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We drive to the wrong address. You get out of the car and reach for the beers in your bag behind 

the seat while I scan the block looking for what might be a bonfire. We are a few blocks south of 

Douglas Park near the intersection of Ogden and Kedzie. It’s November, but the season emulates 

spring with its temperate, rolling fog; the streetlights adapt vaguely geometric patterns. You 

wander the street. I peer into an empty industrial building. I take off my glasses from time to time 

and wipe them clean. We start to think our destination might be a warehouse. You call Michelle 

who says something to the effect of: The party is back in Logan Square. I have to open the car with 

my key because you can only lock and unlock our car through the passenger-side door. I jokingly 

refer to the car as “our car” because I know it agitates you. You gave me a key to the car when you 

first moved here so I could be responsible for moving it during inclement weather, but most of the 

time it’s just an excuse for me to open the door of your vehicle to let you in. Our performance is 

without end or equal. Ask anyone who knows us and they will say it is unclear if I am your sibling 

or your chauffeur or your lover. We only bring one set of keys. You are back in the driver’s seat and 

tell me to open a beer. We know each other from our days in Missouri when you were a graduate 

student and I was your scandalous protégé turned research assistant. The affairs you maintained 

now belong to the larger mythology of the area while the sports management lecturer I used to 

occasion understood me as low-yield entertainment. After we had sex, he would pass out with the 

television on, which is to say I explored a different vicissitude of casual intercourse and self-

abnegation. I reflect on this as we idle at the intersection as directed by the red orb floating in the 

canister above. In Missouri, beyond being legal, drinking in the passenger seat is a sort of social 

obligation: the passenger holds, sips from, and passes the container to the driver so that, whenever 

possible, they may take a large swig. The activity’s popularity is substantiated across the state. As 

such, a code of intimacy between friends who repeatedly drink and drive together is developed: at 

least we will die together, the saying goes. Does the street look wider to you than when we came? 

Did you know the stadium where the Bulls play is to our right? Remember how we fought the other 

day in the Mexican restaurant because you didn’t like that I was right and you were wrong and it 

was probably just weird for you because you had to admit to yourself that I was growing up and 

forming into someone you would have to consider your rival? Maybe that’s why you smiled through 

your false tears. I’m glad we both decided to go our separate ways. Otherwise I wouldn’t have met 

that boy downtown and let him take me to the beach. I wouldn’t have taken the train to Rogers 

Park and seen that door at the intersection of Arthur and Glenwood, which I knew immediately 

must remain closed unless our comings and goings were to fragment. I came toward the door and 

felt a string in my chest vibrate. I could not see past its darkened corridor. When I drew close to it, 

I could sense my vision weaken; the pulse in my veins stilled. Meanwhile: We are coming upon a 

crossroad. We arrive to the party and follow the small path that leads behind the house. The gate 
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is left open for visitors like us to clarify how and where to enter. The path is made of cement slabs: 

on the path’s right is a chain-link fence; to its left dense foliage prevents us from seeing the bonfire 

until the people surround us. We perform a quick survey. We discover that we don’t know anyone 

and you text Michelle again to let her know we are in her backyard. We go upstairs where Michelle 

introduces us to Jen, whose hand you take and deftly rotate into your own. Michelle takes us on a 

tour of the apartment and even tries to show us Declan’s room because he has a couch with a 

pullout bed instead of a mattress, but Declan doesn’t think that’s necessary. We station ourselves 

in the kitchen near the whiskey and Jen makes it clear that she is sexually interested in us, but does 

not make that clear to her boyfriend, Joe. We don’t like Joe before we meet him and even less when 

he starts to patrol the room looking for a way to insert himself into our conversation. My first 

mistake: Jen is much taller than me and I assume she is into you. The second mistake is failing to 

notice that everyone thinks we are a poly couple. This is probably for the better: I don’t think either 

us of, in our years as friends, have learned or desired to mitigate our sexual appetite; we decide 

that, at bare minimum, everyone at this party is into us. Recently, we attempted a lite threesome 

with a partner of yours that ended with you dismissing me to the couch after forcing me into your 

underwear. We were both drunk when we discovered that our friends would get upset if we made 

out and have done little to perpetuate the idea that things will return to normal anytime soon. Your 

roommate offered to be at hand with a video recording device should an urge strike for us to engage 

in what I can only describe as casual intercourse adapted for the stage. We are back outside by the 

fire and listening to Michelle announce Declan and Olma’s engagement. Yanna, who I was 

speaking to a few moments ago, is no longer standing beside me. For a second, I miss Don and 

maybe you do too. You’re busy flirting with Amir. We’re in the void, I think. There are so many 

people I don’t recognize that I don’t notice my bladder has left my body until we return to the 

kitchen upstairs. What I mean to say is that sometimes my nerves lag and I receive sensations from 

across the room where I used to be. For example, my bladder is full, but it is over there against the 

wall following a trajectory to where I am now and I can feel it zigzag along the path I just completed 

as I drink, especially when the whiskey passes through me and warms the corporeal sac of another 

faceless stranger. We’ve drunk so much the light in your eyes begins to fade. Michelle comes over 

and introduces us to Ade who gets us high off a wooden pipe he scored from a friend who returned 

to Nigeria. We’re in the front yard and you run to block the path of the bamboo rod being used to 

sever the limbs of a Donald Trump piñata hanging in the tree because you want the kids walking 

down the block to have a chance to experience the last few hours of Democratic Socialism. I’ve 

gone back inside to use the restroom, but it’s occupied. I pour more whiskey in my cup and saddle 

up to Jen who left Joe in the living room where a small band of men have gathered to watch cage 

fighting play across the wall via projector. I have no idea where you are until you appear back in the 

kitchen without Amir because he and Michelle are in a relationship. Olma and Jen and Ben and I 

get into a conversation about the election in which I somehow throw off my veil of cynicism and 

argue for the sake of arguing. The evening’s climax occurs right around the time you take off your 

shirt and pin a plastic button in the shape of a star to your bra which reads: SHERIFF. Michelle 

has us stand in the photo booth so she can take our picture. We are half-naked, about halfway 

through our lives and we decide that we love Jen the next morning when we go to brunch with 

Ade, which he believes to be a sex date, and tell him about the mansion we found near Sacramento 
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and Milwaukee with its bronze door. We still had beers in our hands when you walked to the door 

and looked through the glass as if someone lived there. I should have told you about the door I saw 

in Rogers Park. How it stood there unsurpassed. I should have warned you not to touch it. And 

when we tailed the building we would’ve never put our eyes to the hole in its black picket fence. 

We would’ve never understood that we were its attendants, its gatekeepers sent to prevent traffic 

from entering by either side. You would’ve never pressed your finger to the doorbell beside the 

door. We wouldn’t have understood why, as we stood there, the bell roared and roared and roared; 

why, as the door faded, as the bronze toppled into waves, the suggestion of a rectangle repeated, 

coalesced, and remained.     


