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hat I'm about to tell you notwithstanding, I am not a stalker.
Or a boyfriend-stealer. I ended up in Donovan’s closet
entirely by accident.

We'd been flirting for a while. He used to be in a band with
my friend Jason, who was now in this band Diatribe. T was never
really much into the music scene before that (I love music, but the
whole indie music scene eluded me — something to do with a de-
gree of coolness I found intimidating — Jason once said “you could
weave a tapestry from the mutton chops alone”) but I started going
to all Jason’s shows, to show my support, and so did Donovan. It
was easy to see why they were friends — they both had that brainy
rock star thing going on, which on Jason equaled a non-haircut
$50 haircut, Levi’s, and the occasional D&G jacket (courtesy of his
day gig at the jingle house) and on Donovan, the 29-year-old pre-
maturely balding shaved head, black-rimmed glasses (nerd cool)
and lab coat. He’s getting a degree in chemistry. He’s a chemist.
He’s a chemist who plays in a band. (His band is called U.) You
have to admit that’s pretty cool. He plays drums. Possibly you
already know that there are all kinds of drummer jokes (I didn’),
that the drummer is typically seen as the slacker of the band, but I
LOVE drums, and the chemist-drummer combo was a total indie
rock do as far as T was concerned. (I know thing zero about chem-
istry, which in some weird way made him even more appealing. I
felt like his understanding of chemistry, even if I was unable to ever
converse with him on the subject, just put him on this other level
of intelligence. T felt like only grown-ups knew about chemistry.
I didn’t even know anyone whod taken it in high school.) Plus,
Donovan! Who doesn't need a boyfriend named Donovan?
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Bitter Hipster] have turned out to be men of lesser ambition. To
whom the oft-cited mantra “selling out” expands to include con-
cepts like paying rent, having car insurance and sometimes even hav-
ing a phone. All of which, when spoken aloud, must be heavily
italicized. Guys who have a certain studied cynicism. And you
know, there’s a certain cynicism inherent in being from New York,
which I am, but a) this is Chicago and b) after a while it’s just bor-
ing. I prided myself on my ironic detachment too, when I was
seventeen. I'm thirty now. There are some things to be happy
about.) But Donovan was obviously really funny and really smart,
and, entirely unsolicited, mentioned that he loved two of my favor-
ite authors and after just a few minutes of gabbing I was sure that he
really was going to be my new boyfriend. Sometimes you can just
tell. And every time I saw him it was the same thing, we'd just gab
and it would be obvious that we could keep gabbing but then he'd
never ask me out. I consulted my Magic 8 Ball key ring, which I
only used in emergencies for two reasons: because there was always
a chance I wouldn’t get the answer I wanted (it had an uncanny rate
of accuracy; I know, but whatever) and because nine times out of
ten it landed on the line between two answers, and you could never
get it to stick on one or the other before it picked another two — my
solution to this was always to choose whichever one my eye landed
on first, but sometimes the mind plays tricks this way (always in
my favor). In this instance, when I asked if Donovan was going to
be my new boyfriend it landed on one very nebulous answer: Can't
Tell. For the moment I decided it was best to leave that alone.

I fantasized about him for weeks. In my fantasies, there’s sex,
of course, which is needless to say brilliant (so brilliant that I can
almost pretend there are no appliances involved), but mostly in my
fantasies he naps with me on the couch (I have a bigger couch, in
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minutes.” I didn’t have to mention I was at Donovan’s. He found
me in the closet in a pair of Donovan’s sweatpants and my hair in
ascrunchie. He gently pulled the scrunchie out and smoothed out
my hair. “I had no idea it had gotten this bad.” He handed me a
brush and we drove straight over to Barney’s.

In the men’s department, Jason called over a shoe salesman
(they knew each other by name) and asked him to tell Mel he was
here. Mel, a fiftyish man in a navy Jil Sander suit, came out from
the back room and hugged Jason like they were old friends. Jason
introduced me to Mel, who shook my hand and smiled warmly.
“Mel’s my personal shopper,” he said.

“Welcome,” Mel said, which I thought was a funny thing to
be saying at Barney’s, the way he said it, anyway. It was like he was
welcoming me to some kind of fraternity. Plus, we were still in
the men’s department, which I didn’t have much use for. “Come
on back,” he said, leading us to the back of the store. He leaned
into Jason’s ear. “I have some nice things for you when she gets
settled.” Jason nodded. “T'll let you show her in from here.” Jason
led me into a secluded dressing area reserved for special customers.
It was exquisite. Like a spa. It didn’t smell like lemons, but I will
say I had a little bit of that closet feeling almost as soon as I walked
in. It was all white with a skylight even and there was a huge
overstuffed chair with an ottoman in one corner I settled myself
right into. The shoe salesman came in with a glass of wine and a
small cheese platter and then he and Jason left me alone for a little
while. T thought maybe someone would bring me some clothes at
some point, but no one ever came and I was kind of hoping they
wouldn’t anyway. They just let me stay until I was ready to come
out. I had a little wine and cheese and fell asleep in the chair.
When I got up I felt like I'd had a weeK’s vacation. I caught my
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Jason and I have long since crossed the boundaries of what is
normally considered appropriate in a male-female friendship. It’s
one of my favorite things about us.

“I think he’s my soul mate.”

“You don’t believe in soul mates.”

“I know,” 1 said, “that’s the thing.”

Jason said he didnt think Donovan and Harumi (Why?
Why? Why always Harumi or Sasha or something? Why never
Becky?) were that serious and that I should just ask him out. T re-
minded Jason I wasn’t a boyfriend-stealer. “Hey,” he said, “they’re
not married. It’s all above board at this point, I say.”

I didnt ask him out. But after weeks of this non-flirting
on the Diatribe circuit he ended up asking me if T wanted to go
get some coffee after a show at the Empty Bottle. He told me up
front that he was secing someone but that he was really enjoying
getting to know me and suggested maybe we could have a conver-
sation that didn’t involve second-hand smoke and earplugs. On
the way out I whispered in Jason’s ear, “I can’t believe you told him,
cocksucker,” and he said, “Something had to be said.” The usual
grin/giggle/drag combo followed with a new flourish — he shoved a
Trojan in my coat pocket.

I pretended to be shocked, but it was a good thing. Donovan
and I went to the Hollywood Diner (way too bright at 2 a.m. for
anyone’s good, but open) and talked more about books we love and
how he started drumming on pretty much any available surface
when he was a kid (he openly admits to being heavily into Duran
Duran when he was about eleven — do they even have a drummer?)
and we really did talk about chemistry (you don't realize it, but it
has everything to do with everything, apparently) and he told me a
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I'd tell him T'd call him back and run over so I could be in the
closet. It was just better in there. I tried not to take advantage by
staying for more than an hour or two at a time. Ididn’t think I was
hurting anyone. I didn’t take anything and I didn’t snoop. Once
he came home on his lunch break, that was bad, and he made a
phone call in the other room and I thought maybe he was talk-
ing to Harumi but it could have been my imagination and I tried
not to listen. I mean, I wanted to, but I didn’t want to have any
resentments, based on what? T was in his closet. Plus he'd already
told me he ended it with her about a day after our first sleepover. I
closed the door and caught sight of my reflection in the mirror. It
was the first time I'd ever bothered to close the door. It was not a
good mirror. It was the only flaw with the closet. It looked like I
hadn’t slept for a week and my skin looked yellow. And not jaun-
dice yellow. Lemon yellow.

I never mentioned the closet to Donovan. This went on for a
while. Then I found myself sort of unsatisfied outside of the closet,
even when I was with Donovan, even though everything was in-
conceivably good with Donovan, sometimes even if I was with
Donovan in Donovan’s bed, three feet from the closet. I started
breaking plans with friends to be in the closet. I took longer and
longer lunch breaks and used up all my sick days in the space of
three weeks. I started forgetting things. Once, I woke up in the
closet with no memory of having gone in there in the first place. I
tried just carrying around one of his shirts or something else from
the closet, but it was a poor substitute, and I tried my own closet
but I could not duplicate the lemon scent or the feeling I had at
Donovans. Still, I thought T could leave the closet anytime. It
wasn't like things weren't going well in the relationship. In fact
ever since the story thing I was fairly sure he was falling in love
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honey-I'm-home key-based fantasies. He said he'd call me later
on my cell and he did.

I happened to be in his closet when he called. I ended up
sleeping until around two and was just getting around to looking
for something to wear when he rang. He said he had a great time
talking to me last night. 7alking to me! He had that quiet voice.
He asked if he could see me again. Isaid that he could. He asked
if he could do those things to me again in the future. I said that
he could. He ended up telling me at some length exactly what
things he was talking about and embellished some more on top of
that and I cant say I'm really a big fan of phone sex but something
about that closet, it was almost like he was there, maybe better. I
pulled a white oxford shirt off a hanger. It smelled like lemons.
The whole closet smelled like lemons. It wasn't really even all that
neat, there was a pile of laundry on the floor, and nothing seemed
to really be folded or hung with any care. Which kind of went
along with his style — he had a sort of rumply thing going on. I
looked for some evidence of lemons or lemon-scented something.
I thought maybe it was something of Harumi’s, and the smell was
so amazing I might not even have minded if it did trace back to
some other girl, but I didn’t come across anything girly. There were
boxes of antique chemistry sets. Most of them no longer had their
original contents but instead were filled with memorabilia, a little
plastic helicopter, photos, old cufflinks, miscellancous postcards
and bundles of letters from his dad dating back about twenty years.
I resisted what was only a small urge to snoop further. It wasn’t the
main attraction to me. It wasn't even the lemon scent, although
that was somewhat intoxicating. It was like I found something I
didn’t even know I was looking for.

As Donovan hung up I called Jason as soon to report. “Where
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are you? The signal isnt too good.”

“Im in his closet.”

“In whose closet?”

“Donovan’s.”

“What are you doing in his closet?”

“Do you want to hear about this or not?”

“Why don’t you call me when you get home?”

“I dont know, I might hang here for a little while.”

“In Donovan’s closet.”

“Yeah, it’s just really nice.”

“So?” (Phone drag/giggle combo, grin implied.)

“It was good. There will be more. There already has been
more.”

“Nice.”

I fell asleep on the laundry for a little while. Fortunately
Donovan had band practice after work. It was the best sleep I've
ever had. T dreamt of lemons and babies that looked like the best
parts of Donovan and me, sleeping on shearling blankets. I put on
the shirt and brought myself to leave and then I did something I
didn’t expect to do.

I copied the key.

Not only did I copy the key, I told the key copier that I was
moving in with my new boyfriend. T told him I was pregnant
and that we didn’t believe in marriage in the conventional sense
but that we were planning a Hindu ceremony at the Oak Street
beach and that we were going to have twins and name them Ak-
bar and Coyote if they were boys and Esme and Olive if they
were girls. T told him Akbar was my deceased father’s name and
that T was an architect and that we were going to move as soon
as the mountaintop hideaway was finished. I may have gone too
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