
The form asked for a theme.


I left it blank.


Not because I had nothing to say.


Because, for once, nobody was asking me to explain myself.


At seventeen, I had learned that every story about a person like me needed a 
reason.


There was the coming-out story. 
The bullying story. 
The first kiss. 
The first kiss with the wrong person. 
The right person. 
The parents who cried. 
The parents who didn't. 
The wedding, if you were lucky. 
The funeral, if you weren't.


People loved a beginning, a struggle, and a lesson.


Especially the lesson.


I was tired of lessons.


So I wrote about Tuesday.


On Tuesday, my neighbour's cat sat on my windowsill.


He was orange and enormous and had the self-confidence of a minor 
celebrity. I named him Gerald, although I had no idea what his actual name 
was.


Gerald came every Tuesday at 4:17.


He would sit outside the kitchen window and stare at me while I made tea.


Eventually, I started making him a little saucer of chamomile.


I told myself it was harmless.


Then, one Tuesday, someone knocked on my door.


“Are you feeding my cat?”


The person standing in the hallway was wearing a yellow jumper and holding 
a supermarket bag.


I looked at the cat.


The cat looked at them.




“Gerald?”


“Miso.”


“Miso,” I said.


Miso yawned.


“You've been giving him chamomile?”


“Only on Tuesdays.”


They laughed.


That was it.


No lightning.


No music.


No cinematic rearrangement of the universe.


Just laughter in a hallway that smelled faintly of someone else's cooking.


Their name was Sam.


After that, Sam started coming upstairs on Tuesdays.


Sometimes we drank tea.


Sometimes we argued about books.


Sometimes we sat on the floor and said nothing.


Once, Sam fell asleep with their head against my shoulder, and I stayed 
completely still for forty-three minutes because moving seemed like a terrible 
idea.


The next morning, I woke up alone.


There was a note on the table.


YOU SNORE.


Underneath it:


I LIKED IT.


I kept the note.


Years later, I would keep many things.


A photograph where neither of us was looking at the camera.


A chipped blue mug.




Two train tickets from a trip neither of us remembered very well.


A supermarket receipt with a message written across the back:


DON'T FORGET MILK. ALSO, I LOVE YOU.


There was no grand declaration.


No audience.


No applause.


Just milk.


And love.


And Tuesday.


The competition rules say the story must have no theme.


So I won't tell you this is a story about being queer.


It isn't.


It is about a cat.


It is about tea.


It is about two people who met because one of them kept making tea for a 
cat that didn't belong to them.


It is about the small, ordinary miracle of being known without being required 
to explain.


It is about how, sometimes, the most radical thing you can do is become 
boring.


To grow old.


To argue about whose turn it is to buy groceries.


To complain about the neighbour's music.


To fall asleep beside someone and wake up still there.


To have a life so ordinary that nobody thinks to turn it into a tragedy.


So there.


No theme.


Just Tuesday.


Just Miso.




Just two cups of tea.


And a person who, after spending half their life being asked to name what 
they were, finally discovered that they could simply be.


The form still asks for a theme.


I leave it blank.


This time, it feels like an answer.


 



