
Hey… 
 
 
Sam stood in the self-checkout lane, amid the industrious early risers, and those like himself whose 
sleeplessness was more an indication of his lack of synchronicity with the world. He'd driven there 
a little blissed out, distractedly watching the first morning light play over the incongruous mass of 
concrete and gaudy corner shop signs that made up North London. He'd shuffled through the isles, 
only vaguely aware, or rather, aware but in a state of heightened indifference that would have been 
disabling if not for the sense of slow burning contentment he felt. It bordered on euphoria. Cradling 
several items in the crook of his arm, a few cans filled with some sort of vat prepared slop, ill 
monikered “thai red curry” or “beef steak in gravy,” and an assortment of caffeinated beverages, he 
perambulated. Having dropped a couple Valium last afternoon and woken up at one in the 
morning, still in the midst of the dosed expansiveness that comes from having one’s anxieties 
obliterated in the downing of a pill, Sam's only concern was whether this feeling would last him 
through the day. He stood at the end of the store, gazing out at the unmanned checkouts 
cascading seemingly into infinity, as though in opposing mirrors in some bizarre carnival horror 
house. Except he realised from his comfortable middle class perch that this was undoubtedly some 
sad sack's daily existence, rather than an amusing hangout for high school potheads. Everything 
around him had become a Radiohead song. He was aware of the novel absence of stress - that 
without his brain feeling the need to triage his life's exigencies, his first impulse was to stare 
distractedly into space, grinning sloppily as the attendant tended to the flashing lights the 
incompetents had set off. Unexpected item in bagging area. He'd sat down. This whole vignette 
was a shambles, he knew. Some part of him could see his own embarrassment in the third person, 
but in a good natured, inconsequential way, sort of like the guys on You've Been Framed who step 
on rakes and hit themselves in the dick. He was fully in the grasp of interpenetrating daydreams, 
shifting from one to another, weaving memory with projection. 
 
 
A little while ago, perhaps the space of a few weeks, Sam had been full of excitement and 
trepidation to see an old friend he hadn't met face to face for a while. Trepidatious on account of 
the fact that he didn't really know if mutual change had wrought a fissure somewhere in the part of 
themselves that bound them together, or more terrifyingly, whether this prospective change was 
mutual at all. That's not to say that there was ever any preternatural partiality between them, but 
there was still the concern that time may have worn down the comfort in closeness it fostered to 
begin with. Being a compulsive and antsy sort, he wasn't going to leave the success of the meeting 
to whatever shared history and understanding friends have. Pretty obviously, he needed to 
fastidiously go over funny things to say, charming anecdotes to share and make sure his 
phraseology was just so. He felt the need to present a holistic conception of himself that said 
something. Preferably something assuring – something familiar, yet tantalisingly more, as if to say 
“I may look the way you remember, but this morning I had to be fumigated to get the smell of sex 
and blow off me.” This was the part of his nature that wouldn't yield to experience, to the fact that 
he knew practiced charm comes across as such, as maladaptive, which in light of his concerns as 
to the standing of their relationship, was the worst impression to make. But there was only so much 
his desperate, taxed conscious mind could do to protect against the percolation of pernicious ideas 
that had become entrenched, and etched into his psyche over the lonely hours spent ruminating 
over old wounds, and wish-thinking into existence a mental version of his ideal self. The result was 
a well-meaning botch of himself, an abortive apparition, thwarted by the primacy it afforded to other 
people's impressions, and the slow dissolution of its own appurtenant love of wit and charm and 
humour.  
 
 
 
Oh, hi. 
She smiles. 
You look quite absorbed… 



 
 
He drove back home, still reminiscing and carefully examining his memory for any failure, or failure 
as interpreted by an imagination that refuses to afford any deviation from its rigid designs. He 
rounded the curve opposite the station near his house, the February gale beating the drizzle 
against his windshield. A cyclist next to him was keeping pace, his slight, small frame swaddled in 
a bright yellow Macintosh. He was leaning forward, projecting himself hardily, like a bulwark 
against the morning wind. Sam smiled, his own weariness yielding slightly to this vitality. But this 
apposition suddenly revealed to him that his sense of well-being had dissipated, and his slight 
narcosis was giving way to a burgeoning discontent. He cast himself back into memory again, 
remembering the morning of the reunion. He'd gone running for a few miles the night before, giving 
his skin a hint of colour and life, deceptively hiding the pallor of months of pure indolence. The 
three-day stubble covered the rest. Boarding the train to Bristol, he wondered half bemusedly if 
he'd gain any impression of the city besides the blurry faces of the bartenders and what it was like 
to wake up hungover there. After all, this was Russ he was going to meet, who after secondary 
school had shed his demure, calm exterior, and somehow developed a Nordic tolerance for 
intoxicants. So waking up tomorrow and wheezing in panic from the afterbirth of the toxic cocktail 
that would undoubtedly be pushed upon him was inevitable. He supposed finally then, as he waited 
for the aisle to clear so he could move to his carriage, that tonight should be enjoyed for itself. 
Somewhat heartened, he sat by the window, and placed the assortment of magazines he had 
brought onto the adjacent seat, along with a novel he'd been ambling though for some time. He 
leafed through one of the issues. There was something about innovations in semiconductors only 
four electrons wide. Electrical circuits created with carbon paint. A story about Middle Eastern 
women’s rights. Something was stirred, tentatively held, and then like condensation on a mirror, 
rapidly contracted into nothing.  
 
 
As the familiar disconnected boredom set in, he got up and tried to find the service cart, and moved 
to the next carriage where The Lady was selling crisps to a child perched expectantly on the brink 
of his seat. He was no older than eight, dressed in an eggshell blue polo shirt tucked into tiny khaki 
trousers, sitting next to his parents, bespectacled and deep in reading. He had that air of 
precocious perspicaciousness unique to overly inquisitive children. “He'll know what I'm up to,” 
Sam thought, and decided to loiter until she moved on, not wanting to be willingly extorted for train 
booze in the middle of the afternoon, in front of a family. This family in particular, this...quaint, 
hallmark picture of propriety. Then feeling embarrassed by his own gutlessness, he hastened 
forward and asked for her wares.  

“It'll be five fifty for a glass. Only have red I'm afraid.”  
She looked a little supercilious, like a beleaguered landlady badgering a tenant; 

appropriate, since Sam's face in that situation resembled a gormless lodger peddling dimebags for 
rent money. He seemed at a disadvantage in this negotiation.  

“All right. I'll take two.”  
He thought he'd give the impression that he wasn't drinking alone, while simultaneously 

scoring enough moonshine to dull the embarrassment of this frankly suicidal situation. He was in 
that stage of transition into the vestiges of adulthood where he wore dress shoes with jeans and 
patterned shirts rolled up at the sleeves to suggest a robustness that defied the stuffiness he 
associated with more formal attire. But he half knew that these things didn't entirely cover up the 
teenage years spent wearing torn jeans and hoodies drunkenly bought at gigs - an element that 
had established itself subtly in his gait and lean and bearing. The Lady seemed to sense this as the 
interchange happened. He eyeballed the pathetic ladlings of wine housed in plastic imitation 
champagne flutes, capped with a nasty looking foil peel. “Eleven pounds for two helpings of this 
shit, Jesus” he thought.  The boy was staring now; he could sense it in the peripheries of his vision. 
Sam turned his head to look back with bald recrimination, and as his gaze moved to rest on the 
child, it drifted past and momentarily locked with the father looking up at the scene from his paper. 
There were a couple of moments before panic in the old command centre could rectify the inertia of 
Sam's baleful physiognomy. He bolted, power shuffling through the aisles like a rodeo clown, 



fumbling to stash the cups, realising at some juncture that fleeing had probably amplified the 
awkwardness of the situation. Settling in his seat, he forced a laugh to himself, and knocked the 
glasses together in mock cheers, ripping back the peel and downing it in one, while gently prying 
the other open and leaving it on the pull tray in front of his seat. Slowly, as the train rumbled 
onwards, a brassy warmth spread through him, the innumerable doubting vagaries from within 
diminishing, the world from without growing brighter and bolder. All the stimuli gradually began 
sorting themselves, separating from the jumbled mass, starting to make sense. The coarse drag of 
a child's shoe against the carpet, a crisp flutter as someone turned a page, the feel of the light 
breeze from a loose window latch as it kissed a cool spot onto his warm body. The bacchanalian 
sensation settled as a disembodied voice announced “the next stop is Bristol Temple Meads. 
Please make sure you take your luggage with you.” Sipping from the remaining glass, Sam 
collected his things and slid them shoddily into his bag, hoisting himself, with economy of 
movement, off his seat as the train slowed on the tracks and settled into it's approach.  
 
 
 
Uh yeah, you know. Just trying to get some writing done. 
 
 
 
Sam skipped onto the platform, scanning his environment, squinting as he watched the individual 
rays falling through the rafters, animating the station in cascades of contrast, the staccato rhythm 
of shoes on concrete leaving epitaphs of airborne dust dancing in unseen plumes above the heads 
of commuters. He made his way to a nearby cafe – if he was on the fast track to debauchery, he 
may as well start loading up early in the day. As he approached, a muffled portion of a familiar 
melody crackled through the time-weathered shop speakers, soft enough to be drowned out by the 
rustle of a newspaper, and he hastened to catch the last few bars. “How grim,” he muttered to 
himself, perturbed by this apposition. He couldn’t quite place it, but whatever it was, it felt at odds 
with this glossed up mechanical dispensary of liquid stimulation for moribund city folk, incapable of 
getting through the workday without chemical aid. And then, immediately chastened by the irony of 
this observation and the contrasting reality of his own present state, he began the familiar, probing 
self-examination. Was it the wine, or was this scathing reactivity the result of some nebulous 
grouping of synapses and dendrites, forever damning him to perceive a wilting representation of all 
things? Either way, this was no time to tend to his internal conflict. He had to do whatever was 
needed to make today worthwhile. Perhaps he was just an Angry Young Man, and it would be 
more entertaining for everyone if he turned the scope of his wrath to the outside world, rather than 
present to it a window opening into the maw of the churning spiritual putrescence of a man 
surrendered to rumination. Tossing his empty glass into a bin, he stopped at the back of the queue, 
taking out his phone to send Russ a text –  

“Hey man, just pulled up at the station, give me a ring when you get here.”  
Almost immediately, he received the call, and put it to his ears just as he sidled up to the till, 

the clerk looking expectant, Sam being thrust into another awkward situation by his clownish 
karmic destiny.        

“Hey Russ, what's up, give me a moment, I'm at the till...” pressing the handset against his 
chest, he looked to the Barista.  

“Large latte please, with an extra espresso,” not waiting for the response before putting the 
phone back to his face.  

“Venti latte?” 
“Sure. Why not – make it so,” he responded with a little impatience. Then, feeling 

embarrassed at this sardonic moment of emotional honesty, he added “thanks,” before returning to 
his call.  

“Dude, I just became the asshole in the queue I'm always bitching about,” Sam cackled with 
nervous energy into the receiver, putting on his faux American businessman voice, “Hey Bobby 
what’s happening, just closed the Unitech deal, having a latte before I hit the par four, grab your 
slacks, let’s get our golf on.”  



Russ laughed the clipped, high-pitched laugh he reserved for absurd utterances and said in 
his deadpan way “I appreciated that.” Sam smiled to himself, heartened by this old rapport.  

“Where are you, you big goon? I’ll grab my coffee and be on my way.”  
 “We’re a little way down the road from the station, man. We were just heading to the pub 
when you called. Want us to wait?” 
 “Yeah, I’ll only be a minute.” 
 “Alright bro, catch you in a bit.”  

Hanging up, he felt an unsteady exhilaration, like a man locked in solitary for a month might 
upon hearing the approaching footsteps of his gaoler, the twinkling of keys and the anticipation of 
being sprung. He picked up his coffee as the barista called his order out, and began draining it in 
unsteady, searing gulps as he walked to the exit.  
 
 
 
An assignment, or something a bit more fun? 
She sips from her cup with polite anticipation. 
He shivers with startled aphasia and unconsciously begins scanning the exits. 
 
 
 
They sat abreast on two beaten old couches facing each other in a corner of a pub, the upholstery 
peeling at the arms where restless young men and women had absent-mindedly chipped away 
with their nails while drinking and sharing stories with old friends. Sam diligently continued their 
spirited handiwork, watching and listening to the old memories recounted, trying with silent anxiety 
to extort a contribution from himself. Sean, Anish and Russ sat opposite him. He’d met Anish 
before, when he’d gone to visit Russ up in Warwick, while they were both still undergraduates, but 
Sean was a new face. The three had lived together for four years, and all but Russ had individually 
been drawn down to the capital with the heady promises of cosmopolitan life. They’d all come to 
Bristol since Russ had just been taken on by a law firm, moving there to assume what seemed like 
the beginnings of an adult existence. There was a fraternal ease between them, even as Anish 
heckled Russ about events that took place a few summers prior.  
 “Mate, you don’t even remember, that’s the worst thing about it.”  
 “I swear, there is no way that happened.”  
 “Haha. To be honest, if I lumbered into my tent at a grotty festival campsite, mashed out of 
my mind, covered in my partially digested dinner, I’d try and forget too. Especially if I was followed 
in by some nasty chick in goth makeup.” 
 “You dick.” 

They continued their lively reminiscence amidst great swells of laughter from all parties.  
Sean looked across at Russ,  

“Why were you so fucked on the first day though?” 
Sam, chuckling, responded, “Mate, have you met Russ? I’ve never come across such a 

dirty lush in my life.” 
“You shut your whore mouth,” replied Russ merrily, “and drink up, we need to get to Temple 

Street before half past.”  
Sean and Anish got up simultaneously, Anish suggesting that the two of them would go 

outside for a smoke while Sam and Russ finished their tipples.  As they left, Russ sipped at his 
drink, turning to Sam,  

“What are you up to these days anyway?” 
“Nothing man, same old.” 
“Yeah?” 
“Yeah. Just, you know, this and that, trying to keep occupied…” 
So much was the constrictive perception colouring him as a shiftless outcast in his own 

eyes, and the toilsome burden of sifting his recent experiences for some proof of ordinary human 
function that he was glad at the obvious opportunity to deflect.  

“Come on,” he said, quickly draining the remainder of his pint, and standing up, “let’s get the 



fuck out of here.”   
 
Russ followed suit, hastily wrapping his coat around himself, as he followed Sam’s trail to the exit 
between the tight crowds congregated around the bar, and into the sodden December night. They 
stood in the archway down the cobbled street they’d happened upon in their perambulatory course 
through the city, adorned lengthwise with imitation Victorian lampposts, throwing great swollen 
bursts of contrast amongst the angular buildings and reflecting from the glaze extended over the 
soaked streets. There was a beauty in the charmed atmosphere for eyes that would perceive it; 
eyes not fixed on a vague middle distance or marked with a reflective glaze of their own. Nights like 
the one at hand have an enlarging influence on the melancholy, when the breath of a sigh makes 
itself manifest against the chill air, and every passed window opens to a scene on a rollicking, 
kaleidoscopic stage awash in deep light and human warmth. Sam blinked away his momentary 
stupor, and looked over at the other three conversing together under the awning. Russ turned his 
head, 
 “Shall we go?” 
 “Alrighty.” 
They set off slowly, pausing at the end of the intersecting, alien streets to try and calculate their 
route. They were all fairly boozy and insensible, though Sam felt some impalpable anxiety cutting 
through the inebriation like a shark fin. After a while he suggested, 
 “Guys, maybe we should just grab a bottle from the offie and head to Russ’ place.” 
 “That’s the best idea you’ve had all day man. Besides, it’s past half ten, the bell hath tolled 
for thee.” 
 “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
 “Last orders are at half ten you tit,” slurred Russ, “besides, I just want to have a joint and 
couch surf.” 
 “Sweet. I didn’t know you had any on you.” 
 “I don’t, it’s at home, and also, there’s an off license a street away.” 
 “This is a most excellent development. Let’s grab some Captain Morgan, and how about 
some chips on the way?” 
 “At this point I’ll pretty much eat anything.” 
 “Yeah, I remember that from the anecdote with the goth chick.” 
 “I hate you guys,” laughed Russ as he dully punched Sam on the arm.  
 
They all walked at an ambling pace towards Russ’ place, stopping at the nearby off license just 
past eleven and arguing with the keeper who was lowering the shutters over the liquor shelf. He 
eventually ceded and yielded up the bottle of rum with the slightly defrosted oven chips that Anish 
had placed on the countertop with drunken verve. Reaching the apartment they ascended the 
stairs and shuffled through the front door, heavily taking seats in the living room while Russ 
skimmed his bookshelf. Finding his copy of Whitman’s Leaves of Grass, he opened it at the back 
page and pulled out an eighth of pot, half done away with.  
 “You cheesy fucker,” said Sean, shaking his head.  
 “What?” replied Russ.  
 “I bet you think that’s really clever,” 
Russ grinned in response. He looked at Sam, 
 “You want to roll?” 
 “Sure, cast me as the perennial stoner. Alright then, hand it over.” 
Sam took the bag from Russ, and a pack of tobacco and papers from Sean. He pinched a 
generous portion of tobacco and spread it on the rolling paper, picking small pieces of bud from the 
bag and peppering them throughout, then letting the familiar, unconscious mechanical process 
take over. It was therapeutic. It helped take his mind off things. The others were fumbling with the 
speakers over in the corner, undoubtedly setting up for some sort of aural nightmare, while pouring 
drinks. As he finished up he called out to nobody in particular, while fishing in his back pocket for 
the lighter. 
 “Done, let’s blaze.” 
The others took their places to the nondescript nineties breakbeat. Sam, hardly paying attention, lit 



the joint and puffed slowly from it a few times before passing it to Russ next to him. It passed 
through him like a shudder. The others continued to talk while he sat there with a growing feeling of 
confused excitement and agitation. The joint came around again and he inhaled dutifully. 
Sensations became louder, jumbled and uncontrollably pressing. The music was becoming 
violently offensive to him. It was crowding on his mind, making his anxiety manifest in an 
encompassing, exaggerated form, and causing him to become consciously aware of every tiny 
movement he made. Unaware of the conversation taking place inches away from him, he 
interjected, 
 “Dude, what is it with you and awful rave music?” 
 “Not this again, Sam. We all know you’re the music shaman, get up and change it if you 
want.” 

He would not be batted away with such ease, and harnessed his nervous tension into a 
great spurt,  

“Man, think on the way we process music; random combinations of sound that work on the 
basis of the fact that our brain projects an imaginary pattern. If this mental pattern is corroborated 
by the actual sounds we hear, our dopamine neurones get excited - we feel pleasure. We feel 
great at the fact that we had an internal ability to make sense of something. That something, 
outside us, is nonsense. All we've really done by giving it our ear is find a way to manipulate and 
fool ourselves. But it doesn’t fucking work if you repeat the same beat for five nauseating minutes.”  

This rainman-esque monologue of alien, nihilistic principles wasn't well received. In fact it 
wasn't received at all; nobody knew quite how to respond, what to say. But before long they were 
alight with conversation again, and he was absolved of this minor failing. He remembered his 
facility with words; he remembered how they tolled the epigram of morbid ideas conjured up in an 
early morning silence. He remembered the string of memories that made up the trajectory of his 
life, and he saw himself, like some aberrant point on a graph, anomalous, inexplicable, 
incommunicable. 

“Don’t you find it silly and absurd?” he wanted to say. “Don’t you question what you are, 
when the hum produced by the blades of a passing helicopter meld harmonically with the high, 
almost imperceptible chime of a dead channel? When you realise in that moment that you are the 
precise and sole locus where these banal, sublime phenomena meet, and that your mind is the 
sheer, jagged front where music is formed, like a current drawn out between points of opposing 
polarity?” He was intoxicated and indignant, giddy and earnest. It was becoming harder to keep up 
this persistent dissimulation. He would end up showing his dissatisfaction in some greater form. 
There were periods of chatter punctuated by the introspective lulls typical of a stoned bunch. 
Slowly they all seemed to fall into a conscious doze, and before long, Sean and Anish stirred and 
arose. 

“Mate, you know we’re sleeping in your room tonight, yeah?” suggested Sean sheepishly. 
“Are you fuck,” slurred Russ with a distinct lack of energy.  

 “Come on man, where’s that famous Northern hospitality?” 
 “We’re in Bristol, you idiot.” 
 “You can take the boy out of Yorkshire, but you can’t take Yorkshire out of this one.”  

He paused for a few seconds. “Fine, one of you can take the bed, and there’s a sleeping 
bag in the closet. Fuckedy bye.” 
 They each said goodnight and lumbered off, beset with hoarse entropy. 
 
Russ got up and went over to the stereo. He looked over at Sam a little quizzically. 
 “Are you alright, man? You haven’t said anything for ages.” 
 “Yeah I’m good. Think I just freaked out a little after that last hit.” 
 “Oh how the roles have reversed my friend,” said Russ laughing, “You remember when we 
took the bus all the way down to London to see…what was it?” 
 “Napalm Death.” 
 “Yeah, that was it. Jesus, that was our embarrassing grindcore phase, it was like a fucking 
pilgrimage.” 
 “It was so good though man.” 
 “Yeah but the best part was walking down the Embankment that night toking on this tiny 



spliff. We obviously looked, like, a thousand times more suspicious than we would have if we 
weren’t constantly looking over our shoulders.” 

“I can’t believe you still remember that,” laughed Sam, “we must have been what, fourteen? 
Fifteen?” 
 “Yeah, those were good times though. Sitting in art class listening to Megadeth,” replied 
Russ over his shoulder, as he changed the music before coming and sitting down next to Sam. 
 “Mrs. Hobson didn’t care, it’s not like anyone did anything in art class anyway.”  

The music rang out its nostalgic tones. They talked and reminisced, and gradually, a quiet 
peace came over Sam, as if having a familiar face recount these shared moments in their lives 
made them emotionally resonant again. Before long it grew quiet, and they sat there in comfortable 
familiarity, as a sleepily tranquil. Russ picked up the remainder of his rum, draining it slowly.  

“I miss hanging out with you man, we don’t see enough of each other any more.” 
“I know. It’s been, what, almost a year?” Well, I guess you’re busy being a lawyer and I 

spend most of my days dicking around.” 
Russ laughed, “Haha, don’t worry about it so much. You’ll figure something out. ”  
“You reckon?” 
“Yeah, just don’t overthink it like you do with everything else. Pick something and see where 

it takes you.” 
“I guess. Hey, I’ve been in London for a year already and you still haven’t come down to 

hang out.” 
 “Well, you’ve never invited me.” 

Sam laughed, “You know you’re welcome any time.”  
They trailed off, sitting in silence. The two young men attempted to conceal the true extent 

of their mutual affection behind this skittish exchange, though in that moment, neither one could 
doubt their own place in the other’s heart. Russ’ head tilted suddenly, his hand clasping the glass 
perched precariously on his knee, and came to rest on Sam’s shoulder with the unmistakable 
languor of sleep. Sam listened as a familiar falsetto intoned from the stereo.  
 
He sat reticent, quiescent, allowing the decaying pings and hums to gently peal with a frequency 
that struck his whole being, like a tuning fork resonant with elusive magic. And all at once, the low 
lamplight draped over the walls, playing over the ceiling, seemed to him a majestic roof fretted with 
golden fire. He felt silently and suddenly that there was no opiate quite like the warm animal 
comfort of affection given and returned, and in that moment his heart went out, expanded in waves 
so that he was left a little breathless by his own capacity for love, and he was propelled by its 
current to a shore beyond the island his lonely skiff had been foundered on all this time, feeling in 
that moment, beyond horizons. He sat there for some time, adrift. Finally, he took a last drag from 
the joint, putting it out in the coke can next to him, and gently moved his friend’s head to rest on the 
nook between pillows. Moving over to the couch adjacent, he threw his legs over one arm and let 
his head cradle on the other. His breaths came deep and easy, and settled into a sleepy rhythm 
while his consciousness began to escape all corporeal bounds as it faded into the world of dreams.  
 
 
 
His demeanour shifts as if he’s suddenly remembered something important. He looks at her and 
smiles. 
Yeah, it’s this story about a guy who ends up talking to a pretty girl in a coffee shop. 
She laughs appreciatively. 
He looks over at her table, laden with a notepad and a pen lodged in the binding. Maybe she has a 
story to tell. 
So, are you trying the whole sensitive bohemian writer thing too? 
Haha, trying. 
I like the pen and paper approach, very rustic. 
 
 
 



Tracing back through his memories of the night, he felt an echo of its revelation. All our 
philosophies, and our ways of understanding the world proceed from a great feeling - an intuition of 
the way things are – our faculty of reason scrambling behind to justify our beliefs to ourselves.  
Sam had lived the last few years in velleity, too afraid to try lest he should prove his unerring belief 
in his own lack of worth. Anyone guilty of some cardinal sin is more likely to suspect and see it in 
the conduct of others. Over years spent concealing his true feelings and responses, he came to 
suspect everyone of a guileful tendency to placate, and as such never really took compliments to 
heart. But what compliment more honest and irrefutable than the open curiosity of this young 
woman’s gaze? In that moment, he began to forget himself, in the best of ways. He was fully in the 
grasp of his present reality; eyes converged not on a receding horizon, but on the girl engaging him 
in conversation. He didn't quite know how he got there, but the time for looking back was done. For 
the first time in a small eternity Sam stopped casting himself back, and instead projected himself 
forward, hardily like a bulwark, towards a future where every encounter was a revelation that 
chipped happily away at the edifice of his great disillusionment.  
 


