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dearest reader,
welcome to the second issue of young hots. our first iteration 
was a compendium comprised of a set of questions with a 
myriad of responses from young geniuses across the country 
(mostly just brooklyn & oakland). answers to banal questions 
like, "who was the last person you had sex with?" & "what does 
a good relationship mean to you?" ranged from the personal, the 
heartbreaking, the existentially probing, and most often, the dually 
bleak & hilarious. 

no two responses were alike -- not even those in which partners 
discussed one another or a shared experience. everyone has a 
story to tell.

this issue is a slight and tender veer away from the first in form, 
but retains the flagship issue's spirit in content. because, of 
course, love & desire reflect one another not only in romance, but 
appear prominently in friendship and self-love. ways of intimacy 
are represented in this issue in personal anecdotes and essays,  
poetry, and comics. 

also, i grew up and learned how to use indesign.

thank you for reading & enjoy this issue 
(or don't, whatever)

xo,

sara mcgrath, editor in chief
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is a girl on the internet

December 26 2015, 12:01 PM

first time sexting
i didnt know what to say
he talked dirty
it made me laugh
he sent pic of his dick
then asked for pics
it took me like 20 minutes
to figure out how to pose right

i

winter in chicago 
veronica sines

My last summer in Southern California involved painting my nails 
red while lying by the pool listening to Lana del Rey and 60’s French 
pop. My days were replete with fantasies of tragic romance, sexual 
deviance, and the occasional consideration of grad school applications.

My first winter in Chicago, the snow made me feel a sense of 
pride for my ability to exist in such conditions. Not only was I existing, I 
was thriving—a word I often used to describe my state of being, leaving 
it up to my audience to interpret as fact or hyperbole. I was a graduate 
student and the only person in my program with blonde highlights. I’m a 
social chameleon; even my astrological chart says so. 

I made an account on whatsyourprice.com where people can 
bid money to go on dates with you. I have always felt particularly 
suited to making other people feel comfortable. I’m a fun person, a 
spirit raiser you could say (an ex-cheerleader actually, which surprises 
people before it becomes as obvious as the upturned button nose on 
my face). I could be a date for hire no problem. My username was 
BouguereauGirl, (my favorite painting is his Birth of Venus). I finally 
learned how to spell Bouguereau from all the times I logged in via 
Google Chrome’s incognito window. The first date I went on was for a 
bid of $200. Tom grew up poor in Kansas and was now making who 
knows how much money doing some finance or insurance thing. He 
flew into Chicago from New York every few weeks for business and 
used whatsyourprice.com to find a dinner companion.

I met him in the lobby of the Ritz. He looked a little like Richard 
Gere and kissed me on the cheek. He talked to me like an old friend, 
obviously well versed in these kinds of dates. He waited while I zipped 
up my coat and we braved the cold to a nice tapas place. He asked the 
bartender what he recommended to drink and ordered it. Chili mango 
margaritas and some “chips and guac.” We got along so well, no major 
lulls in convo, lots of laughing…in certain one-on-one social situations I 
can’t tell if my laughs are for me or for them—a release or an offering— 
but they are genuine nonetheless. I have a distinct memory of him 
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saying, “Best date ever!!!” with a huge smile. I think he even slapped his 
knee in a “by golly!” kind of way. 

We went back to the Ritz and had a drink at the bar. I draped 
myself into an armchair and attempted to cross my legs in the most 
confident way I could. I was really playing the part. The waitress looked 
at me in a way that made me want to roll my eyes—a sure side effect of 
my embodying the persona of the Lana del Rey or Brigitte Bardot type. 
She and I both knew the option awaiting me on the other side of my 
vodka gimlet.

As to be expected and as I was gleefully anticipating, he invited 
me up to his hotel room. “No pressure whatsoever, you don’t have to do 
anything you don’t want to do” (duh). 42nd floor. I threw our discussions 
over margaritas of art, personal histories, political events, spirituality, 
et cetera, right out the window. I was an anonymous young girl about 
to sleep with a handsome rich man twice her age. He was fit, he was 
attentive, I loved every second. 

“Let me give you some money for a taxi, and here are some singles to 
tip the doorman.” 

I walk down the hallway rosy-cheeked and giddy. I don’t count the 
money because I don’t care. Explaining this to my roommates the next 
day I’m not sure how it came across to them. The taxi money covered 
the $300 boots I’d had my eye on. Chic, waterproof, suitable for all 
seasons. 

ɤ ɤ ɤ ɤ ɤ

Veronica Sines is in her final semester of graduate school.
She has a boyfriend her age who she loves dearly and passionately.iii iv
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Leah Dubuc is a filmmaker and cartoonist currently living and working in Oakland, CA. Dubuc has 
been writing and illustrating the ongoing project After Lunch since mid-2012, and has self-published 

six collected issues of her work, which can be viewed online at afterlunchcomix.com.vi



I used to be a little ho bag. Or at least, I was trying really hard to 
achieve the title. It was fun. I’m totally over that and now I only want to be 
with my boyfriend. Even when I was single a few years ago, I couldn’t just 
hook up with anyone anymore like I used to. But it was fun while it lasted 
and I don’t regret any moment of it. 

I am not in an open relationship right now and I don’t have the 
desire to be in one. But being in one in the past for a little while was really 
fun and enlightening. It also really helped me with my self-esteem and 
also my jealousy issues. I’m not saying this will work for everyone nor is 
it always the right answer for the couples that it occasionally works for. 
But it’s possible and it was right for me at the moment when I was doing 
it. I was just young and hot at the time and it was perfect. Now I’m not so 
young but I’m still hot and I am happily in a monogamous relationship. 

I can only speak from experience, but for women, sex gets better 
with age. When I was 18, I was having a lot of bad sex. I was still having 
fun doing it but it was bad sex. Now I only have good sex.

My mom used to tell me that guys will say anything to get into my 
pants. So for a little while, I started playing the same game the guys were 
playing and would saying whatever to get into certain guys pants. I had 
some fun. 

Looks are equal to personality.

I’m not saying that in order to be attracted to someone they need 
to be conventionally hot. That’s not true in the slightest because that’s not 
how attraction works. You can’t control who you’re attracted to, and you 
can’t control who you’ll find hot (whether or not they’re conventionally hot). 
But their looks are important. It’s important for you to be attracted to the 
way they look, along with being attracted to their personality and how it all 
fits together. Often times I have no idea if the people I am attracted to are 
conventionally hot. I can’t see them in that way because the attraction is 
too much to think about. All I know is that I am drawn to them and that I 
feel like I need to be close to them and that I would like to hump them and 
hug them and kiss them. 

☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺
Veronica Shirley lives in LA, you’ll win her heart if you’re honest and have a sense of humor about 

yourself. Some interests include: going for long walks, trying to meditate. 
She is also the founder of The Project. 

i used to be a little ho bag 
veronica shirley
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the point is i don’t have any lines

in the fritz lang movie, it’s black and white but you can tell my teeth 
are wine-stained. sometimes i lay on the love seat wearing white 
elbow-length gloves. i say nothing for the entirety of the film and my 
character’s only line is a cold hard scream. then i die. 
in the john waters movie, i’m a hot clown. i have a little flower in 
my pocket that squirts water into my own open eyes. i do not get to 
touch either of the protagonists. i slip on a highly-saturated banana 
peel, falling face-first into a vat of cement. 

in the dennis dugan movie, i’m the girl at the night club. adam 
sandler has a one night stand with me to forget about his 
wholesome but sexy wife. i wear sticky lip gloss and a leather skirt. 
i smile as he buys me a daiquiri or something fruity. he sighs the 
next day, “she’s just not my wholesome and sexy wife.”  

in the joe wright movie, i’m the sister with the weird nose. they 
never show my face in close-ups, only long shots. sometimes i’m 
in a wheat field or in the victorian house window. i’m there at the 
wedding, but the bride’s lace dress takes up too much space so 
you can’t see me. i’m in the pews.

four poems   christina svenson

iX

the process of looking at yourself on a screen looking at 
yourself on a screen

the screen as narcissus’ pool, except narcissus is tantalus and he keeps 
trying to drink his own reflection.

the screen as the mirror that the cat keeps pawing at because it doesn’t 
know it’s pawing at itself.

the screen as touching your face all day
then waking up and realizing you have three new pimples.

the screen as the river-water that drowned ophelia; 
the screen as ophelia drowning herself.

august 19

extremely sensitive, 
(as if by touching my cuticles the woman at the nail salon could kill me.)

extremely impotent
(fearful that the chlamydia i contracted 12 months ago has 
rendered me infertile.)

extremely insensitive
(because i harbor secret feelings hoping that i am, in fact, 
infertile.) 

ɤ ɤ ɤ ɤ ɤ
Christina Svenson is studying English at the University of California, Berkeley. She is an 

associate editor at the Berkeley Poetry Review. Her twitter handle is @anglebyshaggy.

X



excerpts from hi ok bye
hannon smith

lingering perfume 

our bedding was sour 
only a masochist could be in love with her dourness 
pinching porous cheeks until roses bloom 
overflowing the sides of the bath tub where his frailness kneeled 
drowning in a shower of her scent 
swooning pruned  
for hours on end attempting to fathom essence

dysania 

when i see you unexpectedly i’m sent 
aroused by familiarity 
numb to the touch 
wan in pigment
stale features depriving my legs of feeling 
every time i bear succumb to the afternoon 

grove shafter  

lonely on the train 
thinking of sunday too 
i’m in love with an idea at the park a few blocks from your house
i hope you’d stop by with your friend’s dog 

prude mouth

pround is a meaty substance 
that comes out of your 
mouth 
when you are fast asleep

XI

of trope 

her arms are crossed sort of staring past me 
i anticipate her language from across the room 
her imperfect tongue echoes my own 
an impediment that keeps me awake at night 
sometimes i’m taken by her opening a door 
or her smeared liquid mascara 

i’m clinging to the crease in the doorway 
i’m infatuated with an ideal 
her prude mouth 
her hair thick in the wind tossing about 
speaking over each other with the windows down 
strands come loose for a moment, then compress 

holding hands in traffic 
my palms are clammy because i’m steering with one hand 
i like to string words together to compliment her likeness 

every now and then i see her growing old in grocery stores 
her shape takes form in most things like foam 
pulsing and warm when my ribs seem to falter 
to her imperfect tongue and prude mouth 
her hair thick in the wind tossing about 
it is difficult to breathe what she is 
i’ve given up thinking about meaning 
divorce is a good word to describe everything 

☹ ☹ ☹ ☹ ☹
Hannon Smith "lives" and "works" in Oakland, Ca. He has dedicated his life to attending Laney 
College and first started writing after analyzing the lyrics of the song 'hurt' by nine inch nails in a 

junior high school poetry class. Hannon has been working on the same two books of short poems 
and prose for almost four years: hi ok bye and heartache in 140 characters or less.
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unfollowed
melissa mcelhose

That one wonderful time you deleted me from your life there 
was confetti in the gutter and gum on the bottom of my shoe. 
We were standing on the corner of who I am now and who I 
used to be. I rewound back to my favorite day when we went 
swimming at the dam tucked in the hills. We kissed on a rock 
and there was a hole in the crotch of my underwear. I can 
still taste the green apple soda on my teeth as we sat in the 
garden behind the library and named a stray cat Chip. You 
acted like you forgot or you really did forget.

I fast forward to a time that will never happen, when I wrote 
you a letter and made it into a flyer that I posted on every 
tree in the town we met. The flyer said: you changed me, 
flung me into these fossilizing bits called now, sent me 
treading in this substance that could be classified as never or 
forever.

Darling Road will always sway like a drunken hammock 
in the corner of my memory’s bedroom. We escaped the 
party and talked about your ex girlfriend to the soundtrack of 
strawberry fields and stars. The truth is, I memorized the first 
chapter and read the last sentence before the title
page. It was a sweet familiar mystery that drenched the 
waffles I made for us the morning after Valentine’s Day. I 
leave the porch light on and close the book on the table. You 
left at the darkest hour, swinging the back door shut.

XIIi

I wish you would look in the rearview mirror at the empty 
backseat. I dream of you doing a donut in a parking lot, spiralling 
towards my ghost. If you kneeled at my feet in an Italian 
restaurant I would never make you beg me to stay again. If you 
threw a gumball at my window
I’d come down and blow a bubble in your face. I would tell you: 
I’ve failed miserably at loathing you, like that one time I tried to 
fold a paper crane. I know somewhere we are still sitting on a 
branch looking down at Ventura Avenue, smoking cigarettes and 
watching the sky ooze with a sunset that tries to thaw this silvery 
frozen frame.

͠

Melissa McElhose lives in Oakland, tutors in San Francisco by day, and slings mac 'n cheese at 
Homeroom by night. She writes her first drafts on a Triumph Tippa typewriter and carries a book 

with her everywhere she goes. Her best friend is a tuxedo cat.Xiv



burrito
annie o'hare

You owe me one deluxe chicken burrito, preferably from the truck that 
parks at the Beauty Supply Warehouse on Market and Grand. Yelling 
at you to put your dick away and get the hell out released an unusual 
amount of adrenaline and immediately upon returning home I barfed up 
a burrito of the type I am asking you to reimburse me for (which I had 
eaten for dinner before meeting my friend at the bookstore). 

I still have about a quarter of the first burrito saved in foil wrap on my 
counter and there is sort of no telling or proving how much of what I ate 
ended up in the toilet. The discomfort of barfing and unpleasantness 
of seeing your gross dick poking through the deliberate hole in your 
sweatpants, I think, can be combined to balance roughly one quarter 
of a burrito, provided it’s a burrito I already know I like and would have 
chosen for myself. I think this is a conservative estimate and under the 
circumstances I do not feel it is unreasonable to insist on payment in the 
amount of an entire burrito.  

Please note that somewhere between these two grievances can be 
found my own dismay at a room full of people I respect having now 
seen me simultaneously point, yell and blush. This is physically an 
awkward thing to do and my pointing was sort of flustered and goofy 
because you, your dick, and the door all needed gesturing to at the 
same time. I understand that this is not a good look on me and that it is 
your fault I momentarily forgot myself to wave my finger around like a 
freaking loon. 

In addition please include one burrito for the girl who learned that an 
unwelcome dick had been hovering over her head for an amount of time 
we can only estimate by how long a rogue penis can go unsheathed in 
an audience before anyone notices. I think we can agree that this figure 
will be more than zero seconds, which is the only acceptable amount of 
time for an uninvited dick to hover over a person’s head.

⁕ ⁕ ⁕ ⁕ ⁕

Annie O'Hare is a writer living in Oakland, CA. She's pretty good at making soup. 
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jerry
 ivane lund-soyombo

do you remember how i met you in a bar and I talked to you 

because you were older and i thought it’d be funny? then I looked down and I 
liked your shoes 

and decided that maybe there was a way I could like you too. 

I let you fuck me without a condom because you seemed responsible. 

I invited you to meet up with my friends and I 

because I did like you 

even though you were being really loud and embarrassing and immature 

when we woke up in the morning you said I was beautiful 

you played me a song I said I didn’t like 

I think that is probably when you decided that we wouldn't be seeing each other 
anymore 

even though after that you kissed me in public in daylight 

and texted me reminding me to stay cool because it had been unseasonably 
warm.

at a bar again you told me you didn't want to date 

but we could be friends and I could come to you if I ever needed anything.

it hurts my feelings when I see you around

⁕ ⁕ ⁕ ⁕ ⁕

Ivane Lund-Soyombo is a black female/writer/crybaby residing in San Francisco.
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The cat appeared around my apartment building only a few weeks 
ago. I did not like the sight of him at all. The first time he appeared I 
told him at once to shoo and get away. I let him nuzzle against me and 
saw in close detail his poor condition. He was thin and gaunt with some 
patches of fur missing around his neck. He had mucus around his eyes 
that stuck to his fur. He grazed my ankles and rubbed his face on the 
toes of my shoes. His caresses tugged at my heartstrings, which are 
already so weak. Still I continued to act affronted towards him, ignoring 
his meows and his incessant pawing at my gate. He seemed to like 
me but I wanted him out of my sight. For days we went on like this 
until my crafted indifference began to wear down. In a state of fugue or 
biological impulse, I pried open a can of tuna and set out one of my finer 
ceramic bowls underneath the steps to my building. He scarfed down 
the tuna like a starving cat. Don’t get used to this, I told him.

I have never been a cat person, although for a short time when I was 
a child, I lived with one. He was inherited from a friend and her mother, 
who were moving to a new apartment in the same town.  The new 
apartment did not allow cats. I spent a lot of time with this friend that 
summer. The cat slinked around our fortress of pillows and blankets 
in front of the television. The cat ate out of our cereal bowls, lapping 
up sugary milk. I began to feel affection towards the cat, even letting 
him sit in my lap and claw at my stomach. I convinced my parents to 
adopt, though my mother had once been attacked by a gang of cats and 
remained distrusting.

My mother was sick with cancer and the cat spent most of his time 
sleeping in her bedroom at her feet while we waited for her to die. Once 
she was gone the cat took on strange behaviors. He left bleeding rats 
for dead at the foot of my bed. I woke to his paws on both of my closed 
eyelids, drawing his claws. He left trails of vomit down the hallway. 
He was uninterested in his food and finally placed himself into the 
basement to die. We buried him in the backyard. It was a respectful 
ceremony.

I began to feed the cat that comes to my door on a daily basis. I set dry 
food out in a bowl outside of my apartment door. The cat started to look 
past the food, through the open door into my apartment. On multiple 

cat person
sara mcgrath

Xviii

occasions he tried to sneak past me when I had made it clear I had no 
intentions to invite him inside. I blocked the door and allowed him to sit 
outside to eat his food. He remained persistently curious.

We carried on like this for some time. I extended my care to a 
smattering of chicken flavored bits at the foot of my door, and he 
continued to try to vie for the permission to enter my quarters. This 
was, of course, until I started to speak in a high, shrill register using 
nonsensical nicknames. It seems these terms of affection have caused 
me to no longer be deferential. 

I do not want to be a cat person. I am afraid of fleas and parasites. I do 
not want a cat to pounce onto my belongings and scratch up my sofa. 
I do not want a cat to follow me across the country should I decide to 
move, the burden of keeping him alive on my shoulders alone. I do 
not want to be dying, and have him feel like he cannot live around 
surviving humans. I do not want him to decide to die and retreat into a 
basement. The mortality of humans is already so much to bear that I 
am in constant fear of my friends and family abandoning me by death 
or by choice. Despite these fears, I have become a cat person. The cat 
now has a name. I let the cat go underneath the covers of my bed and 
sleep with me there until the morning. I buy treats. I collect coupons 
for cat food. I mix wet food with dry for a weekly treat. I compliment his 
beautiful fur. I coo and hem and haw over this stupid cat.

I once read a book called heroic cat escapes. It was about heroic cat 
escapes. I think often of one particular story. In the middle of a house 
remodel in Florida a cat was exploring the house, as cats are wont to 
do. His mistake was exploring on the day they plastered up the dry wall, 
and he was trapped in the frame of the house. Eventually, after many 
days and nights in which nobody heard his meows over the sounds of 
construction, he dug a hole through the wall and escaped. He would not 
be defeated by his entrapment. His cunning and innovation made him 
a hero to all. He was not resentful or traumatized in any obvious way. 
His opinion of humans seemed to have remained the same, even after 
being trapped in a wall for days. He moved forward, free to love again.

☼☼☼☼

Sara McGrath is a writer, artist & conversational comedian. Please visit 
worldfamousrapstar.com for more information.
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instagram
holly meadows-smith

I know someone from high school who posts frequently on 
Instagram.

At the risk of airing all of my pretensions, I will admit that I have a 
thing about social media. This was diagnosed by a different friend, not 
something I freely admitted to myself. It’s one of those things that starts 
out as a joke, the kind of thing that snowballs into a chronic habit of a 
thing. An embarrassing obsession. Regardless, isn’t there a general 
consensus that we can scoff at Instagrams of screenshotted quotes in 
cursive script above an anecdotal caption? 

The bliss and gratitude of these posts seems contrived and veering 
toward delusional. But why is it even worth discussion?

I get group texts about her misuse of Instagram.

It seems that everyone else but her is aware she is using Instagram in a 
way we wouldn’t.

No one has ever told me to publically speak highly of my life and its 
blessings to self-affirm my happiness. Whether this is due to an astute 
ability to “put on a smile” or to a true difference in net contentedness 
between me those around me, I am unsure. Maybe someone one time 
told her that surrounding herself with luminous, affirmative quotes would 
help, and maybe it did. Maybe it helped just enough to convince her 
that publicizing her life as something it’s not makes her feel better than 
submitting to the sad-girl aesthetic that rules mainstream Instagram. But 
I am no psychologist.

While writing these last few sentences I checked Twitter seven times 
and on the last refresh clicked a link titled “4 Studies On Why People 
Who Don’t Use Social Media Are So Much Happier IRL”. 

You know that feeling when “stars align” and you’re so ~in 
sync with the universe~ and something’s going on with the moon and 
Mercury goes direct and your horoscope speaks to you and all of a 
sudden your social network feeds solve some mystery you weren’t 
even aware existed and proves that everyone you’ve ever seen on the 
internet knows everyone else out there?XXi

I had a birthday party and a girl from LA who I follow on 
Instagram showed up in my living room. After the internal confusion, 
elation, embarrassment, and actual introductions had passed, I gave 
her a copy of a zine I published in the hopes of seeming like someone 
creative and assertive enough to think my work worthwhile.

She followed me back.

Editing photos the following day, I was reminded of her and 
checked Instagram. She was a suggested friend on Facebook - 
requested. Twenty minutes later, we matched on Tinder.

My one qualm with Tinder is that I’m forced to look at so many 
awful, boring people. The only people I want to swipe are people I 
already know exist but whom I need a social/technological crutch to 
engage with. 

I’ve had an account for a month and this was the first interaction 
I took interest in. I spent an entire 24 hours convincing myself that the 
three sentences I’d crafted to her were appropriate, honest, and worth 
responding to. I had it proof-read by an objective third party then finally 
sent it at 6p.m. on a Monday. She responded immediately, positively, 
and amicably, inviting me to meet her at a show on Wednesday. I could 
not attend, so I laid in bed until 10 p.m. and thought about nothing else. 
I checked her Instagram and Facebook a lot during the span of those 
four hours, as well as my own. I changed my profile picture. 

☹ ☹ ☹ ☹ ☹

We planned to meet for drinks on Friday. She texted me with, 
“Hey girl!”, her name, and that heart emoji with the sparkles. I posted 
two Instagrams during this time and she liked the one of plants only. I 
met her at a bar with four other girls, all of whom I knew superficially. 
We took a group picture, which did not show up on anyone's feed, and 
I wondered if I’d ever see how it had turned out. The following day she 
gave me a baby pink T-shirt with a rose on it. 

Contrary to the aforementioned, it is important to me to show very little 
enthusiasm toward any emotional endeavor, romantic or otherwise. And 
it is most important to feign ignorance and avoid acknowledgement of 
the online presence of strangers. 
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Both apathy and avoidance are contrived acts of confidence, but faking 
it til you make it is a tried and true cliché. That quixotic friend from 
highschool quit her job and moved to Thailand; she’s married now.

I find myself inspired most frequently by people from the Internet, and 
I cannot decide if this is respectable or not. I have started looking 
extensively at the “Explore” page on Instagram and it makes me feel 
more informed and relevant. I tweet more and blog and self-promote on 
Facebook.

The week after my birthday I was asked on three different dates by 
three different men IRL and I did not check their Instagrams once. I did 
hang out with each of them, though only one was actually a date. 

I got a lot more followers that week.

͠͠

Holly Meadows-Smith is a writer, musician and photographer who runs a blog, Jejune June, 
consisting of pictures of her friends, who she makes zines about for Irrelevant Press. She lives in 

Oakland, California. 

XXIIi XXIIv



I just got dumped, broken up with, left, abandoned, or however you 
want to put it. 

It’s a fresh wound that happens all the time. 

You’ll find someone new. It takes time. He was awful. You can do better. 
People change and move apart. He needs to grow up. 

A laundry list of vague picker uppers that people have been saying for 
years. Which is better than silence, but everyone knows that only time 
and heartbreak mix can mend a broken heart and a bruised ego. 

Relief, anger, bitterness, sadness. Trying to fast forward through this 
feeling of loss. Years of seeing this person every day to never again. 
Which is fine. It’s fine. It happens all the time. 

It had been years since I have felt this way, and I hadn’t forgotten the 
feeling, which may have been the reason I stayed for the last year.

I have compiled a list of why this person was not a good fit for me (or 
anyone, but that’s not my business anymore). I keep coming back to 
one incident. The airport. That was it. The airport. That’s when you 
should have dumped him. That’s when it should have been over. 

I wanted him to be decent again. You can’t change someone. Delusion, 
even slight delusion, is hard to escape. 

He had been in Europe for five weeks. I was home. Working every 
day and setting up our new apartment. This was the longest we 
had been separated. Though we were parted by oceans, there are 
channels to communicate. There was a switch that went off.  Week two,  
communication was less and less. I don’t consider myself an emotional 
person but the silence affected me. I ate ice cream and listened to a lot 
of heartbreak songs (which, to be honest, I do when I’m happy as well) 
but this time, I felt what the songwriter was feeling. 

The night came to pick him up. I put on my best dress. Put on my face. 
Get in my car and head to the airport. 
Nervously, habitually, smoking a cigarette. I get to the airport and park. 
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Go to the international terminal. Wait. The plane was late. 

There were TV monitors so you could see the people entering the hall 
after they have exited the plane. You could prepare your appearance, 
get ready to wave to the person you have come to greet. It was 
delightful. Watching everyone’s reactions and embraces. I remember 
one couple in particular. They were beautiful . The girl was waiting for 
her boyfriend. She sees him on the screen and lights up. He walks out 
the hall with his roller bag and sees her. She runs up and jumps on him 
and they hug for three long minutes. 

Their excitement was an event. 

Now, did I expect something as passionate at these spirited young 
lovers? No. Would I want it? I’m not sure. I am not a fan of explosive 
public displays of affection, but I liked their attitude. The room was theirs 
and it didn’t matter who was watching. 

My time had finally come. I see my guy in the camera. He is with the 
four friends he went with. Looks exhausted. Sunken eyes, disheveled 
hair. I lock eyes with him and smile. 

He does not smile back. He looks at me blankly, says hi and gave me a 
side hug.

It was over. 

Just took a year and a half longer to end the chapter. 

         ͠

Elyse Schrock lives in Oakland, CA where she plays drums in the bands Puzzled and The World, 
dabbles in stop motion film, and drinks lots and lots of coffee.
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