
The suitcase vomited dirty clothes. She watched it from the safety of her mussed 
bed. He threw another shirt on top. It held  a rusty ketchup stain from dinner 
three nights ago.  
She stared at it. And was angry. 
Not that he was leaving. He promised to finish paying his half of the lease for the 
apartment this year. She would have more space to breathe than she’s ever had. 
She would be able to stretch her toes and fingers till they both brushed walls and 
not him. 
She was mad about the stain. 
She told him. She did. And the bonehead just shrugged and tossed it at the 
hamper. At, not in. That was his way. Attempts with no follow through. With his 
laundry. His packing. Even how he broke up. A smile, a cast down glance, a shrug 
of the shoulders.  
“Why didn’t you clean that earlier?” 
He looked at the shirt and the pair of dirty trousers in his left hand, big sweeps of 
his idiotic head.  
“I guess I thought it wouldn’t stain.” 
“It wouldn’t stain sitting on the floor with drying ketchup on it?” 
A shrug.  
An end.  
A frustrating end. A need to connect a fading stain to their fading relationship. 
But she kept her lips sealed and tipped back till she rested fully on the lumpy 
double bed. 
“I’ll miss you.” 
She could only nod.  
“Will you miss me?” 
“No.” 
She heard his toothbrush rattle in his toiletry bag.  
“You’re lying.” 
“Will you hurry up and pack? I’ll see you in a few months when you get back.” 
He smiled a thin smile. A goofy smile. One that wobbles and curls. She crooked 
her neck so she could glare at him. 
“You’ll miss me.” 
“Go! The taxi is probably there, hurry up.” 
He zipped his suitcase closed, but he kept her eyes the whole time. 
“Walk me out?” 
She slumped back in the bed.  
“Don’t forget to give me your key. I don’t want you to lose it.” 
He hovered.  
“I love you.” 
He leaned towards her and waited. She pressed her foot against his thigh. Kept 
him at bay. 
“You’ll miss your flight.” 
She watched his features shift, like a painter adjusting their strokes.  
“Only a few months.” 



He tore the rest of the space from between them. He planted his lips on her still 
ones. She let him. He kissed a corpse.  
“A few months.” 
She swiped her mouth from his with a nod. He set his house key on the night 
stand and lifted his suitcase. 
“See you later.” 
He left with no farewell behind him. He deserved it. She thought. But watched his 
taxi leave from the window all the same.


