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Instead of a part of the organism itself, the fossil may be some kind of record of its
presence, such as a fossilized track or burrow.… These fossils give us our only chance
to see the extinct animals in action and to study their behavior, though definite
identification is only possible where the animal has dropped dead in its tracks and
become fossilized on the spot.

– Björn Kurtén,
The Age of the Dinosaurs

Look, I’m smiling at you, I’m smiling in you, I’m smiling through you. How can I be
dead if I breathe in every quiver of your hand?

– Abram Tertz (Andrei Sinyavsky),
The Icicle



PART ONE



Friday, October 29, 1976

ELIZABETH

I don’t know how I should live. I don’t know how anyone should live.
All I know is how I do live. I live like a peeled snail. And that’s no
way to make money.

I want that shell back, it took me long enough to make. You’ve got
it with you, wherever you are. You were good at removing. I want a
shell like a sequined dress, made of silver nickels and dimes and
dollars overlapping like the scales of an armadillo. Armored dildo.
Impermeable; like a French raincoat.

I wish I didn’t have to think about you. You wanted to impress me;
well, I’m not impressed, I’m disgusted. That was a disgusting thing to
do, childish and stupid. A tantrum, smashing a doll, but what you
smashed was your own head, your own body. You wanted to make
damn good and sure I’d never be able to turn over in bed again
without feeling that body beside me, not there but tangible, like a leg
that’s been cut off. Gone but the place still hurts. You wanted me to
cry, mourn, sit in a rocker with a black-edged handkerchief, bleeding
from the eyes. But I’m not crying, I’m angry. I’m so angry I could kill
you. If you hadn’t already done that for yourself.

Elizabeth is lying on her back, clothes on and unrumpled, shoes
placed side by side on the bedside rug, a braided oval bought at Nick
Knack’s four years ago when she was still interested in home
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