
Desire: My Streetcar 
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Just yesterday we were complete strangers. He caught me off guard when he sat 

across from me on the street car holding the same newspaper he had four days ago. His 

expression sat unreadable on his face, his collared shirt torn, and sunglasses covering 

from what I could tell; was a bruise forming on his right eye. 

 

 “You look rested” he says. 

Crossing one leg over the other, he finds a comfortable position to sit in while 

other passengers struggled to find something to hold onto.  

I couldn’t tell if he was being facetious, it’s always been a struggle of mine to read 

emotions on people with nonchalant attitudes towards everything. “So do you” I fired 

back. If he’s going to go about this the way I suspect, I’ll play my hand close to my chest. 

He smirks enough to lift his lip a few inches apart, showcasing his albino teeth and 

signature toothpick. He pulls out a pen, jots something down then rips a piece of 

newspaper out of the stack he walked on with. I try to pass the time by lighting the home 

screen on my phone on. If I ever needed a pointless update on this Smartphone, now 

would be a good time. 

The street car chimes its pre-record message to inform the passengers of its next 

stop. I look up through my shades to see her gathering her belongings. Her eyes meets 

mine and she fumbles her phone. Before I can blink she’s corralled it, and is on her way 

off the street car. I stay seated, my eyes never leaving her as she waits for the traffic 

lights to change. I power my phone on, read through the rehearsed banter people send 

out this time of year: 



“Wishing u and ur family a safe and happy holiday. Let God bless you with 

health and prosperity from now into the New Year.” 

I never understood the point of these messages. Some people never sent more 

than the dreaded ” K ” reply to me within the year, but have the nerve to add me to the 

mass amount chain text messages they send out to feel good about themselves. These 

messages should be sent out monthly if you really care about my well-being. 

I jump off the street car a few blocks away from my bus buddy’s hasty retreat. I 

know if I walk fast I can make it to where she’s headed before she does. I know these 

streets better than she does. Tossing the unwanted newspaper bundle I had to a 

homeless man on the corner I walked with purpose into the frigid Toronto weather. I 

arrive at my location hopefully before she did. I scan the room and waltz over to the 

receptionist. She’s an older lady, maybe 5’5, blonde hair done up and pink nail polish 

that could use a new coating. I’m going to have to find something else to focus on. 

 

“Hi welcome to Nvidia hotel, we promise you a visually appealing stay.” she says 

full of spirit. 

 You can tell she likes her job. I notice her tongue is pierced and decide that’s where I’ll 

start.  

“Did that hurt?” I stick my tongue out pointing to it. “I like it” 

She smiles. 

“O.M.G yes! But worth every penny, I know a guy if you’re interested”  

Just then a drunkard man stumbles into the lobby.  

“The Raptors are going to the Super Bowl!” He chants. 

In a panic the receptionist attempts to call security and leaves me standing at the 

desk unattended. I reach behind the counter and grab the keys to 1831. As security 

wrestles the homeless man to the floor, I shoot him a wink and he silently thanks me for 



the money I had wrapped up in the newspaper I tossed in his direction earlier. While the 

elevator closes; slowly concealing my smirk, my albino white 

teeth, and my signature toothpick. 

--- 
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I stick my key in the door to my hotel room when I notice the lock has been 

wedge between the door frame and the door itself. Someone is already here. I push the 

door gently open with my left hand while digging through my Louie Vuitton bag with my 

right hand for my specially designed mace spray my girlfriend Sarah made for me. She 

had just found her place in this world weaving her soul through a number of bad 

relationships. Now she was working as a mall cop at the Eaton Centre and she took her 

job very seriously. 

 

“You never know with men these days” I can hear her voice echo in my head, 

going on about divorce rates have gone up and that 25% of North Americans are 

sociopaths and are therefore capable of anything. If a man even smiled at her the wrong 

way she’d reach for the nearest object turned weapon. Now I felt like Sarah, frantically 

scanning my hotel bachelor suite for the intruder and hopefully something to defend 

myself with. 

“I’ve already cleared your room of anything you might use against me”  

A familiar voice bounces off the walls of my suite. Malachi emerges from my 

kitchen with a glass in each hand. Ice cubes dance with each other around the glass 

slowly floating atop of what I can only assume is alcohol.  

 

“Captain Morgan?” I quiz 

“Jack Daniels” he replies. 

Sipping the bitter liquid and making a dissatisfied face. 

I sit across from him in one of the two sliding chairs that were scattered around the 

living room. 

Malachi slowly stirs his drink with his finger. I skip my first question and lead off with a 

more important one.  



“What happen to your face?”I ask. 

Kicking my boots off and sticking my tongue in whatever concoction he has 

prepared for me at 10am on a Friday morning. 

I swallow hard, trying to hide my detest for whiskey. 

” I’ll give you one guess Desire” I snarl, removing my sunglasses revealing some of my 

injuries I’m sure she already noticed. Desiree Sutton was a analytical little heartthrob. 

She stood at 5’7, runner’s legs, momma’s butt and an only-child’s attitude. I saw a frown 

forming on her make-up free face. She hated when I called Desire. Desiree had grown 

since I seen her last. Four, maybe five years ago. But just four days ago, I had run into 

her on a street car. 

“Well?” I hissed, annoyed by his pet name and hesitation.  

What was he hiding? And why was he drinking liquor he didn’t enjoy? 

“I was trying something new. Just like you were” he blurts out. 

As if he was reading my mind. Malachi always seemed to be in my head. My 

phone goes off, I hit the side buttons to activate silent mode and let it ring out. It amazes 

me how easily technology has allowed us to ignore people when we’re not in the mood. 

“You should see the other guy” he chuckles, looks like he’s finally ready to talk.  

“How does he look? Worse?” I inquire, if I play along, I might actually get to the 

bottom of this. 

“Yeah, I’d say so. Even with the beating he put on me, I’m still more handsome.” 

He smiles. 

“And what makes you so sure?” I ask, raising an eyebrow. 

  



 

His face takes on a much more serious tone. Or maybe he’s just shut off all emotions, 

either way, I’m about to get an honest answer out of him. I watch him shift around in his 

seat, tuck his legs in, and spins the computer chair around like a carousel. His spin cycle 

abruptly ends with him facing away from me looking up at the shelf near the exit out of 

my suite.  

I stand up, fed up with him assuming there is more boisterous behaviour afoot. When I 

stand in front of the door arms crossed and annoyed, I notice his eyes have not left the 

shelf. I follow his line of sight and see what he’s been staring at all along; my wedding 

photos. 

 

--- 
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I’ll never forget that night. Four years ago. Sarah was celebrating her third and 

hopefully last wedding engagement party. I sat miserably hunched over the bar stool as 

Sarah and company danced the night into exhaustion, drunk and signing off-key to biz 

marque ‘ s only hit, “Just a friend”.  

 

I had eaten so much I was struggling to get a buzz off the lemonade flavoured 

spirits I was running up on my tab. Mike’s Hard lemonade was hitting me about as a 

hard as a staged all-girl private high school pillow fight. Travis Tucker, my loving 

husband passed out in the bathroom about an hour ago. The night had been going well 

until he had too much to drink. Every time Travis had more than four drinks he would 

get agitated with unimportant facts about our five year marriage. 

 

“Des, your name would have looked so much better with my last name. Why 

didn’t you take it?!” 

 I endured his tireless ranting all night because four shots of over-proof rum can do that 

to you. He claims he can drink because he downs the hardest stuff, but I don’t see how 

that makes you a drinker when I get more fickle with every passing moment you’re 

intoxicated. 

I had explained to him that my mother had raised me since I could remember. 

She never needed a man to steer me in the right direction, and I wasn’t about to lose her 

last name to anyone or anything. Although Tucker-Sutton had a nice ring to it, I stood 

firm with my belief. After a few more complaints, about stepping out the shower and 

wetting the bathroom floor it was his turn to get acquainted with one. I laughed to 

myself at the thought of the irony and batted my eyelashes at the bartender. “My 

husband will pick up the tab” I said in what felt forcefully flirtatious. The bartender 

acknowledges my message and slid me a glass of water. I was never good at looking 

desirable. 



3:00am has rolled around and the dance floor has died out. A few couples 

dancing to a popular Lionel Richie song I can’t recall. It’s the first week of December and 

if I don’t get Travis and I home soon we’ll be stuck here longer than I can bare another 

moment. Luckily we don’t live too far from the bar, Sarah and I decide to walk off our 

drinks while we send everyone else on the party bus. 

I love the winter, the way the cocaine-white snowflakes cascaded slowly and 

gently simultaneously covering everything in its path when enough snow fell. 

“Strength in numbers” I whispered barely audible.  

Sarah and I had gotten about five minutes from the bar before she laughed, 

stumbled, and crashed into the curb. She was horizontal, fetal position, letting her body 

fluids and too-many-shots-of-liquor flow. I twirled with the snowflakes, in a trance- 

their dance moves were so synchronized. I got in a few seconds of my best rendition of a 

Black Swan routine before falling flat on my face. The snow had protected my face, but 

not my pride.  

My face turned beat red while I turned in Sarah’s direction. I call her name out 

only to be answered by her sawing logs. Thankfully, she had missed the whole thing. The 

heat in my face returned and melts the remaining snow off my face when I notice a pair 

of black Columbia boots a few inches from my purse that had catapulted out of my grasp 

during my belly flop into the winter snow. I trace the boots vertically; they’re 

accompanied with boot-cut Levi jeans, a large black trench-coat, and leather gloves, 

almost complexly concealed within the pockets of the coat. 

“For your sake, I hope that area of the side-walk wasn’t marked by a dog already” 

he says wryly. 

The entire wardrobe was worn by a man with full eyebrows, dark greenish eyes, 

hard to tell from the floor- a dimple in his chin, and a more-like-6:00- shadow sat 

scruffy on his face. His teeth glistened in the city street lights. A toothpick sat between 

the top and bottom sets. I shot up to my feet instantly, as if it would do anything to save 

the situation. He let out a chuckle and kicked my purse over to me. 

  



“Malachi, and you are?” He started 

“Dezzire” I said through clenched teeth. I don’t know if it was the alcohol, the 

embarrassment, or the face full of snow that had my face- no my entire body 

frozen. 

“Hmm, Desire, that’s different” he said pensively. 

“It’s Desiree, ya idiot” Sarah squeezes out, now semi-conscious. 

“Oh, that’s a shame.” He gawks, his expression has not changed. 

 

“I liked you better when you were Desire”  

He pulls his toothpick out of his mouth and flicks it into the streets, then sticks 

two fingers in his mouth and whistles a Golden-Retriever over to him as he walks past 

me and continues down the street. 

I refuse to let this guy get away with that. 

I refuse to look down where I stand; in fear that his dog may have had an earlier trip to 

this side of the street. 

--- 
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I spring to life out of a Monday night sleep. It’s Tuesday morning and without 

having to check my phone alarm; which obviously failed to do its job- I know I’m late for 

mine. 

I jump in the shower as the excessive multitasking begins. My coffee is brewing in 

the instant -coffee maker I said I’d never use; love you mom.  

 

As the shampoo runs through my hair I listen to the radio I turned up loud 

enough to listen to the weather over the sound of the running water; and the toothbrush 

swishing back and forth in my mouth. 

 

Rex, my dog already knows how to grab the newspaper and bring it inside. A 

useful little tip I picked up from my veterinarian friend who – is supposed to be in my 

bed! 

I return to my room in my towel and buckets of water trailing behind me. 

” M-Maria?” I call out; pause, think. 

” Mariam? ” I try next. 

“Maybe it’s Maybelline” I recite the jingle, still no sign of my dog’s veterinarian. 

Puzzled and disoriented, I search my memory bank for a name that fit the women 

I went to dinner with last night, but nothing comes to mind. 

So here I am, confused, late, and judging by the lack of cash in my wallet, robbed. 

I’m able to feed the dog and get a hold of the rest of my morning two hours late 

for work, I’m sure my boss will have my ass. I cut through Dundas ignoring all the 

sausage vendors, guitar players and ” Jesus died for our sins” megaphone preachers.  



I pay my fair with the little change I’ve got left and sit down near the back of the street 

car. 

That’s when I notice her. Desiree, for some reason a name I hadn’t forgotten. 

She’s sitting right across from me, a ticked-off look in her face. 

“you… ” She’s got fire in her eyes. 

“I’m sorry, have we met?” I play dumb.  

 

“Really? You’re going to be a smartass?” She shoots back. 

 

“Well my mother always told me I was precocious” I reply smirking.  

She looks at me with a puzzled face. 

 

“I’m not sure what that means” she replies reluctantly. 

 

“Well then your mom obviously never said it about you” I snarl. 

 

She starts to fume like we’re the only people on this street car. I look around to 

give her a heads up of her surroundings. She notices and softens her tone. 

 

“I had to drag my friend all the way home” she whispers  

“Maybe you should have asked for help” I reply. 

 

” I did!” She says angrily 



 

I look at her perplexed. 

 

“I thought you were homeless asking for money. I hate beggars” I reply. ” you obviously 

had a lot to drink” I add. 

I try to recall the rest of that night, meeting her for the first time. Her words were 

slurred and she had a face full of snow. She followed me four blocks telling me about her 

life and for some reason I listened. I mean I had to; I couldn’t exactly leave her there. 

We circled the block three times before she realized we had been going in a circle. The 

walk sobered her up enough to realize she had better things to do then talk to me all 

night. 

After a few apologies we ride the rest of the trip in silence. I sent emails to my 

boss saying I had a family emergency. He might not like it, but I’m unconcerned. We 

head west on Queen Street when she glances out the window. 

 

“I’ve never gone skating before.” She says out loud, to no one in particular.  

I look out at the scenery. Couples, children and family alike are skating at Nathan 

Philips Square, kicking off the arrival of snow in December. It’s cold this time of year, 

but it’s beautiful the way it brings us all together. I look over at Desire; the sun’s light 

bouncing off the snow made everything more vivid, it’s as if all the clouds in the sky 

agreed to let this single ray of light shine down on her face for this moment.  

Its here I notice the colorful streaks of red down her brunette hair; her roots 

suggest she’s naturally brunette. Her eyelashes extend well beyond her face only to be 

enhanced by the magic of makeup. Her tanned skin glistened in the sunlight, while the 

nose piercing and beauty mark under her right eye gave her face some added character. 

  



“Never?” I inquire. 

 

“Nope” she replies breaking her gaze from the ice rink.  

I grab her hand and pull the line for the next stop. 

“Where are we going?” She asks frantically. 

“Today you’re trying something new.” 

--- 
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There’s 15 minutes to 5:30pm and I’ve been watching the hands on the 

clock more than my computer screen. 

My corner office at UTC is small, but its home – and has been for the last 

four years. I love people so much I decided to take a customer service gig at a 

newly established cell phone company (sense my sarcasm). The hours were long 

but the company was small so I was hoping I’d eventually move up the ranks. 

Besides, I needed something to occupy my time these past few years.  

Travis and I have been on and off these past few years and it was starting 

to get difficult to hang on without feeling sick. In the midst of a job I was starting 

to resent, and a husband I went days avoiding, fighting or both – none of the 

above was ever constantly on my mind. 

 

” Nathan ” I started mouthing. 

“…Philips. Square. ” 

 I give in; losing the inner battle I’ve been having with myself not to think 

about Malachi – or Nathan rather, my “skating instructor” is what I told my 

husband. I don’t know how much of my story about he actually believed, but it 

hadn’t mattered. I had not heard from Malachi in nearly four years.  

I sit wondering if he thought about me, or how I felt. I click open my 

WordPress account and begin a new post. I begin on his eyes, but never leave the 

subject, ten minutes in I’m satisfied with my work and I’m ready to post. A 

window pops up on my screen explaining the PC is about to update itself. It’s 

5:30 and it’s time to leave anyway. I click publish and let the computer turn itself 

off. 



A few blocks ago I decided walking would clear my head, but I’m in heels 

and there’s not a lot of sunshine to walk on. I decide to catch the next available 

street car. I surf the internet to pass the time on my smart phone. I had had just 

enough of my service provider and by my next billing cycle I was ready to leave; 

running my data up somehow made me feel like I was winning – even when I 

wasn’t. 

The street car’s door folds back like drapes as I enter I reach into my purse 

searching for my day pass. 

“Your fare comes to $1,337 dollars” the driver says. Breaking my focus on 

my YouTube video is Malachi driving the street car. He’s looking at me grinning 

from ear to ear. 

I dig around in my purse and pull out my day pass.  

“Just put it on my card” I reply smirking. 

Malachi responds with an eye-roll and a punch to the leaver forcing the door closed. 

 

“Well played Desire” he says finally. 

 

I overstay my street car ride over an hour long. I stand the entire ride catching up with 

him, the soreness in my feet completely ignored by the freshness of the conversation. 

When I’ve exhausted his ear and every other passenger of the street car, I get off a block 

away from my place. 

 

I’ll be heading home to change and freshen up for our - 

  



 

“Night meeting” is what we were calling it. Why would I take a happily married 

woman out on a date? I thought to myself. That’s just un-American, luckily I’m 

Canadian; I have no problem wining and dining a beautiful woman who won’t have the 

time to call me tomorrow. 

We meet up at Nathan Phillips Square, where we went ice-skating four years ago. 

We glide around on the ice making fools of ourselves for an hour, and after a few 

questionable falls she makes to have me help her up we spend the remainder of the 

night at a Tim Horton’s nearby. 

“What would you do in a world where love was enough?” She asks without 

looking up. 

Her eyes locked on the inside of her French Vanilla, stirring it to perfection. 

“ If love was enough…” I repeat out loud getting a feel for the question. 

“I think people would be too afraid of it” I answer. 

 

“In a world where love is enough, it essentially eliminates alternatives” I explain.  

My statement breaks her stirring as she looks up and listens in. 

“If love is greater than all, I think we’d be too afraid to admit that we are in love. 

Announcing our love for someone would be a verbal commitment of eternity. It 

would trump the evil actions we are all capable of, and the pain we put our loved 

ones through, knowing that once they declared their love for us, we are free to 

treat them however we want. ” 

 I take a breath, wondering if I left any stone unturned in explanation.  

Desire sits for awhile saying nothing and eventually goes back to stirring her 

drink. 



I grab an abandoned newspaper in close proximity and look for another topic of 

discussion. I pull it up over my face to allow her to feel without feeling eyes bearing 

down on her. 

I peep over-top of the paper; she’s looking right at me. She seems unsettled, and 

finally opens her mouth. 

 

“Tell me something that will keep me from going home tonight.” She says, 

blinking hard and biting her lip.  

I can feel her heartbeat from across the table. 

I fold the newspaper up and put it in my back pocket. I match Desire’s gaze trying 

to win on the mental battle we are having. She leans back in her chair, surrendering to 

me. 

I begin my attack: 

“If your heart and your head is in it: you’re in love” 

Attack initiated. 

 “If your heart’s not in it but your head is: you’re in love with the idea” 

Strike one. 

“If your heart’s in it but your head isn’t: you’re no longer in love” 

Strike two. 

“If your heart’s not in it and your head’s not in it: well, I hope the sex is good.” 

Strike three. 

“Let’s check into a hotel” she says, standing up and grabbing my hand. 
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The next few weeks are a blur. I don’t mean the mean the party like a rock 

star inhaling a lifetime of snow blur; I mean the “everything happened so fast ” 

trite that movie starlets give right before they break into tears. Oddly enough, 

there is no better way to describe it. 

I sat unsettled in between the small confinements of what doctor offices 

describe as a chair; trying to read the newspaper – apparently I do that now. My 

armrest on my right was occupied by a single mother’s baby; who for whatever 

reason liked the taste of the hard plastic and metal of my chair than his bottle. 

His mother was too loud and obnoxious on her phone to notice her baby was 

skipping breakfast and going straight for dinner.  

The left armrest was forcefully given to an old man who looked more 

interested in the side of my face than the meter on his oxygen tank. He sits 

hunched over the armrest quizzing me about the war of 1812. His eyes on me the 

entire time, as my elbows are basically touching. He’s drooling as much as the 

infant is. 

Boys will be boys. 

“Congratulations!” The prissy nurse gleams at me.  

 

“Are you hoping for a girl or a boy?” She asks bouncing from one foot to the 

other. 

 

” I’m hoping you’ll hurry up and take the bathroom break you’re depriving 

yourself of” I reply, gathering my things. 

Malachi’s sense of humour had rubbed off on me. According to these test results, 

that wasn’t the only thing. 
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“How I’m feeling, it doesn’t matter 

because you know I’m okay”- 

I kill the volume on the car speaker system, the wind is moving twice as fast as I 

am on this cold winter day. This is the ugly side of winter. Once the glamour and glitter 

of the snowflakes dissipate, when the snow has been here too long and rain has started 

to melt the snow to slush. Everything in this city is painted with a distasteful shade of 

grey as the sun gives us a few hours of vigor a day. 

“The perfect gentlemen” I whisper to myself, drawing one last string of tobacco 

down my windpipe and flicking it out the window. I know I shouldn’t have done what I 

did, but “love makes you do crazy things.” So they say. 

She should be recovering from her little slip and fall any minute now, I left no 

traces in her apartment but I knew there was no escaping. Her husband turned into 

Horatio meats Sherlock Holmes on me once he realized his wife stopped coming home. 

Maybe the fact all of her hotel visits were being charged to his credit card. 

 Travis and his very persuasive friends cornered me at a bar one night, luckily 

without Desiree in tow. I got a few shots in before I took an elbow to the back of the 

head, stumbled into a right cross – then everything went black; or orange in this case. I 

hear suicidal thoughts are immanent in prison so I guess I’m getting a head start. 

Every squad car that passes sends me further and further down the hole of 

paranoia. I pull up to a red light; I can see the CN Tower from here… It’s been awhile 

since I visited. 

I take a shot of whiskey while drivers behind me begin to channel their inner road 

rage. Some switch lanes and pass me, flipping me the bird in the process. I think back to 

the days my mother and I sat at this same light as she huffed and puffed her lungs away 

with the cigarettes she couldn’t put down.  



Cancer took her from me, Rex, my true companion since then had failed his most 

recent tests, he had a great life but even he was nearing the end of his life cycle, so was 

the charger for my laptop. I chuckle to myself and exhale. I toss the newspaper in my 

pocket out the window and crank the volume back up. 

“They’re trying to take you away from me 

only over my dead body…” 

--- 
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  “…And that’s all I can remember”  

 

I stare blankly at my family members surrounding my bedside.  

 

My head feels like it was taken to the edge of a counter, cracked open and it’s 

components thrown on a frying pan to served up for a family of four. There’s a police 

officer jotting down on a notepad and my husband is holding my hand. Whispering 

words of endearment I’m not paying attention to. 

 

“So let me get this straight” the officer starts.  

“You entered your suite, a man was seated in your room drinking whiskey.” 

“Jack Daniels” I say matter-of-factly. 

“Right”  

He looks up for conformation and continues.  

 

“He avoids your questions, mentions your husband, and as you escort him out the 

door he turns back towards you” – 

 

“Then, darkness” I interject. 



The officer scratches his head in frustration. He mentions there was no sign of 

forced entry and that the hotel camera footage was inconsistent due to the bad weather 

that day. 

“Did he have a name?” He asks desperately.  

 

“Davis” I say with confidence.  

 

“Last name I assume?” He asks.  

 

“I’m sorry officer, I’m tired, I should rest” I say finally. 

He nods; excuses himself from the room. And the rest of my family follows, I 

recognize Sarah among the crowd and she winks at me as she exits. Travis squeezes my 

hand, reminding me of his existence. I stare blankly towards him.  

 

“We found you in the suite unconscious, you had a bad bruise on your head” he 

explains.  

“We rushed you to the hospital, you’ve been in a slight comma for four days- I’m 

so glad you’ve come back to me!” His eyes shiver like dams struggling to contain 

an inevitable flood of salt water. 

  



I pat his hand, “life is for the living” I reassure him. 

“You remember who I am right?” He asks. 

I stop, thinking thoroughly I reply: “Travis” 

My brain’s doing all the talking. 

“And what’s your name babe?” He asks. 

“Dezziree” I say through clenched teeth for no immediate reason I can think of. 

Travis lets out a good chuckle. 

“The meds they got you give you the stutters huh?” 

 

He kisses my forehead, tells me he loves me and heads towards the door. 

“Travis” I nearly shout. 

He whips around, 

“Yes babe?” 

“Where are my clothes?” I quiz 



 

“Oh, they’re hung up behind these doors”  

He points towards two closet looking doors directly In front of me. 

 

“Glad you mentioned it actually, I should get them home”- 

 

“Wait” I urge,  

 

“Leave them with me, it might trigger help trigger more of the attack.” 

My heart is doing all the talking all of a sudden. He nods and places my clothes at 

my bedside. 

 

“Now get some sleep” he says. 

As he exits the room, he stops; halfway through the door.  

“Wait till I get my hands on whoever did this to you” he says with an unrelenting 

flame in his eyes. 



I watch him engage the officer and the two of them carry on a conversation down 

the hallway. 

I scavenge through my belongings, first my doc Martens, my Canadian Goose 

jacket, jeans and my Louie Vuitton bag. My cell phone has fifty missed calls and even 

more text messages. I find a page of a half-torn newspaper in my purse. There’s a 

section that’s blanked for the” your ad here!”It had poorly hand-written message all over 

the newspaper.  

It’s hard to find where it starts and my head is too cloudy to stress over what it 

says. Judging by the date of the article on the opposite side, it’s about eight days old. I 

throw my bag onto the chair that my husband was just recently occupying. The 

television is covering a story about a potential jumper on the CN tower, the volume is off 

and easy to ignore. 

I close my eyes, my thoughts running incoherently like experimented rats through a 

labyrinth. I can’t recall much, but what I’ll never forget is the night of Sarah’s third 

engagement party. I sat miserably hunched over the bar… 

Fin 

  



Desire: The Lost Chapters 

(Her Inhibition) 

He looks at me as if he could peer through a crowd of a 

hundred people and still spot me. 

He looks at me as if we we’re the only two people in this room. 

It’s like he knows what I’m thinking. 

Before ordinary conversation has even begun, I’ve already 

been mentally invaded by the simple yet effective gaze of a 

benevolent face. What is it about you that melt the bars of the 

prison I’ve locked myself into? Is it your posture? Your 

demeanor? No- it’s those eyes. Those eyes that say” I don’t 

quit”. 

They say the eyes are the windows to the soul, and I’ve never 

believed we have souls – because we are souls. So if it is in 

fact your eyes that send chills down my spine, your eyes that 

freeze time better than a Polaroid, if it’s your eyes that can see 

me so clearly… 

Do you like what you see? 

D.S 
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Desire: The Lost Chapters (His Vices) 
 

By the time you read this I’ll either be severely injured, 

inebriated, or in prison – possibly all of the above. Or simply just… 

“gone”.  

I know I haven’t been the best dancer, lover or listener… Okay let’s 

cut the crap. 

 

I deflect 99% of conversation directed towards me, I fell 

asleep during LOTR, I spill water all over the bathroom floor, and I 

go over my data limit every month. Simply put, I’m a bad person. 

But I’m not sure that’s a bad thing. 

 

 I’ve come to the realization over the time I’ve spent without 

you that we all simultaneously live in two separate worlds, and I’m 

not talking about that hell on earth vs the heavenly gates that 

await us bologna either. 

 

No my sweet streetcar, we live in firstly our minds, and 

second in our reality. Think about all the imagination you had as a 

child: princesses and castles, dragons and mythical Utopias. We 

were able to be whoever or whatever we wanted to be before 

reality even mattered. As we grew, we were forced into the second 

part of our lives: the reality.  
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The looks, the success, the body weight, the money- all things 

that drove us to exceed in this life diminished our once upon a time 

lives that had endless possibilities. 

Now don’t get me wrong, reality is needed, without it we 

couldn’t have the life we live inside to call on. However, it’s sad to 

see that reality does put a toll on our mind. As reality becomes 

pressingly more important than the days of endless imagination, 

our mind begins to harbor all the negativity for us to recall on 

whenever we’re down, our mind begins to kick us. Maybe it’s the 

brains way of saying” let’s go back to the good days” knowing very 

well that can never be.  

Whatever the reason, my imagination has been damaged by 

the reality of not having you in my life anymore, and it seems the 

sickness is spreading. I have you here, in my mind- but it’s no 

longer good enough. Maybe that’s why we have to grow up in the 

first place- to make the things we dream about a reality. As 

difficult as that sounds it only gets more complex when our mind 

begins to wonder again. It makes me wonder if the jockey is still in 

control of the horse, or if he even climbed the equestrian.  

I digress; it seems the world was never meant for me to have 

you both in my mind and reality, so why has it left me feeling alone 

in both? 



I want to thank you for playing the role of the princess in the 

castle; even if I never get past this dragon they call the rest of the 

world. Fear not milady; I rescue you every night, because when I 

close my eyes, the dragon doesn’t even exist. 

Adorn always, 

M.D. 

 


