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 Stew was vaguely aware of the conversation happening around him.  His thoughts were 

with his experiment he had finished earlier that day.  He was eager to get back to the lab to check 

through the data, but that would have to wait until tomorrow.  He leaned back in his chair.  Stew 

and his girlfriend Allison, along with a few of their roommates, were out at their typical Friday night 

bar, the Bunker.  He considered leaving to head back up to campus to continue working.  It 

wouldn’t have been the first time he spent an evening late at the lab, but Allison always voiced her 

annoyance at him for being gone, and he had to admit, he didn’t like the idea of her being out at 

the bar without him.  As much as he loved her spontaneity, she became even more unpredictable 

the more she drank.  The $1 beer special that drew them to the Bunker did not help this fact.  He 

would just have to wait until tomorrow.  Stew checked his watch; it was past midnight.  He glanced 

at Allison’s pint glass, almost empty.  Best to suggest an exodus home, before another round 

began.  The sooner they got home, the sooner tomorrow would come.  He put his hand on her 

knee.

 “About time to head home?”

 “I’m having fun, nobody’s ready to leave yet Stew.”  She barely glanced at him.

“Yeah, Stewart, what’s the rush?”  Charlie chimed in, taking a swig of his thick stout.

“No $1 beer for you tonight, Charlie?”  Roy pointed out.

“Naw, I decided to splurge.”  Charlie responded.  He gave a big grin.  Stew hated that big 

toothy grin.  Charlie was Allison’s bandmate; they had been playing together for years around 

town.  Stew decided to ignore Charlie.

“I need to get some work done tomorrow.”  He gave her knee a squeeze.  Allison 

scrunched her face in response and playfully prodded her nose into Stew’s temple.



“Naw, I want to dance.  Let’s go dance.”  Time to dance after five beers, that’s about right, 

Stew thought.  A year ago he would have found this endearing, but now it was like trying to get a 

kid to leave a candy store.

“Give Stew a break, Allison.  Besides, I think he’s had enough to drink,”  Roy chimed in, 

although it really wasn’t Stew he was referring to.  Allison finally conceded to leave with him, as 

long as he paid for her drinks, which she had already conveniently put on his tab.  This was no 

surprise to Stew, so he moved his way through the crowd and up to the bar to pay.  Eight $1 beers 

and a stout.  He paused and felt his face turn hot as his eyes ran across the typing, “stout,” before 

he pressed his pen against the receipt.  

When he returned to their table, she had changed her mind and wasn’t ready to leave yet.  

He spat back at her that he’d be waiting outside, and she better come quickly.  He ignored the look 

of shock on her face.  Stew could feel Charlie’s eyes on him, and he could feel that dumb grin 

hidden underneath closed lips.

Fifteen minutes later and the muted beat emanating from the bar was almost enough to 

draw Stew back inside from the cold winter winds.  He had been standing at the corner, letting the 

cool air calm his anger, but now he felt like an idiot, just standing there in the cold, waiting.  Out of 

frustration, he had obtained a cigarette from a stranger.  He rarely smoked.  Stew normally 

enjoyed Friday nights out at the Bunker, but lately those nights were becoming predictable and 

tedious, scheduled into his week like his runs at the gym.  

Finally, Allison came through the doors.

 “What took you so long?”  He threw down his cigarette and stamped it out.

 “Jeez.  I’m here now, aren’t I?” She rolled her eyes.

 “I’ve been out here for like twenty minutes waiting for you, did something happen?”  He 

tried to convince his anger to turn to caring concern.



 “What do you think?  Now, do you want to go or not?  I thought you wanted to leave to get 

bed early like a boring old man so you can get up and do more boring things tomorrow.”

“It’s fucking one in the morning!”  Stew proclaimed, slowly sounding each word out to her.  

He was pissed.  He knew he wasn’t about to leave her there, not when she was so drunk and 

Charlie was still inside.  Allison swayed side to side in a haze of her own cigarette smoke.  

“All you can think about is your damn experiment, Frankenstein.”  Stew used to laugh 

whenever she called him Dr. Frankenstein, when they had started dating.  Now it only exaggerated 

how much she would never understand why he was so passionate about studying science.  

“I just don’t understand.”  She gave a long exhale.  He could see the hidden tears behind 

her eyes.

“Let’s just go, ok?”  he said and held out his hand.  When they argued, it tended to be like 

this.  They would butt heads about something, anything really, argue back and forth for a bit, and 

then the argument would at some point end anticlimactically.  Neither one of them was very good 

at concluding fights with compromises.  Somehow, they would eventually both silently raise white 

flags of truce.  So they walked in silence back to the house, Allison holding onto Stew’s arm for 

balance in her heels and drunken stupor.

 Even in the dark, you could tell from the street that the purple painted house had some foot 

traffic.  It stood apart from the other houses surrounding it.  As they climbed the front steps, Stew 

admired the bits of knitted accents that adorned the trees in the front yard and the Christmas lights 

in the windows, even though it was only October.  When he had first come to the purple house 

over a year ago, it had appeared so strange and exciting to him, bustling with unhindered energy.  

It was technically a four-bedroom house, but happened to be one of those houses that always 

attracted people to it, as if it were a campfire.  The landlord didn’t seem to care, as long as he got 

checks in the mail.  People would move in to a room (or onto a couch), listen to the guitars, have a 



stretch of dumpster diving, partake in some weed, and then move on.  Some people stayed longer 

than others.  Once, a girl had tried to live in the backyard in a tent.  She had lasted till mid-

December and had then disappeared.  Now there was a guy that lived in his van parked in the 

driveway.  It was a fun place to live and one was certainly never with lack of entertainment.

 Like most of the purple house residents (past and present), Allison had moved in during 

college, drawn in by the cheap rent and the weed grown in the small greenhouse out back.  She 

had been living there only two months, when Stew met her at a café on a chilly afternoon almost 

two years earlier.  The café was the perfect place for Stew.  There, he could quickly replenish his 

coffee and he found it easy to focus on his work through the distant din of the solo piano player.  He 

had been deep into grading papers at his booth, when Allison had sat down in front of him.  She 

had been watching him from the piano as she worked the keys, but Stew had not noticed this.  He 

had always been nervous and unsure of himself around women.  They were so unpredictable and 

Allison was more so than most.  But she had been warm and forward with him, and Stew found 

that her energetic (almost spastic at times) personality made him feel more open and relaxed, as if 

he was channeling his nerves and overly active mind through her bouts of unhindered laughter.  He 

would find himself spending days at a time with her, pulled in by the rush of her and the luring 

energy of the house.  But now he couldn’t help but feel drained and useless at school, and the 

peeling paint and horribly worn floor boards of the house only seemed to gape back at him.

A very drunk Allison broke the silence.  “The Bunker was fun.  Why’d we leave?”  She 

stopped and stood in the middle of the front yard, her eyelids blinking slowly.

 “No, remember?  We talked about this.”  Stew answered plainly and held the front door 

open for her.  She stumbled towards it.

 “Oh right.  You have to go study your lab rats tomorrow.  Hey, you still need to clone me a 

glow-in-the-dark rat that can perch on my shoulder.”  



 “Oh yeah, I’m still working on that one.”  He shut the door and unplugged the Christmas 

lights.  He studied proteins.  Proteins.  Drunk or sober, she always went back to lab rats or mice, 

telling her friends and then proclaiming how she should free them from the surely horrible abusive 

captivity.  Lab rats apparently made for a more interesting story than proteins.

 “Hey, guys.”  Jody greeted them from the dining room table.  “Getting back from the 

Bunker?”

 “Yeah, Stew made us leave.”  Allison let the words slowly tumble out and frowned.

 “I bet he did.”  Jody eyed Stew understandingly and Stew had to smirk.  This was the 

typical Allison on Thursdays, Fridays, and Saturdays.  With or without Stew at her side, she always 

found something to become drunkenly dramatic about.

 “Ok, let’s go.” Stew placed his hand on Allison’s back and guided her towards the stairs and 

up to their bedroom.

 “Allison!  Have some gosh-darn water this time!”  Jody called up after them.

 It was very early to be awake on a Saturday.  Stew curled onto his side.  He lay with his 

eyes open, the books lining his shelves staring back at him, the notebooks on the desk wrinkled 

from a walk home in the rain many months earlier.  Stew gave his spine a twist and brushed long 

locks of blond out of his eyes.  He turned to look down at the tangle of red at his side.  Allison had 

snuggled herself deep into the blankets.

 He threw on a wrinkled t-shirt from the floor and ruffled his hands over his face.  It was 

early, but he was so curious about how his data had turned out and he didn’t want to have to 

spend another week rerunning the analysis.  He tumbled down the stairs and strode into the living 

room, his feet dragging on the patterned carpet.  A large abstract canvas painting with swirling 

strokes of blues and greens tottered crooked on one nail and loomed over their roommate Lucy, 

who slept on the couch in a heap of blankets.  He was surprised to see her there on the couch on a 



Saturday morning; usually she would have found her way into a real bed with someone across 

town.  No one had thought twice when she had asked about couch surfing for a few months - they 

all understood the need to save money.  Stew wasn’t sure what to think when, later, she had told 

him that she worked as some sort of scientist for the State.  He hadn’t yet figured out if she 

couldn’t pay, or refused, to pay, for a normal apartment.  But she had only been living on the couch 

for a month, so who knew what she had in mind.  Lucy was a heavy sleeper; Stew suspected it 

had something to do with her drinking habits, so he therefore had no thoughts of waking her as he 

rummaged in the kitchen.

 It was a rare thing to have the kitchen to himself, with the number of bodies that inhabited 

the house.  It ranged from refreshing to pure suffocation for Stew.  Currently, there were nine 

roommates residing at the purple house.  There was Roy, a sous chef, and Jody, a waitress who 

typically came home after work around midnight or later.  Stew would find himself listening to one 

tell stories or coerced into helping another in the midst of bottling a batch of kombucha.  He 

remembered coming home one day to find Roy in the kitchen, playing with the slimey sponge of 

bacteria and yeast in his hand, formed from the fermenting of the tea.  Then there was Lucy; Bob, 

the man in the truck; Charlie; and another two guys who shared the basement.  They were in their 

late twenties and still loved to skateboard and sell pot.

 He prepared a pot of hot water, the old kettle mottled with use.  Stew took down his grinder 

and bag of coffee beans.  He measured out the right amount of beans and gave them a quick grind 

so that they were perfect bits of coarse brown pebbles.

 "Morning, Stew."  There was a muffled sound from the couch.

 "Oh hey Lucy, sorry, did I wake you?”  He glanced over and saw her long blond hair stir 

from between two pillows.

 “Naw.  It’s all good.” 

 “Would you like some coffee?”



 “Naw, I’ll probably be going back to sleep.  You guys go to the Bunker yesterday?”

 “Yeah, you got it.  What about you?  Nothing going on last night?”

 “Actually, my friend and I did some hiking early this morning up Porcupine Mountain for a 

meteor shower.”   

 “Oh, that sounds awesome.”  Wow, that did sound awesome, Stew thought.  While he had 

been out all night drinking with Allison, a meteor shower had been going on.  Over a year of 

Fridays at the Bunker.  What else had he been missing out on while he had sat with a beer in his 

hand?

 “Yup, there’s more out there than just the Bunker.”  She seemed to have read his mind.  

 “Well of course,” he responded back, feeling slightly annoyed.  “It’s just nice to have a drink 

at the end of the week.”  

 “Sure.  A drink on Friday and a drink on Saturday and a drink on Sunday.”  She chuckled to 

herself.

 “Oh, well that’s not me.  That’s Allison and Charlie mostly.”  He felt himself getting 

defensive.

 “Uh huh,” she said.  He realized that maybe he had made some assumptions about Lucy.  

He hadn’t really known her for all that long, but based on the fact that she was living at the purple 

house, sure, he had made some assumptions.  Maybe she was just a heavy sleeper.  She 

continued, “what are you up so early for?”

 “Oh y’know, just trying to stay afloat.”  

 “Ha, what, you think you’re in danger of sinking?”  She laughed.

 “I need to keep up with school and there’s just a lot to keep up with in general.”  The late 

nights out, Allison wandering the streets drunk, Roy almost burning the house down with his damn 

candles.  He didn’t really know what to say.  He needed his coffee.

 "Yeah, but so’s life.”



 “I guess.”  She was starting to be way too bubbly for 6am.  The water was boiling, so he 

poured it into his French press over the bits of coffee and set the timer.  He wasn’t just a scientist in 

the lab.  Four minutes for the perfect brew.

 “Well, don’t let things get to you.  Like water off a duck’s back.”  She scratched her head, 

her curls wild and unkempt.

 “You tell that to the duck that’s desperately trying to finish his thesis and, and just look at 

this place.”  He gestured to the disheveled state of the house around him.  In truth, Stew wasn’t 

convinced it was school that was bothering him.  He just didn’t know where he was going 

anymore.  He didn’t remember.  When he was in the lab for too many hours alone, he’d fold in on 

himself.  He’d fantasize about something, anything, he’d rather be doing than in the lab with those 

tight nitrile gloves on.  He would find himself daydreaming about borrowing his uncle’s sailboat and 

exploring the lake for a summer with Allison.  But then he’d catch himself.  Isn’t this what he 

wanted to be doing?  Isn’t this what he chose?  To pass on some freedoms, to instead pursue a 

degree, so he could graduate and teach.  But somehow, the closer he got to actually teaching, the 

worse he felt.

 “That poor duck,” she sympathized, hearing him.  “I always think of Bruce Lee.  He says in 

one of his movies, you have to.”  She cleared her throat and put on her best Asian accent.  “Be like 

water making its way through cracks. Do not be assertive, but adjust to the object, and you shall 

find a way around or through it. If nothing within you stays rigid, outward things will disclose 

themselves.”

 “Ok.”  Stew gritted his teeth.  Quotes were always lost on him, that was why he was in 

science.  He stared down at his French press, waiting.

 “Like, just go with the flow man.”

 “I suppose.”  The more he spoke with Lucy, the more frustrated he felt.  She and Stew were 

the oldest in the house, with the others being a few years out of college.  He understood what she 



was getting on about, but he just found himself jealous of her and her perfect attitude, like she had 

everything all figured out.  Plus, she was getting all hippie spiritual on him.

 "Listen, Dr. Stew, I just think it's all in your head.  And don’t worry, you’ll be one roommate 

less in another month."  She rewrapped herself in her comforter, and turned to go back to sleep.

 “Oh, you found another place?”  He paused, surprised.  Why was he surprised?

 “Yeah, I just signed a lease yesterday for a three-bedroom in the north end.  You guys are 

all great and all, but I need someplace that feels more permanent and not so disheveled.”  He felt a 

little better, she did understand about the house.

 “No, that makes sense.”  But he was jealous, he sensed it.  He was jealous.  She was 

leaving for a real apartment of her own with a signed lease and everything.  Stew couldn’t believe 

how silly that sounded.  What made it any different that at Lucy’s new apartment, she would have 

two roommates, not eight; new appliances; and walls without any chipped paint.  Big deal, she 

was probably going to be paying about three times more.  The timer went off and Stew poured the 

coffee into a travel mug, grabbed his coat, and was out the door.

 Stew made his way up to campus and into the lab.  He sat and checked through the data, 

stored on the lab computer.  He curled his head in his hand, checking through the duplicates and 

replicates and graphing the data.  He tried to focus, but it wasn’t making any sense.  His thoughts 

trailed to Allison.  He was still annoyed at her for drinking so much the night before.  Sometimes it 

would affect her performances and Stew would wince when she was up there on stage slurring the 

words to her beautiful lyrics.  But Stew suspected it was almost a part of their image, her and 

Charlie’s, and their relationship to the audience.  Allison claimed they performed better when they 

had a few beers in them to let the creative juices flow more easily.  Stew thought it was more 

about her nerves of being on stage and trying to look the part.  At least she listened to him when 

she had considered getting dread locks.



 It was no use; he wasn’t able to focus.  He copied the lab data over onto his laptop; maybe 

he’d have better luck later.  On the walk home he decided to take the long route that followed the 

river.  The leaves tumbled by, the wind urging them on.  Stew turned up the collar of his coat and 

shivered, it was a brisk day.  A bird flitted by the shore and he watched it dance.  He recognized the 

bird, but couldn’t name it.  The water drifted by with ease and without thought.  He watched the 

bobbing bird land on a large boulder, frozen in the middle of the current.  The water twirled around 

the unmoving and solid rock.  How long would that large rock remain there, he wondered, before a 

strong enough storm would force it to move along.  How long had it been there?  Would it always 

be there?  Could the water push it along?  How deep was it buried?  The bird could be hopping on 

just the tip of the iceberg.  He remembered now; the bird was called a dipper.  Allison had told him 

once.

 He thought about Allison and how she would sway to her own beat, on stage singing with 

Charlie.  How he could see her glow at the keyboard and how her eyes would glaze over whenever 

he started to talk about his studies. He thought about school and how he should have been done 

with his PhD by now.  He was getting more and more into debt, but he wanted to teach and 

getting this degree would get him there.  But would it?  It would.  He hated his brain sometimes.  

He hated wearing those nitrile gloves, but he had to keep going.  That thesis wouldn’t write itself.  

Those gloves were just gloves.  

 When he returned home, the house was bustling with cooking activity, the kitchen was 

swarming with heat and bodies.  There was bickering over eggs and burnt toast.  Someone had 

put on music.  There were two strangers, no doubt somebody’s overnight guests.  One of them 

was leaning on the counter beside the freshly full and black French press.  Stew sat on the couch 

next to Allison, who was nursing her hangover with home fries doused in ketchup, and watched 

the man decant coffee out of his press.  



 A few hours later and the dishes from their big household meal hadn’t been cleaned.  The 

pan they had used for bacon sat on the stovetop lined with congealed fat.  It was no surprise, but 

Stew still took an inward sigh as he pushed up his sleeves and dug out the sponge from 

underneath the pile of dishes.  Allison came down the stairs, her red hair dark wet from a shower.  

She came close and hugged him from behind.

 “Hey, you coming tonight?”  She was referring to their weekly 7pm show.  Allison and 

Charlie loved their Saturday night performances, it was always the highlight of their week.  Play 

early to a growing crowd, enjoy some complimentary drinks, and listen to the late band that went 

on after them. 

 “I think I should do some work tonight.”  Stew lied.  Really, he had decided that he just 

wanted to do something different other than play drinking buddy for Allison.  Maybe he wasn’t 

going to see a meteor shower, but anything would be different than drinking again.  “You mind 

helping me with these?”  She gave a disappointed shrug and grabbed a dish towel.

 “Thanks.  A little ridiculous, I thought it was Jody’s turn to do the dishes.  Sometimes I wish 

I didn’t have to deal with this.  I mean, look, here we are doing everyone’s dishes and feeding 

strangers.  We thought it would change.”  He thought it would change.  Or, he thought he’d get 

used to it.  He trailed off, waiting for her to respond.  Her face was expressionless.

 “Yeah, it’s kinda just the nature of living with everyone.  I like living here.”  

 “I know.”  And it made it real easy for her to practice with Charlie, he added silently to 

himself.  He finished rinsing his precious press and passed it to her.  “Remember, that goes on the 

top shelf there.”

 “Weirdo.”

 “It cost me forty dollars, Allison!”  

 “It’s just a press Stew.



 “It’s more than that!”  It was that everyone used his things.  It was that the strawberries he 

had bought for him and Allison, had disappeared from the fridge.  Allison ignored him.

 “Besides, what would it be like not living at purple house?”  Maybe it would be amazing, 

Stew thought, but he said nothing, so she continued.  “Hey, maybe this will cheer you up.  Charlie 

and I have been talking about going on a little band tour.  Nowhere too far, and Bob’s interested, so 

we can all go in his van.  We can leave after you defend your dissertation this spring, a sort of 

celebratory vacation.  We can go, and you can be our band manager and keep everyone 

organized.  You’re so good at that.”  For some reason, Stew did not feel immediately keen on this 

idea.  Why had she told Bob before telling him?

 Their conversation was interrupted by a distant sound of dry heaving from Roy’s bedroom 

and a clumsy shuffling of feet to the bathroom.  There was movement from the couch, and Lucy 

emerged from her morning cocoon of blankets still wearing her plaid pajamas.

 “It’s ok guys, I got this.”  She took Roy a glass of water.  Allison turned back to Stew and 

took advantage of the break in their conversation.

 “Hey, you know, I think Bob wanted to go dumpster diving.  Let’s talk about this later.”  She 

tossed the dish towel to the side.  She had barely dried three dishes and his press.

 “Couldn’t that wait?”  He was left standing there by himself with his hands covered in dirty 

suds.

 It was a fairly relaxed evening at the purple house that Saturday night.  Bob and his 

girlfriend, one of the skater roommates, Stew, and even Jody had decided to stay in and were 

gathered on the couch for a movie night, complete with weed buttered popcorn.  Stew tried not to 

think about Allison and Charlie alone and unchaperoned.  He smirked to himself and pushed the 

thought aside.  Allison was a grown woman.  If she was going to cheat on him, she was going to 

cheat on him, and he knew she would never be able to hide it; it wasn’t her style.  She shared 



everything and anything that crossed her mind.  Everyone knew not to tell Allison their secrets.  So 

no sense in getting himself all worked up about it.  If it happened, he would know, and where 

would she be without him?

 After the movie was over, he decided to go to bed at a normal hour, accepting the fact that 

Allison would most likely wake him when she returned later that evening after her gig.  He had 

been sleeping soundly for what must have been only three or four hours, when a chaotic clamoring 

jolted him upright.  His eyes felt forced open and his brain was sluggish as it was brought back to 

reality.  He heard voices talking - no, voices yelling.  Suddenly, there was a burst of light at his door 

and Roy was standing over him, pulling him out of bed.

 “Dude, get up. Come on!”  He got Stew to his feet and rushed back out the door.  His head 

in a fog, Stew stumbled after Roy.

 “What’s going on?”  As he stepped into the hall, he immediately felt his socks soak through 

with water.  One of the skater guys, in his boxers and still stoned, was hastily trying to mop up the 

free flowing water that was disappearing through the cracks in the floor boards.  Stew turned the 

corner to follow the light and sounds coming from the bathroom.  Light and sounds and lots of 

water.

 “Stew, get in here!”  Roy yelled at him.  Stew bolted in and found Roy and Jody fumbling on 

their hands and knees, sloshing sponges and towels around the bathroom floor.  It was flooded 

with about an inch of water that look liked it had overflowed from the tub.  Allison sat on the floor, 

with her head against the wall and a soaked towel wrapped around her shoulders.

 “Allison?  Allison!  What happened?”  He knelt down in the water and grabbed her by the 

shoulders.  She looked back at him, barely able to keep her own head upright.

 “Stew?  What’s going on?” she managed.

 “Something woke me up, and I came in here and found her in the tub.  I think she fell 

asleep with the water running.”  Jody stated through gritted teeth.  Allison enjoyed soaking in the 



tub after the drinking, Stew knew.  He thought he had convinced her to stop that habit.  How could 

she.  This wouldn’t have happened if he’d been out with her.  But she should have had Charlie to 

walk home with.

 “Where’s Charlie?”  Stew looked into Allison’s eyes for answers.

 “I don’t know.”  She really didn’t know.

 “We’re all lucky I’m a light sleeper.  She seems like she should be all right, probably won’t 

have to go to the hospital.  You should get her out of here.”  Stew met Jody’s eyes.  They were 

both thinking the same thing, he could tell.  Jody swept at the water around her with her sponge, 

but she was miles away.  Allison could have slipped down underneath the water and she could 

have... Stew stopped his thoughts there.  

 “Ok.  I’ll do some cleaning in the morning.”  Stew felt sorry he couldn’t help, felt grateful 

that Jody had arrived when she had.

 “It’s ok man, we’ve got this.  Bob’s on his way up too,”  Roy assured him.  And so Stew left 

Jody and Roy, guiding Allison to their room.  He dried her off and helped her into warm, dry clothes.  

She wasn’t as bad as he thought she might have been.  She was forming short, but clear 

sentences.  Stew thought that maybe she was ashamed. She finished a whole glass of water 

before he let her go to sleep.  He lay awake for some time after that, listening to the slow inhale 

and exhale of her breath.

 

 His slumber was interrupted again only a few hours later, by a loud crash.  Stew heard 

someone scream; his first thought was that he hoped it was Charlie.  But realized it was probably 

only a poor startled Jody.

 “Shit.”  He heard Roy, from across the hall, run out of his bedroom and down the stairs 

toward the sound.



 “Fuck!”  Roy yelled from below.  Stew quickly checked on Allison, who seemed to be 

slumbering peacefully and went downstairs and came up behind Roy, his jaw hung open.  A chunk 

of the ceiling from underneath the bathroom had collapsed down onto the living room floor into a 

smattering of drywall and more water.  It must have leaked through the bathroom floor and the 

drywall had finally buckled under the weight of the water, soaked through.  Stew and Roy surveyed 

the scene silently.  A part of the drywall had landed on the table in a heap on top of books, leftover 

plates, and a laptop.  His laptop, Stew finally realized.  

 “Stew...”  went Roy’s voice.  But Stew just stood and stared and tried to believe it.  

 “God damn it, why?!”  He finally let out.  Unbelievable.  Why had this happened?  Roy 

watched as Stew uncovered his computer from the debris.  It had been open, so the water had 

poured straight in through the keyboard; it had been on, so it was most likely fried.  He tried to dry 

if off, but was at a loss at what to do. 

 “I’m sorry Stew,”  Roy continued.  Stew nodded automatically in response.  At least he had 

most of his stuff backed up on the campus servers and the lab computer.  Why?

 “Such bullshit.”  He let the laptop drop back onto the table, into the wet rubble.  Why had 

this happened?  Because he liked pretending he was the big hot shot in the house.  The 

responsible, mature one, that looked after all the other fuck-ups.  But really, he had no one to 

blame but himself.  Really, he was just a drunken idiot boy like the rest of them.  Really, he had just 

been kidding himself.  But he was getting a PhD.  A PhD in biochemistry.

 “I shouldn’t be here anymore.”  Stew said out loud.  He was going to be a professor one 

day, and teach.  He’d thought he couldn’t afford to pay for an apartment, but he also couldn’t afford 

to waste his time.  Not with someone with her own demons.  He didn’t deserve this.  So much of 

his energy had been sucked away from school to shadow Allison as she flitted from one crazy idea 

to another.  How many nights had been devoted to tending to her?  He had to get out.



 “I can’t be here anymore, man.”  He felt hot and he rubbed his hands over his face and 

through his hair.  Roy just nodded.  He was wasting his time, while his thesis waited for him on the 

sidelines.  Maybe Allison would be all right without him, maybe it was what she needed, to grow up 

a little herself, without him.  She could have died that night, if Jody hadn’t found her.  She had to 

realize this.  Maybe she’d realize the seriousness of her situation, without him to care for her.  

 He would miss purple house.  What would it be like not living at purple house?  Allison had 

asked him.  He would have to find out.  Purple house would still be here.  They would all still be 

here, his friends, the strange guests, the late loud music, and the chipped paint.


