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If we read books backwards, happy endings would change into quests for happiness. Goodbyes would turn into hellos and friends would become strangers. It’s the same with films. By rewinding, you can start over. But it won’t change the ending.

My boyfriend has a fascination with time. Or obsession, depending on your perspective. We loved to watch old movies together. Ezra often mumbled: “I wonder what it's like to time-travel.” I found it adorable. Ezra’s the one who put the idea in my head. Before long, I was googling it and watching YouTube video’s related to that topic.

Ezra possessed this childlike quality. He became giddy when I took an interest.

Now Ezra is gone. It’s been a month since his disappearance. No one even mentions his name anymore. It’s as if he never even existed. Perhaps he didn’t. Maybe he’s just a figment of my imagination. There was always something about him that appeared to be too good to be true. I felt as though he was too good for me. And our relationship would be ephemeral. Ezra would end up vanishing from my side. 

What if my own fears and insecurities played a part in his disappearance? I remember the Post-It note that Ezra slipped into my pocket. In his slanted handwriting, he wrote that he had a plan to go back in time.

I knew he had this fixation, but it stunned me that he thought he could transport himself to a different decade.

And why did he leave without me? He shares his dreams with me, but wants to realize them on his own.

I broke at that moment. Ezra sounded more concerned with his crazy idea than with me. The person who stuck by him through thick and thin.

I crumple up the note and slip it back inside my coat pocket.

Fancy restaurants weren’t our idea of a perfect date. We spent our time in bookstores. The smell of books elated us. Ezra immersed himself in historical fiction, while I browsed poetry anthologies. I used to sneak up on him and steal a kiss. He’d smirk at me as I scanned the pages of his book.

I don’t know if I’m convinced that Ezra discovered a means to travel back in time. But I believe that he believed it. One thing I’m positive about is that I’ll find him.

*
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THE ATMOSPHERE IN EZRA's house is lonely, dark and cold. Goosebumps form on my upper arms and I rub them. It's incomprehensible how this place went from comforting and joyful to chilling. My conscience tells me that this is wrong. I shouldn’t be snooping around. Then again, this is like home. At least that’s what it used to be. Once upon a time. But this empty shell of a home shatters any expectation I had of a fairytale ending. I take baby steps toward his room. The drawers
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