SHELAGH WILSON PATTERSON

A Danger with Portals

hen I reflect back on myself during the CCCC21 dimension I feel

\ ’s ,. really proud because it was all about to unravel. The kitchen
sink had been leaking, and I had not yet had the mental space

to fix it. I had carved enough mental space to manage it. Towels, pyrex cas-

serole dishes, all-clad pots, and getting down on my knees to turn on and
off the water from the pipes as I zoomed through the days.

The sink started leaking right after a moment of receiving unanticipated
knowledge that created affective responses—which in general I am not
opposed to, but I was on a writing deadline and had thought I had just
quieted everything in my life. My nephew who’s been living with me was
settling back into healthier rhythms after his own affective challenges at
the start of March. Even teaching was quiet; for after administration raised
course caps by a third, I began canceling two weeks of classes for conferenc-
ing and had held all the conferences in the first week and a half so that I
could have six full days for scholarly writing in the middle of the semester,
unheard-of heaven for full-time contingent faculty of first-year writing. I
was so excited.

Perhaps that’s the challenge with remote love. There is less awareness of
the ecosystem the lover’s body is part of and part of creating. The lovers
become portals with all the attendant joys, adventures, and dangers.

A wrench manifested right before CCCC21, and I felt like I was about to
drown, but I didn’t. Instead, fake it till you make it. And the fake is not
false. The fake is fiction. As in the stuff the world is made of. When the
kitchen is literally flooding, priorities clarify. You were my priority then as
you are now.
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