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木 
 
 
BALTIMORE. 

 
 

“Number six,” yells a tall black man in turquoise hospital 
scrubs. 

Aiden looks around. It’s late March. He doesn’t see 
“number six”. The man in hospital scrubs yells again, 
looks at Aiden, at other people in the waiting area, takes 
a single, long stride into a nearby room. He steps out of 
the room. “Number seven,” the man yells. 

Aiden stands. He walks across the waiting area, 
down a small corridor and into the room. The man holds 
the door for Aiden, walks in after him. He closes the 
door. Aiden sits at a desk. The man sits behind the desk. 
On the desk are five plastic vials of blood with stickers on 
them. “As you know,” says the large black man in 
hospital scrubs, “The human immunodeficiency virus is 
passed through contact with vaginal lubricant, semen, 
blood, breast milk, et cetera.” Aiden consciously tries to 
keep his face muscles relaxed and nod as the man talks. 



	  
2 

“And If you don’t wear a goddamned condom, or use 
some type of protection, your chances go way up of 
contracting it.” Aiden nods, he looks at the walls. There 
are pictures of grotesque, diseased body parts and a 
poster that says “know your status” in all capital letters 
with a man holding another man and they’re both 
smiling. 

“Now fortunately,” says the hospital scrubs man, 
he turns the sticker side of the center vial towards Aiden, 
raises his eyebrows, as if surprised, “You’re negative.”  

Aiden looks at the vial. His name is on it. Part of it 
says “two lines active”, another part, “one line inactive.” 
The vial has one red line in the middle. 

“Sweet,” says Aiden. 
“Now this doesn’t mean you don’t have all kinds of 

other heinous shit,” says the man. He lists a series of 
infections Aiden remembers reading about on Wikipedia. 

“I don’t have those,” says Aiden. “I think I tested 
negative for all of those.” 

The man shrugs, “Well then wear a fucking 
condom for christ sakes.” He points to a glass cup on 
his desk with condoms in it. 

“I already took some from the other room,” says 
Aiden. “Well,” says the man, “use them.”  

The man in hospital scrubs says something about 
Aiden coming back in six months if he decides not to 
use condoms. Aiden says, “Thank you.” He stands and 
walks out of the room. 

Outside, Aiden sees “number six”, a tall, thin black 
woman in a silk paisley hair wrap and pajama pants. She 
smiles. Aiden holds the door as she walks in. 
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He hears the man ask if she is “number six”, then 
say, “Close the door please young lady.” 

Aiden walks out of the clinic, across the street. He 
buys two slices of pizza and listens to the people making 
pizza yell at each other about the President. 
 
 
Aiden thinks, “That goat found out about cocaine even 
though he used to like saying he had never done 
cocaine. He will probably kill me if I stay in Baltimore.” 

Aiden leaves Baltimore. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

木 
 
 
WASHINGTON, DC. 
 
 
Aiden walks off the Marc train. 

He walks along the concrete parallel the track 
leading to the station and looks at the people near him. 
One of them is a tall woman in a suit jacket with blond 
hair, another, a muscular woman who looks like she is 
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struggling with her luggage. There is a family of hispanic 
people who are dressed like juggalos. Aiden tries to not 
stare at the juggalo family. He looks at the woman in the 
suit jacket instead. She is staring at the juggalo family. 

Aiden imagines the woman in the suit jacket is 
Elizabeth. He wonders if the persistence of ex girlfriends, 
in the present, is somehow fucking with the not-yet-
manifest ex girlfriends of the future. 

Aiden watches the woman in the suit jacket walk 
into the station and can’t see her anymore when the 
crowd becomes dense and erratic; faces and bodies in 
motion brake the relative fluidity of the initial disembark 
and it is chaos and Aiden can only process thoughts by 
thinking necessities. “Call Dad,” he thinks. 

Aiden walks past a Sbarro, stops and looks at the 
calzones on display. One has mozzarella and pepperoni 
cascading out of it. “This is the eighteenth time I have 
done this exact thing,” he thinks. Aiden decides not to 
buy a calzone. 

Aiden walks outside and lights a cigarette. It’s early 
evening. He sees a nondescript booth near the entrance 
of the station. A man stands near the booth holding a 
tray. The man violently yells, “Free pizza”, when Aiden 
walks by. Aiden keeps walking, stops, walks back, and 
takes the biggest slice from the tray. He puts the whole 
slice in his mouth and is still chewing when he calls his 
dad. 

“Hey man,” says Aiden’s dad. 
“Hi dude, can you pick me up from Union Station, I 

don't want to do trains anymore today.” 
“Where are you now?” 
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“Here, where are you?” 
“At the church,” Aiden hears his dad sigh. Aiden 

sees a woman in a green shirt standing near a man in a 
green shirt and they are both holding clipboards. Aiden 
does eye contact with the man, then abruptly turns his 
body in the other direction. He hears typing sounds on 
the phone. 

“Ahh, I have some stuff I need to finish up on,” 
says Aiden’s dad, “But just hold tight and I'll get you 
soon.” 
 
 
Aiden walks away from the station and sees the Capitol 
Building in the distance. He walks toward it.  

Aiden walks in front of the Capitol Building near a 
reflecting pool and stands perpendicular to the front of 
the pool. Aiden notices that the two massive statues on 
the edge of the pool and the Capitol Building staircase 
are noticeably asymmetrical. 

He walks past the Botanical Gardens and sees a 
group of about twenty Japanese people walking toward 
the entrance, looking in all different directions. Aiden 
thinks they seem genuinely surprised, happy, and 
awestricken. He thinks about the suicide rate in Japan 
and chuckles a little. 

“You little shit,” screams a cherry tree. 
Aiden walks around the National Mall and thinks 

about going inside one of the museums but remembers 
he has been in all of them on dates and with his family. 
Instead he follows some people dressed in all-black 
leather and denim, with metal spikes and gelled hair, to 
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the front of the Air and Space Museum. He thinks the 
displays outside the museum seem different from when 
he was there last. 
 
 
“Where are you now?” 

“Air and Space Museum.” 
“Okay, I’ll be there soon.” 
The people in black with spikes and gelled hair 

stand outside the museum and smoke cigarettes. Aiden 
lights a cigarette. The people say things to each other 
like “Goddamn,” “That fucking bitch,” and, “Hell yea.” 
Aiden laughs quietly. A tall man in cargo pants driving a 
rickshaw does a U-turn in the front of the museum. 
Aiden thinks the man looks like his dead grandfather. 
 
 
Later, Aiden is in the dining room on his dad’s MacBook. 
His mom sits next to him on her MacBook, grading 
papers. Aiden logs into Twitter and types, “Why am I a 
piece of shit,” looks at it, then deletes it. He stands and 
walks to the kitchen and makes a turkey sandwich. He 
pours Sriracha chili sauce on the sandwich. Aiden looks 
at the nutrition facts sticker on the bottle of Sriracha. He 
looks at the amount of Sriracha on the sandwich and 
thinks it is probably more than the daily serving size. 
Aiden eats the sandwich and drinks Zipfizz, a Vitamin 
B12 energy drink, from a 7-Eleven Big-Gulp-sized 
Tupperware cup. Aiden hears Carlos and Marguerite, the 
dogs he lives with, doing a fight outside. 
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Aiden walks to the window and yells their names 
and they stop fighting. Marguerite, a puppy, looks at 
Aiden through the window with what Aiden thinks is 
expressed confusion.  
 
 
Aiden logs into Facebook and looks at pictures of 
Elizabeth. He walks outside with the MacBook and 
smokes a cigarette on the front porch. 

Aiden looks at the stump of a felled oak tree near 
the perimeter of the lawn, looks up at the trees 
surrounding his parents’ house and can hear them still 
mourning the tree’s death. “Shut up,” says Aiden. “It’s 
been over a year already.” 

Aiden sees Sarah is online. 
“Hey,” says Aiden. 
“Hey,” says Sarah. “Want to video?” 
Aiden presses the camera icon. Nothing happens. 

He stares at the computer, clicks the camera icon a few 
more times. His eyes go out of focus. He looks at the 
Wi-Fi icon on the top of the screen and sees there is no 
reception. 

He thinks about the porch being made of concrete 
and fallout shelters being made of concrete and about 
electromagnetism and has a vague inclination about this 
relationship.  

Aiden stands and walks into the house, into his 
brother’s old room and closes the door so it’s slightly 
ajar. He catches a glimpse of himself in a full-length 
mirror, looks at his pants, then sits in a swivel chair at his 
dad’s desk. The internet is back. He clicks the camera 
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icon again. The MacBook does a ring, then a plastic-
sounding click. 

Aiden sees Sarah sitting on a beach chair, on the 
deck of a hostel. He remembers Sarah is in Nicaragua. 

“I just wanted to let you know,” says Aiden. “I got 
tested and I’m clean.” 

“Awesome.” 
“Yea,” says Aiden. 
“I still hope I don’t have HPV again, I will be pissed 

if you give me cancer.” 
Aiden laughs. 
“Just as a question, how many people did you 

sleep with unprotected?” 
“I don’t remember,” says Aiden, “and I don’t want 

to reopen old wounds.”  
“I wouldn’t ask it if I wasn’t prepared for the worst 

response,” says Sarah. “I just want to be aware. Before, 
you told me just one. So as disgusting as it was I wasn’t 
too worried. If it was more than that I think I deserve to 
know.” 

“Um.” 
“Just the ones without protection.” 
“Sarah,” says Aiden. He scratches his hair with his 

right hand and looks at his left hand. Marguerite is 
resting her head on it. She looks at Aiden, then to the left 
like she’s distracted by something. Aiden hears the 
bathroom door shut and ventilation fan turn on.  

“So, after the first one I felt like complete shit and 
spent all my time after that, even at work, as drunk as 
possible. So the honest answer is it could be four, it may 
be six, maybe all of Baltimore.” 
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Sarah does a face like she’s going to vomit, then 
shakes her head. “I don’t want details. I take it back. 
Just, where do we go from here?” 

Whimpering sounds come from Sarah’s side of the 
internet. She picks up a medium-sized dog and puts it 
on her lap. 

Aiden swivels in the chair. He looks over and sees 
Marguerite is gone. He looks at Sarah. 

“I want to have a proto or pre-relationship type 
friendship where expectations are low and interaction is 
just based on interest and mutual likes, dislikes, and 
fascinations. I want us to have fun next time you’re in the 
States.” 

“But Aiden, I’m going to want to have anger sex 
with you. I still think about you in a sexual way. I can’t 
differentiate the you that I care about as a friend and the 
you who I loved for so long and hurt me so badly.” 

Sarah’s eyes have tears in them. She moves her 
glasses to wipe her eyes. Aiden remembers walking with 
her around downtown Oakland trying to find a pair of 
frames they both liked. He remembers walking with her 
through Sequoia National Park, scared shitless, looking 
at the ground for four-leaf clovers to distract himself from 
the redwoods. Aiden remembers finding a four-leaf 
clover and kissing it and handing it to Sarah. 

“We should try to be friends though, I think,” says 
Aiden. 

Sarah pets the dog. It licks her face. 
“Okay,” she says, her voice strained. Aiden hears 

the bathroom door open. He turns and sees his mom’s 
face at the door. 
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“Dinner’s ready,” she says. 
“I already ate,” says Aiden. 
“Is that Sarah?” 
“Yea.” 
Aiden’s mom walks away. Aiden turns to the 

MacBook and sees Sarah puts the dog on the ground. 
“How’s Xander,” asks Aiden. “He seems bigger.” 
“Yea, he’s getting really big. We’re getting him 

neutered next week.” 
“Marguerite just got spayed. She has to wear a 

cone most of the time and has been in the basement 
crying a lot.” 

“Aww,” says Sarah. “Pobrecita.”  
 
 

Aiden lies on a futon in the basement. He looks at the 
Internet and watches a porn video with people doing an 
orgy. He watches the J. J. Abrams “Star Trek” movie on 
Netflix. 

Aiden naps then wakes from the nap and sends 
emails asking people he knows through the internet to 
interview him. 

He walks to the basement freezer, takes out a 
pizza, preheats the oven, and lets the dogs outside. 

Aiden puts the MacBook on the dining room table. 
He looks at Ria's Facebook wall. He sees Ria is online. 
He looks at Gmail and sees Ria online there too. 

Aiden thinks about Ria's face and smiles.  
“Hi,” says Aiden on Gmail chat. 
“Hi, says Ria, she does a smiley face with an equal 

sign and a close-bracket. 
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“What are you up to,” asks Aiden. Ria sends Aiden 
a link to Tinychat. Aiden signs up for and logs in to 
Tinychat. 

Eight people are in the Tinychat room. Someone 
links the music video for “Make It Nasty” by Tyga. There 
are breasts and simulated sex in it. Some people on 
Tinychat attach the phrase “make it nasty” to other 
phrases, trying to do the combination that elicits the 
most laughter. 

Aiden sees Cora in the top left video feed. She is 
smiling. Aiden thinks, “Wow, she is definitely the prettiest 
girl I’ve seen on the internet.” 

“Cora,” says Chester, “why are you such a snide 
bitch?” 

“Fuck off, Chester,” says Cora. 
“Alright, but I’m going to make it nasty.” 

 
 
Aiden feels overwhelmed. He messages Ria on Gmail 
chat with a link to a picture of a unicorn. 

Ria says, “Oh, cool.” 
“Sup bitches,” says Aiden. “I know it's just you Ria, 

I'm making a joke.”  
Ria laughs, “Can’t stop the ‘Make It Nasty’ loop.”  
“We’re going to have to remix it, to get it out of our 

system.” 
Ria laughs again. Later, Ria says she wants to do a 

music video. Aiden says they should do a song and a 
music video. “Yay,” says Ria. There are eight “a’s” in 
“yay”. 

“With like, us just acting weird video chatting.” 
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“Okay, okay.” 
“I will do some sounds on my computer and then 

send them to you and then you do some sounds and 
send the combined sounds back and we'll keep doing 
that until there is a song.” 

It takes four minutes to reply. Aiden sees that Ria 
signed out of Tinychat. 

“I can’t do that. I don’t know how to do that.” 
“I can't type anything in the Tinychat window,” says 

Aiden. “It has rejected me.” 
“Tinychat blows. Or like, my internet connection is 

not fast enough for Tinychat. Makes me sad.” 
 
 

Patrick, whose camera isn’t on, asks Cora if he should 
go to her party on Friday in New York. She says, “Yes, 
Patrick. You have to.” Everyone except Linda says they 
are going. Only one person besides Cora lives in or near 
New York, it seems. 

Aiden feels confused. He thinks, “A lot of people 
will be there. I want to go.” Aiden says he is going to the 
party, but does not know how he will get there. He feels 
indifferent about having said he planned to go, but thinks 
he will probably feel bad if he doesn’t. 

Ria signs back into Tinychat. Clarence, a man in 
the army who lives in North Dakota appears in the chat, 
says hi to Aiden and turns on his mic to play a song 
Aiden did over his laptop speakers. Aiden mutes 
Clarence’s feed. 
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Twelve minutes pass.  
“Sending you 'the beat,’” Aiden says to Ria on 

Gmail chat. 
Ria laughs. “Listening.” 
Aiden closes the program he did the beat in and 

looks at Tinychat. 
“Linda, will you date me,” asks Chester. “Yes or 

no?” 
“Yes,” says Linda. “But only if you make it nasty.” 
“Eww, Linda.” Chester’s face goes from neutral to 

a grin. 
“Damn,” says Ria. “I was listening to the Tinychat 

talking, popping noises, it fits the beat.” 
“Damn,” says Aiden. “Our band is called 'dumb’.” 
Ria laughs. “Hello, we are dumb, thank you for 

being here tonight.” 
Aiden laughs. He takes the pizza out of the oven 

and cuts it into quarters. He puts one quarter on a plate 
and sits back down. He sees Ria said something. 

“He’s playing your song again.” 
Aiden sees Clarence dancing and moving his lips. 
“What do I do? I feel embarrassed. Like a girl who 

a guy says is like the most beautiful girl ever. I don't 
know how to react.” 

“I don’t get it.” 
“Like, has anyone ever complimented you in a way 

that you reacted to with embarrassment or flattery? And, 
like, you can't think of anything to say or do to 
respond?” 
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“Yea,” says Ria. “Like, but that’s just because I’m 
awkward and I never know what to say. I’m just like 
'no’.” 

Ria signs out of Tinychat again and goes invisible 
on Gmail but tells Aiden that she’s still online. 

“Do you want to do music,” asks Aiden, “or just 
chill?” 

“Chill. I can’t do music right now because I’m 
sleepy and dumb.” 

Aiden laughs. “That's the band gimmick though. 
Prime time.” 

“Oh yea I forgot. But I need to make it nasty.” 
Aiden laughs. Ria does another smiley face. 
“I keep thinking, 'I should ask Ria to cyber', but ‘A’, 

I don't want to ask you that, and ‘B’, if that were an 
option I am way too tired for anything that ridiculous to 
happen right now.” The word “way” has eleven “a’s”. 

Ria laughs. She retypes what Aiden said from the 
“way” with eleven “a’s” to “right now”, then laughs again. 
“Yea we are sleepy.” 

“I feel like I’m on drugs because of the internet and 
lack of sleep.” 

“Yea yea. Like, sometimes when I don’t sleep I feel 
drunk.” 

“I just drank an energy drink. I don’t know what I’m 
thinking. Jesus.” 

Ria laughs. “Crazy.” 
“I am not in college. Energy drinks at 4 a.m. are 

like, retard shit.” 
Ria laughs. “Did you drink a Monster or Rockstar 

or Redbull or what?” 
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“A like, thing you mix with water. It's called Zipfizz.” 
“Crazy.” 
Ria says that one of her students gave her a 5-

Hour Energy drink a semester ago but that she didn’t 
drink it. Aiden asks if she still has it and that it would be 
funny to keep as a relic of the age. Aiden signs out of 
Tinychat then says goodnight to Ria, closes his 
MacBook and puts the rest of the pizza in a container in 
the fridge. 
 
 
Aiden is at his parents’ church. He tries to think as little 
as possible. It’s April. Aiden’s dad is on stage singing 
and playing keyboard. 

Aiden looks at the congregation, trying to discern 
which people are objectively more attractive than others. 
Most are obese or over fifty years old. None except 
members of his own family seem particularly attractive to 
Aiden. 

On the other side of the sanctuary is a girl with a 
neutral facial expression and a blond wig, clapping and 
swaying a little to music. Aiden stands still, stares at her. 
She looks at him, then shyly looks away. “She’s vaguely 
attractive,” thinks Aiden. 

There is an obese African woman and another 
woman who seems like she is in her early thirties and 
may have some kind of mental or personality disorder. 
They both look back at Aiden, who is about eight rows 
up, and smile. Aiden does a nod and tries to smile with 
just his eyes. They wave. 

“Attraction,” thinks Aiden. 
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Later, a man walks onto the stage and says things about 
Jesus, how he fulfilled prophecies from before he was 
born, like he rode a donkey down a specific street in a 
specific country and region on a specific day because of 
metaphors about donkeys and streets and palm leaves. 
Aiden doesn’t listen. He looks at his iPod Touch, tries to 
guess the church’s Wi-Fi password. He isn’t successful. 
He plays Tetris on his iPod and gets to level eight, then 
loses. He plays Tetris again. 

The man on the stage says something about 
coming down to the altar to confess. Aiden follows the 
mass of people who descend the stairs toward the altar, 
cuts left at the second row, which is empty, walks 
around a corner. Aiden walks down a corridor to the 
church’s basement, past the Television broadcast 
control room, the makeup and dressing rooms, and past 
the baptismal pool before reaching the bathroom. 

He urinates and looks at his face, which is mirrored 
and fluorescent above the sink. He thinks maybe he is 
unattractive to other people like how everyone else there 
seems to him. Aiden walks to the sink. He washes his 
hands. He pops a pimple. 

He walks upstairs and sees his mom behind a 
booth organizing CDs and DVDs with the man on the 
stage’s face on them. Aiden walks to his mom and 
kisses her cheek. She seems distracted, thinks Aiden, 
distant. She does a sort of detached smile. 

Aiden feels cold. He does a dance and a noise, 
then runs to the front of the foyer and looks outside. 
There are sounds coming from the sanctuary. He turns 
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his head and yells down the hallway, “Mom. When is 
breakfast happening?” 

Aiden’s mom looks at Aiden and shrugs. 
Some women come up from the basement with 

plates, cups, utensils, pastries, bagels, coffee, orange 
juice and a table they set up near the entrance of the 
church. Aiden stands by his mom as the congregation 
walks out of the sanctuary toward the exit. 

Aiden walks to the table and a black lady in her 
mid thirties wearing a suit tries to hand him a palm leaf. 
He says no thank you. “Why,” whimpers the palm leaf. 
Aiden sees the vaguely attractive girl by the table. Aiden 
stands in line behind her. She picks up a plate and puts 
a bagel on it, then looks back at Aiden. He smiles. She 
shyly looks away. Aiden thinks his attraction to her is 
slightly more vague now than from a distance. 

Aiden gets a blueberry bagel, a cinnamon pastry 
and a cup of coffee. While he eats near the basement 
staircase, Amos, a man from Trinidad-Tobago, walks up 
to him and shakes his hand. Aiden remembers his dad 
saying something about Amos having had a stroke. 

“How are you doing, young squire,” stutters Amos. 
“I’m fine,” Aiden’s mouth is full. “And you?” 
“Ahh, the lord has blessed me in many ways.” 
“Uh huh.” 
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木 
 
 
BALTIMORE part two. 
 
 
Thursday, Aiden is inside Bohemian Coffee House in 
Station North. Aiden thinks about how the goat is at 
work about a mile uptown. He feels safe. 

He sits at the bar drinking water. He looks at a fish 
tank shaped like a cube. There are two Betta fish inside. 
They are completely still. “Well, this is strange behavior,” 
thinks Aiden. 

Aiden gets a text message. It’s from Patrick. 
“I just got into Baltimore,” says Patrick. “I’m trying 

to find parking near Wind-Up Space.” 
“Okay. Do you want me to meet you there or do 

you want directions to Boho? It’s really close by.” 
“I think I’d rather meet at Wind-Up Space. 

Baltimore is basically a foreign land to me now. I used to 
wander around it all the time. Everything just looks so 
different.” 

“Okay. Let me know when you’re close.” 
Aiden hears a voice nearby say, “Can I get a vegan 

muffin?” It’s Langley. 
Aiden taps Langley’s shoulder. She seems to look 

through him. She smiles. “Hey Aiden,” she says and 
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hugs Aiden. Aiden sees Grant behind Langley while 
hugging her. “Hey Grant,” says Aiden. 

“What’s happening brother,” says Grant. “Where 
have you been, it’s been a while.” 

“I’ve been chillin,” says Aiden. “Just, like, working 
on things, kind of—or something.” 

“Oh okay,” says Langley. Grant nods. Langley pays 
for the muffin. 

Aiden watches as Grant, Langley and the rest of 
their band set up. He gets a text from Patrick. 

“Hey I’m on Maryland Ave.” 
Aiden walks up Charles Street and across North 

Avenue to Wind-Up Space. There is a group of people 
standing outside talking about a music festival. Aiden 
looks down North Avenue toward Maryland Avenue. He 
sees Robyn walk towards him. She is wearing an orange 
sundress and a brown leather jacket. She holds a bag 
with a green and yellow flower-and-paisley print on it. 

“Aiden,” she says. She is smiling. They hug. 
“Are you here for the Polar Bear Ramblers show,” 

asks Aiden. 
“Yea, I joined the band actually. I’m playing cello. 

I’m late to set up.” 
Aiden laughs. “Jesus.” 
“I need to get a bottle of whiskey before we start.” 
Aiden looks down the block, doesn’t see anyone 

else coming. He gets a text message. “I need to drop 
something off at a friend’s house. I’m going to be kind of 
late, Sorry.” 

Aiden looks at Robyn. “I’ll go with you,” he says. “I 
want to get a forty anyway.” 
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He walks with Robyn to the liquor store across the 
street, buys a 40oz bottle of Old English malt liquor. 
Robyn gets a fifth of Wild Turkey. Aiden sees a text from 
Patrick. “I am the tall black man.” 

“There are a lot of those,” says Aiden. 
“Tall black man with a backpack.” 
Aiden laughs, “Okay.” 
 

 
Aiden is alone outside of Wind-Up Space smoking a 
cigarette when he sees a tall black man with a backpack 
walk towards him from Maryland Avenue. He waves. The 
man waves back. 

“Patrick,” asks Aiden. 
“Aiden.” 
They shake hands. “It’s nice to finally meet you.” 
“Yea,” says Aiden. “Damn.” 
They walk to Bohemian Coffee House. Aiden tells 

Patrick he can buy beer inside. 
Aiden and Patrick sit at the bar. They drink and talk 

and laugh. Aiden thinks, “Patrick might be gay, I didn’t 
imagine he might be gay.” 

In the middle of the show Aiden gets a text 
message from Emily saying that she is having people 
over for wine and dinner at her house. Aiden asks if it’s 
okay if he brings Patrick with him. Emily says yes and 
that her friend Katie is with her and they are already 
finished with one bottle of wine. 

Aiden asks Patrick if he wants to go to the 
apartment of a girl he has a crush on and drink there. 

“Where does she live?” 
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“Charles Village, about a mile uptown.” Aiden 
thinks something. “Did you drive here?” 

Patrick laughs. “Yea, how else would I get here?” 
“Bus?” 
They leave the coffee house. They walk to the 

parking lot on Maryland Avenue where Patrick’s friend’s 
car is parked. Patrick says he borrowed it for the 
weekend and it’s a sweet ride. 

 
 
Patrick drives to Charles Village and parks on St. Paul 
Street. They walk across the street, away from the pub 
where the goat who might kill Aiden works. Aiden looks 
over his shoulder. 

Aiden calls Emily on his cell phone from the entry 
gate to her apartment complex. The electronic lock 
buzzes. 

The apartment complex has a courtyard. Aiden 
and Patrick walk down a path through the courtyard. 
Aiden says he thinks he remembers which apartment is 
Emily’s, even though the one time he went there was 
while blackout drunk. Aiden tells Patrick that, that night, 
Aiden told Emily that he was in love with her, and she 
invited him to her apartment and gave him bread, beans, 
and water before he asked to kiss her and she said, “No 
dude, no thank you.” 

“Damn,” says Patrick. 
Emily opens the door. She smiles, has a glass of 

white wine in her hand. “Hey,” she says. She hugs 
Aiden. 
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Aiden introduces Patrick. Emily introduces Katie. 
Katie is on a couch in the living room holding a glass of 
white wine. Katie smiles. Aiden sits in a chair near Katie. 
Patrick sits on the arm of the chair. Emily stands 
between the living and dining rooms and says there is 
wine and vodka and that she wants to go to a party or 
club or anywhere so she is going to shower and put on 
makeup. 

Aiden pours wine into two cups and hands one to 
Patrick. 

There is a cat named Henry Aiden remembers from 
the last time he was at Emily’s apartment. He sees Henry 
walk out of Emily’s bedroom and through the living room 
then run into a closet, causing the closet door to close 
with Henry inside. 

Emily says some other people who were supposed 
to come to dinner didn’t.  

“We should go to Charles Village Pub, across the 
street,” says Emily. 

“But, the goat,” thinks Aiden. 
Aiden and Patrick talk to Katie while Emily 

showers. Aiden lets Henry out of the closet and takes a 
picture of it with his iPod Touch. Katie, Patrick, and 
Aiden do shots of vodka. Emily comes out of her 
bedroom and Aiden thinks, “I’m not sure I’m as attracted 
to Emily as before.” 

 
 

They walk to Charles Village Pub. The goat is outside 
smoking a cigarette. 
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“Hey you guys,” says the goat. He gets up and 
hugs Emily and Aiden introduces him to Katie and 
Patrick. He introduces Patrick as “Paul”. 

“Cool,” says the goat. “What can I get you?” He 
butts Aiden a little in the shoulder with his horns. “Aiden, 
I assume you’re broke so I’ll grab you a PBR.” 

“Thanks,” says Aiden. 
Later, the goat shows Aiden an injury that spans 

the length of his front-right foreleg. He says it’s a long 
story, but that it involves him almost dying so it’s okay 
because he is not dead. Aiden feels nervous. 

A nearby corktree mumbles something about all 
the cigarette butts on the pavement near it. Aiden hears 
the corktree try to do something that sounds like a futile 
attempt to spit out of disgust. 

Aiden asks the goat about a camping trip Aiden 
told the goat he would go on with him but didn’t, that the 
goat went on with his cocaine friends. 

“It was good. I got quarantined though because of 
this.” The goat shows Aiden a rash on his left pastern 
that caused it to double in size and for most of the wool 
to fall out. 

“What the fuck is that,” says Emily. 
“Yea,” says the goat. “I’m injuring myself a lot. I’m 

depressed.” 
“Oh okay,” says Aiden. 
 

 
Emily says she is bored and wants to go to Ottobar. 
They say goodbye to the goat and leave the pub and 
walk five blocks to Ottobar. It’s 1:10 a.m. and the 
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bartenders do last call when they get there. Patrick buys 
Aiden a beer. Then a whiskey coke. Then another 
whiskey coke. 

Aiden sees Blake and walks over to him. He asks if 
there is an after-party. Blake says that he just moved into 
a warehouse apartment downtown, called The Annex. 
He says he and his friends are going to go there and 
dance. Emily and Katie seem enthused about going to 
The Annex and dancing. Patrick seems indifferent. 

 
 
Blake’s car seats five people but seven want to go to 
The Annex. They drunkenly discuss how to fit people into 
the car. Aiden feels calm and says he will to ride in the 
trunk. Everyone laughs. Aiden tells Blake to open the 
trunk and climbs into it. 
 
 
During the ride to The Annex, Aiden lays in fetal position 
and thinks, “I want to find a person who is tall and 
beautiful and talented to accidentally birth babies with, 
and maybe do a semi-healthy disgruntled relationship 
with that person for the rest of my life.” As he thinks this 
he hears someone say his name inside the cabin. 

“Are you alive,” they say. It’s Katie. Everyone 
laughs. 

“Yes,” yells Aiden. “I feel calm.” 
They disembark at The Annex and Aiden sees he 

has a missed call from the goat. He calls the goat back. 
“Hey, I’m with Ramona and Sam. Where are you?” 
“The Annex.” 
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“Okay, we’re on our way.” 
“Wait,” says Aiden. 
“What?” 
“I’m not sure—” Aiden sees people doing cocaine 

lines in the kitchen. “I don’t know. Ramona might not—” 
he hesitates. “I don’t know.” 

“We’ll be there in a little and work it out then.” The 
goat hangs up. 

Blake plays loud hip-hop music.  
 
 
Aiden asks Blake if it’s okay if Ramona comes. 

“Oh fuck no dude.” 
“Yea,” says Aiden. “I thought that.” 
“She is trying to get clean.” 
“I know.” 
“She has, like, a problem, man,” says Blake. “Like, 

I like her and I don’t want to subject her to stuff. She 
does some fucked up shit when she’s on stuff.” 

“Yea. Okay, she’s here, but I’ll handle it.” 
“Jesus christ Aiden,” yells Blake. 
“I’ll handle it.” 
Aiden walks to the door. The goat and Ramona are 

halfway up the stairs. Aiden tells the goat that Ramona 
isn’t welcome at the party. That they’re doing drugs and 
that the people at the party don’t want to be a bad 
influence on her. 

Ramona seems upset. 
Sam, who was approaching the staircase, stops, 

does a face, and turns around. The goat seems calm. 
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He pats Ramona on the shoulder and turns her around 
on the staircase. 

“I’m sorry,” says Aiden. 
“No, it’s okay,” says the goat. 
Ramona’s back is turned to Aiden. She says, 

“Those fuckers,” under her breath. Aiden still feels drunk 
and good. He goes inside and dances with Katie. They 
sit on a couch and talk about nihilism. Katie says, “I am 
maybe a nihilist.” 

“Sweet,” says Aiden. 
 

 
Emily says she has to go to work in the morning and 
needs to leave. They leave and take a cab back to 
Charles Village. Aiden thinks about the likelihood that the 
goat and Ramona are doing cocaine at his apartment. 

 “Don’t you ever just feel like, bad,” asks Emily, 
“about black people, sometimes?” 

“Huh,” says Aiden. 
“Like, I am a highly privileged white woman with a 

college education and a very highly attuned sense of my 
own white privilege. And sometimes I just feel bad.” 

“What are you talking about?” 
“Everyone should have a fair chance at success, 

but sometimes, I just feel bad about that fact, you 
know?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”  
 
 

After Aiden, Patrick, and Katie leave Emily at her 
apartment, they walk to Katie’s house three blocks 
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away. Patrick seems very drunk. Aiden asks Katie if he 
can sleep in her bedroom. She says, “Uh yea, sure. 
Definitely.” 

 
 
Aiden has trouble undoing Katie’s bra. She removes it 
herself and Aiden kisses her left breast. “You have an 
inverted nipple,” says Aiden. 

“Yea,” says Katie. “Ever since I’ve had boobs I’ve 
had those too.” 

“Damn,” says Aiden. He looks at Katie’s breasts. 
Aiden tries to use his mouth to re-invert Katie’s 

nipples. It only works on one side. Aiden kisses Katie’s 
neck and face and begins to unzip her jeans. 

“I don’t think I want to do that,” says Katie. 
“Oh, ok,” says Aiden. “We’ll just kiss then.” 
“Yea, that’s a good idea.” 
Aiden falls asleep holding Katie’s bare torso. Her 

jeans are still on. In the morning Aiden brushes his teeth 
and washes his face and he and Patrick leave for New 
York. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

木 
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DELAWARE. 
 
 
Patrick and Aiden walk into a rest stop. Patrick asks 
Aiden if he is hungry. Aiden says a little but that he 
doesn’t have much money and wants to save it. Patrick 
says it’s not a problem and that he will buy Aiden 
something if he wants. Aiden says he wants something 
that is less than three dollars from Roy Rogers. 

Aiden sits down at a table and plugs his iPod 
Touch into the wall. At the table next to him, three 
Egyptian men look around cautiously and speak Arabic. 
Aiden tries not to stare at them. 

There is no Wi-Fi signal, so Aiden plays “Temple 
Run” and gets six hundred thirty-seven coins in one run. 
He uses the coins to buy a female character and thinks, 
“I’m a feminist.” 

Patrick walks over and hands Aiden a hamburger. 
“I got us both some hashtag fries from Nathan’s.” 
“Sweet,” says Aiden. 
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木 
 
 
NEW YORK. 
 
 
Aiden gets a text message from Katie. It says, “You left 
your passport at my house.” 

“Fuck,” says Aiden. 
 
At Cora’s party Aiden drinks vodka, Mountain Dew, Mad 
Dog 20/20, beer, and whiskey, smokes marijuana, plays 
videogames with Cora’s roommates. After the party, 
Cora takes his hand and leads him to the third floor of 
her house. She lets go of his hand and walks to a couch 
in a small enclave in the hall with a window at the far 
end. Aiden looks at her and realizes he has to use the 
bathroom. 

“I’ll be right back,” says Aiden. 
“Okay,” says Cora, smiling. 
“She is so beautiful,” thinks Aiden while in the 

bathroom. “I didn’t think about being attracted to her in 
real life. I thought Patrick was maybe attracted to her, 
but Patrick is maybe gay. I thought this party was going 
to just be awkward people standing around, but instead I 
feel like the most disconnected from reality of everyone 
here, and, now—Cora.” 

Aiden stands at the top of the stairs. Cora sits on 
the couch. Aiden walks up the last stair and through the 
hall. He stands in front of Cora and looks at her. “Life 
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isn’t like in movies,” thinks Aiden. “Life doesn’t happen 
like this.” Aiden sits. Cora smiles and bites her lip a little. 
Aiden looks at her eyes. Aiden moves his face forward 
and closes his eye. His face moves forward until he and 
Cora kiss. 

Aiden touches Cora’s torso. Cora puts her arms 
around Aiden’s neck. After about ten minutes, someone 
downstairs calls Cora’s name. 

 
 
Outside, Patrick and Annie sit on the porch. Aiden and 
Cora walk out and sit beside them. Annie says she has 
to go to school in the morning and is waiting for a cab. 

“I had a really good time,” says Cora. 
“Yea, me too,” says Annie. 
“We should do this again someday, I think.” 
“I would definitely be into that,” says Patrick. “This 

is the most fun I’ve had in a long time.” 
Annie’s cab comes. She waves and leaves. 
“I think I’m going to go now too,” says Patrick. 
“I think I’m going to stay,” says Aiden. 
“How will you get home,” asks Cora. 
“I’ll go back with the other people who came from 

Baltimore. I asked already.” 
“Okay then, I’ll see you guys,” says Patrick. Patrick 

walks to his car. 
Cora and Aiden go back inside. 
Cora walks into her room. Aiden stands outside the 

door and looks at different parts of Cora’s body as she 
walks. He wants to say something.  
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Cora turns, “You can sleep in here with me if you, 
like, want to.” Aiden thinks Cora’s voice seems quivery. 
“It is always this way,” he thinks. Aiden feels his face 
muscles relax. 

“I do,” says Aiden. He looks at Cora’s eyes. “I want 
to do that.” 

Cora smiles. “Okay,” she says. 
Aiden walks into the room and closes the door. 

Aiden takes off his shoes and shirt. Cora stands in the 
middle of the room, smiling. Aiden puts both his hands 
on Cora’s face and kisses her. He feels her face smile. 

 
 

On her bed, Aiden turns Cora on her stomach, lays on 
her, tries to kiss her while on top of her. After a minute, 
Cora stops Aiden. She turns around. She positions him 
upright and looks at his eyes. She closes her eyes. Cora 
wraps her legs around Aiden and locks her feet together. 
Aiden holds Cora. He kisses her then nestles his chin in 
the cusp of her neck. He holds her as earnestly as he 
has ever held a person, he thinks. He thinks it may be all 
he’s ever wanted in life to hold Cora this way in this 
moment. 
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木 
 
 
WASHINGTON, DC part two. 
 
 
Aiden logs on to Gmail chat and see’s Patrick online. 

“Jesus fucking christ,” says Aiden. 
“You okay,” asks Patrick.  
“I feel sad. I feel confused why I feel sad.” 
Patrick laughs. “I don’t know. I felt sad this 

morning. Unsure how I feel now.” 
Aiden franticly opens emails and then closes them. 

He does a bite of pizza. 
“Maybe you need to hook up with Cora again to 

feel better,” says Patrick. 
“I don't want to think about it,” says Aiden. “Seems 

very distant, like that possibly will never happen again. I 
like her too much—or something, I think. I have been 
thinking about her all day every day, and just doing 
things to not think about her.” 

“Wow, this shit is deep. You must really like her.” 
“Going to drink, like, this vitamin drink. That's 

orange soda flavored.” 
“Will that make you feel better? Seems like it 

would.” 
“Maybe. Something to do between thoughts. Might 

have a cigarette too. More time between thoughts.” 
“I saw that video of you on your blog. Was funny.” 
“Which?” 
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“The one at Cora’s party.” 
“Wait, what? I haven't seen it. Where is it?” 
“Thom was in it. Might’ve been somewhere else.” 
“Jesus. I haven't seen this video yet. Is it on the 

internet? I’m confused.” 
“Oh shit. It was Michael’s blog.” Patrick sends 

Aiden a link to the video. “Cora liked it,” he says, then 
laughs. 

Aiden watches the video. In it, he pretends to be 
Steve-O from “Jackass”, chugs ten percent of a bottle of 
Kiwi~Lemon Mad Dog 20/20, pretends to dislike it, then 
says, “Fuck RJ Kern,” while holding up both middle 
fingers, and then laughs. Thom says, “Fuck RJ Kern,” 
off-screen. 

“Fuck RJ Kern,” says Aiden, then laughs. 
Patrick laughs. “I was so wasted at that party. I 

smoked weed with Cora’s roommates. Lots of it.” 
“Jesus, just thought about Cora while drinking this 

orange soda thing.” 
Patrick laughs. “Cora is so cool. I don’t think she 

knows how cool and pretty she is.” 
“I think it, like, just doesn't matter to her mostly. 

Her blog seems to be, like, about that.” Aiden puts his 
palm on his chin and types with one hand. “So cool. I 
want to see her again.” 

“Nice,” says Patrick. “She likes visitors.” 
“Does she like me? Has she said things about 

liking me? Seems like, very sudden, these feelings. 
Emotions.” 
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“I haven’t talked to her lately. I don’t know. I'll ask 
her when we chat next. Have you talked to her? Since 
the party?” 

“I have texted her twice. She texted me back once. 
Seemed really positive. She said, ‘So happy,’ then did a 
smiley face with two mouths. Then, ‘Feeling better about 
life than previously after these past few days’, then 
another smiley face.” 

Patrick laughs. “Seems good. She seems really 
happy. She’s not usually like this.” 

Aiden’s dad walks upstairs from the basement. He 
stands next to Aiden and asks what he’s doing. 

“I might be love struck,” says Aiden. 
“Does she talk good,” says Aiden’s dad. 
“Lole,” says Aiden, “Yea, she’s a writer.” 
“Oh man,” says Aiden’s dad. “That’s sad.” Aiden’s 

dad picks an apple up from the dining room table and 
walks upstairs. 

Aiden tells Patrick what his dad said. Patrick 
laughs. “She’s a smart girl.” 

“He said, 'Oh man, that's sad', re her being a 
writer. Like, 'seems bleak', but old people talk.” 

“Yea. Did you know Michael was recording you?” 
“Yea. Forgot though.” Aiden writes a poem about 

something he and Cora did the morning after the party. 
 
 

“Seems funny that I didn't know anything about you 
before the party really,” says Aiden on Gmail chat three 
days later. “I feel happy.” 
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“Yea,” says Cora. She says she is writing a résumé 
to apply for internships when she moves back to New 
Orleans for summer break.  

“I'm coming up to New York in May,” says Aiden. 
“For my brother's graduation, if you want to hang out. 

“When in May?” 
“The tenth through the twelfth.” 
Cora takes six minutes to respond. 
“Oh, ok. I don't know when I am going home yet. 

Seems like, sometime around then. But if I'm still here 
then yea.” 

“Felt prepared to type 'hashtag overwhelming 
sadness',” says Aiden. 

“Damn,” says Cora. “Feel like, confused but 
flattered or something. For some reason assumed that, 
like— I don’t know.” 

“Yea, seems like, intuitively accurate. Just, feelings, 
on my part.” Aiden touches his face and says, “Fuck.” 

“I don’t know.” 
“Damn,” says Cora, “I feel fucked.” She laughs. 
“Don't feel fucked, it's okay. Seems like an 

appropriate parallel.” 
“I don't want to be misleading in any way.” 
“No, seems okay. I don’t feel misled.” 
“How do you know?” 
“Like, seems like, I don’t know. I want to make it 

narrative. Seems like ‘unusual, brief circumstances lead 
to a bro meets girl scenario, bro and girl vibe, bro and 
girl vibe a lot, circumstances end, emotions, things,’ I 
don’t know. I don’t feel misled.” 

“Okay, yea,” says Cora. 



	  
36 

“I feel good just continuing to vibe in different 
ways.” 

Aiden feels nervous. Aiden looks at the internet 
while waiting for Cora to respond. He sees that Cora 
posted on twitter about wanting a codependent 
relationship. Aiden writes an email to Cora saying he 
maybe wants to be in a codependent relationship with 
Cora. 

Aiden walks into the kitchen. He makes a peanut 
butter and jelly sandwich. He lets the dogs outside. He 
stands at the front door of the house with the sandwich 
in his hand and looks out at his neighbors through a 
window in the door. He sees his neighbor across the 
street work on his pick-up truck. 

Aiden walks over to the radio on the mantle in the 
in the living room. He looks for something on his iPod 
Touch, plugs it into the radio. He plays “No Church in the 
Wild” by Kanye West and Jay-Z featuring Frank Ocean. 

Aiden looks and sees Cora is still online. 
“Did you read my email,” asks Aiden. 
“One sec,” says Cora, but misspells “sec”, “sex”. 
“Hi Freud,” Aiden says. Aiden wishes to not have 

said this. Cora laughs. 
“Okay,” says Cora. “Um, I feel like, amazed.” 
“Do you feel creeped-out?” 
“I feel amazed by the fact that you feel anything 

towards me.” 
“Damn.” 
“We really don’t know each other. Feel a little 

crazy.” 
“I feel kind of crazy,” says Aiden. 
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“I am not used to people being interested in me.” 
Aiden laughs. He says, “I’m trying to navigate 

thoughts of, 'How do you discuss this? Is this something 
that is up for discussion', or something. Seems funny.” 

“I feel really flattered, like, almost to 
embarrassment, or something. But I feel like you don’t 
know me well enough to even think you like me.” 

Aiden thinks about how his previous relationships 
began suddenly. He wants to argue with Cora, then 
remembers she is four years younger than him. 

“I’m trying to think. Jesus. Emotions. Discerning. 
Feel like a robot. Before we met, the first time I saw you, 
I think it was on Tinychat. I think I thought something 
vaguely like, I thought you were really pretty, like, 
‘stands-out-in-this-room-full-of-girls-pretty’. But I didn’t 
really think about it. But that thought happened. That 
little, vague thought. Then we met in real life and I had no 
expectation of thinking of you outside of the context of, 
like, ‘the hostess’, or something.” 

“Yea.” 
“And it was just different in an extreme way. I feel 

very attracted to you. I don’t know. I didn’t think about it 
before it happened at all. I like that. Seems vastly 
different from every other sexual or romantic experience 
I’ve had. I feel imprinted-on. Seems like a possible basis 
for a debilitating, codependent relationship to me.” 

“Yea, debilitating. Seems bad.” 
“Yea, but like, I can’t think of a relationship 

situation that I have been in or heard of that didn’t seem 
scary or potentially bad to me.” 
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Cora laughs, “Right. Damn. Yea. Seems like you 
feel infatuated somehow.” 

“Yea, I am definitely infatuated, but feel in control of 
my reaction to it to a degree.” 

 
“You know that in May I am going home to New Orleans 
for the Summer,” says Cora. “And then going to Japan 
for a semester.” 

“Yes.” 
“So it is likely that we would not see each other 

until January of next year.” 
“After the apocalypse. A long distance relationship 

at the end of the world. Seems really beautifully fucked, I 
think. Do you feel any emotions toward me? I feel really 
confused about that. Just flattered?” 

“I feel confused. Um, I feel rational. Like, it’s not 
rational for us to be in a relationship. I feel like I don’t 
know you at all, really. I think you’re attractive and you 
seem like a kind person. I think that your mental 
projection of me might be inaccurate.” 

“I don’t think I have a mental projection of you 
outside of our interactions. Maybe based on the internet. 
I don’t know. I agree that if I have a mental projection of 
you that it is distinctly different from you, the person. I 
feel interested in spending more time communicating 
with you.” 

“I feel open to that.” 
“Not based on who I think you are, but like, out of 

distinct interest in the person I experienced in real life.” 
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Aiden sees Cora type something then delete it. 
After about thirty seconds, Cora says, “I don’t know how 
to facilitate it.” 

Aiden looks around. He thinks about money. He 
thinks about Cora’s face and New Orleans and Japan 
and New York. About writing and college and notions of 
success. 

“I think the only means we have is the internet for 
now,” he says. “Also, I feel contrastingly irrational. I feel 
incapable of communicating concisely with much 
accuracy. I feel extreme and out-of-control, so I’m 
unsure how to approach thinking about this. I keep 
thinking, ‘time, internet, expectations, whatever.’ I don’t 
know. I feel happy that you are thinking relatively 
rationally, vastly more rationally than me. I think I just 
want to keep communicating with you, and maintaining 
emotional awareness.” 

“That seems fine. I do think that I want to, like,” 
Cora pauses. “I feel afraid of getting emotionally attached 
to someone right now at this point in my life.” 

“I feel afraid of getting emotionally attached to you 
right now.” 

“Yea. I don't know really but you seem emotional 
or something.” 

“Yea,” says Aiden. “I don't usually feel this 
overwhelmed.” 

“I don’t want anyone’s feelings to get hurt over this 
thing.” 

“I think it will feel less fucked if we don’t think of it 
as a relationship. Or if I don’t, specifically.” 
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“I think so too. Like, I want you to know that I can’t 
commit to anything.” 

“I’m bad at that too. Or, maybe I misread that.” 
“I’m in college, and, I mean, usually I am really into 

commitment. Yea, you misread that.” 
Aiden laughs. He feels nervous. 
“I mean,” says Cora, “I don’t hook up with people 

ever. I feel unable to do that.” 
“Wait.” 
“I mean, I don’t hook up with people, ever.” 
“Okay, but this seems like miscommunication.” 
“How so?” 
“Ever means infinitely or over the course of a life. I 

think I intuited what you meant, but then the basis for us 
being friends is that we hooked up.” 

“You’re the first person I’ve done that with who I 
haven’t been in a relationship with.” 

“Okay,” says Aiden. “I believe you.” 
“And I’m still unable to discern why I did that. Like, 

seems like I felt detached, almost.” 
“Damn.” 
“I felt ambivalent about it, I mean.” 
“Seems good.” 
Cora laughs, “Really?” 
“Based on how emotionally intense I feel toward 

you, how happy I feel about the emotions, and the fact 
that if you didn't feel ambivalent we wouldn't be 
discussing this all seem good to me. I don’t know, I still 
feel confused. I want to take a break from discussion, so 
I can rationalize better. Thank you for talking about this, 
bro.” 
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“Yea, def.” 
 
 

About a week later, Aiden sees Cora, Patrick, and Annie 
talking on Facebook about going to Cape Cod together 
for a weekend. He sends Cora an email saying he is 
interested in going also and has time and money and 
would like to see her. 

“I think it would be better if you didn't come 
to Cape Cod,” says Cora. “It seems like a lot more 
people are getting involved than I originally planned or 
expected. I’m afraid things will be more complicated if 
you were there too. I also want to reiterate that I am not 
interested in any kind of non-platonic relationship. Sorry 
if this seems forward but I just want to be clear.” 

Aiden stares at the MacBook display with his eyes 
not focusing for about three minutes. 

“Seems accurate, I wanted to go just to be 
involved, but agree re possibly more complicated 
scenarios arising.  No need to reiterate or apologize, 
thank you for being clear. I mostly just feel confused re 
my own emotions. I still hope to see you in New York but 
genuinely understand if you would prefer not to.” 
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木 
 
 
BALTIMORE part three. 
 
 
Aiden replies to an email from his former boss. He says 
he will work for one week to cover the shifts of three 
employees who have family and medical things to attend 
to. May starts. Aiden stands behind the counter at a deli 
cutting prosciutto while Rachel stands at the register. 

Rachel turns to Aiden. 
“Are you opening tomorrow?” 
“Yea,” says Aiden. 
“I don’t think I’ll be able to make the lunch shift. I 

have to go in for surgery.” 
“Oh, okay.” A customer walks in and orders a 

turkey club without bacon. Aiden sees that Rachel 
charges him for bacon anyway. Aiden puts extra turkey 
on the sandwich. 
 
 
Rachel leaves. Mae Ling walks into the deli. Mae Ling 
smiles. She asks Aiden what he’s doing that week. Aiden 
says he isn’t doing anything. Mae Ling orders a 
milkshake. Other customers come in and order a lot of 
food. Mae Ling says she will wait to drink her milkshake 
when Aiden has time to smoke a cigarette. 



	  
43 

Outside, Aiden tells Mae Ling that he didn’t plan his 
week well and doesn’t have a place to stay and that he 
doesn’t want to sleep on the goat’s couch. 

“You can stay at my place,” says Mae Ling. 
“Sweet. Yea, I would like that.” 
“Although, a friend of mine is in town and she’s 

sleeping on the futon.” 
“That’s okay, I’ll just crash on the sofa.” 
“Okay. Call me when you’re off work. It’s Lydia’s 

birthday. We are going to Ottobar for twofer Tuesdays 
tonight.” 

“I don’t have any money,” says Aiden. “But I’ll 
come celebrate.” 

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll buy you drinks.” 
“Oh I bet you will,” says an overhanging Linden 

tree. 
“Did you hear that,” asks Aiden. 
“Here? What,” asks Mae Ling. 

 
 
Outside Ottobar, Aiden calls Katie. She doesn’t pick up 
her cell phone. “Fuck,” says Aiden. He scans the faces 
of people smoking cigarettes for a person who look like 
him. He isn’t successful. Aiden calls Randall and asks if 
he will come pass-back his ID. 

“What’s the vibe there like,” asks Randall. 
“Crowded,” says Aiden. 
“Be right there.” 
Aiden sees Emmanuel, who works with the goat. 

Emmanuel tells Aiden that the goat’s pastern rash turned 
out to be a Staph infection. 
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“Jesus.” 
“Yea, I actually have to go soon because I have to 

cover his day shift tomorrow. That guys just has zero 
luck.” 

“Maybe he has run out of karma,” says Aiden, “or 
something.” 

Emmanuel laughs. Randall walks up to Aiden and 
gives him dap. Aiden tells Randall to find Mae Ling and 
give her the ID to bring out to Aiden. 

Fifteen minutes later, Mae Ling comes out and 
hands Aiden the ID. Mae Ling seems drunk. She leans 
against Aiden. Aiden holds her. 

“Give me a cigarette,” says Mae Ling. 
Aiden hands Mae Ling a cigarette. She drops it. 

She bends over to pick it up. Aiden sees the small of 
Mae Ling’s back as she bends over. “Oh god,” he thinks. 

After Mae Ling finishes the cigarette, they go 
inside. There are maybe fifty people upstairs. Blake is 
DJing. A “Baltimore Club” mash-up plays and people 
dance erratically. “Because they’re drunk,” thinks Aiden. 
Aiden hands Randall back his ID. 

“The bouncer didn’t even look at my face,” says 
Aiden. 

Randall laughs. “Man,” says Randall, “where are all 
the mamas at? I want to get me some of that tonight.” 

Aiden looks around. “You could always hook up 
with Celine. She seems DTF all the time.” 

“Yea, I already hit that though.” 
 

 



	  
45 

Leonard walks over with four shots of Fireball whiskey. 
He hands three of them to Randall, Aiden, and Mae Ling. 

“Uh,” Aiden starts, “Mae Ling, I think you’ve had 
enough to drink.” 

Mae Ling glares at Aiden, raises the shot glass in a 
“cheers” motion, then drinks it. 

“Yea, that was a double,” says Aiden. 
“Who cares,” yells Mae Ling. 
 
 

Two hours later, Aiden sees Vanessa at an after-party in 
The Annex, wearing 5-inch pumps and a black, tattered 
dress. Aiden sees Mae Ling staring at Vanessa’s pumps. 
He sits next to Mae Ling and asks her if she wants to go 
back to her apartment. 

“Wow girl,” says Mae Ling. “Damn. How do you 
walk in those shoes.” 

Vanessa turns. “Oh, I just wear these like, every 
day.” 

“Damn. I’m jealous. If I wore those I would be—” 
Mae Ling stutters, “falling all over myself. Not to mention, 
not to mention I’d be six-foot-three.” 

Vanessa laughs and turns back toward the people 
she was talking to. Aiden asks Leonard to drive them to 
Mae Ling’s apartment. 

At Mae Ling’s apartment, Leonard urinates onto 
the side of the building. Mae Ling staggers trying to open 
the door. 

“Fucking bitches,” says Leonard. “Fucking bitches 
and their pregnant ass selves.” 

Aiden laughs. “What are you talking about?” 
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“It’s just like the worst turn of luck, you know, when 
a bitch gets pregnant. Like, especially one that you 
know.” 

“Is someone pregnant?” 
“Oh, don’t tell me you didn’t notice.” 
“Who?” 
“You were working with her all day, man.” 
“Rachel is pregnant?” 
“Yea, man, like three months.” Leonard zips his fly. 

“I was at a party with her at my place a week ago and I 
just couldn’t hold it in any more and I said, ‘Rachel are 
you pregnant? Come on now.’ And she fessed up. That 
girl gets around, man.” 

“Yea I know.” 
“Wait, you fucked her?” 
“Yea, we had sex.” 
“Oh shit, man!” 
“She said she couldn’t work because she’s having 

surgery tomorrow. Jesus. I thought it was for her thyroid 
or something.” 

“When did you last fuck her?” 
“Um,” Aiden feels horrified. “February?” 
Leonard laughs. 
 
 

Inside, Mae Ling whispers, “Is it improper of me to ask if 
you will sleep in my room?” 

Aiden laughs. “No.” 
“On my bed? Inside of me?” 
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Aiden feels bored. He walks to Charles Village Pub. The 
goat is there. The goat tells Aiden the Staph infection in 
his pastern turned out to be not a Staph infection. He 
buys Aiden four IPAs, drinks with him, then leaves to go 
grocery shopping with his mom. 

 
 

“I got fired from my job,” says William on Aiden’s cell 
phone. 

“Fuck dude,” says Aiden. “That sucks.” 
“And Sylvia just broke up with me.” 
“Where are you.” 
“Uh, on my way home from my former job.” 
Aiden laughs. “I’m in Charles Village. Let’s meet at 

Wyman Park.” 
Aiden walks to Wyman Park and sees there is a 

festival happening. Aiden feels afraid. He walks past 
booths with organizations’ names on them, booths with 
hand-made jewelry, and tents with greasy foods. He 
sees William near the edge of the park. 

“What is this,” says Aiden. “Charles Village Festival 
or something?” 

“That’s exactly what it is,” says William. 
“Oh, damn.” 
William and Aiden walk into the park. They walk 

down a path that leads to the basin where there is a 
grass field. In the field, people play with dogs and drink 
beer. 

Aiden tells William that he wants to leave Baltimore 
again, to get away from the goat. 
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“Okay,” says William, “Aiden. Why do you hate the 
goat so much?” 

“I don’t hate the goat. I don’t hate anything. I just 
feel fucked when I’m around him because he is drunk all 
the time and has undiagnosed manic depression or 
something. Whenever I depend on him for something he 
starts out very supportive and then abandons me.” 

Aiden says, before he moved to Nicaragua with 
Sarah, there was a week that Summer when he didn’t 
have money for rent or food and owed William ninety-five 
dollars. He says he mentioned to the goat a plan he had 
to sell things at a music festival they both planned to 
attend. The goat said they should collaborate to sell 
promotional things for a podcast the goat was working 
on.  

Aiden says he agreed and made T-shirts and 
burned CDs and labeled the CDs, but once they got to 
the music festival, the goat B lined for his ex girlfriend. 
He says he approached the goat after an hour or so and 
asked if the goat still wanted to work on selling things 
and the goat looked at Aiden and said, “Can’t you see 
I’m in the middle of something, thanks.” 

“I felt so fucked,” says Aiden.  “That I got really 
drunk and took MDMA and blacked out. When I came-to 
I was in a field in the middle of a lightening storm having 
sex with a girl I’d never seen before. It was beautiful and 
horrifying and permanently life altering. But I was in a 
relationship with Sarah, so essentially, the goat caused 
me so much emotional turmoil I now feel I could never 
trust another human ever.” 
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“Dude,” says William. “I know. I was literally the first 
person you talked to after it happened.” 

They continue to walk around the path circling the 
park. Suddenly, all the trees surrounding the basin begin 
screaming the lyrics to “Call Me Maybe” by Carly Rae 
Jepsen. Aiden begins to panic. 

“I—I have to go,” he says. 
“What’s wrong,” asks William. 
“I need to get out of this city. The Wi-Fi signal’s too 

strong here. I feel like my heart is going to implode.” 
 
 

Later, Aiden stands with Mae Ling in her studio holding 
her body against his body. She is wearing a long button-
down shirt covered in plaster and paint, and a pair of 
decade-old Levis. Aiden thinks she seems sad. 

“Maybe you can just be my friend who I am 
romantically involved in,” she says, “or something.” 

“Or just, a friend you have sex with sometimes.” 
“Yea, that’s what I meant.” 
Mae Ling leans in to kiss Aiden. Aiden thinks, “this 

feels like shit.” He pulls her closer to him and kisses her. 
Aiden thinks about how she cries a single tear every time 
she orgasms, then about how she said, “I hate 
condoms. Won’t you have real sex with me just once? I 
don’t have diseases, I promise. Please,” and how he did. 
The studio door opens. It’s Geraldine. 

Aiden tries to move away from Mae Ling a little so 
it doesn’t seem like they were kissing. Mae Ling leans 
into him. 

“God,” says Geraldine, “I’m so fucking fucked.” 
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“What do you mean girl,” asks Mae Ling.  
“Nothing I’m just tired.” 
Geraldine walks up to where Mae Ling and Aiden 

are standing, drops her Louis Vuitton bag on the ground 
and sits in a reclining chair near the wall. 

Aiden thinks about how a year ago he knew 
Geraldine and didn’t know Mae Ling and wanted to have 
sex with Geraldine, but found out from Facebook she 
mostly has sex with old, balding men. 

“Aiden,” says Mae Ling, “show Geraldine your new 
poems. Geraldine, they are very good. You will like them, 
I think.” 

Mae Ling walks over to Aiden’s bag and takes out 
a stack of papers with poems on them, hands them to 
Geraldine with a swift motion, then walks over to a 
sculpture in the middle of the room and begins sanding 
it. 

Aiden sits down in a chair near Geraldine, picks up 
an open beer can on the floor and does a sip. 

Geraldine reads the poems out loud. 
“These are good,” she says. 
Aiden thinks about how the poems are about Cora 

and says, “Thanks,” and does another sip of beer. 
Aiden feels his cell phone vibrate. He takes it out of 

his pocket. He sees that it is his mom. He answers. 
“We are outside, across the street,” she says. 
“Oh,” Aiden says. “Okay, I’ll be right out,” and 

hangs up the cell phone. 
Mae Ling looks at Aiden, frowns, then turns away. 

“Was that your parents,” asks Mae Ling. 
“Yea, they’re here.” 
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“Oh, okay, I’ll walk you out. Geraldine, did you 
know Aiden’s dad is a church pastor?” 

Geraldine laughs and says, “What,” then laughs 
more. Geraldine stands. She and Mae Ling walk behind 
Aiden to the door. Aiden opens the door and walks out. 
He sees his parents’ car across the street. Aiden walks 
to the middle of the street and looks back. Mae Ling 
runs from the door of the studio toward him. 

“I told Geraldine to stay in the studio so we could 
make out,” says Mae Ling. 

“But my parents are right there,” says Aiden, 
pointing. He looks around. He sees a pillar near the 
parking lot where his parents’ car is. He looks at Mae 
Ling and says, “Come here.” They run to the pillar. Aiden 
takes Mae Ling’s hand and pulls her to him and kisses 
her mouth, hard, then takes his hands and puts them on 
her cheeks and kisses harder. Mae Ling makes a soft 
noise. Aiden stops kissing her and holds her and puts his 
head on her shoulder and says, “I had a really fun time.” 

“Thanks for giving me orgasms,” says Mae Ling. 
Aiden kisses her again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

木 
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EPILOGUE. 
 
 
Aiden sends his brother a text message asking if he will 
be angry if Aiden doesn’t go to his graduation ceremony 
in New York. His brother replies expressing that he will 
probably feel resentful toward Aiden if he doesn’t go, 
that Aiden doesn’t engage in family-oriented activities 
enough and that he should get over whatever is causing 
him to not want to go. 

Aiden replies and explains that Cora is going back 
to New Orleans the day before his brother’s graduation 
and that he mostly only agreed to go for the opportunity 
to see her again. He apologizes to his brother and goes 
to his bed and watches The Lord of The Rings extended 
DVDs in chronological order and cries and falls asleep 
during the scene where the ghost army agrees to fight 
for Aragorn. 

 
 

Aiden dreams and in the dream a herd of Ents trample 
him to death. 
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