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      When Agatha was 24, her favorite author deleted her comment off his web page. It smarted. She refreshed the page four times, a minute and a half between each. A minute and a half was a reasonable interval to pretend she wasn’t obsessing, that this was a normal thing that people did. She was just curious. She just wanted to know.

      She considered opening an incognito browser to check for sure—maybe it was a quirk of the website. Maybe the comment was held for moderation. Maybe it was hidden from her eyes only—but opening a second browser felt too much like an admission of something—an excess of care, perhaps.

      This, too, was a decision. One she could feel good about. She did not open the second browser to check because doing so would be crossing a bridge into a land of unhealthy obsession. She pretended she did not have the lightning-quick thought, the connection of A to B that came first, that it was a locked donors-only post. Ergo, an incognito browser could never give her what she needed.

      She was too enthusiastic; she understood that was the problem. Her ability to love had been trained and honed in other spaces. She was out of step with community norms. She didn’t know how to love more gently, and gentle was required.

      Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned. I have loved too roughly. I have frightened people, bowling them over like a dog in my excitement. Forgive me, Father, for I have been Too Much on the internet yet again.

      Her shame bores her, but it keeps her company in bed when she can’t sleep. Agatha can never sleep.
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        * * *

      

      Agatha does (not) let it go. It burrows its way into her mind, a thorn beneath the skin. She worries at it in her idle hours, picking at it until she’s raw and bleeding. She wonders if he hates her, this author she admires. She wonders if she can hate him back.

      She tries it on for stretches at a time, thinking of his books and practicing feeling a measure of revulsion. She can almost get there. She imagines recoiling from his prose as a hand jerks back from a hot stove, but her hatred feels false and uneasy. She lets it alone.
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