
Christopher,

Do you remember that time 
your bones were hollow and 
ached with loss? When your 
sunken chest convulsed and 
your cells were on strike in-

sisting on one last scent of 
her hair? When your blood 
longed for even the faintest 
magnetic tug from her fer-
rous red cells, when your 

synapses anguished in 
withdrawal, when your 

skin was  cold and 
full of longing, 
and when your 
organs verged on 

revolt? Remember 
the days when you 
drove an hour each 
way to sledge the fi-
nal nails in the coffin 
because it meant car-
pooling together?

Remember taking responsibility for the relationship's 
demise, and then irony's prick? Those days were as 
bullshit gray as the leather in her dad's car, and as 
beautiful as the infinite shades of grey in the con-
soling November skies over our carpool between 
Corvallis and Eugene. They were as gray as you saw 
them, and as dense as you remember them, as com-
plicated and refreshing as the rain that fell from the 
skies and your eyes.

Do you remember that time in fifth grade when you 
wanted to go around the world? When the blueness 
of the seas and stories of the men who sailed them 
called out to your unsoiled oatmeal Sperry Topsiders 
and your spotless red heart? The world really is as 
blue as the globe Mrs. Chalmers dangled before your 
eyes, and the sky at 40,000 feet really is as clear and 
unencumbered as you imagined.

Do you remember that time, bathed in green and 
blue, when you fell in love but didn't have the lan-
guage for it? Remember that time you were worried 
to walk through the metal detector at John Wayne 
airport fearing that the white engagement ring in 
your pocket would betray your intentions? Remem-
ber how she said "yes"? The most intimate confession 
you could muster was simply, "Do you remember?"

Do you remember how your heart dropped when 
you noticed she wasn't wearing the ring any more? 
Remember the other airport conversation, when she 
told you it was over, how you said "no" before get-
ting on the plane to New York, and how when you 
got there the sky was so blue and how that week the 
world became something new for you? Remember 
being surprised how green it was so far from home, 
so far from her? A year later you wondered what that 
week was like for her, but didn't ask. Tend your own 
heart and mind your own business, good call.

Do you remember how living with a broken heart 
taught you to live with an open hand? Remember 
going to Europe for the summer? Remember when 
sticking around in Germany for a while seemed like 
fun, but you went to Cairo instead, and how you de-
cided to keep going? Remember how you wrote out 
your life goals, and drew them? Remember how your 
gray marker had been empty for a long time, but 
when you ran out of blue you almost cried? Remem-
ber walking away from home but with every step get-
ting closer and closer to it? Nature is blue being blue 
and you being you.

Do you remember that time you smiled about the 
mess of red you were spreading from the ink spilling 
out of your broken heart onto your open hands? Your 
sticky red fingerprints everywhere made you laugh. 
Remember learning to like your red fingerprinted 
world, and learning how to dance, and sing, and 
draw, and write? You cursed the world and everyone 
in it just to find the space to be yourself. You were 10 
days away from circling the globe, and 11 from Bue-
nos Aires.You showed up and the things you asked 
for, needed, and didn't deserve all fell into your open 
hands. You wrote a letter to yourself in Hong Kong 
on Chinese New Year and posted it with your favor-
ite drawing. You love your work. You are writing a 
book. Your mind is your own and your heart is full 
of courage. Your life is not how you imagined it. Your 
imagination is still too small. Just show up.

With both parts of my bloody, broken, red inky heart,

Christopher

Mantra: Christopher shows up and things go his way.
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