Little things tie us together; small memories of days past and moments shared join us in an endless, interconnected chain.  But some of us are born together.  Some of us are just meant to live out our lives, side by side.  With me, that other half is Jake.  And even though we have been torn apart, we will nevertheless end joined to each other.
I saw someone that looked like him at the grocery store the other night.  He was examining heads of cabbage…such a strange occupation.  I saw the ring on his left hand and I wanted him.  I wanted his dark head between my thighs, and I wanted that ringed hand to caress my body.  I miss him, this stranger that I never knew.  I miss his touch and it aches, aches in my chest.  

I saw the stranger again in front of me when I was paying for groceries.  He had a different scent.  I felt betray, angry, taken advantage of by a cruel world that sought to rip me away from my memories of Him…Jake always smelled like Lever2000 and Old Spice aftershave and crisp, clean grass.  The stranger reeked of Polo Blue.  

I went home today the long way.  I drove past our old haunts, and I saw his smile spread across the sky, like the many-colored clouds of our past floating through the sky of my recollection.  I had to see him again.  I had to lie in his arms.  I could no longer stay away.

I went to him, in the rain.  The storm clouds had gathered overhead, and downpour only served to heighten my need to be with Jake.  As I broke into the house of our parents, I cried out his name “Jake, Jake!  Where are you?!”  And then I found him.  He was asleep.  He looked so innocent and peaceful, so relaxed and unguarded.  I kissed his lips.  Maybe they twitched a little, I don’t know.  I just knew that I would have him again, and no one would stop me.  He would be mine again, forever and ever and ever and ever and EVER!!!!!

I had to prevent anyone from having him…I had to mark him as my own forever…I had to keep him by my side, so no one could have him.  I had to find a way to guard him from the world.  They would take him away from me, for sure.  They would think that I’m not worthy of him.  They would make me leave him so that he could be with that BITCH….well, no one would touch him again, soon enough.  

I didn’t want him to feel it.  I didn’t want him to have to suffer any, but I just had to safeguard his beautiful body from their nasty touch.  I didn’t mean to make him bleed; I didn’t mean to make myself bleed, but the needles…they were so sharp and I was so excited…and the glass, it was everywhere…
After it all, we were on the floor, our limbs sewn together.  He no longer had that smile on his lips.  And I no longer had that light in my eye.  But we were together at last.  That was how we entered the world, connect at the hip.  That I how we will exit.

