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SECTION ONE: Overview
I was born in 1987 and came of age in the nineties, at a time when there were few if
any lesbians visible outside of Ellen DeGeneres or my parents’ butch-presenting lesbian
couple friends. Presentations of women loving women were limited to stereotypes of
Birkenstocks and flannel, and so I put on lipstick and figured all girls spent afternoons
staring longingly at models in their mom’s Victoria’s Secret catalogs. Unlike my queer
contemporaries who came out in high school or college, I arrived tardy to the party as a
thirty-year old “late-in-life lesbian” already married to a man.
In the past few years, there has been a rise in the popularity of queer content, along
with a growing need for queer female and femme-presenting sexuality specifically. While
the L Word defied notions of what a lesbian looked like and became a queer cult classic,
the show remains a sensationalized soap opera and the primary target audience is alreadyout lesbians. Recent films like Portrait of a Lady on Fire go to the depths of femme-lesbian
longing and expectation, but the time period is set in 17 century France and their love
th

cannot be requited. Modern films like Duck Butter are also rooted in the fantasy of a brief
lesbian affair, and both characters arrive to the plot with assumed and unexplained gay
experience.
In literary works and particularly in memoir, femme-presenting queer stories are for the
most part absent. Death and loss also play a huge thematic role in The End of Things, as
coming into one’s sexuality involves shedding a former self. The closest recent work is
Molly Wizenberg’s The Fixed Stars, in which she falls in love with a female attorney on
jury duty at age thirty-six and must let go of the notion that her sexuality is a stable part of
her identity. Women Who Run With Wolves by Clarissa Pinkola Estes shares a similar
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theme of death as a means of becoming, but is a dense 500+ page book, a mashup of
Jungian psychoanalysis, Mexican and American myth, and feminist literary theory. Jenny
Slate’s Little Weirds explores solitude and the space between during her divorce, but the
author is straight and a celebrity. Sissy by Jacob Tobia is described as a “coming-of-gender”
story from the perspective of a famous trans social media maven.
My story is like a lesbian Little Weirds mixed with the philosophical elements of
Women Who Run With Wolves; it is less a nostalgic coming of age reflection and more
about living in the present discomfort of the ever-shifting, non-celebrity body. The first
essay introduces my divorce, moving from New York to Los Angeles, and beginning to date
women, but the essays that follow are queer in that they center on women who want, and
whose desire is radical in this fraught and sometimes frightening cultural moment. In
other words, queerness for me is not solely a sexual orientation, but also an opening, a
sixth sense to feel the twisting and turning of the guts urging movement. Throughout the
memoir, though, there is a cognitive dissonance between letting go and pining for
permanence. In other words, I do not embrace rebirth as well as Estes does because I want
to delay the death and loss—of a former self, of a relationship, of a literal person. The End
of Things lifts the veil and shows readers the trouble with the temporary, the rawness
before the skin grows back, which is at times painful and sad, at other times, sweet, funny,
or completely ridiculous.
My book is neither dense nor academic, because what’s the point of any change if we
cannot loosen up and laugh at who we once were? That giggle allows both an opening
and a feeling of solidarity in shared experience. I follow an Instagram account
@godimsuchadyke which frequently posts memes on obvious signs of lesbianism – the

4
obsession with one’s best friend, the collection of hair icon photographs (Natalie Portman
was mine), or even the way one walks or wraps a towel. It’s wild how myself, having
grown up in a small country town in western Massachusetts, would have a nearly identical
set of clues that I spent years brushing off and eschewing. Readers crave stories that make
them feel less alone and embarrassed, and I suspect my pseudo-scientific experiment with
porn or a scary solo drive to Mexico would elicit a knowing smile. The unfortunate
stereotype of feminist or queer stories is that they can sometimes feel like a drag,
something heavy people should read versus something they want to read. I include the
reader in an irreverent, witty and warm conversation; I’m not interested in lecturing or
sanctimony.
What the world needs now more than at any other time is empathy. I understand
deeply the difficulty in accepting divergence from one’s constructed self. I built that safe
house and clung too long to its bones. I hushed the alarming voice shouting difference
inside my intestines because otherwise the whole operation would fall. I was afraid of
piecing together a new skeleton in the wreckage and debris, because it would harm my
understanding of my fixed self, and the promises I had made to my now ex-husband. I
radically changed my life, and my story will resonate with readers who have similarly
“started over:” moving homes, jobs, partners, or relationships.
As a musician and a woman, I am a creature of change, but I’ve spent much of my life
holding on to known, temporal things. I don’t know if I’ve gotten any better at letting go
since writing this book, so much as I have discovered how to be gentle with my wants as
they evolve. This is to say, I don’t believe my book does or should force a late-in-life
femme out of the closet because it’s not about coming out, so much as it is about coming
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into the dark unknown of our shifting temporary selves. I leave a food dish outside on the
safe welcome mat of my door, stories readers have tasted before, or are sinking their teeth
into for the first time. The End of Things is not a celebrity self-help book, it is a disclaimer
from a successful creative professional who is still scared shitless of newness, no matter
how necessary. It is my way of saying I see you, femme and questioning queers, I see you
women on the cusp of change, and I know how badly you are longing to be seen.

SECTION TWO: About the Author
I am a Top 40 songwriter producer based in Los Angeles. I got my start touring with the
Barenaked Ladies and in 2010 was awarded Best New Writer at the Songwriters Hall of
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Fame. In 2016, I wrote the #1 Billboard dance song “Places” for DJ Xenia Ghali and am
currently collaborating with a number of pop artists including OKGO, Son Little, and Shea
Diamond. Outside of ghost songwriting and producing for pop artists, I am known for
writing songs for commercials, film, and TV. Most famously, I penned the virginity loss
song "Spend the Night" for Shoshanna in season one of HBO's Girls and my song for
Scarlett Contra El Cancer, a film short-listed at Cannes about a girl losing her leg to bone
cancer, is now being developed into a Disney show for which I’m currently writing music.

As an ambitious youth, I won the New York Time’s James B. Reston award for an essay
collection. At Barnard College, I also won many writing competitions and wrote for the
Columbia Spectator. My main writing medium has been music since that time with the
exception of writing a music column for Tribeca Film Festival’s short-lived blog website.

More info can be found at abbydiamond.com

SECTION THREE: Chapter Summaries
Vivian and Betty
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When a friend convinces me that wire bras cause breast cancer, I begin a journey to find a
nipple-free wireless bra that takes me from being married in New York to divorced and
queer in Los Angeles.
Beverlee Jacobson
Alone in Los Angeles, I ponder the murder of my mother’s cousin Beverlee, who was shot
by her Hell's Angel's boyfriend in 1970. If I can find out who she is, I can heal my family’s
trauma, accept my own loss and solitude, and sink into my queer skin.
To My #1 Beauty Queen
Gallivanting across the globe with my first lady love Chloe, I wonder if I am holding on to
an incompatible partner to delay the relationship’s end.
On Desire
Written in the second person as a letter to my ex-husband, I show myself spinning out in
solitude, desperate for someone to receive the ticking talk box of my brain. I wonder if
desire is a projection of wants onto another as a respite for loneliness, and struggle to
make sense of time in the hours I spend floating alone.
Wild Horses
I follow an LA Times articles on the wild horses who fled the Paradise fires and settled in
Devil's County where they became sitting prey for mountain lions, and also the
abused racehorses at Santa Anita. I wonder if my band of single female friends will be
enough to protect each other in the tumultuous climate of 2019 or if, like the horses, we
will fall to our demise.
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Space Mountain
Taking a trans pop artist to Disney, I wonder if my life as an artist is a continual process of
plunging into the unknown. While Lavisha’s painful past and incarceration have inspired
her to live “as if it’s the last day on earth!”, my losses have made me risk averse.
The End of Things
Set in the backdrop of Yosemite and my final trip with Chloe, I reflect on our crumbling
surroundings and wonder if I’m making good use of my time or if I’m still holding on to
what is known to make myself feel a semblance of control.

Note: I have been working on an intro “interlude” entitled Disembodiment in case
publisher thought this was necessary. Sample prose:
“I don’t know if I’ve gotten any better at letting go, so much as I have discovered how to
hold and nurture a feeling in my hand like I did growing up with the ducklings on my
parents’ farm in western Massachusetts. I’m learning to be gentle with my wants, which
are also often nascent, kicking with webbed feed and puffy proud chests, and pinching for
air through tiny holes in hardened beaks.”

SECTION FOUR: Marketing Plan
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I work as a professional songwriter and pop producer so I’m able to market this book
through my social media as well as by asking famous musicians to do promotional Twitter
and Instagram posts.
Endorsements from artists or friends who have agreed to promote this book:
OKGO
Grammy award-winning band that has performed at every venue on the planet; Instagram
following 142K
Jarina De Marco
Latin pop artist who has 30.4K Instagram followers and who has been featured on a
number of programs including Broad City and Euphoria. We have written music together
for the Starz show Vida.
Son Little
12.7K followers, record label act signed to Epitaph who has a queer and black following.
We worked together on his album, and our song “about her. again” has been featured on
CBS, and ABC’s “How to Get Away With Murder.”
Dorian Electra
Nonbinary performance artist and collaborator with 100K followers who has a massive
queer and Gen Z following.

Kacy Boccumini
She was on The Real L Word, in the east side lesbian illuminati and close personal friend
who would promote through her social channels, Instagram is 32.7K followers.
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Gina Young
Award-winning playwright who heads up Sorority a queer event space, and who has a big
following in the queer community. Her day job is working at Topple, which is Jill
Soloway’s production company.
Gina Delvac
Podcast editor of Call Your Girlfriend who is also now heading up programming at Spotify,
who would be open to an interview and is a close friend.
Justin Tranter
Famous pop songwriter behind Justin Bieber and Selena Gomez hits and board member of
GLAAD. I work with his artist Shea Diamond, and our song “American Pie” has been
featured in a number of films and on the radio.
Meredith Talusan
Trans author behind Fairest, queer icon and social media influencer and friend.
Bryan Senti
TV composer and work partner who co-scored Transparent and who would promote.
Joe Lynch
Friend and editor at Billboard, can promote book in Pride issue.
Editors and Authors who helped with this book
Liz Stephens, Bernard Cooper, Summer Block, Zan Romanoff, Neela Banerjee
Queer event spaces, Bookstores
I am highly involved in the queer performing arts and literary community in Los Angeles. I
am friends with or have contacts at bookstores like Skylight or Alias in Atwater, and also
have done readings of my book with Cal Arts grad students. As mentioned above, Gina
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Young also runs a sold-out show called Sorority and we have discussed collaborating on
an event for my book.
Production
In terms of funding production, I will raise money with a performance coalition of east Los
Angeles-based writers and musicians. My neighbor Cameron Rath runs an event space at
his house, so we could put it on there or at another venue in Los Angeles. I would also be
open to Kickstarter or other related platforms, but it’s important for me to take a grass roots
approach in order for people to feel engaged with me and the work.
Book Design, Website, Merchandise
Graphic Designer Sara Jensen has also already begun a book jacket design. This creative
direction can change based on the publisher’s feedback, see EXHIBIT A at the end of this
document. Sara Jensen can also make merchandise with catch phrases.
Kate Johnston can design the website and branding for the book.
***The theme is “I am friends with highly talented creative women who will lay their
bodies on the line to make my book sell to a mid-20s to 40s female and queer
audience.”

Shorter pieces to gain interest
I have begun shortening the essays and writing related samples for other publications to
gain additional momentum and press. I have a completed essay President of the Lesbians
about moving to LA and following a problematic queer leader before settling into my
group of friends, that is highly sell-able. I also have a shorter piece I have sculpted for
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Modern Love or some other similar column that touches on similar themes of life and love
as temporary.

SECTION FIVE: Target Audience and How to Sell to Them
▪

Young and middle-aged women and queers including Gen X, millennials, and Gen
Z

▪

Divorced people or anyone single or going through a breakup

▪

People who are in transitional moments, for ex: moving homes, jobs or any
“starting over” story
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▪

People interested in sexuality, gender, trans culture

▪

Dating and meeting people in the modern era

▪

People interested in our fraught political moment and cultural history

▪

Readers interested in multi-generational family dynamics, trauma, and attachment
theory

▪

People interested in female friendship and female-centered communities

▪

Those interested in Los Angeles and California history and culture

▪

Members of the Jewish culture and community

▪

Music and songwriting fans

Videos For Instagram and Social Media and other Shareable Content
The packaging of the book design, as well as the social media marketing for Instagram will
be unstoppable. I have already discussed with Sara Jensen making:
1. Short and light-hearted graphic design animations that help move the material
forward and feature excerpts.
2. Because these are separate stories, they are highly shareable as stand-alone pieces.
Personal essays are the most shared content on social media; for example, mothers
will pass along a story of a woman who has written about infertility for Glamour
because people can impose their own story on hers and tag themselves or a friend.
3. I would also do some short live action videos talking about the work with friends
mentioned in the Wild Horses essay.
4. Creative directing new photographs and hair makeup for social media marketing is
also all very easy within my network of friends and collaborators.
5. Merchandise of catch phrases on shirts, totes also can be promoted on socials
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6. As mentioned above, a) readings, b) curated variety shows through my circles like
Sorority, c) podcasts, journalistic press will also be utilized and re-promoted here
Podcasts and Media
Gina Delvac “Call Your Girlfriend;” she also heads up podcasting at Spotify
David Montgomery at The Moth is a friend and could also interview
Autostraddle, Billboard Pride, Bust, Bustle, Lamda, Paper magazine, other traditional pressbased PR that I will continue to brainstorm with publisher

SECTION SIX: Competitor Books
Women Who Run With Wolves by Clarissa Pinkola Estes
Academic and scholarly book on death and loss as a means of becoming. My book
thematically is similar, but is more accessible and speaks to a younger, queer audience.
The Red Parts, Argonauts by Maggie Nelson
Maggie Nelson’s book on the murder of her aunt is similar in theme to Beverlee Jacobson.
My essay focuses more on the family dynamics and how trauma has been passed down
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through the female members of my generation. It also follows a parallel story of my being
alone and divorced in Los Angeles. Argonauts is a queer book but it is more academic and
focused on the relationship with her trans partner, motherhood, and blended families.
Little Weirds by Jenny Slate
Jenny Slate navigating her life post-divorce. My book talks on similar themes of loneliness,
but is queer and I am not a celebrity. I also touch more on the cultural moment we are in,
and the community of female friendships.
Aftermath Rachel Cusk
A dark memoir following her divorce from her husband. It is not queer-focused, and is
specifically about straight relationship dynamics. My book is more hopeful in tone as
well.

The White Album by Joan Didion
Memoir set in the backdrop of California landscape in a troubling political time and
Manson mania. My book touches on the instability of this moment and includes the crime
of my cousin’s murder, but also is rooted in my own story of coming out, moving across
the country, and divorcing my husband.
Sissy by Jacob Tobia
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Memoir from a trans perspective. I have an essay on a trans artist I work with and have
similar themes on queerness, but it’s rooted in a lesbian story and is more than a coming
of age or gender story. It’s about our time, and the loss felt with change.
Slouching Toward Los Angeles
A collection of essays including queer writers set in the backdrop of Los Angeles. My
memoir is obviously from one person’s perspective and has a broader reach than Los
Angeles. There also is more of a narrative cohesion on death and loss as a means of
becoming.

On Earth We’re Brielfy Gorgeous by Ocean Vuong
A beautiful work of fiction addressed to his mother who does not speak English, Vuong
touches on queerness, isolation and the immigrant experience. “On Desire” is addressed
to my ex-husband who can also not hear me, but the book is a memoir and not rooted in
the otherness of a Vietnamese character.

Time Is the Thing the Body Moves Through by T Fleischmann
Fleischmann considers the work of a Cuban American artist as a jumping off point to
discuss grief, love, and identity. This is a dense book which combines memoir with a more
academic and critical approach.

The Summer of Dead Birds by Ali Liebgott
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Lesbian poet Liebgott uses birds as a metaphor in this powerful collection on grief. My
book discusses the death of a self, person, or relationship, but is not poetry and is a
meditation beyond loss; it is also a story of starting over.
Willa & Hesper by Amy Feltman
In this novel following a lesbian couple from New York to Berlin and beyond, Feltman
explores themes of modern queerness, faith, sexual assault, and a fraught love. The longdistance romance I have with my first female love Chloe is woven throughout the book
and has similar themes of adventure. However, she is only one story in a larger meditation
on my inability to accept relationships and life as temporary.

SECTION SEVEN: SAMPLE ESSAY
Vivian & Betty
In June of 2017, my friend Tia convinced me that underwire bras were the
patriarchy and that restricted blood flow to our boobs caused breast cancer. The latter
claim has since been refuted, but I was not going to take any chances when it came to my
liberty or to my neuroses. The realization quickly set in that the wireless bras I knew about
were worn by the same women who sported natural Tom’s deodorant; they were
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composed of paper-thin, flimsy strips of cloth through which even the warmest nipples
would poke through. Shakira once sang lucky that my breasts are small and humble, so
you don’t confuse them with mountains, but all the same, I did not want men to ogle or
frankly, have an unavoidable confrontation with, my paltry peaks.
It took less than 43 seconds to Google “wireless feminist bra with soft demi cups”
before I came across the brand:
Vivian & Betty.
The name evoked my grandmother Rosalind, who oozed elegance, with auburn
hair perfectly curled around her David Yurman-jeweled ears—clip-ons because she did not
believe in piercings (i.e. an early proponent of my comfortable yet classy feminist
aesthetic). My friend Maggie had also started a high-end antique jewelry company called
Dottie & Lou as an ode to her grandparents, so I supposed a name like Vivian & Betty
would be timelessly sophisticated.
The V&B Kickstarter and website were impeccable. An HBO’s Westworld fembotlike 3D video demonstration of the virtual image technology, interspersed with moving
photographs of carefree women of various body types and ethnicities reminiscent of the
commercials for Dove soap and Think, a brand of period underwear that ran print ads
inside the New York City subway cars. I clicked purchase on a True Complexion skincolored bra ($188.00 – feminist chic ain’t cheap) and marked my Google calendar for its
arrival on Dec 1, 2017.
It was July 5, 2017, and living in New York City for twelve years had heightened my
intrinsic impatience. The idea of waiting in line for brunch was inconceivable, let alone
allowing five months for the construction of an over-priced bra. But I hoped the relative
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autonomy of my boobs and the resulting emancipation would be worth both the wait and
the ludicrous price tag.
Waiting was something I was experiencing a lot of in my relationship with Henry,
my husband of three years and sole partner for seven-ish. I had met Henry a week after my
23rd birthday, and began my journey with Vivian & Betty about a week before my 30th, an
age which would bring its own apex of truth that could not be so delicately tucked and
contained beneath the surface. Henry was addicted to being a lawyer, which resulted in
his sleeping two to four hours a night or sometimes zero. He developed sleep apnea and
shaky hands, as well as incessant guilt for enjoying leisurely meals, holidays, grocery
shopping, taking walks on the weekends, or generally existing in the world beyond life
science patent litigation. The more successful he was in his work, the more relentless he
became in his daily prophesies that “this time, no really!” he would “fuck it all up.” The
“it” he was afraid of fucking up was work, not life – his own or the one we had been
building together.
I met Henry in the age before apps, on a free online trial of a dating website called
How About We through which users suggest date ideas. Our first date was grabbing
sandwiches at Peanut Butter & Company and seeing a jazz show at 55 Bar in the
cobblestone streets of the West Village. Henry played saxophone in a ‘90s soul cover band
with a bunch of college buddies, one of whom used to date my friend Elise who he also
knew. He was shorter than I thought he’d be at 5’7, with a brown curly mop “Jewfro,” but I
liked his lean build and sweet college boy charm. His hand grazed the small of my back at
the music venue as I talked to the saxophone player who I would later record on my
album. I liked that Henry was impressed and not put off by my networking. Our second
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date was at a drag queen karaoke show in midtown, where he told me he dressed in a
poncho and sombrero in honor of his Mexican great- grandfather Jose Friedman for
Halloween. A natural musician, he had even picked up a pan flute and taught himself the
theme to “My Heart Will Go On” from the Titantic soundtrack. I liked his nerdy
confidence, and that neither of us would ever be considered cool. I grabbed his face and
kissed him. Our third date involved eating burritos, watching Waiting for Guffman, and
fucking. Eating burritos, we joked, is probably the least sexy food to consume when you’re
intimate with someone for the first time. He was “warm like a blanket,” I teased, as he
wrapped himself around me with the passion of a Latin lover. We went to Costa Rica
together that fall, and when we got back I remember that winter devouring muffin and
jams at Sarabeth’s and making love for hours. “Oh you didn’t know,” Henry’s lips tickled
my side, “Sarabeth is a secret aphrodisiac.”
I loved the way he loved my body, which I had starved and beaten for years with
anorexia and over-exercise. He nourished my bones, expertly cooking authentic Thai
recipes and introducing me to delicacies I had restricted previously such as wine, whiskey,
and herbal medicine. He showed me sustainable love was not the mindfuckery of
unattainable men I had been drawn to in the past, and the relief of not having to prove
myself to him, or him to me, fostered an easy connection. I relaxed knowing he wanted
me: to talk to, to kiss, to consume.
Compatibility was never a question. We both loved Weezer’s Pinkerton, and coined
a songbook of original compositions about our yorkie and terrier dogs in the style of old
Broadway show tunes with titles like “You Belong Here More Than Anywhere” and “Binky
Booperstein.” The foundation of our relationship was our friendship, which we both
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believed to be unshakable. If his work in life science patent litigation meant proving a
generic drug was composed of the same set of molecules as the name brand invented by
his client, then our specific set of individual atoms and chemicals were shared,
interchangeable, or complementary. We each developed a sixth sense, a feeling of
knowing when the other entered the room, and our lives before us became a distant,
lonely memory.
He proposed by slipping a ring on a neon dog collar that read “Marry Me” in tacky
rhinestone lettering, and training our dimwitted, half-blind black yorkipoodle Joan Rivers
Didion to jump on the couch to present it to me. “Am I marrying Joan or you?” I asked,
“Both,” Henry replied, and I kissed his pillowy lips as Joan sat atop her signature throw
cushion. The feeling was less surprise or relief – we were now four years in and owned an
apartment together –but more a totality of fullness, symbolically and literally, as we
demolished peanut butter chocolate cake and Riesling at Gramercy Tavern. I loved that
Woody Allen factor about New York City: that you could walk around the corner at 11:30
PM and stuff yourself with any food, that you could find someone to share a meal with in
this crowded, cold city.
Our wedding was in the fall of 2014, after completing a round of pre-marital
counseling focused mainly on his overbearing Jewish mother and my not being Jewish
enough. I was not practicing, not Kosher, and explicitly not interested in becoming
religious. She was Mommy Dearest, the underwire in the proverbial bra of our
relationship, a source of continuous discomfort disguised as familial love and support.
When I hung the mezuzah she gifted on the door, she passively jabbed, “This is to protect
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the Jewish home, so that means you’ll have to follow through.” I looked to Henry to say
something, but he was silent.
In couples’ therapy, his family became the red herring for the greater issue: feeling
like I lacked a companion because of Henry’s job. The discussion shifted to a pow wow
about “teamwork” to avoid causing conflict with his family and my loneliness took a
backseat. If this were Intervention, the drug addiction TV show we both loved, the intro
montage of Henry would be a cliched man behind a laptop, contrasted with images of his
childlike joie de vivre which I playfully teased bordered on cavalier. Where was the man
who once nearly broke his knee in an attempt to jump over a metal barricade, the fool
who was forced to do community service for public urination? Before, I assigned his allnighters to nerdy school boy charm, and his Type A qualities were ones I shared – what
other couple makes an Excel spreadsheet of activities and backup activities for their
honeymoon? Henry had always been career-focused, as I had been on my pop
songwriting and commercial music career, which sent me traveling regularly to Los
Angeles. We were that couple, the over-achieving Jewish east coast Barnard and UPENN
alums, living the dream in a high-rise Union Square apartment with Joan Rivers Didion the
canine, walking a mile to the village in the summers to try the newest restaurants. But we
talked less now owing to his work schedule—usually just ten minutes in the morning since
he often wasn’t home until 2AM. If he came home at a more reasonable time, we could at
least count on watching Intervention together. It made us feel better knowing we weren’t
those people, that our lives were not teetering on the edge.
Our sex life started to suffer too, and I became an intrepid explorer searching for
something that felt missing. We went to Babeland, a famous sex shop in New York, and
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purchased a vibrating cock ring, but it felt like one of those preying mantis massage chairs
at the nail salon that was going to eat me alive. I went on a girls’ trip to the Hudson Valley
and was shocked to learn all three of the women—two of whom struck me as complete
Pollyannas—had tried anal sex, but that wasn’t of interest to us. I wondered if my wavering
attraction was typical long relationship “itch” feelings or because of his fluctuating weight.
Or resentment that he was rarely around. It was difficult to feel alive at 2 AM, and I began
to envy Henry’s pleasure; that he got to have me whenever he wanted, but for him, I had
to wait up and lose sleep.
I remember it clearly in 2016 when I asked Henry the same question my
technology-challenged father had asked my mother (which she very unfortunately then
asked me): “How do I watch porn?”
I was not a stranger to self-love, nor was it an invitation to “shake things up” as a
group activity; I was asking Henry as a solo practitioner who had lost touch with her
imagination and desire. The viewing started out innocently enough, but I found the men in
heterosexual porn disgusting. In one video, perhaps for Catherine the Great horse
aficionados, a man with a comically large “d”—as Henry and I immaturely called male
genitalia—impaled a woman to such an extent that I feared for her life. I often looked only
at the women, wondering what they were thinking and feeling, and if they were enjoying
themselves.
This empathy resulted in searching for “lesbian sex,” “scissoring,” and “fingering.”
The videos were obviously recorded by and for men, and if I was going to watch women—
which I rationalized then as a “means to an end,” an escape from gross porn men—then it
would be through my own lens, not through the gaze of a man. A month later, sick of
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having watched the one tolerable Blue is the Warmest Color French lesbian film scene
multiple times, I returned to Henry with intel on a feminist porn company. Lucie Makes
Porn was run by a Barcelonan female director who shot porn on high-quality cameras with
the sheen of a classy indie film. I asked him to pay for the website subscription so that our
accountant would not see it on my tax return, and he agreed.
“But what if there’s an Ashley Madison episode that happens where your identity is
revealed?” I asked. Ashley Madison was an online dating site for married people that had
been hacked and all identities revealed, including religious celebrities not in open
relationships.
“This is not a dating site. It’s porn. The embarrassing part isn’t that I’m watching it,
but that I am paying for porn when everyone knows porn is free on the internet.” Henry
laughed, declining to watch with me. Maybe he did not have time and was happy I was
being satisfied.
As I was getting more “in touch” myself, I had also been co-writing songs with a
trans singer and a lesbian musician in Los Angeles. I once despised the west coast for all
the stereotypical reasons—traffic, bad restaurant service, vain people—but I was now
beginning to love the adventure a car offered, the slower pace, the artist community I now
had one foot in. I liked the spaciousness of the city, the possibility of becoming someone
else, and was starting to despise coming home to the small apartment I shared with Henry.
We had spoken twice while I was away for a month, the longest trip I had taken. When I
walked through the door, he did not look up from his laptop.
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“I’m sorry, I’m just so tired, I’m sorry,” Henry said, his eyes glazed over from two
hours of sleep, the pair of infamous Bose headphones resting like a noose around his
neck.
“You need help,” I snapped, and shut the door to our bedroom. He was now
sleeping on the couch, as the sleep apnea he developed from not resting resulted in
cacophonous snoring. On the odd nights he did get a full night’s rest, his deprived body
went immediately into REM and boomed like a bear in hibernation. I wanted to find a
solution and suggested the sleep center on the bottom floor of our apartment building, but
Henry did not have time and had grown accustomed to couch life. And besides, I was now
in Los Angeles half the time so he could sleep in the bed when I was away.
The artists I worked with in LA shared experiences of knowing they were gay by
instances of feeling “different,” or in the case of the lesbian, a questioning as to why she
was really collecting photos of women whose hairstyles she admired, or why she was
really mad about a girl on the playground taking her ball. The lesbians I knew growing up
were my godparents Amy & Gina and Jo & Lynn who were in their late 50s, and whose
style skewed stereotypically hippie butch with flannel, Birkenstocks, and sports bras. I was
athletic, but also once grounded for buying a baby blue frilly lace thong at Rave; my
childhood friend Nicole and I presumed this was preparation for our future deflowering. I
despised bra ladies at Victoria’s Secret with their ancient Constitution-era rulers, but was
nevertheless drawn to the gazelles in satin and lace, the feminine sexuality I yearned to
possess. Alessandra Ambrosio was my favorite of the super models, and I remember
hoarding my mom’s VS catalogs for “hair highlights” reference. I also tried tracking down
blue-eyed Callie from the Disney summer camp show Bug Juice. “She’s so pretty, I want
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her to be my friend,” is what I told my family. There weren’t a lot of lesbians on television
in the early nineties, certainly not feminine-presenting ones. Maybe my body was telling
my mind I was desiring a woman, but my brain forced a rewire of the message.
I had discussed the sudden end of female friendships with previous therapists, but
none questioned my subconscious longing to be close to a woman. In grade school,
Lindsey Sherman hid from me on field day because I was too overbearing, and I remember
admiring my best friend Marina Rosi’s blue eyes and blonde hair as we choreographed
Spice Girls’ dances after school. At Barnard College, I attached myself to a new best friend
each year, and would become jealous and angry if they got boyfriends who took “time
away from us.” A freshman-floor lesbian once claim her orgasms were so colorful she
wished she could paint them. But I was never friends with any of these women or even
considered sex with them. My desire would have been too real, at a time when I was
struggling also to see myself clearly. The demons of depression, anxiety, and an ongoing
battle with anorexia and exercise bulimia prevented the stereotypical girls’ school tryst,
and I limited experiences that involved letting loose too much.
Henry must have known I was watching mostly women since that was the majority
of the subscription site for which he paid, but he never said anything about it to me. A lot
of straight women watch lesbian porn, maybe that’s what he thought. I worried that by
indulging me in porn, Henry had unknowingly opened an attic door in me that had been
closed for years. A pseudo-scientist, I naturally took the Kinsey scale test on sexuality
several times in this period. Was my porn hobby a fun fantasy or a reality I was desperately
seeking and would need to satisfy?
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By the spring of 2017, a few months before my fated chat with Free Boobs Tia,
Henry and I were driving to his parents’ house in Long Island. I despised that he gave them
his time when he could give me none. I do not recall the conversation, only that suddenly
I was yelling, “I am alone and neglected in our relationship,” and, “By the way, I also
might like women.” What happened after is a blur, but I do remember repeating “What do
you have to say?” a lot, and finally Henry replying “I don’t know what to do with that, I
can’t think, I can’t think!” and more screaming and my attempted jump out of a moving
vehicle. He pulled over, I opened the door and was running out of the car … were we
somewhere in the Tristate on the way to his parents in Long Island?
“Come back! Stop! Stop! Let’s talk!” Henry yelled.
“It’s too late. It’s done it’s done it’s DONE!” I ran ahead of him. I had always been
faster than him and I resented him for not being able to keep up. I peeked behind and
thought of his asthma and began to slow. This is not how it will end. I took a breath and
wondered which state we were in, Connecticut? New York? New Jersey? I walked back to
him, and we sat in silence on the car ride home.
The sleep-starved, snoring Henry had now spent a year on the couch, and between
his late nights at the office and our individual work travels, the distance made it easy to
co-exist after this incident. But as soon as we settled home at the same time, “How was
your day?” was as awkward as when my family wandered onto a nude beach and was
forced to play volleyball with its overly friendly nudist patrons. Where do you look when
you can see below?
I dropped a less comical “d” bomb in the fall of 2017. My emotional appeals to
Henry that we needed to fix our problems had been met with “We will.” I had waited too
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many years and resented promises of future action; I wanted him to want me again. Now.
With the weight of the word “divorce” hanging in the air, he agreed to talk to another
couples’ therapist. In October, we rode a subway to the Upper West Side to meet scatterbrained Miriam, an early 60s woman who interrupted Henry mid- sentence to comment
on the unrelated subject of poor iPhone technology. We would continue to see her every
Wednesday at 4 PM.
“What if Henry does brunch once a month?” Miriam suggested.
“I see my friends more than that,” I said, looking through the slates of her window,
the view offering only a concrete alleyway barren save some trash cans. I despised his
professional legal voice for tricking her, downplaying the extremity of his work and
making me feel crazy.
“What do you think of that, Henry?” Miriam tipped her glasses on her nose. She
looked like a Jewish Meryl Streep. I wondered if she grew up dancing ballet or riding
horses like me, speculating her graceful posture was a result of practicing an imaginary
string pulling upwards from her chest. I remember despising that her chair was wooden
and firm, as it was impossible to keep my body from sliding and folding into the worn
brown leather couch. A piece of furniture meant to be comfortable but was anything but.
“We have different definitions of love,” Henry stated, “Am I supposed to feel guilty
for my career?”
I knew he was not asking a question to be answered. He looked at Miriam and then
down at the cracked leather of the empty middle couch cushion between us. He rarely
looked at me anymore when we talked at home either.
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“Are you saying I’m supposed to feel guilty for wanting you, and knowing you lose
sleep if you see me?” I searched for his eyes, but he refused to look up from the couch. I
skimmed the perimeter of the light brown room and set my sight on a painting of a fruit
bowl above Miriam’s desk. I took a breath, recalling my own therapist instructing me to
slow down and notice what happened in my body when I talked about Henry: my chest
tightened, my words rattled off fast, afraid of not having enough time. When I talked about
my desire to live in Los Angeles or fantasies of women, the feeling was akin to taking off a
bra at the end of the day: a deep sigh of unrestricted relaxation, an indulgent and freeing
relief of not having to rush to be anywhere else.
We touched briefly on my desire for women, but Henry’s body stiffened. I already
knew the only suggestion was an open marriage, but we were already so broken and
squeezed for time. A threesome also would not fulfill my first time Sapphic love, and I was
too afraid to say I did not imagine him or any men sexually. For the time being, we tacitly
figured my fantasy could be contained within my laptop screen.
The timer went off in Miriam’s room and I squeezed Henry’s hand before we
headed toward the subway. We sometimes did impressions of Miriam’s birdlike head
cocking on these walks to the 2 train, but this time we did not speak. At the train transfer
to midtown east, Henry kissed my lips a little too hard before exiting onto the platform,
and I held my fingers to my mouth the rest of the ride to Union Square. I am not sure of
the purpose: if I wanted to retain us there, or if I was afraid of what words would escape
when my hand let go of my lips.
“Hey Joan,” Henry said later that evening as he walked through the door, his
affectionate nickname I shared with our dog.
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“Don’t call me Joan. I can’t act anymore, I hate this!” I yelled.
“I can’t do this now, I have to work!” Henry shrieked, before letting down his
briefcase and stating coolly, “Let’s discuss in Miriam.”
“You use her as a crutch to avoid talking to me which you never did anyway. Stop
ignoring me! What else is there to even talk about at this point?”
“You might be right,” Henry said, and walked back out the apartment door at 11
PM, presumably to his office where he could work in peace.
Meanwhile, Vivian & Betty had also been silent, which struck me as odd since the
custom bra was scheduled to arrive in December. Customer service said I needed to
measure myself, and so I ordered a free measuring tape and guide which included the
phrase “Welcome to the Bra- volution!” in the email subject line. The measuring tape
arrived when I was on a solo vacation in the south of France, which was intended to be
our romantic three-year wedding anniversary that I had tacked on to a work songwriting
trip. Henry opted to work, hence his absence. I devoured the hyper-feminist book Women
Who Run With Wolves which centered on metaphorical deaths as ways for women to be
reborn into their true selves, and rode horses with my ex-pat Brit hosts who spouted
advice on letting go and “making a plan” as I headed to the fences. Is this what it felt like
to be alone?
The measuring tape sat on the kitchen table for a few weeks after my return; the
“work” of measuring myself became an odd procrastination, but eventually I opened the
envelope. There was a questionnaire to identify boob shape and size—"Don’t think about
it too long!” Vivian & Betty advised—and I circled the sad image of a sloped, concave Ccurve breast that turned up at the nipple in a 1940s fashion, even though my true shape
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was somewhere between the unnaturally plump balloon fruit and the sagging, deflated
dog snout. I remember feeling proud of myself for popping the fit test in the mail, and
excited to receive an e-mail reminding me that my $188 Kickstarter support early on
meant I received not one, but TWO of these liberating pieces.
During this time, Henry wrote an outline of things that made him sad, including his
job in which he felt like an imposter, feeling isolated from friends who stopped calling,
and his anxiety focusing during conversations with colleagues or potential friends. I was
nowhere on this list, but perhaps he was imagining his life without me. We had not
decided on DIVORCE, but the Miriam sessions had primed us for our relationship’s
impending death since lately questions were answered with more questions, and conflicts
remained unresolved. We had been fighting regularly now, an activity the even-scaled
Libra Henry never took the bait in before. He now freely told me to go fuck myself. I
smiled in shock.
I forced Henry to take a weekend trip upstate to a haunted house with the two
dogs. Our rescue terrier mutt Perla barked at creaks and shadows and attacked our senior
yorkipoodle Joan over a fallen pretzel. “It’s called a kill bite,” the Woodstock emergency
veterinarian said, noting that Perla hadn’t chomped down enough to seriously break skin.
She pointed at Joan’s neck rolls on the X- ray and said “Chunky.” Henry asked if that was a
medical term and I laughed. It was the first time we had laughed in awhile together, and I
remember my cheeks hurt. We cleaned dishes the following morning and a murder of
ravens – at least forty—covered every inch of the lawn on which the kitchen looked out.
Ugly caws rattled as they loomed and circled. We joked that Edgar Allen Poe was beneath
the ground, but silently shoved our things back in our bags.

32
“I have to get back to the city.” Henry said.
“Okay,” I replied with a twinge. He usually said home, and I always thought it was
cute when we were away, and he called an Airbnb or hotel room “home.” Let’s go home.
The phrase we whispered in the other’s ear at work functions or boring house parties.
Home, an escape from shitty people, a retreat into ourselves. When did our apartment in
New York become a space?
I wanted help and reached out to his sister Annie, who lived a few blocks away and
who was my usual stand-in companion on weekends and trips when Henry was
unavailable. We had even gone to Ireland together that spring. She had just found a
boyfriend, though, and ignored my email appeal, which revealed Henry wanted to “jump
out a window” as well as the forwarded list of problems he had composed to discuss with
a therapist when he “had time.”
“Annie is a cunt,” I spit with classic venom one morning. It was easier to lay the
blame on someone else than it was to talk about us.
“I think we should spend Thanksgiving apart,” said Henry, his eyes looking at the
ground and the tattered beige couch where Joan and he had proposed, “I’ve got to go to
work.”
The door shut, and this time I did not chase him to the elevator. I closed my eyes
and the words APART and WORK reverberated behind my ears, the letters moving behind
my lids, in and out in kaleidoscopic motion. APART WORK APART WORK. APART WORK
WORK APART APART. When I opened my eyes again, I was laying on the couch, and felt
the wet tongues of our dogs licking the salty tears from my eyes.
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The Vivian & Betty order “shipped out” the day before the holiday, and Henry
moved out of the apartment shortly after our separate returns. His silence on and then
defense of his family had upped my verbal abuse to the point of near physical assault.
“Are you fucking kidding?” I yelled, lunging toward his body, hunched over his
laptop on the couch, its cushion sunken in from his many nights sleeping there. “Why
can’t you ever be on my side, why does being on my side mean being against them? Have
you learned NOTHING NOTHING?”
“I can’t do this, I’m leaving,” he shrieked and ran for the door.
Realizing I would now be labeled abuser, I frantically blocked the door with my
hand which naturally only heightened his fear that I would hit him. He slid under my
raised arm against the door like a limbo stick, and slammed the door. I did not chase after
him.
Annie did not offer accommodation during this time, and I wondered if he
pretended to be a tourist as he toured hotel rooms in Union Square and Flatiron. It was
strange picturing him sleeping elsewhere in a neighborhood we lived in together for seven
years, in a city he had also lived in for thirteen. Maybe he slept at the office now too. I
wondered about his shoulder injury, if the hotel desk still gave him two key cards, if he
was comfortable.
Sitting on opposite ends of the couch at our final Miriam session, Henry’s voice was
unrecognizable, and he looked straight ahead to her – perhaps the middle couch cushion
was too close to my eyeline. I was a disease, an aggressor who could and had hurt him. I
wanted to shake him, take the pain away from him and from us. I wanted to find our way
back to the golden age neither of us quite remembered. What came out instead were more
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self-righteous verbal assaults, only this time Henry no longer stood the bullets of my
aggression. When I said, “I think we’re over,” Henry let out a deep, exhausted breath and
replied, “I think that’s right.” Henry had always coolly found the way out when we got lost
hiking—an inevitable event which often triggered my anxiety and anger—but now we
remained in the woods. We were “getting a d,” but not the funny kind.
I called my sister the following day from a rental Zipcar sobbing. I had taken a
second solo day trip to the Hudson Valley to ride horses and refresh myself on the “plan”
post-letting go. Boyz II Men’s “End of the Road” played on repeat, and the word
“unnatural” in the chorus (it’s unnatural, you belong to me) was sending me into hysterics.
WHATHAVEIDONEWHATHAVEIDONE?! The idea of our molecules separated in
space never to be reunited in this lifetime made me sick. She said I wasn’t making sense
and instructed me to pull over, but instead I shut off the song and floated home where I
watched marathon episodes of Curb Your Enthusiasm. Five episodes in, a rubber band
snapped in my brain:
Go to a lesbian bar.
I was a Barnard alum who had never kissed a girl and I can count on my hand the
number of times I was drunk then—let alone wandered into an NYC lesbian bar in my
roughly thirteen-year residency. I had done my research many times over in my budding
porn phase though and spoken to my personal therapist about wanting to sneak out to the
famed lesbian establishment Cubby Hole. We decided that guilt and shame were not
fulfilling placeholder emotions for my loneliness or a pure “first time” experience ... but
now I was a free radical; an unpaired molecule.
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I made my first stop at Henrietta’s on Hudson, surprisingly the only other lesbian
bar in Manhattan. The place was empty save the bartender, a slender African American
woman with a short Afro, and a young patron with a short, buzzed haircut learning to
make cocktails. I sipped whiskey nervously and asked the bartender about the wildest
nights she had seen in her fifteen years working at the establishment. She obliged, and
grinned dishing about love triangles, women hooking up on the pool table, and topless
dancing on the bar at which I was sitting.
“Maybe you should come back later,” she said, wiping a glass with a dirty rag. “6
PM isn’t usually the time this stuff happens ya know?”
“No worries,” I said, letting out a forced laugh. “I’m hungry anyway. Whenever
you’re ready, close me out and I’ll grab dinner.”
An overpriced and over-salted cacio e pepe solo meal ensued, and I walked into
Cubby Hole around 8:30 PM. At first, it felt like a networking event but pitched in a higher
key of desperation; over-eager lesbians in their late 40s took me under their wing, and a
professor of neuroscience at Columbia who said, “All I do is work!” invited me to the
Sunday West Village farmers’ market. A few drinks in, I spotted a Latina femme hipster
couple kissing at the edge of the bar. I walked and stalled toward them before coughing
up, “I don’t know what I’m doing, will you guys help me?” Before I knew it, their friends
were swarming around saying “Welcome to the club!” and setting me up on a blind date
with their friend Chloe who I learned was “French! Amazing in bed!”
The following Tuesday, Chloe walked into an Upper East Side eatery in a tribal
pattern coat and a white knitted winter hat that hung over her wavy auburn hair. A military
brat, she was born in the countryside of France but grew up in war zone Croatia where she
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learned both Croatian and what she dubbed the “language of the enemy” German
(speaking seven languages total), and later moved back to France to study at a prestigious
university and complete mandatory service in the police task force. Graduate school in
international policy at Kalamazoo, Michigan was her first experience of America, and she
had spent the past eight years in NY working for the French government on how their
companies could invest in the US market. She was commanding but soft all at once, and
as I watched her mouth moving as she spoke, her lips stopping every so often to reveal a
smile of perfect white teeth, I also had the image of her in a French paramilitary uniform
jumping out of planes to save people stuck on mountains like the hot lesbian
policewoman in Les Revenants. (This was a show Henry and I loved in which dead people
“return” to their hometown in the French Alps as if nothing happened.)
I was into her.
It was raining that night, so we went back to her 4 floor walkup apartment to get
th

umbrellas to walk on the East River but never left.
“Do you like Christine and the Queens?” She asked of the French LGBT artist
playing.
“Yes!” I replied with a little too much enthusiasm. The wait was making me stir, I
hadn’t thought this far into the plan. Maybe I needed to make the first move? “Is it okay if I
kiss you?”
“No one has ever asked me that before, very polite” she smirked, “And yes, please.”
I cannot remember how I got to the couch where she was facing me, only the
feeling of the fullness of her lips and a conscious concern to not bear too much weight on
her lap. She lifted her shirt up revealing an elegant black lace Victoria’s Secret bra. I
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smiled, I had seen many bras like this on women in gym locker rooms, but never in this
context.
“It’s like riding a bike, no?” said Chloe, as we were now in her bedroom undressed,
and who had been falsely informed I had been with a man for many years and girls
“before.” She felt natural and whispered the word “warm” a lot in a French accent that
sent kinetic waves to my neck. The only surprising moment was learning that “scissoring”
was a joke in the lesbian community because it requires perfect symmetry. I left feeling
like I had just lost my virginity, and wondered if this first time experience could replace
“getting it over with” with my freshman year ex-boyfriend in a Harlem apartment that
smelled of cat piss (on his wall also hung the famed poster of the French girls kissing.) I got
on the subway grinning as I touched my lips, my insides charged. How many other people
on the Q train had a fantasy fulfilled that night?
A few days later on December 8th an email arrived from my friends Vivian & Betty:
“Wishes do come true your products are shipping!” By this time, I had set my plan into
motion: I was moving to Los Angeles on the first of February. I had already planned to
sublet in the spring, but when Henry moved out, I informed my landlord to extend the
lease. On our second date, Chloe lay on the couch of my apartment as Gladys Knight spun
on vinyl. She pulled my shirt above my head and said, “I love a see-through red lace
bra!” (a wireless bra I tested which revealed my aureolas) as “Every Little Bit Hurts” began
to play. I blurted I was moving to LA, and also that I was tired so she should go.
This was the start of several push and pulls with Chloe, who I would continue to
label “the French girl” to friends as a way to proactively distance us. But the more I pushed
Chloe away, the more defiantly she “returned,” like Les Revenants, to my apartment. The
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lesbian joke “What does a lesbian bring to a second date?: A U-Haul” ended up being
true, with Chloe leaving various sets of clothes on top of moving boxes. I had gotten what I
wished for, and now wanted a return to sender and an exchange for something between
alone and 24/7.
The French philosophy of time being a concept created by man had also grown old
fast, and I resented apologizing for my “intensity” in a place like New York where the time
of dinner reservations was not a construct. I was waiting again, and wishing I was waiting
for Henry. I started smoking weed more to relax to her, which resulted in burning my scalp
while leaning over to light a blunt that was too short. Chloe, who practiced natural
feminine regimes like lettuce face masks and bath bombs, googled a coconut oil and egg
yolk concoction that formed waxy balls on my head but at least replaced the smell of
toasted hair. Chloe cooked a delicious lobster for her roommate and my friend that
Christmas. I e-mailed and angrily called Vivian & Betty several times in this period from
the holidays to New Year’s: the bra had still not arrived, so I changed my shipping address
to California.
The final countdown in New York involved getting the flu for ten days, which I was
relieved to contract as the suffocating feeling of bronchitis was preferable to the weight
and wait of Chloe. When I got better, I cancelled plans last-minute rudely.
“Well, I left my cheese grater and sweater at your apartment,” she wrote.
“It’s not an emergency, you can get it another time, I have movers coming Monday.”
“I’ll come during my lunch break, it’s not a big deal,” she pressed.
“No. I’m working. Another day.”
“I won’t be long.”
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“I don’t know why you keep insisting. This is not a good day, you’re being psychotic.”
“You’re a despicable person!” she wrote, and a few moments later: “A cheese grater is an
emergency to a French person!”
My therapist had instructed me to slow down, but time with her was too extreme,
and there was nothing sexy about this parental role of wet blanket reality checker. Making
space for her when I was still discovering myself as a freshly separated, lesbian imposter in
her adolescence (I had not told her she was my first), was also too confusing. She was not
wrong that I had been despicable. Two weeks before, she had jumped out of a cab when I
yelled at her for taking a forty-minute smoke break with the meter running, ignoring my
texts that I needed to get home and walk the dogs. But the next night we both walked into
Cubby Hole at the same time and started again as if nothing happened.
I shut the door to the empty apartment I had shared with Henry on February 1 and
st

boarded a one-way flight to Los Angeles. I received another email that day from VB: “Your
order for the VB True Complexion is on its way.”
I thought back to a few days before when Henry had agreed to meet me for drinks.
Tia, who now wore no bras, had recently separated from her boyfriend of five years and
written a lengthy Facebook post detailing their last date and the maturity of their breakup.
Henry had seen the post too, and repeated “No food!” as if the idea of sitting down to a
meal with me after all we had consumed together was traumatic. Our final sendoff was
technically the second time I had seen him in those two-ish months. I had packed his
boxes since he could not be trusted with his work schedule to prioritize clearing our
apartment. He arrived late, around 9:30 PM, as my mother and I were working and I
agreed to leave. Before bedtime, I told my mother about Chloe but the coming out was
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anti-climatic. Save my typically stoic mother revealing she had been with a woman in the
70s but would not expound beyond “it was a different time then – free love.” I wonder if
knowing her story sooner would have helped me?
When Henry walked into the bar with hunched shoulders, I saw he had gained a
few pounds, and his face was wet and flushed red from crying. Maybe he looked away
from me not because he did not want to see me, but because he did not want to be seen. I
asked for him to look up at me several times during our meeting, but he said it was too
difficult; not wanting him to flee, I let it go and joked that I could put a timer on the table
for him to look up every five minutes. He looked up at my eyes to smile and we both
began to cry so we went back to how it was before. The form of our drinks mimicked a
strained job interview; I did not want to mention our dogs he loved, and who were our
usual tension reliever, since I was taking them to LA, or Chloe who thought it “strange” my
dogs were considered family. I decided to focus on work—a comfortable subject to him at
least. I asked if he had seen any friends post-moving out, and on New Year’s he had
apparently tried ecstasy with a finance friend who bragged about glamping at Burning
Man (we both never liked him), and who was also going through a divorce. Other than
that, he said he did not do much but work and reached for napkins to wipe his tears.
Henry sat up and said, “I need to go back to work, I’m already fucked,” and I was
surprised to see an hour and a half had passed.
“Do you have any final words?” I asked
“Take care of the dogs,” he said.
“I meant for me.”
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“Take care of yourself too,” he blurted. We hugged goodbye on the street and
walked in opposite directions. I wondered if he was headed to a hotel, or if he had a lease
by now.
The Vivian & Betty bra arrived my first week in Los Angeles, where I spent half my
car rides crying to various songs on Weezer’s Pinkerton including the prescient “Pink
Triangle” (I’m dumb she’s a lesbian, thought I had found the one, we were good as
married in my mind but married in my mind’s no good) I recalled Henry telling Miriam
their tune “Tragic Girl,” reminded him of me in 2011 when my aggression and depression
were at peak performance. He knew then it was “doomed” yet naturally our 2017 therapy
sessions were my first time hearing this, as he had pushed these thoughts below. “You’re
like a European discotech playing current pop songs ten years later,” I snapped,
rhetorically asking if what was currently happening between us would take seven years to
sink in too.
I waited until a day after the movers arrived with the boxes to open the one from
Vivian & Betty and the bra fit exactly as I feared, only worse. The clasp in the front did not
come undone, so I finagled the bra over my head and wrestled it down. Once in place,
the bra pinched tightly at my sides like a corset, and the frozen center clasp was inches
above resting flat against my sternum as the questionnaire sketches had also asked of my
previous patriarchal bras. There was no wire, yet this costly piece of liberty was more
uncomfortable than any bra I had ever owned. I stared at the box exterior featuring a black
and white photo of a 1950s woman in a pointy bikini top on the beach, presumably the
founders’ grandmother for whom this new-age “comfortable” piece honored. All of that
waiting and great expectations for a misfit undergarment encased in pretty packaging. I did
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music for advertising for a living, and yet I had fallen for this bourgeois third-wave
branding.
I thought of the week before when I had sold my diamond engagement ring to my
friend Maggie’s father. His esteemed antique jewelry business in the Diamond District was
a small, no frills office that required two buzzers on entry, and which had operated for
twenty-five plus years in a generic office building that was nestled between the dark
underbelly of pawn shops on 5th Avenue. I watched as he decapitated the stone from the
setting and repeated words like “worth” and “value”; the band was nothing, and the stone
being modern would not be that valuable either. My married last name was Diamond, so
the words felt particularly cutting. Much like Vivian & Betty, my ring setting design
mimicked an antique but was not actually timeless and was also an object I had wrestled
on and resized several times the past three years.
I shoved the VB back in the box.
There’s a glitch on the return tab for the website of Vivian & Betty, which I’ve since
learned is based in Portland, so I have spent a day or so in more angry correspondences
with customer service asking them to email me the package return slip. I’m now alone in
my new LA home. It is silent, save when I’m practicing music, as I’m delaying setting up
my new record player because most music now makes me cry.
Today I received this email: Thank you for your reply. Attached is your return label
so you can return your bra back. As I mentioned before, please don't hesitate to call us at
the number below if you have any questions at all. We do apologize for the inconvenience.
We're here to support you! – Emily
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I sneer reading the last phrase “support you.” At the present moment, my printer is
not set up yet to print the return slip, so whether it’s procrastination or the California
breeze unwiring my Type A brain, there’s no rush to send the bra back. I think I have fewer
than thirty days now, but I’m not marking the calendar. The Vivian & Betty box sits atop the
coffee table with the unopened vinyl record in a box below, and for once I am okay with
the temporary clutter of silence.

EXHIBIT A: Design Mockups of Book Jacket by Sara Jensen (sarajensen.net)
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