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I get home and Penny’s writing lists and sticking them to the wall: 

 Search for jobs. 

 Visit Loch Ness. 

 Cook for Izaak and his family.  

 Izaak is her new boyfriend, whose idea of a good time is a Sunday Church crawl.  

 The lists are to torture me for ending the engagement, and I guess they’re a way for 

her to move on.  

 Sometimes it takes leaving your fiancée to realise you’re self-obsessed.  

 ‘This spoon is dirty,’ she says thrusting a clean, unpolished teaspoon into my hand.  

 I walk into the kitchen, feeling petty and daydreaming about her wanting me when all 

she wants is clean cutlery. I’ve gone back to spending my nights on chat sites, asking 

strangers what love means to them.   

 They go from horny to reflective in the amount of time it takes to dip a spoon in a cup 

of boiling water.  

 ‘I’ve found a place,’ I say, polishing with a wash cloth. ‘I’m moving out tomorrow.’  

 She brushes her curly bangs out of her eyes, not knowing if she should act upset or 

smile like she wants to.  

 She does neither, crunching up her face and grabbing the rag. ‘What the fuck? This is 

dirty!’ she says throwing it into the washing machine and walking out.  

 It has a stain from the coffee I wiped up that morning.  

  Once we stopped spending our nights together she stopped straightening her hair, and 

I spent a lot of time at Tommy’s. Wash cloths became the same as dish towels and I guess 

that makes me a real bastard.  

 ‘You’ll learn how to clean once you have to do it yourself,’ she shouts from the living 

room.  

 I pick up all the cutlery I can find and realise my ex-fiancée has a different level of 

cleanliness, just like I have a different idea of faithfulness.  

 I don’t see the marks she does, and make my peace as I drop everything in the kettle 

and flip the switch.    


