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on smiles and love 
“She died, you know,” he told me, “… I killed her.” 

We were on chapter five—the one about rabbits—it was about 

2am, and we’d given up for the day. To be more specific, I’d given 

up for the day. The tape recorder was off, I was already on my 

fifth beer (trust me, it was necessary) when he dropped that 

bomb. 

It was something he made me swear never to publish. Sure, 

that’s not so bad, it’s not like it was important anyway. Why 

would I bother including it? It was so matter-of-fact, so out-of-

the-blue, I didn’t know what to do with the information. I just sat 

there in stupefaction. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah.” 

It’s odd how the most interesting things, the most heart-

rending, touching, emphatic things must be kept as such closely 

guarded secrets. I hummed along a little to the song that was 

playing; it was about one person breaking up with another. 

“I didn’t know it was happening. I didn’t mean for it to 

happen. But it did. I killed her.” 

There’s really not much else you can say to that. 
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i’m all alone now, 

sitting in a darkened room, with the eerie glow of the building 

next door straining to lift the mood. I’m staring at the finished 

story, all neatly packed into a yellow fullsize envelope, ready for 

the editor to pick up tomorrow. It takes me twenty minutes 

before I realise I’ve just been staring at it all this time. 

Closing my eyes, I draw in a deep breath, lightly rest my 

hands on the typewriter, and let it all out. I bow my head, barely 

even thinking, and I just let those fingers do what they want. 

There’s a flurry of noise, the heavy punches of the little stamp-

like keys bashing the paper, reeling in a carriage return, bash, 

bash, reel… bash, bash, reel. 

All the things he did not want anybody to know. All the 

things that I would not want anybody to know either. I just need 

it out of my head, I need it on paper, it’ll make sense to me then. I 

know it will. The hours fly by, but my fingers do not stop. They 

cannot stop. I must get this all down. 
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“you see, she was terrified,” 

he painfully began, “terrified of what was happening to her. 

She didn’t know what to do, whom to turn to, the only ones who 

were in this situation and knew about it was she and I. Just the 

two of us. 

“For the first few weeks—weeks to us, what looked like years 

to the normal world—she did all she could to get their attention. 

Somebody, anybody would do, just help, please. She seemed to 

almost go insane. 

“She would cling to my arm, pulling me, pleading me, telling 

me that I could undo this, I could get us out of this. She told me 

she loved me, she would do anything for me, just get us out. Out 

into the normal world. 

“I tried too, of course: I yelled, I banged on windows, tried to 

run into people. None of it worked at all. After a while we were 

both puffed out. She calmed down a little, partly from 

exhaustion, but mostly from lost hope. She was giving up. 

“Myself, I had already given up. Before we started doing all 

that. I’d tried it, for so long, and believe you me, it doesn’t work. 

So when she calmed down and sat on the floor, I waited for a 

while, banging futilely on the glass, until she told me to stop. 
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“‘It won’t do any good,’ she said. ‘They can’t hear us.’ I sat 

down next to her, at her cue, and just waited. I didn’t really have 

much else to do. She looked me right in the eyes, as if she could 

stare all the way into my mind, and asked, ‘there really isn’t 

anything you can do?’ ‘No,’ I responded, ‘there really isn’t.’ 

— 
“We rested for a while. A few of our hours. Not saying 

anything at all. Just sitting, sometimes lying. Finally, she spoke 

again: ‘how did you get like this?’ 

“I explained to her everything that I’ve already told you: 

basically, not much. I didn’t really know much. It just kind 

of… was. I had just accepted it with time, because nothing I did 

helped me out of it. 

“That was it. Another bout of silence, this time for a few of 

our days. I noticed that, ever since she had worked herself into a 

panic, she was fading. Little by little, she was fading. I wasn’t 

sure why, or how, or what was causing it, so I just watched and 

noticed. 

“We started to talk in earnest after that. She would ask 

questions like ‘do we need to eat?’ or ‘how come nobody else 

we’ve come into contact with have changed like this?’ None of 

them, unfortunately, could I answer with any real certainty. 

“After that, we caught up on the years that we’d been apart. 

Soon, it was as if we had never gone our separate ways. As if the 

series of climactic events had never occurred. She was still 

fading, and we talked about it, but it seemed to have slowed down 

since we’d stopped banging on windows. 
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“We even tried to make love once or twice. It didn’t really 

work that well: the sensations were nothing like in the normal 

world. Mostly, when we felt the need, we’d just hold one another. 

It was the only grip we had on our weird little universe. Anyway, 

soon after that it all ended. 

“I wasn’t aware of it—how often do you look at yourself when 

you’re see-through?—but she said I was becoming more… opaque. 

We tried to find out why one of us was fading and the other 

becoming more unfaded, but we didn’t come up with any ideas. 

We just didn’t understand the entire thing. 

“I pulled her close to me, and told her not to worry. We’d sort 

it out. We’d find a way.” 
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“we held hands for a long while, 

and then, for the very first time since we had come to be like 

this, she smiled at me. 

“She smiled—genuinely—and squeezed my hand ever so 

lightly. 

“Then she told me she loved me. Really. Truly. 

“Then… she faded… into nothing. And just like that, I was 

pushed back into the normal world. 

“She died, you know,” he told me, “… I killed her.” 
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sighing, i looked up 

at what I had done. The pages were strewn everywhere; 

sunlight was starting to filter through the glass; the city was 

beginning to wake up from its unbeknownst, ignorant slumber. 

They would never know what it was that had happened. Even if 

they did, they would never understand. 

Did he really kill her? I would never know. 

Sighing again, I collected up the sheets. 

One by one I reread my work. The most brilliant work I’ve 

ever written. I doubt I would ever manage to surpass it. Not 

because the writing was spectacular, no—because of the content. 

It wasn’t me. It was all the story. 

And, page by page, I set it on fire. 

No, nobody would ever understand that world. 




