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She reaches over to touch her boyfriend’s face. THE BOTH OF THEM ARE SITTING RIGHT 
BESIDE ME. She grabs onto his shoulders and runs her fingers through his long dreads (he is a 
Black man). She is an amazing girl, very smart and beautiful and kind. She is somebody I yearn 
for. She smiles then kisses him. He keeps sitting there between two women that are me and 
her.  
 
It’s a lazy day. Grizzly Bear is playing on the radio. Days like these are my favorite time. The 
blue walls of my room are lit up by the sun - baby blue and yellow light come together and 
suddenly all I see is white. Everything is organized cozily in plastic milk crates stacked against 
the wall that is opposite to me. White lacey curtains frame the window, grazing against the sun. 
It’s hot in this room, reminding me of sitting in a pot of tea. We live in a city but if I try I will be 
able to hear the sound of the ocean.  
 
She has just texted me - “Thought about you so much while tripping, honey.”  
 
I haven’t responded, waiting to cling onto the moment for a while longer. She has just texted me 
that. I want her to know how this has made me feel, but for now I think it is much more important 
that I cling onto the moment for it to be my own, for just a little while longer. I don’t really care 
what it means. It means exactly what it says - she has thought about me while she was on 
drugs with her boyfriend.  
 
I had gotten them the acid from my friend Eri Gamo. Eri is from Taiwan and works at the 
Architecture library where she would give me DVDs of films nobody has wanted to see since 
three or more decades ago. It feels really weird whenever she does this, not because I find her 
gestures estranging, but rather because her gestures - her giving them away - her feeling of 
certainty that these DVDs will not be of use ever again to the library - allude to a sort of 
anachronism in these films, these pieces of cultural art… They’ve grown so outdated that 
nobody even thinks about them anymore, perhaps nobody remembers them - they have been 
erased from the memory of modern culture. I would clutch onto the tapes, still talking to Eri at 
the checkout desk where she sits, vaguely wondering at the narrative and implied blurriness of 
cinema… how cinema is a new thing of the twentieth century, … - Eri would tug at her braids, 
twisting them with her finger, not fully making eye contact with me.  
 
I would think about drifting, about times passed, slipping under, about holes with dead people in 
them, anachronistic movies that no one on earth watches anymore. About the sea, and who 
navigates it and the misfits of the world who don’t live inland, but in mangroves - perhaps 
someday I will venture to a mangrove. About the years I have spent feeling so lonely despite 
being surrounded by so many people and about the present in which I am yearning for her, the 
girl I talked about earlier, whose name is Măng Tây, which means Asparagus in Vietnamese.  



So what if Măng Tây has a boyfriend…  
 
THE BOTH OF THEM ARE SITTING RIGHT BESIDE ME.  
THEY ARE KISSING.  
 
I refuse to be alarmed by this occurence.  
 
I often stare at Măng Tây’s face when we sit in a space together… I’ve started to do this a long 
time ago, so I think I have pretty much been able to look at her face from every angle that ever 
existed. Her face… has a familiarity, a pull, that makes me think of songs I like, like the one that 
goes, you can have it, have it all… Or to put it simply, I find her beautiful, extremely, 
mesmerizingly, beautiful - a kind of beautiful that makes me ache with its echoes.  
 
** 
 
She has told me that she thought about me after having read Mrs. Dalloway - how her 
relationship with me reminded her of Sally Seton.  
 
So what if Măng Tây has a boyfriend, I can still want her. Is that wrong? 
 
I’ve read Mrs. Dalloway approximately three months before she did. Then one day she came 
over and took my copy. She said she finished it when she was sitting by a lake near a train 
station, and upon finishing its last page she had teared up.  
 
Măng Tây and I usually have conversations that I am certain both of us find deep and profound 
and enthralling. Sometimes I feel like being with her is a spiritual experience of its own kind, 
angels of some forms lingering in puffy clouds around me and her…. And I would be falling. 
Falling, slowly.  
 
I would fall sometimes on my knees, which would bruise, like blackberries stained fingers, like 
strawberry… stars, everywhere, skin.  
 
I am so sad, sometimes, at night, when I would be smelling the lavender from the flesh of my 
own sex on my fingers… and I would yearn for her in my aloneness. I know that she is not 
alone, she is with somebody else. I would not be able to sleep and would stay up eating store 
bought, overly sweetened cupcakes in my bed while reading pointless magazines. Listening to 
piano-heavy music with pretty, ethereal vocals. The sugar in the cupcakes, the addictive yet 
mildly sickening sweetening taste. I love the rush. If I try I will be able to hear the waves of the 
ocean,... The frothiness melts in my mouth, reminding me of the sadness that aches. Her face 
that echoes. The forests that part and the tide that’s high.  


