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“Well, the guy didn’t have batteries, but he told me where I could find
an all-night convenience store.” An hour later Jimmy came home and tossed
a package of batteries onto the bed. He made a wacky story of his late-night
jaunt through the greater Boston suburbs on a haphazard quest. I could see
him trying to dramatize the experience and find the funny in the tedious. I
wasn’t laughing, but his lightness turned the crisis into something we could
cope with.
Coping. As a person with a chronic illness, this might be the best I ever
do. To rise above my daily cares, I would have to disregard not only this little
dynamo attached to me, but diabetes and its demands that I feed, medicate,
and monitor myself. There is no transcending the reality of being my body:
43 years and getting older, female, insulin-dependent, bruised. When I catch
a glimpse of my nakedness in the bedroom mirror, I see an imperfect woman
and the signs of her vulnerability. That’s me: no costume, no glow. Shoulders
and back are straight, and one slim arm hangs down while the other is bent
at the elbow, the hand cupping a compact machine tethered to a white patch
on flesh.
I will never become the sexual self that the youthful me once imagined:
whole, extraordinary, and seductively bare. That is a loss. What if, however, to
be naked meant just that?—exposed and unadorned, not improved by artifice
or imagination. Such a self might seek recognition from a lover, as much as
she does pleasure. Here I am. Look.
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The Head is a Canvas
Dana Koster
These are the things we keep hidden: our bodies when we cannot bear
them. Our lenient stomachs. Our shame. We are gifted bearers.
Last night, you exposed your scalp: no hair to hide behind, black whorls
on the skin. The head is a canvas, you said, your teeth bared.
I held so many nothings on my tongue. I wanted to say:
How much the hair has changed you. How much we refuse to bare.
You thought these were your choices: red wig or brown. Thick hips or
cocaine. We falter in this climate. We lose our bearings.
Even when the sky is heat-muted cornflower. Even when
nectarines plump and languish on the branch, we search for bareness.

