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G R E Y
 J E L L O

F I C T I O N  by Marija Lukic

you’re fiddling with your earphones, and someone 
from the UK or another time zone is pulling you 
away, I say, “Maybe tomorrow.” 

“Okay.” You smile as you pack up some food for 
me. “You did your oil change?”

“No. Not yet.”  
I see you thinking about what the hell I was do-

ing all day. I beat the jello (3 hours gone) and I got 
here but all you see is that I was late and I didn’t do 
my oil change.     

“Maybe we’ll go together,” you say. “I have to get 
back to work. It’s really beautiful outside. You should 
go to Starbucks or something and enjoy it.” 

“Yeah. Maybe I’ll do that.” I wave at the back of 
your head and trudge into pointy-toothed sun. The 
next time I open my eyes the car clock says it is 2:34. 
A group of kids are looking at me so I drive, past the 
Starbucks, and pull into my parking space which is 
too far from the door. I place one foot in front of the 
other. Gulping icy air, I keep moving.  What always 
happens when I walk through those doors will not 
happen.

I march into my apartment. My laptop is all the 
way on the other end of the living room. I pick my 
way around mountains of smelly clothes, and step 
over sad pizza with the pepperoni scraped off. A 
moldy tea bag sticks to the inside of my favorite 
mug. Five bags of garbage pile on the kitchen floor, 
which is sticky with juice I spilled last week. “Move,” 
I say, and I stomp forward. I bend to scoop up pant-
ies stained with a rust color. I fight but when it gets 
me, it’s got me good.  I fold under the weight of jello 
and crumple-fall to the carpet, gaping at the sloped 
ceiling, my mouth catching jello flies. 

I become one with the jello. I turn into a squishy 
blob that is not in this world. I have crashed and it is 
like being next to the slimy, evil, beating heart of the 
jello. I am powerless to dig my way out. Time doesn’t 
move here. It continues outside, but not in here. 

I feel clocks. The hour hand ticks at the same 
speed as the minute (three hours gone is three years 
gone), and the clock stands on my head and follows 
me around all day. The clock snickers as I am en-
cased in a jello grave. When I dig my way out, I am 
a few hours, weeks, YEARS older and the world 
doesn’t care.

Let me go, I tell the clock. Then, for a minute, the

I call it gray jello. 
This thing happens every morning where a ge-
latinous gray substance greets me. I fought yes-
terday, but when I slept it got me.  I wake up 

with jello in my eyes and ears and throat.
 It’s thick and sticky and fills the apartment, cover-

ing the floor and piling up to the ceiling.  The jello is 
thicker near the door. To see you, I have to go to war. 
The first half of the day is everything: if I don’t win 
now (and trust me, fighting jello is a depressing way 
to spend your morning), I will die. So I start hacking 
through jello. The problem is I’m tired and it won’t 
give, but I have to wade through this gray sludge to 
get my purse, to get my phone, to get my keys. It all 
sounds simple enough when you’re moving through 
air, but when there’s a bunch of gray jello around, 
your body is so weighed down by the stuff that every 
step is five hours, five days, five lifetimes. 

I slam the door on a scream of relief. The air lifts 
for a second and I run out to the car. I skip to meet 
you, hugging you and grinning, shoving snarls of 
jello-streaked hair out of my face.

You glance at your watch. “I only have an hour for 
lunch. We won’t have time to go for a walk.” 

I shuffle behind you and catch a glimpse of the 
time on your stove: 12:17 p.m. I swipe my hands 
across jello-crusted lashes and cough. “I left on time, 
I promise,” I croak. 

“It’s fine. Let’s eat. I have to get back to my meet-
ing… Did you shower?” 

I drop my head towards bacon-wrapped meat 
with potatoes and carrots, and gobble. 

“What did you do today?”
“I…can’t really explain it.” 
You are already wiping down the counter, putting 

dishes in the sink. “It’s a secret?” you ask. 
“No,” I say. “I just—there isn’t time.” Because
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world ticks into place.
I’m back. I stumble to the bathroom mirror. My 

face is white and my forehead cracked. I tug upward 
at it, changing my skin for a moment. Stay put. No 
use. Tiny feet frame my eyes; a silver thread streaks 
my hair. My teeth are turning yellow and I squeeze 
toothpaste onto the brush. I turn from my hor-
ror movie reflection and strip and scrub. It takes a 
month and I lurch towards my bed which is covered 
with cereal. I stop. I don’t want to sleep in cereal.  

 I put on my reindeer sweater and shove my lap-
top into my bag, and I make it to the 24-hour Star-
bucks. The barista’s name-tag says ‘Kevin’, and he 
puts a smiley face on my cup. I set up my laptop and 
drink at a table away from the cold air blowing in 
through the door and for a few minutes I watch the 
guy with his hand on a girl’s back as they stand in 
line, and the two ladies who are talking about teach-
ing and nodding and agreeing with each other about 
everything. I bounce in my seat a little and open my 
laptop and type, and I soar.

It is 11:05 p.m. You are in bed. Tomorrow you will 
work and around 11 a.m., you will invite me to lunch 
and I will fight my way over there, and you will ask 
me what I did today. Or maybe you will read my ex-
planation and it will change everything. At least, I’m 
sure you’ll never look at jello the same way again. 

Love,
The girl who tried to live.
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D E E P

P O E T R Y  by Robert Berry

When the ground steams after rain,
that is when the earthworms come.
They are rope-thick, blind,
crows peck them off.
If you sink a pitchfork in the soil,
it teems with them.
But when the earth cakes up
they’re gone, their inscrutably 
subterranean ways begun.

C A S T A W A Y

E A R T H W O R M S

I should like to founder
on a coral atoll
bathe my big toe
in glistening turquoise sea
paddle with dugongs
maybe dolphins
eat salty anemones
admire the rush of tropical sunsets
never get rescued.

Deep ocean creatures
enthrall me.
If you haul them
to the surface,
they implode,
into distorted monsters,
far-fetched freaks
to disquiet your dreams.

8



P O E T R Y  by Shannon Mastromonico

T H E 
L O O S E R 

P A R T S

I feel it rising in me
the waves churning, I ride
watching tides turning. 
Desecration can be beautiful
if the fires burn everything. Just let it sting. 
It’s more than worth the pain it brings.
I never claimed to be wise or knowing,
I’m just another human, who is focused on growing.
I’ve made mistakes.
I’ve said shitty things.
I’ve been different people.
I didn’t want wings.
‘You’re not really broken.’ I said to myself
‘Your pieces click when they fit together, 
it’s overwhelming, but you’ll see, it’s better.’
The looser parts slipped out and into the wind, 
exploding with light, breaking before they could bend.
I reach for them, even as I 
decide to let go, thin whisps of attachment, 
each one screaming ‘no!’
I’m a sentimental soul, I always think with my heart.
I start things before they’ve started
and when they end, I fall apart.
So those waves rising are carrying back to myself
with no help but mine
a sign, however painful, 
that I need to rewind, loosen knots and unbind.
Some things aren’t mine to carry, so I 
burn them and throw the ashes in the air
as I bare everything slowly and with great care.
For my fragile younger self, for each salty tear.
Because of every vile untruth she can never unhear.
Her aorta, along with other gears and small parts,
I keep safely locked away, far
from malicious snark. As I’ve embarked, 
however slowly
on this quest to what is best for me,
I’ve learned what silence is and tried to
make the most of things.
So f^*# it all, including what you think.
Your judgement carries a stink, but I don’t even blink.
Because this pain rewired my brain, 
circuits and connections removed easier than a stain.
Because no matter what they claim, I am powerful.
And in NO need of any shame.
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C H A M B R E S  À  L O U E R

F I C T I O N  by Steven Mayoff

It is not clear to me how long I have been in this 
room. Sometimes it feels like a minute, some-
times years. Sometimes I believe I may have 
been born here, but I am certain that one day 

I will die here. There are many smaller rooms with-
in this room and I often move between them. Every 
morning the sister helps me into this chair and fas-
tens the belt around my waist. She leaves the door 
slightly open, possibly so I won’t feel too lonely. 
I keep wondering if today is the day when the girl 
comes. I cannot remember the last time she paid me 
a visit.

Sometimes I sit by the window, looking out at the 
world. The sky above. The trees below. The near-
by church with its immaculate lawn of sprouting 
headstones, its garden of the dead. This window 
is like constantly changing variations of the same 
painting. Barren winter. Budding spring. Flourish-
ing summer. And soon comes the brittle autumn. 
Sometimes I roll my chair to the door and listen into 
the corridor. I listen for the other residents in their 
rooms. I listen for footsteps and to the bigger silence 
that is the corridor itself. 

When the door opens a crack he enters, part-
ly in shadow. Bonjour, petit homme, he says. He got 
lost on his way to the toilet. Maman’s new friend. He 
is tired and wants to sit. Je connais une histoire drôle, 
he tells me leaning close. I want to hear the story. It 
is about a worm in the garden who was lonely and 
wanted to find a companion. He holds up a finger 
to portray the worm and makes it wriggle across my 
blanket. Slowly disappearing underneath as if bur-
rowing into the soft earth. His voice is both rough 
like stones on the shore of Plage Querqueville and 
gentle like the water that laps over them. Deep in 
the earth the worm finds a piece of rope. At first the 
rope does nothing, but soon, like magic, it stirs. The 
rope is a dreamer awakening, yawning and stretch-
ing to all its full length. I smell tobacco and sour 
wine on his breath. My face is hot, my mouth dry. 

I can barely swallow. Then Maman is at the door. 
Qu’est-ce que tu fais? she cries. Enfant diable!

I look up, startled to find this woman standing 
in my room. I recognize her, a resident from down 
the corridor. Her face is wide-eyed and frightened. 
She points at my unzipped trousers, shouting, Put 
it away, dirty man, put it away! One sister leads her 
back to her room and another helps me to zip up.

The sister has wheeled me toward the sunshine 
so I can look out. Through the window I watch the 
path below, one of the residents with his walker and 
a younger one beside him. Could be a son, possibly 
a grandson. Maybe a companion, like the one who 
comes to see me (a girl, I think, but she has a boy’s 
name). I follow them, watching as they turn the cor-
ner on the third-class deck. 

This is my first voyage working in the galley. I 
walk faster to catch up. The boy is alone. A bit old-
er than me in his tweed jacket. His wire-rimmed 
glasses make him look like a teacher. Es-tu perdu? He 
shakes his head. He seems quite shy, but soon I get 
him talking. He is a Dutch Jew travelling to Cana-
da with his parents. I offer to show him around the 
ship. At first, he is not sure and acts a bit cold, but 
I can sense that he is lonely. It turns out he knows 
another passenger, a nineteen-year old girl I met in 
Cherbourg before we set sail. His mother is trying 
to play matchmaker for them. He finds it a nuisance 
and the girl does too. 

I take him to a quiet nook off the main deck. This 
is a place I discovered early on. Somewhere I can go 
when I want to be alone. He likes it. He is a great 
reader and says this might be a good place to take a 
book. I don’t care much for books, but I like to day-
dream. He is interested in knowing what I daydream 
about. I want to visit strange countries and meet in-
teresting people. At the same time, I slip my hand 
in his. His face does not change expression, as if he 
has not noticed. My fingers interlace with his and I 
ask him what kind of books he reads. While he is
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talking, rattling off a list of titles and telling me a bit 
about the stories, I raise his hand to my mouth and 
kiss the finely freckled white knuckles. I keep ex-
pecting him to pull his hand away, but he continues 
talking, naming different authors and how they use 
words as I place each of his fingers in my mouth one 
at a time. He never looks at me, what I am doing. His 
expression never changes and somehow that adds 
to the excitement.

You must be hungry to be doing that, the sister 
says and removes my finger from my mouth. I feel 
slightly annoyed, then a moment’s embarrassment. 
I want to make her laugh so I dig one finger into the 
inside of my cheek and pull it out to make a popping 
sound. Champagne pour tous!

She wheels me through the corridor, into the ele-
vator (another tiny room) and down to a larger room 
with people sitting at tables with plates of food, 
bowls of soup, cups and cutlery, napkins tucked into 
their collars. Who are all these people? Some talk to 
each other. I cannot hear their words. Mouths move 
like in silent films, like the ones I watch in the cine-
ma where I hide out from Maman. 

The white light flickers over the tops of the heads 
of those in front. I see the faceless backs of those 
heads and believe we are all in this enchanted limbo, 
somewhere between the living and the dead. What 
appears on the screen is another world we can enter. 
A world of its own flickering reality. A place to dis-
appear from myself. But the back of one head keeps 
turning back, catching the corner of my eye. When 
he sees me look he lingers a moment then turns 
back to the screen. This happens a few times until 
he gets up to go, glancing and smiling as he passes. 
I wait, not wanting to miss the film. Finally, I get up 
too. I see him waiting by a back door, which he exits 
through to an alley behind the theatre. As soon as I 
follow the door closes behind me. No way back in. I 
look around until I see him and two others. I know I 
should run, but I cannot move. Fear has turned my 
legs useless. They come after me. I need to run, but 
I am frozen to the spot.

Help, I cannot move, help me! My voice echoes 
in my ears. I am beating my hands on the table. Get 
me out of here! Help! Heads turn to look. It’s okay, a 
woman says. Here I’ve brought you some tea. Would 
you like some soup or a sandwich? She puts her 
hand on my arm and kneels beside me. I stare into

her eyes. Looking for these parts of me that are dis-
appearing.

My eyes feel hot and dry from watching the bright 
ghostly flickering. I am so afraid. I keep forgetting 
parts of myself in some of those rooms. I find myself 
in one then in another without knowing how I got 
there. I think it is the rooms themselves that keep 
moving while I sit very still. I am too frightened to 
move. 

The woman finds a chair and sits on the other 
side of the table, facing me. She waits until I have 
sipped some tea. She smiles. Do you feel better? I 
put my hands flat on the table. I stay as still as I can. 
The rooms rotate around me like planets around a 
sun. Only, in my mind I am being eclipsed. 

I need to speak with you, she says. I need you to 
look at me. Okay? Her face is kind. I nod. I try to 
follow what she is saying. Something about a trust 
that was in the will of somebody named Jeffrey. You 
remember Jeffrey? I don’t, but I nod anyway. She is 
telling me that the money is running out and I nod 
again. Do you understand? This is the money that 
allows you to stay here. We have to think about what 
we are going to do. Do you understand? I raise my 
cup of tea, take a sip and smile.

Mon Dieu, how long it has been since we’ve seen 
each other. When I first found myself in Montreal, 
looking for a place to live and seeing the sign on 
Rue Saint-Sulpice: CHAMBRES À LOUER. I kept 
thinking of you, wondering and hoping that maybe 
I could find you in this big city. A friendly face after 
all my difficulties. No longer a sailor. It is so good 
to sit in this small back room behind your shop. 
Always some tea on the little wood burning stove. 
Remember back on the ship? I worked in the galley, 
but in my off hours it was the three of us. Like the 
Three Musketeers, he used to say because he loved 
that book so much. His mother kept trying to make 
a match between you two. 

And here it is years later. I still cannot believe she 
married him, even after she lost the baby. To marry 
him she decided to become a Jew. I try not to stare 
at her drab wig. Did you have to cut your beautiful 
hair? Even as she is talking, I keep thinking of her 
husband sitting in the upstairs flat. His fine white 
freckled knuckles. And I wonder if he too is think-
ing. Of the secret times we shared without her. I 
wonder if he remembers how she caught us once. 

11



Yet she still married him.
But you must not worry, she says, we will figure 

something out. We might have to move you to a 
different room. It’s possible we may even move you 
to another facility. We will do everything we can to 
work something out. I just want you to be aware of 
the situation. Do you understand? I nod. I cannot 
remember who this woman is. Why she is sitting 
here. I like her dark green jacket and yellow blouse. 
It looks so smart on her. I like her red hair. Her voice 
is kind, yet I feel afraid. I want to reassure her that 
I will do everything I can to understand what she is 
saying. I remember none of it.

When she gets up to leave I follow her with my 
eyes then become aware that there is an uneaten 
sandwich in front of me. I finish my tea and nibble 
at the corner of the sandwich. You can take that with 
you into the dayroom, the sister says and places the 
plate in my lap. She makes sure I am holding onto 
it and wheels me into the bright room where others 
sit in comfortable chairs. Two play chess. One flips 
through a magazine without looking at the pages. 
Some sit by the large window. There is artwork on 
the walls, some done by residents, some done by rel-
atives. Some by volunteers. Animals. Flowers. Boats. 
Buses. Everyday artefacts that may no longer exist 
in our lives. There are also photographs of residents 
with their names in big bold letters beneath. They 
are like frozen mirrors. Fixed identities. This is who 
you are at this moment in time. There is one thing 
that connects all these rooms I find myself in, these 
chambres à louer. 

But it is not the rooms that are for rent. It is Time 
that is for rent. The limited time that I spend in each 
room adds up to an eternity of floating back and 
forth. Each room is a rent in time, a huge hole, and 
I am here and not here. There and not there. I am 
between rooms at the moment. If I weren’t strapped 
into this wheelchair I might very well float away. 

If I move to another facility how will the sisters 
find me? How will the girl know where I am? She 
will come soon, I am sure. And what about all these 
people, where will they go? How will their loved 
ones find them?

All these people have loved ones to visit them, 
Maman. All I have is you and it is not enough. Those 
loved ones remember these people to the world. 
That is the same world I want to remember me. 

I know what you think of me, Maman, how you feel 
about me being a sailor.

To see her lying in her sick bed fills me with dread. 
I have been away twice now, sailing the world. She 
hates it. I know you think I am doing it to get away 
from you, Maman. Look, I have brought you a sand-
wich. You must eat something. You must get your 
strength back. The doctor says you are not taking 
care of yourself. Of course I care, or else I would not 
be here, would I? Don’t I keep coming back? Who 
else is there but you? 

She cannot forgive me for being a constant re-
minder of the man who came here by the sea and 
left by the sea. The one who abandoned her with 
a little bastard to bring shame on her. No, Maman, 
I was not able to find a nice girl, a good profession, 
a respectable address to erase your sins. Don’t you 
see that’s why I must leave? Why I am suffocating 
in Cherbourg? I know you think I am a nobody, a 
zero. No scruples, no morals. Oui, Maman, je suis une 
chambre à louer! I am the room where others come 
to forget themselves, but also where they discover 
themselves. I am the place where they hide their se-
cret thoughts and desires and then leave as quickly 
as possible. 

She won’t even look at me. I have been such a dis-
appointment to her. She won’t even eat the sandwich 
I have brought her. I see the cigarettes and matches 
on her bedside table. The doctor has told me that 
they will only ruin her health. I pocket the matches. 
Sure, it will make her angry and she will only find 
other matches elsewhere. But what else can I do? I 
can only do this little thing. I can’t bring myself to 
tell her I am shipping off again in less than a week. 

This not your room, monsieur, the sister cries. 
How did you get in here? You need to leave now. The 
sister bends over the woman on the bed, feeling her 
wrist. The body is still. Making no sound. Skin as 
white as the bed sheets. The sister clicks her tongue 
in a sorrowful way. Come, monsieur, we must go. The 
sister leaves the plate with the sandwich on the bed-
side table and wheels me out. 

In my room, the sister takes out her syringe. A 
tiny pinprick and soon my thoughts are heavy. The 
way dark clouds sometimes look like airships. She 
undoes the strap in my chair, helps me to the toi-
let. She closes the door on her way out. I am on my 
bed. The crucifix hangs on the wall above my head. 
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Do not cry, Jesús. Soon you will be in your Father’s 
house. Wandering from room to room. Maybe one 
day I will… but no. I do not think there is a place for 
me in such a house as the one you dwell in. I must 
clean up my own rooms first. For the time being I am 
tired. I need to rest. I try to make myself comfortable 
on this bed.

I notice something fall out of my pocket: a book 
of matches. Where in the world did I get these? I 
don’t smoke. Merci, Jesús. You heal the sick, feed the 
hungry, warm those who are cold and forgotten. You 
provide for us even when we are not aware of being 
in need. Best to put these in a safe place. I manage 
to lean over and stash the matches in the drawer of 
my bedside table. For safekeeping. Always for safe-
keeping.

Under the
Never-ending infinity
Of the deep-velvet
Sky,
Every speck
Of dust that thrives,
Has its own tale
Etched on its back.
Every stone has 
A story ––

Every tree,
Every breath,
Every smile and tear,
Everything deserves a story.

The world is full of stories,
Of kindness
And war,
Of truth
And darkness,
Days of loneliness
Nights of Faith.

Every speck deserves 
A story-
Good and Bad.

A 
S T O R Y

by IKA
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Start by purchasing ear plugs. They’ll be 
cheaper on Amazon, but go to a local phar-
macy and buy a package of them. These will 
be good for you, versatile and small. If you 

pair them with big, around-the-ear headphones, 
nobody will see them, either. As an added bonus, 
they will give your music the effect of hearing it as if 
through a brick wall, as if outside a nightclub, which 
is somewhere you could actually be, if you didn’t 
have crippling social anxiety.

Stick to a regimented daily diet. Never deviate 
from it. Buy containers of Greek yogurt, bananas, 
whole grain pasta, Clif Bars. Begin each day by eat-
ing a container of Greek yogurt, a banana. Chug wa-
ter. Skip lunch. For dinner, break open a couple of 
Clif Bars and have at it. If you’re feeling fancy, boil 
the pasta and add some olive oil and salt. Chug more 
water.

In class, tentatively hold your hand up and give 
a long-winded answer. Spend the next hour replay-
ing what you said. The best way to go about this is 
to repeat your entire comment, word-for-word, un-
der your breath. Did the professor smile, or look 
pleased with your contribution? Did the other stu-
dents? Doodle something grotesque and morbid in 
the margins of your notebook. When the class ends, 
put headphones on before anybody can think of di-
recting themselves towards you. Be the first one out 
the door, speedy and silent as a lubricated ball bear-
ing.

Get into a sudden and irresponsibly absorbing 
relationship. Begin by talking online. Try to say

“cool things.” Fail inevitably. Meet in oversized, drab 
sweatshirts on a pumpkin-spice afternoon. She will 
be smoking a cigarette, small puffs, like expected dis-
appointment. Sit on a bench and make fun of pedes-
trians. Maybe she studies urban planning, and has a 
part-time job waiting tables. She might have several 
siblings that she is close with, or an estranged par-
ent. She will have perfectly trimmed eyebrows. She 
will smile at your stories.

Play chess together—badly—at a board game 
cafe. Laugh when a passerby comments on how ter-
rible each of you are at playing chess. At the count-
er, beat her in a sudden death match of rock-pa-
per-scissors. Pay for both of the iced coffees. She 
will put more milk in hers than you put in yours. 
Ruminate on the implications of this for hours after 
she leaves. Make vague and jittery plans to see each 
other again. Later that night, cut your hair in front 
of your bathroom mirror. Get hair everywhere, mas-
sive clumps of it, matting the floor like dead grass 
thrown around by an ignominious infant. Wonder 
why you still haven’t bought a broom and dustpan. 
Clean up the hair by picking it up with damp toilet 
paper.

You’ll meet frequently in hazy evenings, some-
times in your apartment, sometimes in hers. (Also: 
when was the last time you cleaned that place? How 
many clothes on the ground are too many clothes 
on the ground? Did you wash the dishes? Have you 
even vacuumed it since you moved in? Get a grip 
and make some effort.) Drink, then line the empty 
beer cans on your radiator, neat and horizontal like

H O W  T O  O V E R C O M E 
C R I P P L I N G  S O C I A L 

A N X I E T Y

F I C T I O N  by George Wu Teng

 “Understand that your cat is a whore and can’t help you.” —Lorrie Moore, Self-Help

14



a snake tugged taught by two toddlers. Say: “If you 
hate the cold, you really picked the wrong place to 
move to.” She’ll frown a bit and cinch her eyebrows 
up, astonished you would say something so devoid 
of insight, then stand wordlessly, walking to the 
mini-fridge for another Pabst. Gut-punch yourself, 
mentally, and make a hasty internal promise to read 
more Wall Street Journal.

“The day after I fell off a cliff I still turned up 
for work,” she’ll say, grinning and swinging a 
half-hearted punch towards your arm as you walk, 
your body weak and twitchy, running on the fumes 
of a recklessly high dose of pseudoephedrine. Reply, 
with sarcasm, “I’m so sorry I’m not as tough as you, 
Leila.” Arrive at the trendy, hipper-than-hip pop-up 
shop for locally made pins and patches. “I had this 
amazing poster print from that brand,” you remark, 
gesturing to one of the tables. “It had a woman get-
ting dressed on it, and on the bottom it said, ‘How is 
it already 3 pm?’”

“What happened to it?” Leila will ask.
“Got damaged when I was moving. I wish it was 

here right now, I’d totally buy it again.” 
She’ll lift her chin, slightly nodding a bit, her eyes 

inquisitive and focused as a vaccination needle.
After a couple days, she’ll send a curious message 

asking if you’re in your apartment. Buzz her in. She 
will enter wearing a wide, shit-eating grin, hoisting 
an oversized, flat brown paper bag under one arm, 
closing the door with the other, swinging to face 
you. “I’ve got something for you,” she’ll say.

“I knew it,” you reply.
Take the print out and position it on your night-

stand. The woman looks as you remember her, 
stooping down to draw up and button her pants, the 
cursive text at the bottom in an inviting and warm, 
soupy font.

Say, “I have something for you, too.”
Place the burgeoning money tree plant in her 

hands.
“You’d have to try really hard to kill this kind, it 

doesn’t even need that much sunlight,” you say, ref-
erencing the mopey, wilted, half-dead monstrosity 
decaying by her bedroom window.

“I hate us,” says Leila, with a loud laugh and ear-
nest resolve. “This is too much cheese. We can’t do 
this again.”

“Too cheesy,” you respond, in agreement. “Too 

many cheese puffs.”
Sit at the window and eat delicious, grease-filled, 

triple-bypass A&W burgers together. “My best friend 
Camille is in town today,” she’ll say, licking ketchup 
from her index finger. “Do you want to meet her?”

“If she wants to meet me,” you say.
“I’ll send her a text. Samantha might be there, 

too.”
Walk with them, the four of you clumped like 

hush puppies in a takeout container. (How the hell 
do four people comfortably walk together on a side-
walk?) Go to a modern art museum and loudly belit-
tle the photographs. In one corner, there’s an actual 
deer—seriously—dead and stuffed, lying on its side. 
Dramatically bend down and sprawl on the floor 
next to it, then stand and grin. Feel a little mischie-
vous. Wonder what Leila is thinking.

Walk together down to the river that flows 
through the city. The afternoon will still be warm, 
amber and colourized as stock footage. Walk along 
the river. Walk along the canal. Keep walking, all 
the way to a popular outdoor market. Discuss tat-
toos, bad horror movies, that musky odour you’re 
all smelling, Justin Trudeau. Camille makes good, 
bad puns, smiles invitingly, seems to not hate you? 
Samantha does most of the talking, and you try to 
chime in with anything witty, an around-the-clock 
joke monkey. Realize you’re probably making an ass 
out of yourself. Keep trying, regardless.

Near the end of the day, mutually decide to eat 
at Thai Express, despite its slipshod quality, ques-
tionable flavours, and generally dysphoric atmo-
sphere. Order and pay, then sit with them at a table, 
surrounded by large flat screen televisions playing 
racy, vibrant music videos on a loop. “I’m really not 
hungry,” says Camille, while sipping from a bottle of 
Canada Dry. “I’ve eaten a lot today already.”

“Like those rancid pancakes?” you ask, while hop-
ing your face looks more bemused than constipated.

“I mean, it tasted fine,” Camille says. “It was like 
using buttermilk instead of just milk.”

“See?” Leila says, raising a fist in mock display of 
brutish aggression. “I know how to make good pan-
cakes.” Flinch away from her hand and laugh.

“You never know you want Thai Express until 
you walk past one, then later in the day somehow 
come to the realization that you really, really want 
Thai Express,” says Samantha. Laugh and nod in 
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agreement, then gnaw at a piece of chicken. Gestic-
ulate wildly at Leila to join you in your steady con-
sumption. While she masticates on a particularly 
large and ungainly broccoli stump, ask for her chop-
sticks, then wield a pair in each hand, giggling un-
controllably while attempting to transfer rice from 
plate-to-mouth in an unending flow, each pair of 
chopsticks either in motion to pick up more rice, or 
deposit it in your mouth, a grade-A mechanical op-
eration.

“Holy shit,” says Camille. “Look at Leila, she’s, 
like, crying.”

“It’s not what he’s doing, it’s how his laugh 
sounds,” Leila will say, in between cackles that re-
semble uppercase letters. Glance at Camille and 
smile weakly. 

A week of rain is right around the corner! Pre-
pare via buying coffee beans and wine. Your 

younger sister will ask about your “new friend” on 
Facebook Messenger. “What’s she like? Are you 
treating her well?” she’ll say. “What does she study? 
Is it serious? I can’t believe she’s still talking to you 
after a few weeks.”

“I can’t believe she’s still talking to me either,” 
you respond, while slurping from a bowl of almost 
incognizably spicy ramen, your brow perceptibly 
and conspicuously sweating huge and unregulat-
ed capsaicin beads, the steam from the broth rising 
and fogging your glasses. “This one time she fell off 
a cliff,” you tell her. Switch windows back to your 
paper on Paradise Lost and wait for your doorbell 
to ring.

When midterm season rolls around, walk from 
your apartment to Second Cup and buy a medium 
hot chocolate. Create utter pandemonium when 
you try to place a lid on the concoction, causing a 
Mount Vesuvius eruption of whipped cream that 
shoots out and up from the mouth opening and 
floods the countertop in sweet, sticky foam. You 
never were very good at pre-empting disaster. Avoid 
employee eye contact and sheepishly grab handfuls 
of brown napkins to hurriedly remedy your mis-
take, then dart to her apartment. You’ll hand her the 
drink, and she’ll sit you down, placing both hands 
on your shoulders, arms extended like a new driver.

 “I don’t like it when people do things for me,” she 
explains, staring at the center of your pupils. “I re-
ally don’t.”

Nod in agreement, and use a stock phrase for, “I 
feel the same way, honestly.”

“Then stop doing it.”
“Ever?” you ask.
She’ll take a step back, her face returning to 

something less intense, her arms crossed in front 
of her. “The people I’ve been with are either too at-
tentive, or completely ignore me for days,” she says, 
“but either way, I start hating them.”

Stare at her and say nothing.
“I don’t want that to happen to you,” she says.
“There’s no way I’m too attentive.”
She’ll smirk now, and maybe guffaw. “You’re to-

tally too attentive.”
“Okay, okay, I get it, I get it.”
“Do you?” she’ll ask.

At home, take out a sticky note, and make a 
list of all the objective reasons why this re-

lationship is a terrible, delinquent, idiotic, self-de-
structive, shit idea:

-She just moved here; wants to expand social cir-
cle, not fixate on one person

-You’re graduating this year., plans for next = ?
-She “isn’t good at commitment”
-Too smart for you
Take the note and stash it somewhere unmemo-

rable and insignificant.
Receive a message one afternoon that contains 

information along lines of Leila “having some 
thoughts” about “all of this” and “needing time to 
process” them. Respond affirmatively. Remember 
that you’ve been mentally preparing for this since 
you met her. Continue working on your paper, re-
read Knausgaard. Edit your short story collection 
and try not to permanently eradicate the document 
from your laptop hard drive. Make soup. 

Your friend Karen will stop by in a day or two, 
hauling wine and asking you to put on classical pi-
ano music. “Have you heard the new Lucas Debar-
gue?” you’ll ask, moving to turn on your speakers. 
“Schubert and Szymanowski. It’s incredible, my fa-
vourite Schubert 784 ever, I think.” Sit across from 
each other on your linoleum floor and sip from
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small, stained mugs that feature blank-faced car-
toon cats on their sides— quirky!

“How do you feel about her?” Karen will ask, ever 
selfless and benevolent.

“Differently than anyone else,” you’ll respond, 
too stupid to think of anything more specific or bet-
ter-worded.

“Has she contacted you yet?”
“No, but it’s only been, like, two days,” you’ll say. 

“That’s not that long at all.”
“And how are you feeling otherwise?”
Shrug and take another sip from your wine. Offer 

more to Karen. She’ll nod, you’ll pour.
“I mean,” you’ll continue, “she said she’s not in 

any position to get into an involved relationship.”
“But you’re still going to try anyways?”
“You know me.”
Karen sighs a bit and gives you a look.
“Can we do something drastic?” You’ll ask. “I 

need to do something dramatic, let off steam, you 
know? Do you have anything you need to smash?”

Collect a vase, a plate, a broken plastic container. 
Hurl them off the balcony, each one a little harder 
than the one before. As you throw the last object, 
it lands with a splintering smack between the front 
fender of a parked car, and the back bumper of an-
other. “Whoa,” you’ll say, and look at Karen. Run 
down the stairs and out the front of your apartment. 
Check that neither car was damaged. Say: “That 
could have been bad,” when you get back inside.

Spend too long in the grocery store choosing 
between two brands of peanut butter. Explain to 
yourself that these sorts of decisions take time, that 
they’re important and personal contemplations that 
are never easy to understand—am I a crunchy pea-
nut butter man, or a smooth peanut butter man? 
Smile a little and change the song you’re listening to, 
to something sadder. Remember when you lay su-
pine, alongside each other, exchanging music sug-
gestions, on her mattress. Remember bickering over 
certain artists. After paying, change the song to one 
that she frequently sang. Think of how she sounded 
when she once sang it while walking home.

In class, your professor will laugh when you say 
that reading Milton “keeps you up at night,” then 
again, when you bring up Satan’s “daddy issues.” 
Feel momentary joy that she seemed to glean some 
earnest happiness from your contributions today.

Wonder if you should have brought an umbrella in-
stead of just a raincoat. Walk home and eat a couple 
of Clif bars. Fall asleep on your mattress after forget-
ting to brush your teeth.

She’ll send you a message, unannounced and 
aloof, on any given Thursday night. It will 

say, “Hey, how are you?” Respond with carefully re-
hearsed poise: “Hanging in there by the skin of my 
teeth.” She’ll ask if she can “come over.” Agree, then 
sit at your desk and stare at your wall. Try not to feel 
anxious. Chug water.

Leila will enter wearing familiar clothes and a fa-
miliar scent. You’ll smile unconsciously, then sit on 
your mattress, while she’ll occupy the space on your 
nightstand. Stare at her for a bit, then ask if she’s 
been okay.

“I don’t know,” she’ll say, her head angled to one 
shoulder. “I think I had a mental breakdown the 
other day.”

Inquire for more information. Sit up and say, 
“Wait, what do you mean?”

“Like, I finished grocery shopping, and I was 
walking home, and all of a sudden, I felt really weak 
and dizzy, and had to sit down. I thought I was going 
to have a heart attack.”

“Are you okay now? Did it end quickly?”
“I mean, I was fine, but it was pouring out, so I got 

completely soaked, and so did my baguette.” She’ll 
laugh a bit, and so will you.

“And you?” she’ll ask.
“I’ve been better. I had a minor breakdown the 

other day, too. I threw things off my balcony with 
Karen.”

Leila gives a wayward and faltering exclamation. 
“What?”

“Yeah, I just needed to do something cathartic.”
“Why?” asks Leila.
“I don’t know. Life. The situation.” Attempt a grin.
Next: Leila will stand, then turn slightly, and say, 

with discernible trepidation, “See, this is exactly 
what I mean, I can’t be so responsible for someone 
else’s reactions like this.”

“Whoa,” you’ll say, grinning wider. “Whoa, pump 
those brakes.” You sound so clever. “The breakdown 
wasn’t entirely because of you.”

“But partially?”
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“Partially, but it was also just life, you know?”
“Life how?” she’ll ask.
“You know. Graduating. Not knowing exactly 

what I’m doing next year. Trying to figure that out. I 
have no idea what I’m going to do.”

Stand next to her and touch her arm.
“If you don’t want your actions to affect other 

people, you can always move to a hermitage,” you’ll 
say, laughing a little. She’ll laugh too, and retort, in 
a feigned shout:

“A hermitage?”
“Your actions are always going to affect other 

people,” you’ll say.
“I know, I know,” she’ll respond, while reclining 

on the mattress, patting an adjacent section for you 
to join her.

“I don’t know what I’m doing either,” she’ll say, 
her eyebrows furrowed and sympathetic. “This is 
when I’m supposed to be figuring myself out, and I 
don’t know that yet.” She’ll pause, then continue, “I 
mean, I just bleached my hair, what am I even do-
ing?”

Nod slightly. “I understand, I think,” you’ll say.
“So I can’t really, like, commit to a relationship 

right now,” Leila will say, as a half-conclusion. “I 
can’t offer you commitment or anything.”

“That’s okay,” you’ll say. “Just because some-
thing’s finite doesn’t make it bad.” Look at Leila.

“God, I can’t believe I left my wine at home,” 
she’ll say, smiling. “I guess I shouldn’t be drinking in 
my current mental state now, anyways.”

Say: “Me neither, but I’m going to anyways,” then 
stand and grab a beer from your fridge.

The next morning, offer her Greek yogurt, or a 
banana. She’ll decline both. Ask if she’d like a ba-
nana chopped into Greek yogurt instead. Laugh 
wildly when she mock-punches your side. Make 
plans to see a concert.
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Only the fifth husband, I remain first
in the heart of my seasoned beloved, 
oft-widowed and sobered by struggle 
yet every bit as busty and lusty, 
a sexpot squarely in estrus
now flouncing and skirling
amid a tub overflowing with suds
fragrant and bubbly as we lather and stroke,
exulting in the commingling of our waters.
 
In our blissful, post-coital languor, privately 
I admire her sense of sovereignty 
and dominance despite her being illiterate 
and half deaf, a siren as headstrong as blessedly 
lecherous, her reticulate fingers catching 
the small of my back in affinal embrace. 

Woe to the foe of a woman so formidable, 
who fries her enemies in their own grease,
a counterpoise and more to any lothario
on the make, more merry and libertine 
even than those one third her age.
I like the feeling of her girth on me,
a warmth and weight redolent of fidelity; 
I love that she doesn’t mind overly much 
when I splash her face to keep her from snoring.

B A T H I N G 
W I T H  T H E 
W I F E  O F

 B A T H

P O E T R Y  by Brandon Marlon
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F I C T I O N  by Angela Hanna Goulene
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J A C KIt’s nothing but a story. A story that constant-
ly changes, just like the road I’m on. From the 
chanting corpses in Hell to the crying angels 
in Paradise, the road makes no sense. Or may-

be…maybe that’s just how I see it. There’s a gigan-
tic tree, with the finest greenest grass, and buffalos 
all around. I feel the wind on my face and enjoy the 
rays of the sun, mentally confessing that I’ve missed 
them. Two weeks of rain is just too much. There’s 
soft music and happy thoughts…
(  and a dead woman on a chair, she’s- )
and many people out there, the smell of barbecues. 
Over all, it’s a peaceful day. I wipe the drool off my 
jaw, like I always do. Doctors tried to explain to me 
why I drool constantly, but their words made no 
sense. I like things that don’t make sense, except 
when they’re supposed to make sense, because in 
that case, it’s a mistake. Errors and mistakes are part 
of nature, but I don’t like them.
(  my dear sweet Delphalilah  )

Do you? The road is changing again. Now it’s 
nothing but a gray and desolating landscape, a 
dark sky and broken houses, where the people look 
deader by the second. I watch with no fear but mere 
curiosity at a bird shooting through the air to final-
ly crash on this cold looking floor. The people are 
looking skinnier and skinnier, and the cows are as 
thin as paper with lizard faces, their black hole eyes 
popping out of their orbits. The music turns morbid. 
But ha! I look at the road once more, and the sun 
is back, the peacefulness there, except that if I slit 
my eyes a bit, I can see under the camouflage, I can 
see the decomposing bodies and the dead things. A 
humongous tree is so bent that you’d think it would 
crack. It seems as though it has lost something there 
in the grass and wants to pick it up. I tell my mother 
to stop the car so that I can pick up the tree’s lost 
possession, but she ignores me and goes on. We lack 
so much of charity in this world. Ah, there it is again. 

The road is back to being dead and desolated. My 
heart pumps faster and here I am, overfilled with 
warmth and joy. I shall see my Love soon. This land-
scape is far from being as unique, as wonderful as 
hers, but it’s already closer than the sun and peace-
fulness. Delphalilah is my Love, you see. She is won-
derful in every way, and the only one to understand 
me. The only one who’s ever understood me. Just 
being with her makes me so happy, it makes me feel 
so warm, so complete. I cannot wait to introduce

you to my Love, Delphalilah.
The road is changing again. Now, when I look out 

my window, I see a guy on a motorbike. When he 
turns around, I see that in reality, he’s dead, and half 
his face is peeling off, with only the side possessing 
the remaining eye staring at me. His lips too, have 
been partly torn off, but I can tell that he is grinning 
at me. I wave and smile, and he does the same. He 
then accelerates and drives away, far ahead of us, on 
the road which is now as dark as charcoal, as dead as 
the man on the motorbike. As beautiful and deadly 
as Delphalilah.

How must I describe my one true Love? She is 
simply perfect, as perfect as nobody, yet as eternal 
as everything is ephemeral. Her skin as blue as the 
darkest oceans, with a heart tattoo on her left arm, 
her lips are as red as fresh blood, and her long hair 
is of the brightest and most vivid orange you’ve ever 
seen … trust me when I say that no one is like my 
Delphalilah. I like to bend over – because she’s al-
ways seated, she who is so tall – and kiss the black 
buttons she uses for eyes.

Yes. There is only one like her. I almost cried 
when I met her, of emotion because all my short life 
I had been waiting for someone exactly like her, for 
someone who would understand me like she. Never 
have I felt as complete as during my time seated at 
the red table with Delphalilah. There has only been 
one thing which has caused me stress and wonder at 
the Madhouse. It’s the glass bottle.

It’s black, with the painting of a skeleton head on 
it, one obviously meaning something that has to do 
with death. Never once has this bottle moved from 
its same exact spot in front of Delphalilah, right on 
the red table. I have always wondered about the ori-
gin of this bottle, but most of all, its effects. Did Del-
phalilah drink the bottle? Is that how she became 
what she is now, or was she always this eternal, this 
stoic, this blue? If I drank some of the bottle, would 
I be even closer to her, would I see things her way? 
I would be there, seated on the other chair at the 
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table, the one which remains constantly empty 
when I’m not there. And if that were the case, me 
and Delphalilah would be eternal and together for-
ever. The fear I had of losing her support, her in 
general, her perfection, was beyond limits. I knew 
that if I lost her, I would let myself go, and all insan-
ity would lose sanity, with all colors fading to white. 
White, because black is just the start of another sto-
ry. 

We’ve arrived; the car comes to a halt. Now this 
you see…this is where Delphalilah is. This is all that 
matters. It’s a deserted ground, if not for one huge 
mansion. Tall, impressive, dark and sinister, with 
the windows reflecting red shades. A few unidenti-
fied skeletons on the floor, discarded here and there, 
and the only living things are the hordes of black 
cats, hissing and running in confusing circles. One 
of them, much bigger than the others, walks up to 
me with its smug, elegant demarche.

“Little Boy,” it purrs. To black cats, all boys under 
thirteen are little boys.

“Haidren?” I respond with a smile.
“Came you to see her Highness of the Red and 

Dead?” All the while it’s staring at me with its wide 
eyes, tinted yellow-green shades.

“As every other time.” Its eyes turn into slits, but 
following that he merely nods and walks away, in-
citing me to follow him, which I do, like every time. 
The door of the old manor creeks open before the 
cat, and finally shuts behind me once I enter. Red 
velvet in all angles and places, occasionally mixed 
with expensive-looking and quality wooden furni-
ture. The inside of the House appeases me: eternal, 
red and beautiful. Like Delphalilah.

Finally, the cat vanishes after we’ve turned a few 
corridors. I know what this means and enter the first 
room before me, where my eyes finally lay upon her: 
Delphalilah.

“My Love,” I breathe with emotion. There she is, 
on a chair, stoic as always, with her blue skin and 
all the stitches covering it; and how wonderful she 
looks with her perfectly straight hair and her but-
tons for eyes. Her dress never changes: its swirls 
and circles of black and white covering her pointed, 
triangular breasts, almost as if she wants to hypno-
tize you. My heart skips a beat, and I run to hug her, 
though gently, of course.

“Delphie my Love, Delpha! How are you?”

Silence. She’s a shy one, you see.
“I’ve been thinking about you every day of my 

absence, as always.” She remains silent, and so I sit 
down on the other chair, facing her. I don’t know 
how long we stand there, gazing amorously into 
each other’s eyes. That is, until, once again, I notice 
the bottle. It is, as always, in the same spot, but there 
came the itch once more, the desire to open it and 
drink it. I know it will have some enormous impact 
if I do, but the curiosity is nagging me, stronger than 
ever, and with no desire to let go. I approach my face 
to the black glass’ surface.

( this is Deplhie’s bottle )
To drink or not to drink? 
I look up at Delphalilah anxiously. Her soft gaze 

reassures me, and even though I am scared and 
anxious, the answer is already evident, deep inside 
of me. I know that this time, I will drink the bottle. 
Getting up, I timidly reach out to it, until my fingers 
brush and seize the cool surface. I sigh in relief. So 
far so good. Following that, I gaze at Delphie with 
fear, sadness, and regret. At that moment I know 
that I will never see her again, that nothing good 
will come out of the bottle, but that I am meant to 
drink it.

“Goodbye, my Love…” And I drink. Nothing hap-
pens for a while, and then…

“NO! NO! NO NO NO NO NO NO! I DON’T BE-
LIEVE THIS, I DON’T BELIEVE YOU-”

( you’re insane and the WAR the WAR came and killed 
the cat, killed your mother, killed your brother, your sis-
ter, your father- )

“NO! SHUT UP! PLEASE! I DON’T BELIEVE 
YOU! WHAT YOU’RE SAYING MAKES NO 
SENSE!”

( Daddy was already dead, but the soldiers came in 
the house and they got Nadie, the soldiers came in the 
house and they got Timmy, then the soldiers got Mom-
my- )

“NO! SHUT UP! BE QUIET, PLEASE!” I cried to 
this inhuman voice, seizing at my head with both 
hands, lacerating my face.

( and they cut Mommy, they laughed at Mommy and 
they hurt Mommy a lot. And they had a spray can- )

“SHUT UP!” I didn’t know where I was anymore, 
but it was pitch black, yet somehow I managed to 
slam my head against a wall. “I DON’T BELIEVE 
YOU!”
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( and that’s how Delphie was born, because when the 
soldiers were done they left, and you came out from the 
basement’s slightly open door )

I started crying and sobbing.
“No, please…” The tears are cascading down now.
( they later found you sleeping against Mommy’s blue 

corpse Hell only knows how long you had stayed there )
“And they brought you here, to a mental hospital, one 

in which you’ve been hiding from the truth inside your 
daydreams, inside the welcoming warmth of insanity. 
But this my boy, this –reality-, this is the real Madhouse.” 

I screeched until my lungs exploded, screamed 
covered in blood, screamed and wailed, and then I 
truly saw Hell. I was locked in a white room, with 
demons coming to seize me, to bring me back with 
cruelty, to the Madhouse of Reality.
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I would spend almost three years living with my 
boyfriend in a rather unconventional fashion. I 
was the first one to congratulate him for his ar-
ranged engagement, while we were still sharing 

an apartment. I was also there for him that time he 
had to leave for Africa to marry a girl he’d never met. 
I was tight-lipped the whole time –– I never spoke to 
any of our friends about it until it happened. I wasn’t 
sure what to say.

We were both living in the suburbs of Toronto 
with our families before our move to the big city. It 
was during our heydays partying when we first met 
through a friend. Though we were monogamous, we 
didn’t have a typical romance. We kept it a secret for 
the first six months of moving in together because 
he’s a Muslim, and I’m from a conservative Catholic 
family. When any of our family members would ask, 
we would refer to each other as roommates, which 
we were. Bros, with a little extra.

When we were together, we visited Amsterdam 
and smoked pot. He injured his foot, but it didn’t 
stop us from boarding the bus to Antwerp and Brus-
sels. He was in a lot of pain the night we got back to 
our hotel, but “it was so much fun!” he said. We took 
many trips to New York, Chicago and Montreal for 
the scene. We partied hard in Mexico City, and back-
packed all the way to Acapulco for three days before 
heading home with golden glows. 

It was on one of our adventures that he told me 
he was about to be engaged. It hit me like a punch to 
the gut, but I wasn’t surprised. I had seen the signs. 
He’d given me clues, but I’d played dumb. I didn’t 
want to seem defeated. I didn’t want to be bitter. 

My catholic upbringing made me feel for him –– 
in many countries, like the one his parents are from, 
being gay is still frowned upon. I didn’t fight. I was 
in denial, and perhaps I didn’t really think that ar-
ranged marriages still existed for people born and 
raised in Canada. So I chose to keep quiet. I couldn’t 
find a valid reason to argue against his personal be-
liefs, and I didn’t want him to be disowned by his 
parents. 

The girl was from Mombasa, the daughter of a 
family friend. She was beautiful and educated. I was 
nothing like her because I am not a woman, but I 
knew that someone like me would be capable of 
making her soon-to-be husband happier without
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even trying. I wasn’t convinced he was even capable 
of fulfilling her sexual desires. She didn’t know that, 
and I felt sorry for her.

After the engagement, while the girl’s Canadian 
visa was being finalised, he was still living with me, 
and we were still having sex. I didn’t feel the guilt of 
sleeping with an engaged man –– he was my boy-
friend first, and the relationship never ended. But 
I knew that it was only a matter of time before I’d 
have to give him up to her. 

A few weeks before his wedding, I helped him 
pick a suit. We even got a haircut together. He usu-
ally goes to the barber, and I go to the salon, but this 
time he came to my stylist with me. There was a 
need to maximize the time we spent together before 
his big day. I just knew he was feeling it, too. 

On the day he had to leave for the wedding, I 
started to realise that everything was real. I like to 
think that I successfully hid my tears as we gave 
each other a hug and a kiss before he stepped out 
of the place we had moved in to two years ago. The 
love nest we built when there was only the two of us 
against the world. But it was all about to change.  

A month later, he returned as a married man. His 
wife was in the last stages of acquiring a visa. The 
moment he landed, I was the first one he called us-
ing a payphone at the airport. He said that he was 
afraid I wouldn’t pick up if I knew it was him calling. 
But of course, I would’ve. 

I congratulated him, and he started sobbing –– 
the first and the only time I would hear him cry. I 
knew it was a mixture of regret and guilt more than 
anything. He wasn’t in love with her. I don’t think 
he’ll ever be; he loved me. 

Before his wife’s arrival, we’d occasionally hang-
out. He’d become a pariah among our friends. I 
didn’t want any of them to get involved, but for 
anyone on the outside I was a victim, which I never 
claimed to be.

We maintained our friendship. It wasn’t long be-
fore I’d get a call from his sister who had practically 
begged me to stop seeing her brother. It was by far 
the biggest challenge he had yet to deal with. His 
wife had hacked into his email account where we 
used to send each other intimate “love emails” in the 
early days of our relationship. She saw the emails. 
All of them.

His sister (and confidant) was the only person in

the family that his wife had spoken to about the af-
fair she’d uncovered. They kept it a secret from his 
parents. When I heard that his wife was pregnant, 
I decided I shouldn’t be anywhere near him again. 

I also didn’t want to seem desperate, to be seen as 
someone clinging on to a person who had chosen 
someone else. 

Two years later, he called to tell me that his mar-
riage had ended. I wasn’t surprised. His wife had 
flown back to Kenya with their daughter. I sympa-
thized with the agony of a father that my former lov-
er had become. I stayed on the phone just so that he 
could let it all out. 

He took me on a trip for my thirtieth birthday. 
I was recently single at that time, and I wanted to 
make sure the feelings I had for him were not out 
of pity. 

We drove for 6 hours to Montreal, and I slept all 
the way. We stayed in a modest penthouse along the 
Saint Laurent where we danced the night away. 

Early the next morning, we spent another two 
hours on the road to Quebec City, a place I had al-
ways been in love with. Along the beautiful Rue du 
Champlain and Sous le Fort, we dined at a table for 
two. It felt familiar, yet something wasn’t right. I was 
sitting in front of the man I used to love, in the most 
romantic setting in North America, but I felt noth-
ing. 

The man who was once my lover was now a fa-
ther to a beautiful girl. He was a great man, but he 
had so much baggage. I felt as though I were his Plan 
B, and giving him another shot meant sacrificing my 
self-worth. 

We drove back to Toronto, barely talking during 
the six-hour drive. He dropped me off at the apart-
ment he’d once called home. I did not invite him in. 
We hugged each other tightly for several seconds. 
It was a language unspoken, but rather felt and un-
derstood by two people who at one point considered 
themselves one. 

I said goodbye, walked towards my door and 
didn’t look back. That was the last time we saw each 
other. No tears, nothing. It was over.
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