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Knot-Tangle
by Roger Market

“What’s her name?” Naomi said, as I worked on the knot – the tangle we’d created – in the moonlight.
	“I – does it really matter?” I said, trying my best to untie her hair from the headboard, trying to see through the extra liquid that had worked its way into my eye socket. The knot, the mass of hair, was thick, but I worked vigilantly, incessantly. I owed it to her to free her from my bed.
	“Yes. I want to know.”
	Silence.
	“Come on,” she said, “you whispered that name ten minutes ago. I want to hear it.”
	“It’s Ja – I mean Julie. It’s Julie.”
	Silence again, and then: “Oh, Julie! Baby, don’t stop!” She arched her perfect back as she said this, at least as best she could, since her hair was trapped, a prisoner of our vigorous lovemaking. Her skin was smooth, damp with beautiful sweat, which twinkled in the hazy moonlight.
	“Stop it!” I cried. And then a tiny, insignificant tear fell from my chin and soaked her hair completely. Naomi didn’t notice. At this moment in time, vanity was a non-issue.
	“Don’t tell me to stop. You should have stopped. You should have shown some restraint! Don’t you love me?”
	At that, something inside me died. Was it my heart? I couldn’t tell. Darkness poured in through a funnel, and I wanted her to hurt me. Somehow. Just hit me, I thought but didn’t say. “Of course I love you. I just...missed you, while I was away. I couldn’t stand it.”
	“When you miss someone, you call them,” she said. “You don’t go out and fuck the nearest hot blonde. Jesus!”
	“Er...brunette, actually.”
	I stopped working. The knot wasn’t going to loosen. “Sorry.” It was weak, but it was all I could muster.
	Suddenly, she started sobbing. I hadn’t realized she wasn’t, before. “Oh God!” she said. “You slept with someone else!” Her face was empty, her eyes gray, save for the cold wetness of her personified, corporeal sadness, which had begun to leak unto the pillow in two separate spots, forming a broken heart – the symbol of a heart, I mean.
	“I’m...sorry, Naomi.” I couldn’t tell her what had really happened, that there was more to it than a simple brunette and a bit of hot sex. The truth was that it was so much different than anything between Naomi and me. It was something I’d always craved but never had the guts to try, because I’d always loved Naomi so incredibly much. But in some paradoxical way, my spontaneous, adulterous encounter meant even more than did any previous lovemaking with Naomi. I hated that it did, but I couldn’t do anything about it. Naomi couldn’t take it, if I told her; and I’d already ruined our lovemaking, now that I’d let the proverbial black cat out of the sack. What could I do?
	“Oh for Pete’s sake! Get the scissors.”
	Stunned at first by her suggestion, I recovered, and then slowly reached for the scissors: I pushed my hand into the end table drawer, which was already open, since we had grabbed some protection earlier, and pulled out the sharp, heavy shears I’d always had but never used. “Are you sure?” I said, looking at her beautiful brunette hair.
	“Just cut the damn thing off!”
	At that, I sobbed uncontrollably. My hot tears connected with hers on the pillow, spilling together, forming absolutely nothing. A blob. It mocked us, me. I held the scissors up, and put them to her locks. Brunette-colored strands flowed into the metallic grip of our hero, the scissors. But I couldn’t sever the hair from her head, my lover from the throes of my bed.
	“I can’t do it.” I’m weak, I thought.
	“Give me the scissors!” I did, and she started to cut. I watched each hair split into two, one by one, in slow motion, as if by magic – the real kind, I mean.
	“No, don’t!”
	“Too late,” she said. And then it was too late. She was free. Damaged but free. I’d seen the knot, the tangle, turn into a hundred dark hairs and fall between the bed and wall.
	It was over, and in a flash, darkness consumed all. The moon had dropped out of the sky. Cupid had shot it down, and then gouged out his own heart, warm red tears erupting, exploding like a supernova in deep space.
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