
There is always the path back to the place you began, but this time, 

take another. You have been given the colors of a Vermeer, made in 

muted light. They are what twilight does to wheat and shadow. And 

then the man below you, in his apartment, does a kind of singing— 

as though he is making song with his fingers as they drum a tabletop. 

As soon as you name this color gold, it looks like ultramarine or even 

distant knapweed or even a part of the ocean. The dripping rain on 

the rooftop is now as random as the click of the second hand heard 

between the shhh-shhh of passing cars. But really, anyway, there’s no 

where were we. The cars interrupt the darkness with their splashes of 

sudden, repeated white. There’s a kind of rhythmic humming now 

from below, as though the voice, or several voices, run, again and 

again, into a wall, insistent, and the walls themselves are ticking— 

or is it the heater, or is it the rain. Something apparently wants to 

chant—will use anything to chant. And you—where do you think 

you’re going.
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