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Women shriek from across the 
room—calls of  companionship and 
love. Their friends call back. The 
only greetings I have known of  late 
have been email notifications: Little 
pings that affirmed my existence. 
The women’s prayer for friendship, 
answered so readily by the object 
of  their affection, is almost foreign 
and exciting.  To be called for love, 
instead of  labor, is a pleasantry I did 
not know I lost. 

A man holds his arms around two 
women; his companions churn 
against him.  His face doesn’t light 
up with satisfaction. And I for weeks 
having only known for the arms of  
my chair embrace that same familiar 
persistent absence. 



At the bar, a man stumbles down the stairs 
with a rose in his hand.  He glances from 
right to left for his partner, a girlfriend 
maybe.  He gazes in my direction. I turn 
around.  Behind me, a lover and a woman 
cuddle in a booth.  She giggles and 
drinks his wine; he whispers in her ear.  
I smile at this, but then look back to see 
the man, the rose now hanging limply in 
his hand. I see him shudder and quake. 
He slips his free hand into his pocket and 
retrieves his phone. Forlorn, he types in 
a text message and stares through me to 
the blonde. Oblivious, she retrieves her 
phone and squints at the screen before 
pursing her lips, putting it away, and 
kissing her lover.


