I often think of a life on his parents’ earth. In a renovation of his dead relatives home. Of sex in the dark
and wet cheeks to sleep on, and shirts to iron for him on days when he might not even have both arms. I
wish to feel happiness and luck towards him. I would like to sometimes wish him all the best. But I feel
nothing. And I go to bed each night, in a land far from our home country. And I sleep warm, into the arms
of Her.



Her softness sometimes shocks me still. The warmth, Jesus, the warmth I did not know was there. I wake
to her touch, I cannot be without it. We fuck in the daylight and we see every pore and roll and hair. And
she knows me. And I know every part of her. And her taste, and her thoughts, and her shame and her fight
to live a life in the daylight. And we walk outside and we hold hands at traffic lights and are watched by
men in vans. And her hand has never made me cold. Sometimes we cannot touch, and we make up for it at
home, safe with doors locked. I look at her at every moment I can. Two big brown eyes, round like saucers,
shiny and indulgent. Like cocoa powder over-generously topping a tiramisu. And her smile, her dimples,
her front tooth overlapping the other one just slightly. Her eyebrows rogue. Her eyelashes. Long and thick

and effortless.

I dream of our child. Our big eyed child. A child who I would hold close till the day I die. A child that
would be so good, because it is half of her. She is goodness itself. She is the sun, and our child would be
born warm too. I pray for half of her and instead grow to accept that I must let all of her be passed on. Is it
still Ours if I am not in structure too? I am there, but I am not. My grandad’s red hair will not be passed
down, my great aunt’s mischievous sparkle in her eyes when she listened to your news. I leave it behind if
I want more. So much to lose, generations to turn face from. But oh, to have her brown eyes look back

again, to pass that on.
To have a child Of her, I think I'd give it all up.

Maybe one day we will live out of the city, in a renovated house. On land that our family has never known.
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