
REMAKING THE WORLD
“I am scared of everything” I loud-whispered to
him repeatedly. He got a little in front of me,
where he gets when he thinks I might
absentmindedly walk into traffic. He listened,
and I explained that it wasn’t just that I
couldn’t see my future, I couldn’t even imagine
it. Whatever sense I had yesterday for who I
would be in six months, for who I would be for
the rest of my life, it had slipped away as we
had walked out of that office. All that was left
was a warm, indecipherable fog.
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