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My Darling, 
  
I believe this is the first letter I've ever written to you, one of the few I've ever written with or without the 
intent to send. I don't think we can really count those little notes on scraps of paper, whose only purpose 
was to make you smile. Not that they weren't important to me, just that they were only little things. So 
here is the first and last letter I will ever write to you, and I'll do it knowing that you'll probably never 
read it. Maybe I'll leave it somewhere you'll eventually find, and maybe then you'll read it. Or maybe 
you'll throw it away, never knowing these words were meant for you. 
 You've been gone for two weeks, and I've missed you. I don't feel your absence the same way I 
used to, insecure and needing. It's become a comfortable kind of ache, one that only makes me fonder of 
all the little things you do when you're here. It comes long after accepting the way we live, so often apart, 
and understanding it's the price of the kind of life we have. The only thing I'd ever change is the time we 
spend separated. 
 But tonight all I can think about is you, sleeping half the world away, and how much I need you 
to be here. Because this can't wait. For me, it's already happening, has happened—but for you, I can make 
it stall, make it later. I have to. 
 Tomorrow you'll be home, and I'll have to have found the words by then. There will be things that 
I won't be able to articulate, things I'll bury beneath unneeded apologies. And I'm writing this to you 
because I hope maybe here I'll be able to explain them; maybe my words won't fail me completely. Some 
of the things I'll apologize for will be simply because there's nothing else to say, and I am sorry to have to 
tell you. I wouldn't, if I could avoid it. There are some things, though, that can't be kept. 
 What I do feel the need to apologize for is my selfishness tonight, and not just the moment of 
weakness when I couldn't think of anything but my need for your comfort. I know I worried you, calling 
the way I did, without any purpose but to hear you and feel like you're somehow closer. And I'm sorry, for 
upsetting you like that, for being unable to say it. If this were the kind of thing that could just be spoken, I 
would have told you. But it isn't. 
 It's not the only way I've been selfish. I know there is only so much time left, and I know this will 
change things. I want to avoid the moment when you cease to think in terms of forever.  What's the odd 
fleck of grey in a barely receding hairline? We're young still. I don't want to start moving through months 
and foregoing plans for future years. I'm not ready to give it up, to see you give it up. But what else can 
we do? 
 I've prolonged that moment, where it rests above us and lies unspoken in the spaces where the 
truth waits to be found. I think we're all cowards in love, afraid to cause and feel pain.  I'm afraid to say 
what I have to say; I'm afraid to see the change in the way you'll look at me; I'm afraid of having to 
answer that inevitable question of, "How long?" I don't know yet, love, and I don't want to know.  



If I could, I would keep this disease trapped inside myself and never let it out, never let you know 
until my body gave out. But I think you knew before I did. I remember now, all those times in the past 
few months when you noticed my exhaustion, my unhealthy colour. I think you knew—maybe not 
everything, but enough to realize what I refused. No, I am not all right; but I wish, I wish I was. 
 I've spent most of the night choosing words, crossing them out, and tearing them up. I can count 
the hours to that moment now, and it seems there are so few.  Enough, though. They have to be enough, 
because they're all I have.  As they tick away, I don't know what kind of moment I'm waiting for. I don't 
know exactly how it will change us, only that it will. What will I be to you? Will failing lungs and a 
stuttering heart change everything? Will you be able to love me through all this decay? 
 Please don't be hurt by my doubts. I know you, I know your loyalty and your love, and I know 
how strong they are. I'm not questioning that; I wouldn't ever. But you love me for who I am, and I don't 
know all the ways this will change me. Staring down numbered days changes everyone. How will I be 
when they draw to a close? What will I be? Your burden, embittered and unrecognizable? I was there 
before, and we nearly lost each other; the thought of being there again terrifies me. Please don't let me 
hurt you. 
 I remember you asked me once if I believed in anything after this life, and I didn't have an 
answer. I would like to; I imagine a place where you and I could be young together forever, and I want it 
to be real. But I don't think it is. I don't think there's anything other than this. I've always tried not to waste 
my time here, with you. But if you promise to keep on living fully, I'll promise to do my best to believe 
this isn't the end. 
 I do believe that I will be with you for as long as you remember me, that if you speak my name I 
will come back to you in the soft spring breeze and the still summer nights. If you think of my voice in the 
endless winter months and the cold fall mornings, I will be right there with you. I believe that memories 
are powerful enough to comfort us when they are all we have left, and I believe I will live on in yours for 
as long as you need me. 
 Even when your heart becomes the only place I linger, I don't want to be selfish with it.  You're 
not meant to be alone. Please don't tie yourself to my ghost. Find someone else to hold, to be held by, 
because I know there will be others, if you'll look. And if it takes forgetting me, then I want you to do it. 
More than anything, I want to know that you'll be happy, that you'll be all right. I will be there, waiting 
for you to find me again, if you ever wish to; I will be whatever you want to make me. 
 I will always be in love with you. If you forget everything else, please remember that. You were 
and you are loved. 
  
With all my heart, forever, 
-M. 
  
--- 
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The rest of the world has fallen into a deep autumn, with leaves aflame and the crisp taste of early frosts 
in the wind. But this street of repeated low-rise blocks only knows the season by the lengthening nights 
and dead leaves that fly with fast-food wrappers down cracked sidewalks. It knows spring by the mud and 
winter by the cold dark; it knows the first week of summer as the only time it looks collectively 
heavenward, breathes, and for those few days it hopes. 
That seems so long ago, now. 
 The sheet over the apartment window has been slowly slipping off the frame for weeks. A gust 
outside shakes the glass, and the faded fabric finally gives in, falling in a heap to the ground. Dust dances 
in the early morning light, slowly drifting back down to settle over the room. Sun tumbles in, greeted by 
walls too long in the dark and gloom, kept company only by that ever-growing layer of dust.  
 The mattress is still without a frame, covered in blankets left rumpled and unable to keep the last 
lingering memories alive. One pillow lies halfway across the room, the other peeks out from the closet. 
Both remain where they landed, waiting for something, though summer has already fled and autumn 
wanes. The entire apartment waits, slowly forgetting voices, slowly forgetting bodies. 
 Slowly forgetting the part of the story only it knows. 
 Some things will remain for now, like the broken glass of bottles emptied to forget and thrown in 
a moment of desperation; the only thing at hand easy to destroy. Newspapers months out of date lie 
scattered throughout the small living room and on the table in the cramped kitchen, the older ones just 
beginning to yellow. Overflowing ashtrays and dirty coffee mugs keep them company, cluttered around 
one of two chairs. The other sits alone and empty, a haunted monument. 
 Somewhere in the epilogue, the apartment is cleaned and repainted. Its history slowly fades into a 
new story. It has already forgotten promises whispered within its shielding walls, already allowed those 
delicate, trembling hopes to fade. And with them, the last memory of yet another small, unremarkable 
tragedy is washed away. 
  
 


