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In the winter there is still sun. Last summer I did not go back to this city. I was unable to go 
back, held up by somebody else’s unnecessary heartbreak. They tried to dump it on me. 
But now none of it is relevant anymore.  
 
Right now, it is winter, and the hot heat is making me feel not like myself, its heaviness a 
tiny little stout, hardened stone. The beads of sweat running from the enclosed spaces along 
my body are as though softly crying out, breathlessly, for somebody to wipe them dry. A 
strange, inexplicable fickleness of the sweat’s liquidness turns me into the ghost of my own 
past. She comes back from time to time. This winter, as I am home, she comes often. She 
comes in my white, ephemeral thoughts; she is foam in the sea rushing in. Then sometimes 
she just fades away into the endless river of a quiet room. But sometimes I feel her palpably 
in me, I carry her with me around. She is stars I see at night. She is madness.  
 
Right now, it is winter. My ghost is a constellating throng of stars. 
 
Right now, it is winter. He is in Houston, Texas and it is night. Apparently he is now 
walking through the largeness of that metropolis, where I’ve never been, and which I know 
next to nothing about. On the phone he tells me that he finds the place interesting, right 
before he encounters a cat on the street, Moxie, who wants him to pet her.  
 
I like it when somebody I know well is in a place I don’t know well. The paradoxical 
lightness stirs a little nonsensical bubble of excitement in the nice honeyed rolls of my 



collection of tummy fat. The excitement knows not where to go. The teensy bubble waits 
around lingering.  
 
In the world around me, it is winter. In my mind, it is night. Stars are the ghost that 
occupies my body. Wind is the thoughts that show themselves as I walk through streets as 
familiar as life-long confidantes. And light in her madness isn’t there.  
In the mean time I remember that:  
Someone, a mentor, has told me before to be careful about mentioning that vague, 
indeterminate person of a he. With all due respect I cannot help it.  
I never will be able to truly define this person with any kind of word besides a sole 
pronoun. I can’t help but simply refer to him as he. I don’t want to disclose his name 
because I want to keep it to myself.  
 
Here in the hardly wintry city, it doesn’t feel like any season. The city council’s weak 
attempt to decorate the streets downtown with bulbs of something resembling Christmas 
lights feels to me like a plastic bag, flapping flimsy in the windy air. The city feels tired, 
fragile, like succulent crystal balls that’d shatter at one single touch. In the mornings on my 
way to nowhere, I sit on the bus gazing up at the sun bursting in through the dirty window 
painted; I want to touch something with my fingertips. Paint feels dry, prickly. Sunrays coat 
the tint of the window’s metallic frame, isolating what’s there for good (the structure of the 
vehicle) from the ephemeral (the sun thawing slowly, a plummeting shadow on one half of 
the bar). Somebody, a man, comes and sits next to me with their oversized camping 
backpack and I divert my gaze slightly. I don’t want to look at anyone right now, not to 
mention this large Western man carrying something that looks like it costs much more than 
the wage people earn in this city. At this moment, looking at the crazy traffic, all I am is 
with my ghost, I really don’t want to be thinking of wages. Right now, today, on this bus 
riding with me, the ghost carries memories consisting of the space of a hospital room. My 
nine-year-old self is lying tender on bodies of flat white sheets, tired from crying, protected 
by labyrinthine wires. She is oxygen supplied.  
 
I keep having flashbacks of places I had been to when I was a child. And so I thought about 
this old hospital I stayed in when I was nine when I thought I had appendicitis, and its 
spacious traditional architecture is how I define the feeling of home now. I don't know if the 
hospital is still there, probably still is, but it's lost in this blur of new buildings and 
development. This makes me feel so emotionally washed out.  
 
On the other side of the globe Houston stays vast. It holds a series of bizarre spaces, houses 
painted green and blue. Moxie sits on the sidewalk, curling her tail, waiting for his touch.  
 
Right now, it is winter. I am able to refer to this person with that too fundamental stinky 
pronoun whose vagueness I had been warned to fear. Yet, I will never be able to define him 
with any other word, not a lover, not a friend, but both a lover and a friend. And then also, 
so much more than that. These labels are just misleading and restrictive; I don’t like boxes. 



This person is the freshness of his own existence and that can only be captured in the very 
way that he exists, not in the restraints of letters I jot down, even when I am carefully 
trying. I like to think that nobody truly belongs to anybody. I like to think that he is just he 
and nothing else.  
Across leap years, the way he walks and laughs, stays with me like that waiting bubble. He, 
my something I won’t ask to own, my motion forward, perhaps I could compare the feeling 
to a multitude of things only when they’re braided together into a combination of soft 
sweet sugar glaze oozing. When he is there the rail of my world’s station clatters vibrating, 
as if I was taking a mysterious, exhilarating trip very late on a Friday night, his ephemeral 
movements like a train curling through the routes of my mind, like the ground’s remnants 
swirling madly in a storm. He says, missing you is like plunging raindrops into a lake, he says 
that to me, across all that distance, to me, all the way from that unknown place in Houston, 
Texas, across even time, to me, missing you is like shivering slowly in the nonexistent cold.  
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