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I’ve woken up here before, though I don’t 
know why I let it happen again.  It must 
be mid-morning; the sun is strong and the 
sounds from the neighbouring apartments 
have shifted from groggy bathroom noise to 
television and crying kids. I am alone and 
my head aches. Down the hall I can hear her 
turning the taps for the shower. She will spend 
the next few minutes adjusting the hot and cold 
until the water is perfect, and almost finished 
being hot. Part of my punishment for coming 
here is to always be left with cold showers.

I don’t have to leave the comfort of the bed to 
know what is going on inside the apartment. 
There is an old, half copper kettle warming on 
the stove. It creaks and moans, long haunting 
breaths, as it gets hotter. The kettle used to 
be mine. I had it before I met her, when I spent 
all my time alone and drank too much coffee. 
It leaves water with a bitter metallic taste that 
lingers long after you’ve finished any drink 
made from it. After we started spending more 
time together, and I wasn’t alone as much, I 
wanted to throw it out. She wouldn’t let me and 

it wound up here. These days I hate 
the kettle more than I did when it 
just gave my coffee a metal flavor. I 
know now that I’m not the only one 
who drinks from it; I’m not the only 
stranger who wakes up here.

Looking around I see the room in 
its usual state. Clothes are tossed, 
forgotten and wilted, on the back 

of her grandmother’s antique chair. More are 
piled behind the door. Old 45’s are stacked 
beside the bed, with their frayed album covers 
creating a seemingly soft table that holds 
her earrings, watch and money. There is also 
a glass, a quarter full of water, left for me to 
drink. The only thing missing from the room 
is her worn, burgundy dressing gown. I close 
my eyes and imagine her right then, walking 
barefoot back and forth between the kitchen 
and bathroom, with her gown carelessly tied 
around her, falling from her shoulders. I think 
to myself that if Hugh Hefner were a woman, 
he would look like her in the morning. Replace 
the pipe with a coffee mug, keep the desperate 
need for attention and marry it with a relentless 
desire to be single, and you would have her, 
pacing around the apartment, wondering 
what urge made her call me last night and 
how she was going to get me out of her bed 
and her apartment.

Autumn has slipped into the room. It is cold 
everywhere. It crept in through the cracks in 
the window, enveloping everything. It holds 
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me where I am. I am safe as long as I don’t 
leave the warmth of her bed. The comforter 
and pillows are goose down, and the sheets 
are soft, and they cradle me as I doze. My bed 
doesn’t do this. It is cold and firm, too big for 
one person. Directly over her bed is a skylight, 
and then, directly over that, nothing. It is a 
window to infinity that I have stared out of many 
times. This morning I gaze out of it as I have all 
the other mornings I’ve woken up here since 
last December, and regret coming. It isn’t good 
for me. I told her so, last night after I had driven 
over. I was opening a bottle of wine I brought 
and said to her with a mixture of clarity and 
courage, “This isn’t right you know.”

“Shut up,” she replied.

So here I am, hiding from the cold that hangs 
everywhere in the room, keeping my eyes 
closed. I can feel the frigid air coming up 
from the floor and in through the windows. I 
think that if I opened my eyes I could see it, 
but I don’t have to – I can hear the coldest 
part of the apartment pacing between 
rooms, letting the water run, leaving nothing 
to keep me warm.
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