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For everyone who ever thought

they are too much

or not enough
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Have you ever been completely and humiliatingly in love 

foreword

 

julia never think she enough

but she always more

 

i read pages and i smile

because she write like heavy stone

but she live like warm light

 

so i want you see her too

 

not only me

who love her

 

anya

 

Saturday 5 November 2022
 

They call this a waiting area, but it feels more like a holding pen for the restless.

Gate E9 is requesting its missing passengers for the third time, or they will proceed to offload their luggage.

I should be thinking about the sea, the temples, the strange air of a city I’ve never seen.

Instead I’m watching people’s shoes. The scuffed sneakers, the shiny pumps, the sandals that look already tired.

Then a pair of clean white sneakers. Three seats away.

And when I looked up: black hair falling forward when she looked at her phone

I didn’t mean to stare, but I did.

There is something about someone who tries to be invisible and fails.

As if the air insists on noticing them.

I felt my chest tighten the way it does before tears.

Which makes no sense, because nothing has happened.

She hasn’t looked at me. I don’t even know her name.

And yet I’m writing this as if my life is about to hinge on her.

Maybe it will

Maybe it already has.
 

Row 27. Middle of the plane, middle of the day, middle of my life maybe.

She was already there when I arrived. Shoulders a little too tense for someone just sitting down. She glanced up, not fully, just enough for me to feel it. Then she shifted her bag to make space, as if she’d been waiting for me without knowing it.

I slid into the seat with a polite smile; the kind you give a stranger when you’re trying to be normal. My chest, however, had other ideas. It tightened. Like recognition, though of what, I couldn’t tell.

I fumbled with my seatbelt longer than necessary, grateful for the excuse to look down. Because looking straight at her felt… risky.

She opened a book, or pretended to. I wanted to do the same. Instead, I sat there with my hands folded, absurdly aware of how close we suddenly were. Two people who’d never spoken, now sharing a tiny armrest like it was a border crossing.

What surprised me most wasn’t her face. It was the quiet. Not awkward, just alive, like the air between us knew more than we did.

I thought: Oh no.

And then, immediately after: Oh yes.
 

She opened her tray table first. That tiny sound of plastic snapping into place. For reasons I don’t fully understand, I followed. As if I were afraid to fall out of step with her rhythm.

They handed us the little boxes. Rice. A square of something pretending to be chicken. A roll so dense I didn't bother.

We ate like strangers who’d done this a hundred times before. Parallel movements, perfectly synchronized, but without the comfort of names. She picked at her rice with the patience of someone who knows what food should taste like.

A spoon too shiny, fruit cut with clinical precision. I ate with more concentration than airline food deserves, while every nerve in me was screaming: Julia, you are sitting on a plane, falling in love with someone you've never spoken to.

I tried not to stare at her hands; short neat nails painted the same dark red as mine. Coincidence, surely, but it felt like a private joke neither of us had told yet.

I stabbed the chicken square too firmly, as if to prove something. It bounced. I turned to see if she had noticed, already cringing. The corner of her mouth twitched.

We didn’t speak, and yet the silence wasn’t empty. It was the kind that made me sit straighter, breathe slower, as though the very act of existing beside her deserved ceremony.

 

When she set down her fork and leaned back, our trays still in front of us, I realized how little it took for me to feel tethered. Not words. Not confessions. Just two trays, two spoons, two women eating airline food on a plane.

They dimmed the cabin lights, but the rows of little screens stayed lit, as if to console us for handing over twelve hours of our lives.

She scrolled through the options quickly, as if none of them could surprise her. I lingered, undecided, until I saw what she pressed play on. Then I chose it too, not because I needed the story again, but because I wanted to sit inside the same hour she was in. A safe choice, predictable, even the sad part arriving on schedule. But maybe that was the point, to cry at the same time as her.

Except apparently my sad part arrived early. I felt it coming, a ridiculous lump in my throat at a scene barely meant to tug. I tried the old tricks: blink fast, adjust the blanket, drink water. Pointless. Tears welled anyway.

I turned slightly away, hoping she wouldn’t notice. But of course, I knew she would.

I imagined what she must be thinking: this tall blonde stranger sniffling before the story even earns it. Maybe she thinks I’m fragile. Or unstable. Or just terrible at movies.

The truth: I wasn’t crying for the film. I was crying because her sleeve brushed mine once and my whole body filed it under “unsustainable.”

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. Her silence wasn’t the kind people weaponize, it was gentler, like she was guarding something on my behalf.

I kept my eyes on the screen, though I couldn't have told you a single line of dialogue. What I remember is the warmth of her arm through the shared air, and the quiet that had stopped feeling like distance.
 

I must have looked like I was losing a fight with gravity. Blanket crooked, eyes still glassy, throat dry.

And then, without ceremony, she held out her bottle of water. Just placed it halfway across the invisible border of the armrest, like an offering.

For a moment I didn’t move. Surely that wasn’t meant for me. Who offers water to a stranger at thirty thousand feet? But her hand didn’t pull back. It just waited.

I took it carefully, like it might vanish if I reached too quickly.

“Thank you,” I said, too soft, my voice catching on itself. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone had made such a simple gesture feel so enormous.

She nodded, the smallest acknowledgment, and looked back at her book. Just… kindness, folded so neatly it almost passed for nothing.

I held the bottle longer than I should have, feeling the cool plastic against my palm. I drank, and it wasn’t just water. It was permission to exist here, next to her, without explanation.

And of course, my brain, ever helpful, whispered: Julia, you’re falling for a woman because she gave you water on a plane.

As if that were ridiculous.

As if it weren’t also true.
 

Airplanes are designed for humiliation. The trays that don’t quite fit, the blankets that barely cover your knees, and of course the armrest dilemma.

She and I both pretended not to notice. Our elbows hovered like nervous birds, too polite to land. I thought about surrendering the space completely, pulling my arms in, but something in me rebelled. Not out of stubbornness, out of wanting to stay near.

So I held my ground. Quietly. Carefully.

And that half-inch of air between us began to feel like a third passenger.

I wondered if she could hear my pulse in that small gap.

I wondered if I wanted her to.

At one point, I shifted slightly, just enough that the fabric of my sleeve brushed hers. She didn’t move away. She didn’t claim the armrest either, but she stayed. And somehow that felt braver than anything.

I used to think attraction was simple: a glance, a smile, a pull you could explain in polite sentences. But this? This was a silence heavy with meaning, a silence that didn’t ask permission to exist.

And it nearly finished me. I wanted it to last the entire flight.
 

I am not a dessert person on planes. Sugar feels louder up here. She glanced at mine, only once, and looked away so fast it almost read as apology.

I slid it toward the neutral zone. Not into her space. Just enough to be unmistakable.

“For you,” I said, almost a whisper, as if we were breaking a rule.

She shook her head, polite, then changed her mind. A small nod. The careful way she peeled back the lid made the whole exchange feel ceremonial. She took one spoon. Then another, slower. 

Later the cabin lights softened again. The window still bled a stubborn strip of glare. I reached across to pull the shade. My wrist brushed her hand where it rested near the frame. Not a dramatic touch. A paper-thin contact. Still, everything in me registered it.

“Sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t. She looked at me and held my eyes half a second longer than strangers do. 

The kind of look that feels like a sentence with conjugations missing.

When the shade clicked down the world went quieter. Our screens glowed like two small camps. I could feel the warmth from her arm through the shared air. It made me want to be still. It made me brave enough to stay exactly where I was.

Some people fall in love with declarations. I appear to be doing it with utensils and window mechanisms.

I think she liked the dessert. I think I liked giving it to her more than I would have liked eating.
 

The cabin had gone hushed. Not silent, exactly, just that low collective murmur of people pretending to sleep.

When I blinked awake, I realized my head had slumped onto her shoulder. I must have drifted off without meaning to. For a second I froze, ready to pull back in some flustered apology. But she didn’t stir. She just stayed there, steady, as if she’d decided I belonged.

My neck ached in that stubborn way it does after sleeping wrong, but moving seemed worse. So I stayed.

The window showed nothing but black sky, a scatter of stars if you squinted. Once, at seventeen, I used to walk home under skies like that, drunk on more than beer, certain I was untouchable. I wasn’t. I was only numb.

Now I was older, sober, and here, ridiculously aware of how alive a single borrowed shoulder could make me. Terrified, yes. But alive.

Her hair brushed my cheek when she shifted the smallest bit. I held my breath, afraid to disturb the spell. I wanted to tell her something absurd, like my neck hurts but my heart doesn’t, but silence knew better.

So I let the ache settle and closed my eyes again, pretending sleep, just to stay where I was.
 

At some point I had to lift my head. I did it slowly, as if that would make it less obvious. She was looking out the window. Whether she'd been awake the whole time I have no idea.

Then she turned briefly. Just slightly. And gave me a small knowing smile. Not surprised. Not embarrassed.

I suddenly found the window very interesting too. It gave me an excuse to look at her.

My neck was stiff for the rest of the flight. I didn't mind.
 

The seatbelt sign came on. The cabin crew did their last checks, suddenly rushing.

Around us people reached for phones immediately after the wheels touched down. I stood up after the sign fasten seatbelts was switched off, grateful for the excuse to move. Or to flee. I wasn't sure which. Bag in hand, the way you do when you're trying to act normal. Two men with rollers pushed in ahead. Then a family. Then a woman apologising for getting her coat from the overhead bin above my seat.

By the time I reached the door, the flight was already something that had happened and I felt an emptiness that had the shape of losing something you didn’t even have.

The luggage belt was already moving when I arrived. I found a space and watched.

She was further along, her bag already beside her, handle up, looking in my direction. But she wasn't leaving.

I didn't know what to do with that kind of care from a stranger.

My bag came. I lifted it off. She glanced up one more time, then walked toward the exit.

By the time I followed, she was already gone.
 

The taxi line was long.

The emptiness I felt earlier had grown heavier.

There she was. Red, white and blue ribbon on her suitcase handle.

She noticed me noticing. A small nod, nothing more. Then, without ceremony, she stepped out of her place and moved back to where I stood. As if the line had always been wrong and she was simply correcting it.

We didn't speak immediately. Just stood there, the city noise around us, two people who had shared twelve hours of air and still didn't know how to begin. Then she glanced at me sideways and asked, simply, which hotel.

I told her.

She nodded once, the way people nod when something confirms what they already suspected.

The same one.

I looked straight ahead after that, as if the taxi line required my full attention. But something had shifted in that emptiness, quietly, irrevocably.

When it was our turn, the driver leaned back and asked where to. I said the hotel name. He frowned. She held up her phone. He nodded. Our bags went into the trunk and we slipped into the back seat. Even at this hour the heat outside had been relentless. The air conditioning was a relief.

I watched the window. Not the city. Her reflection in the glass.

Halfway in, the driver asked which entrance, which tower, something that suggested the hotel was larger than our confidence. She unlocked her phone and checked it for the answer.

Then, as the
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