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Fragmentation

denis bell

Jerry watched her as she slept. Almond shaped eyes, pale skin. Dark hair 
splayed against the white pillow. Jerry was a connoisseur of art. He loved to 
watch her like this. Was she happy with their…arrangement? It seemed the 
wrong question. 

luanne muttered something unintelligible and moaned in her sleep. What was 
she dreaming about? 
 
 
“I wanted you so bad.” 
“When?” 
“That night after the movie.” 
“You seemed so distant. Closed up. It would have felt like… intruding…” 
“Am I that hard to read?” 
“These days my near vision isn’t too good.” 
 

Jerry looked at the clock for the umpteenth time. 4:35 a.m. He climbed out 
of bed and walked over to the bookshelf. Picked out a book and opened it to 
the photograph of his favorite work of sculpture. He’d seen the real thing once 
as a young man, with his mother on a trip to Paris. The sculpture had repulsed 
and embarrassed him then. Supposedly it depicted a scene from Dante’s Infer-
no. Two lovers locked in an embrace at the gates of hell. 
 

they were leaving a movie theater after watching the first hour of a Hungarian 
film. 

there was a scene where a husband was visiting his wife in the hospital. The 
wife had attempted suicide after being forced by the husband into getting an 
abortion when she became pregnant with a third child that the couple could 
not afford. Luanne had become agitated and insisted that they leave. 
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“Why did you take me to see that piece of garbage?” she demanded as they 
were getting into his car. 

“I’m so sorry,” Jerry mumbled. “I didn’t… It won an award at Cannes.” 
 
they didn’t speak again the rest of the evening. 

later that night she came to his bed. She didn’t seem to want anything—just 
to feel the warmth of another human body. 
 
 
Jerry was suddenly very tired. He replaced the book on the shelf and turned 
around, ready to get back into bed. The room had acquired a greenish hue. 
Luanne was standing there. 

she had tears in her eyes and looked much older, around the age his mother 
had been when she died. 
 
it didn’t occur to Jerry to ask why she was crying. What he did say was, You’re 
so beautiful. Rodin would have wanted you as a model. 
 
luanne turned her face away and replied in his mother’s voice, What did you 
take from me? 


