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OCTOBER 21ST

Life is irony. 

That’s what Bonnie always says, and it’s certainly true in our case. Her husband has been hoping she’d quit drinking for the past ten years. She finally does and, ten days later, she leaves him for me. 

Irony.

But wait—there’s more!

Bonnie spent those same ten years wishing for a sexually satisfying relationship. She certainly didn’t have that with her husband. Great sex is something we were sure to have.  It’s not like we’ve never been to bed together.  She knows how amazing it can be when we hook up.  That was a big motivating factor in her leaving Jim, I think.  Bonnie says not, but I know sex is important to her, and the lack of sex in her marriage was very frustrating.

But the moment she leaves Jim for me? 

Nothing. 

She tells me she can’t right now. 

She just can’t. 

So now I’ve got my very own sexless marriage. 

Never thought it would happen to me. 

Never thought it would happen to us.

I don’t look like an affair person.  I don’t act like one.  Look at what I’m wearing right now: pink button-down shirt, sensible trousers, black socks, walking shoes.  I look like a hospital administrator.  No offence to hospital administrators. I’m nowhere near as sexy as the one from House.  I forget the character’s name, but you know who I mean. She was hot as hell. In fact, she reminds me a bit of Bonnie. 

The other day I saw a group of teenagers in the kind of clothes we used to wear during the 90s, and I thought: my god, styles take twenty years to come back into fashion. How have twenty years gone by since I was in high school? No, wait—more than twenty years!  Where did that time go? I still feel like a teenager myself.  

Maybe I’ll dig out my old grunge gear.  The black jeans probably wouldn’t do up anymore, but jeans are easy enough to buy.  I bet my old plaid shirts would still fit fine.  My mom probably has them boxed up in the basement.  She never throws anything away.

Bonnie’s out, at the moment.  She volunteered to drive elderly people to their polling stations. She’s political like that.  She’s smart.  Well-read.  I have no idea what she’s talking about half the time, but I love listening.  I could listen to her forever.

I’ve never seen her be emotional before now.  Well, when we were teenagers, sure.  But it was mostly anger, back then.  Ever since she left Jim, it’s been deep, deep sadness.  She cries all the time.  Sobs.  Wails.  

Usually I’m the one crying, but the more of a mess Bonnie becomes, the more I manage to hold it together.  Funny how that works.  We can’t both fall apart.  I guess that’s my reasoning.  Someone has to be strong and supportive.  

Right now, that’s me.  She needs it.

Did you know you can trick people into telling you secrets?  I’ve just discovered this.  I kind of wish I hadn’t.  Honesty is huge for me.  I believe a relationship requires it.  That’s the only way two people will have a solid foundation together.  

Bonnie and Jim were bad at communication, and look where it got them: for ten years she wanted sex from him and he wanted sobriety from her. They didn’t tell each other these things.  They just silently seethed until Bonnie said she wanted a divorce.  

That’s when it all came out: he’d stopped sleeping with her because of the drinking, but she’d started drinking because he stopped sleeping with her. 

So which came first, the booze or the sexless marriage?  

Maybe there is no answer to questions like this.  I couldn’t say.  I’m not part of their relationship.  I broke it up, but I’m not part of it.

So, I asked Bonnie: Is there something you’re not telling me?

That’s the trick.

Because, when you ask it, people figure you know something, and if you already know the answer they might as well fess up.

Bonnie hung her head down low and said, “Jim wants to see me on Tuesday. He wants to talk about finances, and I’m so afraid I’ll beg him to take me back!”

She started sobbing again, which isn’t unusual these days.  

At first I thought: Okay, this is okay.  I can hold it together.  Keep it together. It’s natural to have these feelings.  It’s only natural.

Except that I’ve been the best possible version of me since Bonnie left Jim.  I’ve been supportive, compassionate, generous.  I’ve listened, I’ve held her when she’s cried, I’ve cooked her meals, I’ve bought everything under the sun for the apartment she rented, which sits unfurnished except for a mattress on the floor. 

After all this sweetness and love, she still wants to go back to Jim?  

If this version of me isn’t good enough, then I’ll never be good enough.  This is the best I can be.  This is the best me.

We had a fight after that.  Well, not a fight, exactly.  I didn’t think I was fighting.  I felt full of rage, sure, but that quiet sort of rage.  Quiet seething.  She tells me I was yelling.  I’d say growling, but she says yelling, so fine.  Maybe I was yelling.  But not in her face.  She moved to the couch.  I stayed seated at the table, alternately sipping tea and firing venom in her direction.

Even if she begged him, does she really think he’d take her back?  After what she did?  The way she left him wasn’t exactly kind.  He came home from the chiropractor to find that she’d moved all her clothes over to the new place.  So Jim walks in the door and Bonnie tells him she’s not happy in their marriage, she hasn’t been happy in years, and she’s leaving, that’s that.

I wasn’t there to witness any of this, but Bonnie tells me Jim was very business-like about it.  He told her to clear out her stuff.  He sent her off with a box of provisions.  He asked her to tell him when she’d be hiring movers to get rid of the rest of her belongings, and he’d make himself scarce.  

Maybe he expected this to happen.  

Maybe he wanted it to happen.

At one point, I said to Bonnie: You two never talked.  Maybe he has a private life just like you do.

Her reaction was: I don’t understand.

Weird thing not to understand, especially for someone as smart as Bonnie.

So I said: You’ve been having an affair with me all this time.  Maybe he...

I trailed off like that, because I thought I was being clear, but again she said: I don’t get what you mean.

So I dropped it.  Ego, I guess.  She can’t imagine that her husband would cheat on her, even though she’s been cheating on him, off and on, for the past decade.

There’s so much more to say, but thinking about my life right now is exhausting.  I just needed to get some stuff out of my system.  I’ve got a few friends who will listen, but I don’t want to bore them.  They’ve got their own lives.  

What I’d really like to do is tell my family about all this.  I have no idea how they’ll react.  They don’t like hearing about personal things, or lesbian things, and this thing is both personal and lesbian. 

I think my mom will be disappointed in me for stealing a married lady away from her nice husband.

I think maybe I’m disappointed in me, too.

October 22nd

We went to bed before the election results came in.  I just looked them up.  Bonnie’s local candidate won, so she’ll be happy about that.  There was a party scheduled last night for all the volunteers, but she decided not to go because there would be an open bar.  No sense tempting fate.

I haven’t actually talked to Bonnie today.  She left here at six in the morning to take out the trash at her new place.  Her upstairs neighbour is 71 years old, and when they met, the old man said: With the last tenant, we switched off every week who takes out the trash bins.  

Bonnie was kind of like: How about you let me do it all the time?

Did she also go back to the house she shared with Jim until last week, to take out the trash there? Jim isn’t able to lift things, but, judging from the way he’s reacted so far, I wouldn’t be surprised if he simply asked a neighbour.  That’s sensible.  

My friend Lhasa says: People are more resilient than you think. You don’t have to baby them. They’ll find a way of getting things done. 

Bonnie says I baby her, sometimes—opening doors, offering to carry the heavier bag, wanting to walk closest to traffic so if a car mounts the curb it’ll hit me first.  These actions would be considered chivalrous if I were a dude.  But I’m not, so I guess it comes off patronizing.  That’s never my intention.  

I think it’s got to do with being at that age where most/many/some people are raising children and I’m not.  I never thought I had a maternal bone in my body, but there’s something about 39 that shakes you up.  You suddenly want to take care of someone, anyone.  A partner?  Sure!  Doesn’t matter who.  Whom?  Bonnie would know.  She’s so smart.

With 40 on the horizon, you kind of go: Is my life what I thought it would be?

And even if it is, you go: Am I happy living this way?

For me, the answer was no.  That’s why I told Bonnie that if she wanted to keep this relationship going, it couldn’t be on-again-off-again.  It couldn’t be an affair.  

I don’t want to be the other woman anymore.  

And now I’m not.

Now I’m... what am I?

We kissed yesterday.  She says kissing is all right, just not full-blown sex.  Still, it wasn’t... I don’t know.  We used to kiss for hours.  I guess that was twenty years ago, but even recently the kissing has always been great.  

Bonnie has a set of exercises she does every day, so I asked her to teach them to me.  I figured that would be a nice couples activity to do together.  It’s not sex, but at least it’s physical. 

She taught me her routine of stretches and sit-ups and stuff like that.  It was fun.  I like when she teaches me things, because her breadth of knowledge is amazing, but she also says she learns stuff from me.  For instance, I always do push-ups on my knuckles.  That’s what I learned in karate class: push-ups on my knuckles, on the floor of a church basement. We’re talking 30 years ago I learned this, but it stuck with me, and I find it easier than doing push-ups with my hands flat on the ground.  Bonnie took an interest, and she said she’d try it.

After that, we got talking about how, in yoga, you always want to balance out your poses.  I don’t know how to articulate this concept properly, because I’ve never been to an actual yoga class, but she’s never done anything approximating yoga, so I guess I could tell her anything.

I got out this book from the 70s that my grandmother gave me.  I don’t know what it’s called, because it’s missing the cover and the first 24 pages, but it’s a yoga book. It’s got pictures and poses and instructions. So we went through it together and Bonnie challenged me to take on some of the more esoteric poses. Can poses be esoteric?  Some of the ones that looked kind of silly, let’s say. 

After all that movement, I told Bonnie I didn’t want to pressure her, but I couldn’t stop thinking about kissing.  It’s all I wanted to do.  I wasn’t saying that to make her feel like she had to kiss me, or like she should.  I was just saying it so she would know how attracted I am to her, and that I think about these things often.

She said kissing was okay, kissing wasn’t against the rules.

I climbed on the couch where she was sitting and I started kissing her, but she backed off and said she needed to brush her teeth.  I told her that her mouth tasted fine and I hadn’t brushed my teeth either, but she insisted, which meant I needed to brush, too, so we’d be even.  You can’t have one fresh mouth and one gross mouth.  They both have to be gross or both be fresh (not that they were gross to start out with, but you know what I mean).

So after we’d both brushed, I worried maybe the mood had been shattered.  She sat back down on the couch and I splayed myself across her lap and I kissed her, and it was good.  I kissed her deeply, and it felt like those kisses from twenty years ago.  It felt like kissing in the woods, before we had any privacy.  Up against a tree.  I wanted to run my hands all over her body, and I wanted her to do the same to me.  

I wanted everything. 

But kissing would have to suffice.  

That sounds passive-aggressive, but I don’t mean it that way at all.  Kissing was legitimately fulfilling.  It’s more than we’d done in... gosh, it’s got to be a month or two since we were together, sexually.  We stopped seeing each other before she left Jim.  It seemed sensible, at the time.  I don’t know why.  She set a date and we agreed we would be together then, and not until then, and that’s what happened.

I would have been happy for that kiss to go on for hours, forever, but Bonnie interrupted it to tell me something about her former boss.  She said: We used to go out for drinks every Friday and talk about whatever book we were reading.

Okay.

Bonnie said: Every time we’d say goodnight, we’d kiss. Just a quick peck on the lips, like you do, you know.

I don’t know anyone who kisses their boss on the lips, but okay.

Bonnie went on: Then there was this one time when we were standing in the parking lot, chatting, and I went in for our usual kiss goodbye, but it didn’t stop at just a peck.  He held on for more.  I pulled away.  I put a stop to it pretty fast.

I said: Wow.

And I’ll tell you, from the bottom of my heart, I wasn’t the least bit jealous hearing this.  Isn’t that funny, how I’ve been so jealous of Jim for all these years, but now I hear that a man who wasn’t her husband had kissed Bonnie in a parking lot and I’m just like: Tell me more!

Bonnie said: It was nothing, really.  My boss laughed it off.  It wasn’t a long kiss.  But someone walking by did shout out for us to get a room.

That made me laugh.  If it was the kind of kiss that warrants a Get A Room, then it was definitely a long kiss.

When Bonnie left Jim, Jim asked her: Is there someone else?

Well, yes, there’s someone else.  There’s me.

But Bonnie didn’t tell him that.  She said: There are possibilities.

I’m a possibility.

Bonnie says she isn’t attracted to her boss, and I believe her.  Anyway, I say her boss, but I mean her former boss.  They don’t work together anymore, and they stopped going out for drinks after that incident.  I think.  I’m assuming they did.  I can’t remember if Bonnie said so.  

But now I’m thinking maybe word got back to Jim.  This Get A Room incident took place within walking distance of their house.  Bonnie doesn’t know who shouted the words.  Could have been a neighbour.  Could have been anyone.  Gossip spreads.  You never know who will find out what.

So maybe Jim believes the boss is the possibility.  

Maybe Jim believes Bonnie is with him right now.  

October 23rd

My abs are killing me from that workout the other day.  Clearly, I’m not as fit as Bonnie is.  She does this stuff every day: a 5-minute plank, 100 sit-ups, other stuff. I can’t remember off-hand.  I pushed myself because I wanted to keep up with her.  

I couldn’t do it.

Today is a challenge.  Not just because I’m in pain, but because Bonnie’s meeting with Jim to talk about finances.  I’ve done everything in my power to be the most compassionate, most supportive, generous, loving partner on the planet.  If she still wants to go back to him after all that, what hope is left for me?

Normally I’d break down at the prospect of breaking up.  

I’m not sure how I’m holding it together.  

Maybe I’m holding out hope that Bonnie won’t beg Jim to take her back.  

No, that’s not it.  

I think it’s that I have faith in Jim not to take her back.  The way she left their marriage was pretty shitty.  I’ve pleaded with her: Listen, never do that to me.  Don’t leave me the way you left him, without giving any indication it was coming, then just BAM I’m leaving, like a frying pan to the face. BAM and you’re gone.  Don’t do that to me. 

It’s a cruel way to leave.  But if you ask the internet how to leave your husband or your wife, that’s what you get: Just leave.  Tell them you’re leaving and go.  Don’t discuss how it all fell apart.  Don’t entertain notions that you might work it out.  Just say you’re leaving and leave.  Just go.

That’s basically what her therapist said to do, too.  Seems cruel.  I’d want lots of notice.  I’d want an opportunity to work it out.  Although, I guess Bonnie and Jim have had enough time.  They’ve been through couples counselling more than once.  

Maybe none of this came as a shock, to Jim.  Maybe he was ready. 

I still have a lot of empathy for him.  I’m not a bad person.

Bonnie drove past her former home on the way to her new flat yesterday.  The trash cans were out front, ready and waiting for the garbage truck to arrive.  I asked how she felt about that, and she said: I’m not needed.

I gave her a hug and told her I understand.  Everyone needs to feel needed, and it hurts when you realize someone you love can get along without you.  

I hope Bonnie knows that I need her.  Maybe I don’t need her to do things around the house, but I do need her for reasons I can’t perfectly articulate. For emotional reasons, I guess.  I should have told her so, but I don’t think I did.

She was off to work first thing this morning.  I think she left around six.  I was too sleepy to come up with anything useful to say.  She’s got this big meeting with Jim later on, and I’ll be at work when that’s happening.  Her plan is to spend tonight at her new place.  Her therapist advised her not to spend any time with me for the first month after separation, but she said: How about I only spend every other night with Emma? 

Her therapist agreed that could work. 

So she’s spending tonight alone, and I’ll be at work at the exact time she’ll need a shoulder to cry on.  I asked her to call me tonight, but she said it’s likely she’ll be asleep by the time I’m done my shift.  Not sure I’ll sleep, not knowing what happened with this Jim meeting.  

I might call Bonnie after work, even if I wake her up.  I’m not sure I can stand the suspense.

Last night I took a shower before bed, and it heated up my body so much I had to sleep naked.  I honestly wasn’t doing it to tempt Bonnie, but I guess part of me hoped she would react in some way.  

When I hung up my robe, she did say: Oh, you’re naked.  

She said it in a chipper tone, not irritated, not lustful, just cheerily pointing out the fact that I had no clothes on.  

When I got into bed with her, she put down her book, flipped off the light, and wrapped her arm around me, spooning.  Except I was under the covers and her hand was over the covers, so even though she was lightly holding my chest, she wasn’t touching my skin.  

She had pyjamas on, so her body wasn’t touching me directly.

It made me think of that Gandhi story, which is actually pretty creepy, about him sleeping with a naked girl in his bed to prove that he’d transcended human desire.  I always think: What about the girl, though?  Wasn’t she his niece or something?  And young?

But then, say she wasn’t his niece or young.  Say he was Bonnie and she was me, and she’s lying there thinking: I’m naked. I’m available.  I’m right here beside you.  

I’m right here beside you and you don’t even care.

We used to share desire like you would not believe, and now... nothing. 

I understand she’s going through sweeping emotional changes right now, I really do.  I just feel like the second she left Jim, our relationship changed.  Drastically.  

If we go too long without touching each other, is it possible we’ll never get that spark back?  We’ll never have what we used to have?

I’m worried about that.

I’m worried about a lot of things.

October 24th

I called Bonnie the second I got home from work last night to see how her meeting with Jim had gone.  She sounded pretty upbeat, but she said she didn’t feel upbeat, so who knows?

She said a lot of the conversation was him telling her all the times her drinking had embarrassed him over the past decade.  Like a one-on-one intervention. Which probably would have been more useful before she stopped drinking, and before she left him. 

My sense is that Jim needs to get this stuff off his chest so he can move on, emotionally.  Or maybe he just wants to hurt her because she hurt him.  I don’t know Jim, so I can’t say.  I really don’t think he’s a bad guy.  That’s intuition talking.  Plus, I don’t think Bonnie would have married a bad guy.  Not her style.

We didn’t have a super-long conversation.  Bonnie was just heading out the door when I phoned—heading out to see Beetlejuice at one of the old theatres on her street.  It’s October.  Time for spooky stuff.  And she’s never seen it before.  

Unimaginable!  

Not to mention serendipitous. 

When we were out yesterday buying a new light bulb for my fridge (the old one burned out twelve years ago—funny, what you get used to until another person comes along and goes: Why can’t I see your food?), I started talking about Beetlejuice.  It was my favourite movie, as a kid.  I must have watched it 57 times in 1989 alone. It always stuck with me, how Alec Baldwin gave Geena Davis wallpaper as a gift.  To me, that was so romantic.  I still find household gifts more romantic than candy or flowers or jewellery or anything like that.

Why on earth did that come to mind?

Oh, right—because Bonnie paid for the fridge bulb.  Her gift to me.

Later on—hours later—I said: Oh! We forgot to plug in the new bulb.

She got up and said: I’ll do it.

I said: The new bulb is in my purse.

She said: I know.

I got a warm and fuzzy feeling, that she felt comfortable going into my purse.  My last girlfriend would never have dared.  Purses were sacrosanct, to her.  But I like that Bonnie feels comfortable digging around in there.  I’m not sure she’d be okay with me going into hers. I’m not sure I’m welcome there.  But, to me, it’s a sign of intimacy that she’ll put her hand inside my private place.

Well, inside my purse.

I couldn’t sleep.  I can’t sleep.  I haven’t slept.  

It’s 5:30 in the morning and I’m wired and I’m anxious.  I don’t know why.  Yes I do. Because I thought Bonnie would call me after the movie.  But she didn’t.  

So then I wonder: Did she go with Jim?  No.  You don’t ask someone to the movies after they’ve lectured you about your alcoholism. 

Did she go with someone else? 

No.  She probably went alone.  She still doesn’t have TV or internet at the new place.  What are you going to do for entertainment? Cheap flicks.  Makes sense.

But then I think: What about the marriage scene, where Geena Davis and Alec Baldwin are in their wedding clothes and they get really old and turn to dust?  That scene always scared me, as a kid, but if I were watching it as a newly separated individual, it might foster gushy emotions for the person I’d just left. 

Maybe Bonnie didn’t call me because she rushed back to Jim after the movie.  Maybe I screwed myself by telling her how great Beetlejuice is.

Or maybe I’m catastrophizing again.  

Wouldn’t be the first time.

I tried to masturbate myself to sleep, but that didn’t work.  I can’t get off on my own anymore—haven’t been able to in years.  And it takes forever to get anywhere near turned on.  It’s such a waste of time.

I tried just stroking off, but that didn’t get me anywhere.  Lots of lube later, I put a dildo inside of me.  I thought it would help if my pussy had something to clamp down on.  But I didn’t feel much of a difference.  I kept trying, though.  I haven’t had an orgasm since the last time Bonnie and I had sex, and that might have been two months ago.  I can’t properly recall.

Bonnie told me that, during the off seasons of our on-again-off-again affair, she put herself to sleep every night by masturbating.  Same lesbian porn clip, same finger fap.  No toys for her.

I asked her how long it took her to come.  She said probably 15 minutes.  

To me, that’s commitment. 

But I guess that’s how long it took me to get anywhere near climax tonight.  I definitely didn’t reach the peaks of pleasure, but after rubbing my clit for a long, long while, I felt some twitches.  I felt some stirrings.

Part of me wants to leave my dirty dildo on the bathroom counter so Bonnie sees it when she gets here tomorrow.  Assuming she hasn’t run back to Jim’s loving embrace.  

But I know that would be a passive-aggressive move, and I promised Bonnie I wouldn’t be that way with her.  That’s what her relationship with Jim was like.  They never talked about things, just silently shoved the knives into each other’s backs and twisted.

Bonnie says she never realized her drinking was out of control.  She said she mostly imbibed because every time she poured a glass, Jim would give her that side-eye.  Silent side-eye.  Silently judging her actions.  She told me it’s the one thing she felt she could control.  Not that Jim was controlling.  Maybe she did drink to hurt him.  Maybe she knew she was hurting him.  I strongly suspect she did.

What did he do to deserve that, I wonder?  Was it the no-sex policy?  He wasn’t in the mood, so she poured herself another glass.  Ha! Take that!  If you’re gonna hold out on me, maybe I’ll just drink myself to death.

God, I never imagined I’d spend so much of my time analyzing someone else’s relationship.  Past relationship.  No, relationships never go away.  Even if you divorce someone, there’s something that remains.

It’s weird—I almost feel like I don’t exist.  Bonnie comes here and I cook and we laugh and I have a great time with her, but does she think about me when she goes home?  Does she think about me as much as I think about her?  Am I needy and obsessive, or do normal people feel this way too?

There’s a story Bonnie tells me, and she cries every time she tells it.  It’s about her parents.  They died within a few years of each other, but toward the end of their lives they hired a handyman to repair their fence.  When the handyman was done the job, he said he’d never worked outside a house with so much laughter coming out.  This is the part where Bonnie cries.  She tells me: That’s what I want. I want what my parents had.  I want that laughter.

I know she’s only been living with me for a week, and I know it’s not even every night that she stays here, but I do hope she notices how much we laugh together.  Even in those first few days, when she was a broken-down mess and crying all the time, we still managed to laugh. 

We make each other happy.  I hope she remembers that.  

I hope she doesn’t go back.

October 25th

Bonnie has an appointment with her therapist in an hour.  I’m anxious to hear how it goes.  She won’t have sex with me until she runs it by the doc and I could really, really use some sex.  It’s incredibly difficult to lie in bed beside the most attractive woman in the world and not surrender to temptation.

We had Rusalka tickets last night.  The opera company emailed me the day before with a You Have Tickets reminder, which is handy for someone whose memory is eternally on the fritz.  When I opened the email, the first line said: The opera will be three and a half hours long, including two intermissions.

When I shared this information with Bonnie, she seemed more than a little apprehensive.  She goes to bed earlier than I do, but I really didn’t think I’d be able to sit still for that long anyway, so we agreed we’d leave at the second intermission.

Rusalka is a fairy tale opera.  It’s basically the story of The Little Mermaid, but it’s a reminder of how far Disney versions stray from the originals.  It ends in sorrow and death.

Tangentially, Bonnie has never seen The Little Mermaid—the animated feature. Where was she during the 80s and 90s, on Mars?

Anyway, we got to the second intermission, turned to each other, and we both said: This opera is REALLY GOOD!

We stayed until the end and didn’t regret it for a moment.  

On the subway on the way home, she told me Jim had emailed her that afternoon with a list of residential treatment facilities. For her alcoholism.

This information got me more than a little prickly, for a number of reasons.

Initially, I felt irritated because Bonnie still doesn’t have internet set up at her apartment.  If Jim emailed her that afternoon, she was sitting in my living room when she read that email. And she didn’t say anything until almost midnight.

I want the kind of relationship where we tell each other everything, automatically, instantaneously.  I know Bonnie’s not used to that.  I know she’s never had that kind of relationship before.  But I have, and it’s the only way to live.  I want her to feel like I’m an extension of her body.  I’m not separate from her.  

To me, a couple should be one entity.

Clearly we’re not there yet.  

That facet of my irritation faded, but the other is the more troubling: Jim feeling that he can or should or wants to control Bonnie’s actions and behaviours even now that they’re separated. I don’t want him thinking he can tell her what to do.  She’s not his wife anymore.  I mean, I guess technically she is.  They’re not legally divorced.  But we’re working toward divorce, and it’s not fair for him to be at her constantly. 

I wonder if part of it is just him trying to hurt her, or get out all these thoughts he’s kept to himself through all these years of passive-aggressive, non-communicative marriage.  

Bonnie has already quit drinking.  She quit cold turkey.  It’s done.  Why should she get treatment now?  That’s like getting your tumour cut out and then going for chemo.  Except they actually do that, don’t they?  Bad example.  Or maybe case in point.  I don’t know.  My mind is swirling.

It’s not like I lack compassion.  The fact that Jim keeps shaming Bonnie about her drinking almost makes sense, in a twisted, backward way.  Their marriage was on such shaky ground Jim probably figured if he brought it up, she’d get pissed and leave him.  Now that she has left, the floodgates are open.  She hurt him by going.  He wants to hurt her back.  

He’s stored up his anger and resentment all these years.  He probably feels like it’s not fair for her to leave him when he’s holding on to so many unexpressed judgments.

So he’s sharing those thoughts now.

He’s telling her to go to rehab, and she says: No, no, no!

It’s a new day, but that whole situation is still on my mind.  Especially considering Bonnie will be stopping by the house after therapy to pick up more of her stuff.  Jim’s paying a neighbour kid (kid meaning unemployed 32-year-old) to box up Bonnie’s belongings. So I don’t feel particularly concerned about Jim wanting her back at the moment.  My concern is that his interference will encroach upon our relationship, which feels so fledgling and fragile right now.  I don’t want him ruining it. 

It was after midnight when we got home from the opera, so Bonnie opted out of taking her sleeping pill.  She wanted to see if she could drift off naturally.  I guess I didn’t help.  She got overheated—took off her sleep shirt, came back to bed wearing only her panties.

How could I possibly resist touching her naked skin?

I couldn’t.

This time I was the one in pyjamas—well, a billowy top and some silky-feeling sleep pants.  I cuddled up close to her.  

Bonnie sleeps on her front, so her bare back was exposed to me.  Her skin is so soft.  You’d be amazed how soft.  It’s gorgeous skin.  I pressed my chest to her side and started running my hand across her back slowly.  

She hummed, which gave me some indication that she liked what I was doing.  

I kissed a path across her back.  

I moved on top of her.  

I pressed my breasts to her and kissed her shoulders, kissed the nape of her neck.  

I kissed every bit of naked skin I could get my lips on.

Before I’d begun, she’d asked me: Hypothetically, what would you do if I never became aroused ever again?

I told her we would deal with it.  We’d find a way.

As I kissed her bare skin, she said: Maybe we don’t have to worry about me never getting turned on.

Promising as that sounds, I could tell from the tone of her voice that it wasn’t an invitation.  I did ask: Aren’t you worried what might happen if we let sex slide for too long?  Aren’t you worried that if we let it go, we’ll never get it back?

She apologized and cried, which isn’t unusual these days.  She told me she’d agreed with her therapist that she wouldn’t have sex with me until after they’d talked at their next session—the one that’s starting... actually, any minute now.  

Wow, I’ve been writing for a good long while.  

I wonder how many people resist having sex when they’re turned on and lying half-naked beside someone they truly love because their therapist said so.  Maybe this is a common enough phenomenon, but I somehow doubt it.

Anyway, I went to sleep feeling disturbingly aroused.  Wildly aroused.  Thick and swollen and wet with desire.  

I whispered to Bonnie: I want you desperately.

She apologized quietly.

I kissed her arm.  

I kissed her shoulder.  

I considered asking if she’d mind if I masturbated beside her.  But I figured she might feel... I don’t know.  She’s had so many feelings, recently.  I didn’t want to stress her out.  Anyway, masturbation always ends in misery, for me.  It never gets me anywhere.  

So I rolled over and fell into a deep sleep.

When I woke up this morning, her side of the bed was empty.

I found Bonnie on the couch, cuddled up with my red fleece blanket, and reading my copy of The Diviners.  She’d been up since six, reading and dozing, off and on.

She said: You weren’t snoring, exactly.  I don’t think I can imitate the noise you make.  It’s like a breath in, then a soft sigh, and then it sounded like you were saying something, a word.  It sounded like you were saying: Really?

October 26th

Agitated.

I don’t want to feel this way, but here it is.

Bonnie spent last night at the other place. I tried calling her, but her phone was off.  I tried calling this morning.  Same thing.  Could be that she didn’t realize she’d shut it off.  That’s the most likely scenario.  But I don’t know for sure, and how can I know until I talk to her?  And I can’t talk to her until she turns her phone back on.  

Or gets here.

It’s four in the afternoon.  I know she’s having lunch with her brother, but he doesn’t live far from my place (practically walking distance, if you’re the kind of person who doesn’t mind walking).  

I thought she’d be here by now.

I don’t want to feel this way.

The reason I wanted to talk to her last night is that I knew she’d be going to the house after leaving here.  To pick up some stuff.  What if she saw Jim and begged him to take her back and he did and she’s out of my life forever and I don’t even know about it?

And even if that didn’t happen, she had an appointment with her therapist.  What if her therapist advised her not to see me?  Or... who knows what’ll come out in therapy?  If I’m not there, I don’t know.  

I’m just so stupidly worried about everything.  More than worried.  Anxious.  I don’t want to feel this way.  It’s awful.  I want to trust Bonnie.  I want to trust that every time she leaves me, she’s definitely coming back.  

I don’t have that kind of trust.  

How can I ever trust her?  She cheated on her husband with me.  She left him for me.  And the way she left him!  I’ve begged her not to leave me that way.  Honesty, always.  It’s better to know what’s on someone’s mind, even if it’s not happy stuff.  Even if it’s threatening.  It’s better to know.

I wish I had drugs.  I wish I could calm down.  I wish Bonnie would keep her phone on.  I wish she’d get here.

But if I don’t resolve the root cause of this anxiety, I’ll feel this way every time she goes anywhere.  It’ll only get worse over time.  Trust is something you have to work at, consciously, otherwise it disintegrates.  You make assumptions and, at a certain point, it makes no difference whether those assumptions are based in reality.  If you keep telling yourself the same stories over and over again, they become your reality. 

So I’m sitting here, typing this, listening to Florence and The Machine, trying to distract myself from my agitation.

I told Bonnie to feel free to use any of my devices (computer, tablet, laptop) even though she has her own. But if mine is closer and she just wants to look something up real quick, go for it.  I’ve got no secrets. I’m not hiding anything.

Except I’m not sure I’d want her reading this diary.

She’s told me, in the past, that she’s not the type who would ever read someone else’s diary.  She appreciates that people need privacy.  I’m the same.  One time my friend Lhasa let me stay at her apartment when she was away—this was many years ago—and the one thing she said to me was: Don’t read my journals and don’t have sex in my bed.

I hope she realizes I would never do either of those things.  I have too much respect for her.

Lhasa says I should tell my mother what’s going on, and I tend to agree with her.  My mom and I have never been close, and she might shut me right down—she usually does, if I say anything too personal or too queer—but I’d rather have no secrets.  All my life I’ve been weighed down by secrets, and not even my own.  

I want to feel free.  

Telling my mom I’m involved with Bonnie feels like a first step.

But I talked to Bonnie, and she cried and said it wouldn’t be fair to put my mother through all that stress.  She’s got enough to worry about—that’s Bonnie’s belief.

The thing is, I’m not convinced my mom will even care.  First off, she’s not impressed by the 40-and-single lifestyle.  I somewhat suspect she’d be relieved to hear that another human will have me, even if it is another woman.  

The other thing is that I’ve always kind of been the black sheep of my family, but in a jokey way, like a comical black sheep.  They like to roast me, and that’s okay.  I have a sense of humour. I can laugh at myself.  So the most likely result is my family will give me a sort of sitcom shrug and go: That’s our Emma! 

And life will go on.

I really can’t predict a reaction.  The only way I’ll know for sure is to tell them.

Four-thirty and Bonnie still isn’t here.

Something just popped into my head: Yesterday she mentioned that Jim has a quasi-legal meeting today about an inheritance, which Bonnie was supposed to attend, but not anymore.  Maybe, when she was at the house yesterday, Jim re-invited her.  She’s a powerhouse, that Bonnie.  Probably doesn’t sound that way, after I’ve described her whimpering and crying on my couch, but she doesn’t act that way in public.  Out there in the big bad world, Bonnie’s a real hard-ass.

I think one of the things that always drew me to Bonnie is that she’s soft with me.  Hard with everyone else, but soft with me.  That always made me feel special.  She could be herself with me.  The defences came down, and she could be vulnerable.  A person like Bonnie needs to feel safe before she’ll tear down those walls.  So it makes me feel good about myself when she’s emotional.

Oh God, what if she went to that meeting with Jim?  What if he convinced her?  Or if she felt guilty and offered to attend?  

I want to call her again.  But what’s the point?  Her phone will be off, I’ll feel aggravated.  I wish I knew how to stop feeling this way.  I just want to be calm.  

Drugs would help.

I assume.

Actually, I’ve never done drugs.  Not even pot.  Nothing.  Now that it’s legal, I’m tempted.  But then I think about Six Feet Under, and how the character on that—one of the brothers; I forget his name—would have freaky hallucinations when he smoked pot.  I don’t want that to happen to me. I just want to relax for five seconds.  I don’t know how.

St. Jude is playing now: Patron Saint of Lost Causes.

You know what’s funny?  I always say music is magic, because I truly believe that, but I bought the new Black Dresses album and the first line of one song goes: Music isn’t magic.  

Every time I hear that, I laugh.  I beg to differ.  Music and honey.  Both Magic.

Oh, you know which song follows St. Jude?

Mother.

Thanks, Florence. Just what I needed.

October 27th

I wonder how I used to spend so much time alone.  And happily alone!  Not begrudgingly.  I wasn’t lonely.  I wasn’t miserable.  I wanted those moments to myself.  

Now, I feel desperately lonely whenever Bonnie goes home.  I want her here with me all the time.  That’s not good.  I need to rein it in or I’ll scare her off.  More than that, I need to rein it in or I’ll start to go crazy whenever Bonnie isn’t in the same room as me.

Maybe I’ve already started down that road.

Definitely I have.

The second she shows up, I forget any bit of angst I felt when she was away.  So I forgot to ask her if she knew that her phone had been off all that time.  I didn’t even think about it until she’d come and gone.

When we’re together, I’m so overjoyed to see her that I want to maximize the happy times.  I try not to bring up topics that are going to make her cry—and, these days, there are a lot of topics that made her cry.  

I asked her again if it might be time to tell my mom about us.  That made her cry.  She said she wants to tell Jim before I tell my mom.  Then she emailed her therapist to ask what she should do, and her therapist advised her not to make any decisions at the moment—and telling Jim about me was a decision. Hence, don’t do it.

As much as I believe in making decisions collectively, as a couple, I already don’t know what to do.  I totally understand why she wants to tell Jim about us before I start telling people.  There’s a very active grapevine in the neighbourhood, and the world in general is a lot smaller than you think. Bonnie thinks this information, that she’s seeing someone else, should come from her.  I agree.  It’s just hard to keep information from my family when I’m so proud of myself for finally being in a real relationship.  

I want to tell the world. 

Bonnie brought over a box of Halloween candy, and I keep taking breaks from typing to devour it.  I didn’t think I liked Mr. Big, but I tried one just to see... and then I tried another... and another... and I’ll have to try a few more, but it’s entirely likely that I’ve been wrong about Mr. Big all these years.

Oh, that reminds me: the neighbour guy who’s been helping Jim around the house is away this week, so Bonnie offered to take out the garbage at the house. Without consulting me.  At least she told me, I guess.  I don’t want to be so negative.  I probably sound like a gaping asshole, feeling jealous because my girlfriend is taking out the trash for her disabled ex-husband (not even ex, technically), but I’m so afraid any interaction will end with them getting back together and me being forced out of the picture forever. 

Bonnie suggested today that she still would like to be friends with Jim.  Things have been civil between them, so friendship is a possibility. Then she said: But that’s not what YOU want.

Makes me sound like the Big Bad Wolf, but how am I ever supposed to feel secure in our relationship if she’s chatting with him all the time?  How could I ever trust Bonnie when she cheated on Jim with me?  How can you ever trust someone who has behaved that way in the past?  I can’t.  I don’t.  

People would probably ask: Why be in a relationship with someone you don’t trust?  

I don’t have a good answer for that.  I’m just so in love with her.  I have been for twenty years.  I don’t think I could stop loving her if I tried—and, trust me, I have tried and tried and tried.

But she left her husband for me, so what am I even complaining about?  Why can’t I be grateful for what I have?

Actually, I did express my gratitude to Bonnie today.  I told her how grateful I am for the time she spends with me.  She said it made her uncomfortable to hear that, because it sounds like I don’t feel I deserve her love and attention.  I don’t know about that.  I think it’s nice to tell someone you’re grateful for anything they give you, whether it’s time or a gift or friendship or care.  Grateful is good.

Okay, I’m on my fourth Mr. Big and my second cup of tea.  I must be sublimating sexual desire into chocolate cravings, because I never eat this much junk food. 

Last night was much the same as the previous night Bonnie slept in my bed.  I was really hoping her therapist would give her the go-ahead to make love with me, but that didn’t happen. Her therapist doesn’t think she’s ready for sex, so I spent last night cuddled against her, whimpering vociferously.  

I get the sense the next few nights are all going to blur together.  Could be weeks or even months of me touching her gently, her making no response.  She says it’s okay.  I’m asking permission.  I’m not doing anything she doesn’t want me to do.  But the list of what’s allowed right now is not long.

Mostly, I sweep my hand across her back.  It feels good.  Feels amazingly good.  I get so turned on, I swear.  Last night I was wet in seconds—and so wet my juices soaked through my nightie and onto her arm, which I was half lying on.  

She kept apologizing for turning me on, which is silly because she wasn’t actually doing anything, and, anyway, there’s no reason to apologize for arousing my interest. 

I asked if we could kiss, and she said yes, and I pounced.  I thought she’d fend me off—that’s how passionately I was kissing her.  I got right on top of her for this kiss.  She participated so fully I hoped it might turn into more, but when she didn’t try touching my body at all, I pulled myself off of her.  I spent the next few minutes panting and moaning, feeling absolutely spent from just one kiss.  

And wet.  The wettest I’ve been in years.

Oh, the reason Bonnie was so much later than anticipated yesterday is that she had lunch with her brother.  I knew this was on the schedule, but what neither she nor I anticipated was that her brother’s girlfriend would be there.  Bonnie and this girlfriend ended up talking for nearly four hours, just the two of them, and Bonnie says it was a great help to her. 

I’m glad she had that opportunity to talk.  She obviously needs it.  She’d probably see her therapist every day of the week, if she could afford it, so free therapy from her brother’s girlfriend was clearly something she appreciated.

Sometimes I wish she felt safe talking to me about everything going on in her mind, but the last time she told me something significant that hurt me, my anger scared her.  And I didn’t even yell or anything.  My teeth were clenched too hard to yell. I growled a bit, but I guess she found that threatening. 

It’s hard to hear your partner say they’re scared of you.  Especially for me, growing up in a household with so much violence.  I can’t help wondering if I’ve inherited it.  I’ve never been physical with a partner—never hit or punched or kicked or anything close—but if Bonnie says my anger scares her, what am I supposed to say?  No it doesn’t?  Or it shouldn’t?

Hard to tell whether I’m too forceful with my emotions, or she’s too sensitive.  Couples are bound to have disagreements, I say, and as long as there’s no name-calling or violence, an argument can be very productive.  

Bonnie doesn’t agree.  She doesn’t believe in arguing with a partner.

Maybe if she did, her marriage would still be intact?

October 30th

I’ve lost track of the days. Is October almost over? 

Yes, tomorrow’s Halloween. 

Already. Wow.

Bonnie invited me to come over for shell-out.  This is a big deal for a number of reasons.  First off, I’ve never stayed at her place.  Secondly, and more relevantly, we’ll be in her neighbourhood. Her new apartment is right down the street from the house where Jim still lives.  

I didn’t hear from Bonnie yesterday, not even by email, but as far as I know she hasn’t told Jim she’s seeing someone else.  When neighbours come around with their adorable little trick-or-treating kids, more than a few of them are bound to know Bonnie.  And at least a couple might wonder what she’s doing with me.

Or maybe not.  If we were a straight couple, yes, for sure, because the general population assumes men and women can’t be in the same room together without humping like rabbits.  But two women?  People would probably assume we were just friends.

Unless they know Bonnie well and are aware that she’s bi.

In which case, they might wonder.

But even then, probably not.

So I guess we’re safe.

I don’t know if I’m disappointed by that thought.  I hope I’m not.

A big part of me wonders if she’s invited me over on a night when the whole world will see us together in hopes that word will get back to Jim.  That way she won’t have to tell him herself.  Let the neighbours do the dirty work.

I’ve got a shift this afternoon, but I should think about stopping by the dollar store to pick up some Halloween decorations. I assume Bonnie won’t have any.  Well, she told me she didn’t have any.  I don’t want to carry a pumpkin on the streetcar.  Maybe she’ll buy one today.  If I ever get in touch with her, I’ll try to find out.

The last time I mentioned pumpkins, she started sobbing.  And we were riding public transportation at the time, so that’s how emotional pumpkins get her, I guess.  Probably has something to do with Jim.  Maybe they used to carve pumpkins together.  Maybe they’ve got videos.  Homer and Marge Getting Dirty.  

I’m not inclined to bring her a pumpkin.  I’m afraid of upsetting her.

You never know what’s going to trigger another person.  If it can be something as general as pumpkins, it can be anything.  I never know what’s going to set her off, and that’s hard for me.  I need to be constantly prepared that she might break down at any moment.

Should I dress up?  I haven’t worn a Halloween costume since I was a kid.

I could be myself in the 90s.  I certainly have the outfits.

Yes, that’s what I’ll do.  That’s easy and effortless.

Oh, I do have some big news.  I should have started with this: I told my mother about me and Bonnie.  Just by email.  That’s all I could handle.  But I did it.

The reaction wasn’t at all what I expected.  My mother was basically like: Dish, girlfriend!  You’re my new source of entertainment!

She really wrote that: You’re my new source of entertainment.

Which is fine by me.  I’d rather be entertainment than an outcast. 

My mother said she wouldn’t even tell my siblings, which is going above and beyond.  It would actually be easier for me if she were to tell them.  I don’t have a close relationship with my brothers and sisters, and I don’t want to sit them all down individually to give them this news.  This non-news, maybe.  Lhasa keeps telling me that, even though this thing with Bonnie is a big event in my life, for most people it’s just a footnote.  They’re not going to care as much as I do.

The one thing my mother said by email that really struck me was: Don’t let other people’s secrets weigh you down.

That’s the most insightful piece of advice my mom has ever shared with me. 

So I wrote her back and gave her the whole history of me and Bonnie, how we got in touch conversationally back in the winter, but I told her I’m too old to be an affair person.  I know I’ve done it in the past, but I was younger then.  You’re always younger in the past than you are at present, but I’m starting to feel like... you know, I’m not a kid anymore.  It’s time to be a real grown-up, and that means no more cheating.  Go all-in with a relationship for once.

I didn’t think Bonnie would be up for it.  That assessment is based on past behaviour.  She’d never been prepared to leave Jim before.  Why would she leave him now?

But she set a date.  She said: I’m going to end my marriage in October.  And she did it.  And I’m still astounded.  Amazed.

The other day, we were sitting on the couch, chatting endlessly, and I said: I could talk to you forever.  I never get sick of it.

She said: You will.

I asked: You think so?

She said: Yes.

I asked: Do you think we’re in our honeymoon period?

She said: Absolutely.

And that reminded me of a Dukarol commercial I keep seeing when Bonnie’s not around.  When she is around, she always mutes TV commercials, so I had to act this one out for her.  It’s about a young couple at a resort hotel, and the woman keeps nudging the man, and they run off together, and some old lady says: That’s newlyweds for you.

Then they show the newlyweds in their hotel room.  The girl is in the bathroom and the guy is waiting his turn.  The guy says: It’s not what you think!

They’re not running off to screw every five seconds.  They’re running for the toilet.

Every time I see that commercial, I think about me and Bonnie.  Most people would be at each other constantly during their honeymoon period, but not us.  Not at all.  We’re just like the newlyweds with violent diarrhea. 

I almost want to tell my mom that part of the story.  Is it too much information to tell your mom you’re not having sex?  I feel like mentioning sex at all is too much information.  Although things seem to be changing in the way I relate to my family, so maybe I could take a chance.

The other night, when Bonnie wasn’t here, I watched an hour-long tutorial video about ramping up your masturbation.  I found it insightful at the time.  Now I can’t remember anything I learned.  I didn’t put it into practice.  Maybe that’s my mistake.  I should have taken a hands-on approach.  Thing is, I’m just not tempted.  I don’t get turned on alone anymore.

I used to.  When I was younger, I was great at masturbation.  I mean, really, really talented.  I had a wide selection of toys, most of which have broken and been disposed of.  I used them freely and often.

Now?  

Honestly, I can’t be bothered.  It doesn’t get me anymore.  Partnered sex does.  I need to feed off the other person’s arousal.  A feedback loop.  That’s what it is.  I feel a little bit turned-on, they catch my arousal and send it back to me, and it builds and builds until we’re at it and orgasming.  

Even without the orgasm, sex still feels fulfilling with another person.

Alone, I just feel let down.  Every time.  I can’t convince myself to come on my own.  I can’t even get turned on.

It’s sad and frustrating.

I read in a sex guide that you should force yourself to masturbate.  Use it or lose it.  But the very idea!  It doesn’t appeal to me.  I’ll just end up feeling lonely.

Maybe I’ll call Bonnie and see if her phone is finally turned on.  I’ll be very envious if that’s the case—envious of the phone, because it gets to be turned on even when I don’t.

Sorry.  Bad joke.

November 1st

Halloween was amazing.  Best day in recent memory. I needed that.

I headed to Bonnie’s place mid-afternoon—in the rain.  It was really coming down.  Awful weather for the kids.  I heard on the radio that Montreal has postponed Halloween until tonight.  Too much rain in the forecast.  I’ve never heard of that happening before.

Anyway, it was business as usual around these parts.

Bonnie proposed pasta and salad for dinner, which summoned a flashback of one halcyon childhood Halloween, eating a plate of spaghetti in front of the TV—Captain Kangaroo was on—and all I wanted to do was get in costume and start trick-or-treating.  We always waited until sunset to head out.  I can’t recall ever trick-or-treating when it was light outside.

I remember it so clearly, that feeling of wanting to start NOW.  Not wanting to wait.  Half an hour is a lifetime, to a kid.

Bonnie fixed the salad, but she needed me to make the pasta.  

She didn’t know how.  

To make pasta.  

Did Jim do all the cooking, or did they just not cook?  I wonder, but I don’t want to ask.  Anyway, I’m a good cook and I enjoy preparing meals, even just for myself.  The pleasure of cooking is more than doubled when I get to cook for Bonnie.

Kids started coming around even before I’d finished eating, but I didn’t mind.  Our first trick-or-treater was dressed as Anne of Green Gables, and I blurted out: My mother’s name is Anne!

Stupid thing to say.  What kid cares about a thing like that?  But this girl was probably ten or twelve, and she responded graciously.  

It’s funny, how much I seek the approval of children.

I got to thinking how awkward I felt talking to adults when I was a kid, and how joyful I feel talking to children now that I’m an adult.  There’s a schism, there—the awkwardness versus the joy—and I think it’s because children don’t yet have the experience of being an adult.  They can’t look at the interaction from an adult perspective.  But when adults look at children we remember how it felt to be a kid, and we want that back.  We desperately want that back.

Nearly fifty trick-or-treaters came to the door.  I think.  I kept losing count.  Actually, I kept forgetting to count.

I told Bonnie I was surprised she’d invited me, since she doesn’t want Jim finding out about us through the grapevine, and we’re bound to be seen together.  She shrugged and said: Seen by kids.

Kids, sure, but kids have parents.

Anyway, I guess she wasn’t too troubled. 

I’d downloaded A Fish Called Wanda onto my tablet, because we’d been talking about it the other day, so we watched that on the small screen, and then it was time for bed.  

It wasn’t the best night’s sleep I’ve ever had.  Her new mattress is quite soft, but I don’t think that was the problem.  I probably ate to many mini Mr. Big bars before bed.  Trouble falling asleep, then trouble staying asleep.  The only solid rest I got was from six until eight in the morning.  That’s when I dreamed about kissing Bonnie. 

Passionately.

She was already up when I got out of bed, and just polishing off the coffee.  She kissed me good morning—sweetly, on the lips—and offered to make another pot, but I’m trying to wean myself off the stuff anyway, so she boiled water for tea in a pot on the stove.  She doesn’t have a kettle.

In fact, when I arrived at her place in the rain yesterday, the first thing she offered me was a cup of tea. I asked her: Do you have tea?

She said: I don’t know.  Do I?

I told her I’d brought some for her. It was in my purse.

She said: See, then?  I do have tea.

I thought it was funny that she’d offered me tea even though she didn’t have any.  Good thing I travel with my own.  I’m practically British, that way.

When I told her about the kiss I’d dreamed of, she said: We just kissed—just moments ago!

She was talking about the good morning peck on the lips.

I said: It wasn’t that kind of kiss.

She didn’t really respond.  

Actually, yes she did.  She asked if I wanted to cut her bangs.

Not something I’d ever done before, but her hair’s got enough of a wave I figured I couldn’t go too far wrong.  I was nervous, but I think I did an okay job.  At least she let me get close to her.  That bangs cut was probably the most intimate act we’ve committed together since her world ended with Jim.

At one point this morning, she was standing by the front window, looking out across the street.  Lots of leaves had come down overnight, and they were blowing around the road, looking much more whimsical than the neighbours facing those same winds.

I came up behind her and hugged her and said we were very fortunate.

She asked: Why, because we have a roof over our heads?

Yes, that’s part of it.  But, specifically, I was thinking we’re lucky that we get to spend so much time together.  Our jobs and hours and work styles allow for this.  Most couples can’t spend a leisurely Friday morning together, cutting each other’s hair and looking out across a blustery, windswept street.

I asked Bonnie if she had an appointment with her therapist coming up.

No, not until next week.  This week was booked solid.

I asked her whose decision it would be, when we got to have sex again.

She said she didn’t know.

Not mine—that’s for sure.

But I asked her, more specifically, if it would be her decision or her therapist’s.

She said: Well, ultimately I suppose it’s my decision.  He can guide me and make suggestions, but it’s my body and my choice, at the end of the day.

Somehow I didn’t totally believe that.  I’d ended quite a few days with Bonnie, and none of them had culminated in sex.

But I guess that is a choice.  She’s making the choice to not have sex with me.  

Every day, same choice.

The pyjamas I’d brought to her place aren’t sexy in the least.  They’re flannel and black with colourful polka-dots.  I brought those ones specifically because I know they’re warm and I also know she hasn’t yet turned on the heat in the bedrooms.  Comfort over sexy.  Sometimes it’s got to be that way.

Unfortunately, these pyjama pants have never fit me very well. They have an elastic waist with no drawstring, and they manage to rest on my hipbones, held up by my butt, but only just.  They’re always in danger of falling down.

As I was making myself a cup of tea this morning, I told Bonnie that if my pants fell down, it wasn’t because I was trying to seduce her—it was just because they were too big on me.

She said that if I did try to seduce her, it would probably work.

I asked her if I should. Try. To seduce her.

She said no.

But her resolve sounds shakier than once it was.

Maybe tomorrow?  I offered to buy her Chinese food.  Is that a form of seduction? 

November 3rd

We kissed last night.

I didn’t think it was going to happen.  In fact, it seemed less and less likely as the evening went on.  But it did happen.  Thank god.

Our Saturday night wasn’t what you’d call eventful. We picked up dinner.  The place gave us Chinese Greens and Pork instead of the Beef, Vegetables and Almonds we’d
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