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Something had bee different ey

’ €r sinc s o -
She’d been offered the list of po e the eye transplant.

ssible side effects: dryness,

& aura. Yet there is nothin
“ ’ . : g t()
the effect of “I don’t recognize myself in the mirror” in the infor-

graininess, the occasional floatin

mation packet, nor online.,

And the doctor is only taking phone calls, from home,
* because of the virus.

“We’re not a mental health office,” adds the receptionist.

, In other regards, Laurie is lucky to have acquired such
:young and healthy eyes. They're young, anyway, in compari-
§son to the standard; she’d been told that most recipients had
ccepted their poor vision as ‘better than the alternative’. Yet
' arold Splinter from Dayton, Ohio had died at 34, and he hadn’t
even worn glasses. His cancer had been in his colon, too: all the
at the other end of his body.

2 Now she would have fresh eyes, the time to make revisions
yher novel. She'd spent the last of her savings on her short
o fVe, to stay home with her rent on pause is a chance t’na.t she’ll
er have again. Everyone else is writing about how suff

1 feel in self-quarantine — yet having had a hole in her

ocated
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derwent chemo.
No distractions. She pulls her router from the wall, cancels

i omes easy, for a while, after that. Yet !
her Netflix billing. She takes down every mirror in the i 4 e

that
apart.- the more conscious she becomes ofh

e G ! 1 erhands, 1y
ing been poking into every crevice of herself , ; i il
ment, having been poking Vith hey ound her nails that bothers her, really: the way that
new eyes. he i

She’d been lightly disappointed that, like her old oneg,
they’re blue.

whitens, victim of the winter ajr and hargh g
ttaches the router to order a luxe hand crea
wall which she always digs through, Gloveg

ani-
m—
But hair becomes her biggest problem. Each moment
before she presses the power button on her computer, it'’s g])
that she sees: bright in the reflection of the dark screen is gray-

ness especially apparent, always messy in several directions,

are

ose do nails have, anyway?, is the p

n't need them to type.

ascent

As she goes on to try to read her chapters, her hair in more ‘
than one way takes root at the back of her head. She feels as if isolated
she’s been invaded, penetrated. It's a canker sore that the tongue
can't leave alone—and, in the same way, Laurie often feels her

hands slipping upwards.

ing how quickly the skin on her lips grows
becomes too aware of it—sh

e sees it, always,
f her forks—she figures th

On the fourth day, leaning over the kitchen counter and

ing liquorice from a bag, she stares at the piles below her _ .

e = i : PR aps of skin, after a]]
chair. It'll soon reach her knees: a taunting manifestation o TE

each wasted minute, of every unwritten word.

at they’ll just as

No one will see her for at least three months, anyway, she
begins to think.

It might even be smart. Everyone’s freaking out about not

vortable, after that, 4 her couch her cre
being able to get haircuts,

: Just have t, destroy a bit to cre
therpage. She’s had to suffer, a i
e Challenge of distractiop.
d been self-

a-
The next day she throws all of her hair—picked “."d '
shaved—down the garbage chute. This will motivate her to finish

the book earlier, she decides. If she doesn’t, she’ll have to tell

ate, she
ttle, for

harming, anyway—merely
70
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And the evening that she sits in her nightgown, ¢r 055-leg

L  ien she comes across the hideousness of knees. Hep« "
) W C '(\

aneven, and knobby, and they protrude from her legs like faces
Since skin grows back, she thinks, it'll be better to remove
the whole thing; if she secures her calves back to her thi ghs, she

might even get around without too much struggle. It'll keep her

sitting, working.

But she wakes the next day, to her truculent horror, sens.-
ing overgrowth. Her eyes open to a long head of hair, full nails.
fleshy knees. She must have dreamt all of her auto-surgeries, she
thinks, until she finds chunks of herself in the freezer.

Every morning becomes a routine of shaving, ripping, of
sawing at herself before she can sit with her manuscript. The
acts become as casual, to her, as setting down her keys. She stops
noticing the lengths of hair along the floors—the knees atop the
dresser, the counter, the couch.

Yet one dripping morning, as she’s bringing the knife
down onto her lips, she looks to herself in the reflection.

Her eyes would probably regenerate brand new, t0o, she
realizes. Maybe they’ve even been ready, this whole time, and
waiting behind these ones like adult teeth.

She finds that she’s wrong; yet without sight of her body,
Laurie can only think about her book. She gets through with

voice-to-text commandment faster than she’s ever typed:

Finally, she thinks, stretching herself outward. I can relax.




