
I Miss You, Maple. 

I stare blankly out the window. Watching as the cars drive by, the clock on the stove clicks on 

slowly as I follow the journey of a single maple leaf from tree to ground. I remember you always 

said those were your favorites, because when you looked at them they made you taste the 

sticky sweet sugar on your tongue and feel the sting of the sharp Ontario air.  

I'm compelled by this memory to go outside and scurry down the hill, picking up leaves as I go. 

Leaves colorful and beautiful, and yet technically no longer living. At least no longer capable of 

growing, changing, and continuing. Fallen away from their one beacon of life. When they reach 

the ground their deterioration begins, their transformation from green to yellow to brown 

changes into being no more. I imagine I am a leaf. I've spent my whole life in this one place, on 

this one tree, and now I'm reaching the point of letting go. I'll let the wind blow me to my final 

resting place. Begin the process of decomposing. 

I sigh. 

Change requires new growth, death leads to new life, and therefore things need to die. This is a 

fact. It's the natural order of things, from death comes new life. From the soil of my 

decomposed leaf a big oak tree could grow, with a branch sturdy enough for a little girl's father 

to put up a rope swing. Or a lemon tree, like the one in the backyard of your grandmother's 

house that she would help us pick from to make her pies. Or maybe a new maple tree. 

From you grew the empty feeling inside of my chest when I wake up every morning. The 

longing to create a world that could live up to what mine was when you were in it. The drive 

toward something more. The longing to be a child, collecting the pretty leaves and not for a 
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second thinking about the fact that these same leaves will never fall again. I want to collect a 

handful, a boutique of dead leaves to bring to you. A whole picnic basket fulI, enough to fill the 

back of my car, or the living room of the tiny apartment we once shared 

But I can't. 

I move slowly to stand up from the table. I can hear the tea kettle on the stove screaming, but it 

doesn't register as something I need to attend to. Tea doesn't feel like something I need to 

taste. I blink slowly. As I open my eyes a blur of white light closes in around the edges of my 

vision. 

 You walk through the doorway into the kitchen.  

l freeze in my tracks, leaving one hand propped on the table. Your mop of hair is a mess atop 

your head, as though you've just woken up. Your hazel eyes catch the sun and they look puffy, 

tired and empty, and yet, still beautiful. You raise your long arms high above your head and 

stretch them up towards the ceiling. I watch your shirt rise as you stretch, and the bone of your 

hip peaks out from between your sweatpants and a shirt half a size too small. You remove the 

kettle from the stove and fill the frail tea cup resting on the counter. I long to touch your skin. 

To trace those tired creases across your face, the veins down your arms and lines of your hands. 

As you move over to the cupboard and reach for the nearly empty box of Captain Crunch, my 

eyes remain fixated on your back. From under the collar of your shirt I spot a few of the freckles 

that span across your shoulder blades. That summer when the light radiated across the water 

of the lake, I wonder how many new freckles you got then? 
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After you find the shelf empty your hands fumble mindlessly through the dishwasher for a clean 

bowl. The way your body bends over I can see the curvature of your spine. I trace it all the way 

down, and then back up again. You find the ceramic bowl covered in flowers that I got from the 

farmers market on our third date. You pull your body up from the dishwasher and stand 

straight. 

As you pour the milk I can see how your shoulders hunch over, they make you look defeated. A 

strange look for your broad, tall body. I wish you were turned so I could see your face. I could 

see if you were as hurt as I feel you are. Your skin looks so soft, and as I trace the wood grain of 

the table I can feel it under my fingertips. You turn your head to the side when you place the 

milk back into the fridge, as if you've heard something in the distance. My breath catches. I can 

see the crook of your neck tense up. I remember when I used to nuzzle my face into your neck. 

Every night. Every morning. It was always so warm. You smelled like the scent of laundry 

detergent from our sheets mixed with the musty scent of your cologne. Like home. 

 

I feel the tear slide down my cheek and splash onto the linoleum floor before it registers that 

I'm crying. That's when you finally realize that I'm there. My body collapses onto the closest 

seat. You rush to the table with worry crossing your face. You take my face between your 

hands. You pull my wrenching body into yours. Holding me for a while. Asking me not to cry. 

Telling me I'm okay. I’ll be okay. When you place your soft lips on mine it’s like a wave crashing 

over me. Starting at my lips and pulsating through my spine. The sharp focus returns to my 

closed eyes, everything feels clear again. 
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When I opened my eyes, you're gone. The room feels colder. A shiver rushes through my body. 

I look down at the table in front of me to find a fresh bowl of Captain Crunch and a steaming 

cup of tea. The maple leaf in my hand has crumbled into tiny fragments because of the fist I've 

made. 
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