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I don’t know how I’m going to get home. I have to talk to Emily before Mark gets to her. It feels 

like hours ago since he dropped me off in the middle of nowhere. I should have been paying more 

attention. I’ve been walking for as long as it takes my legs to start hurting and still, I haven’t seen 

a single thing I recognise. Just cornfield after cornfield. I haven’t even seen a scarecrow, a 

farmhouse or anything distinguishable from the dancing carpets of corn. The only thing I know for 

sure is that I’m walking in the right direction because it’s a straight road. I have to physically shake 

my head to rid myself of the thoughts about what I’m going to do when I reach a fork in the road. 

How long had we been driving for? Twenty minutes? Forty? God, I was paying so little attention 

in the car. I was too busy enjoying the music. 

“You remember when we sang this, Johnny?” That’s what he said when The Killers came on to 

sing Mr Brightside. Of course, I remembered. Mark and I sang it at the school talent show twelve 

odd years ago or so when we fancied ourselves to be future rock stars. We received a standing 

ovation of course because we played our instruments reasonably well and knew all the words. It 

was nothing to write home about, but I’ll never forget the feeling I had on stage, even if it was just 

to a couple of hundred students. Mr Brightside came on fairly early in the car journey. Maybe, ten 

minutes in? We had only been talking about work until then and after Brandon Flowers demanded 

our attention from the car radio, there was no more talking. Only singing, reciting lyrics without 

an ounce of care for pitch or tone, but not a single word was missed.  

A slight breeze picks up from the fields on my left, blowing road dust up in my face. I do my best 

to wipe it away with a clean inch of my t-shirt, but I don’t stop walking. Never stop walking. As 



if I have any chance of beating him. But I can at least beat the darkness, and that might give me a 

fighting chance of having somewhere to sleep tonight. My body jolts regularly as I walk along the 

road as it realises all at once that I don’t have my phone and that I left it in Mark’s car. Convenient 

for him. But then, I suppose he made sure I didn’t get out without leaving it behind.  

After air-strumming the end of Mr Brightside, Mark immediately switched into reminiscent DJ 

mode and started shuffling his phone library for songs we used to listen to in school, including 

several we attempted to learn. Green Day presented themselves suddenly and the intense intro of 

American Idiot sent us into rhythmic spasm. That was probably when I was paying the least 

amount of attention, as I threw my entire self into playing and singing along.  

“We only learned this so you could chat up Theresa!” I said it out loud as I was remembering it. 

Mark always tried to use our music to improve his situation with the girls in our class, but I never 

minded. I was never as cool as he was so his endeavours always benefited me simultaneously. 

“Well, I didn’t know she hated Green Day! I should have done my research.” With one hand on 

the steering wheel he scrolled through his phone, forcing silence into the car while the next song 

loaded. “I should have played her something like this.” And suddenly, I was transported back to 

third year as the recognisable sounds of the Red Hot Chili Peppers snaked around the car. Again, 

we said nothing until the entire song had finished playing, too wrapped up in nailing every lyric 

with a perfect memory. Did we take a turn at all? Not that I can remember, but I don’t even think 

I had my eyes open for half of our karaoke session.  

The sun isn’t as high in the sky as it was earlier, my shadow is creeping behind me now. I guess 

that means something for how much time has passed since I started walking. If only I knew how 

to read the sun like a watch. When I come to the first fork I stand in the middle of the junction. We 



obviously made a turn, then. I sit down trying to set my thoughts straight to back when we might 

have turned. If I choose wrong, not only will I probably have no home to go to, but I’ll probably 

starve to death if the road continues into nothingness. What even is this place? 

“Can’t explain all the feelings that you’re making me feel!” We were both screaming the words to 

The Darkness when we started talking again. “My heart’s in overdrive and you’re behind the 

steering wheel!” Mark turned it down a little to ask about Emily and how we were getting on.  

“Great, yeah. Same as always.” 

“Yeah, but I mean really. Five years in, it can’t be easy. I don’t know if I could stick marriage, 

myself.” It was true. Mark wasn’t the marrying type. Only flings here and there. A jack of all trades 

and a master of none when it came to women. He somehow was never lacking for female attention, 

yet nerdy old me has managed to rack up a higher number of girlfriends than he has. 

“Well, it’s not for everyone,” I said, bobbing my head to the background guitar. 

“Is it for you, though?” Our eyes met for a second as I tried to decipher what he meant, but his 

flickered back to the road and I tried to laugh off my confusion. And that’s all it was. Just 

confusion. I wasn’t suspicious at all. Why would I be? 

“We have our moments. It’s like you said, marriage isn’t always easy.”  

It was a left turn. I remember. We turned left and then I don’t think it was long before he pulled 

over and told me to check his back wheel.  

“I think I hit something,” he said. I gave the wheel a good inspection until I heard the door slam 

and the engine roar to life. My stomach dropped and I watched, paralysed as he screeched into a 

U-turn and drove off the road to go around me. As he passed, he threw a tennis ball out the window. 



Still frozen, I managed to force my body to go after the ball rather than the car. At least I had a 

chance of catching up to the ball.  

The sun is now beaming down on my side as I walk along the only turn I remember taking. Having 

struggled back through songs and vague conversations, I’m sure that was the only turn in this 

wasteland. If I stay straight now, I should hit some version of something recognisable. Something 

that will have civilization and public transport that will help me get home before dark. I still don’t 

know what I’m going to say to Emily. There’s a lot to be said for just going to Rebecca’s apartment. 

Crawling in on my hands and knees seeking shelter. But Emily is my wife. I have to know it’s 

hopeless before I simply decide it is. Mark would probably use that against me anyway. He didn’t 

even try, is what he’d say. I can’t give him the satisfaction of that.  

It took me longer than I thought it would to find the ball in the end. It had bounced and rolled all 

the way into the field and the colour of it made it hard to see. Plus, my mind was racing with what 

Mark had just done. My vision was blurry with sheer confusion. Then I saw the tennis ball, and it 

wasn’t the ball itself that caught my attention, but the bright white piece of paper strapped to it. It 

was actually a white envelope addressed to me. I sat down and read it out loud. I don’t know why. 

I guess it felt too quiet after blasting music and screaming lyrics against the background noise of 

the humming engine. Suddenly I was alone, and I needed to hear my own voice to be sure it was 

all real. 

Johnny, 

If you’re reading this it means I just dropped you off in the middle of nowhere. I did it because I 

wanted to tell Emily the truth without any interference from you. I’m on my way to your house to 

tell her that you’ve been sleeping with Rebecca Clarke for more than a year. 



I saw you with her at The Titanium Bar three weeks ago. Unfortunately for you, it’s a very small 

city and I recognised Rebecca from my office. Your girlfriend’s got a big mouth so it wasn’t hard 

to find out all the disgusting facts.  

I’ve known Emily as long as you have so I owe it to her to tell her the truth. I’ve also loved her as 

long as you have – probably longer, given that, if I was ever in your position, I wouldn’t be sleeping 

with someone else. She may never see me that way, but I’m hoping after tonight, she won’t see you 

that way anymore either. 

Good luck walking home. 

Mark 

As the sun starts to set, I can still feel that letter crumpled in my back pocket. I crushed it into a 

ball and threw it in anger when I first read it. Then I read it a few more times, again, to make sure 

it was real. Before scrunching it up and stuffing it into my jeans. That’s when I started walking. 

The first car that passes me doesn’t stop when I stick my thumb out, but it doesn’t matter, 
because I know I’m near the town now. Mark must’ve gotten to my house hours ago. Emily 
might have burned all my clothes at this stage. Or maybe she packed a bag herself and left. Or 
maybe, there’s a chance she doesn’t believe him. Maybe he doesn’t have anything more than his 
word to go on. But then I shudder at the realisation that he has my phone. Emily may not know 
my passcode, but Mark does. My thoughts had been fairly quiet up until this point, but now the 
sounds of urban life is leaking in and naturally quickening my mind and heart in tandem. 
Suddenly, I’m panicked and I start jogging even though my legs feel like they might shatter with 
every hammering step. I’m passing trees and people and cars and before I know it I’m at traffic 
lights I recognise, houses I’m familiar with. This way to my favourite restaurant, that way to the 
park. Straight up that road is home, but that dirt track off to the left is a shortcut. I take it and 
start sprinting. My chest already feels like it’s about to explode and yet my lungs are finding just 
enough air to pull me forwards, my legs supporting my weight just enough to get me there. Once 
I reach the corner where I can see my house at the end, I stop to catch my breath. I buckle for a 
minute and let my heart rate slow. I take out the battered letter again. I’ve also loved her as long 
as you have – probably longer. Ultimate betrayal. Mark, holding a candle for my wife all these 
years. The nerve. I’ll kill him. I walk on unsteady legs towards the house until I’m standing 
directly across from it. Mark’s car is still there. All the lights are off except one upstairs. The 
bedroom light. Our bedroom light. Surly not? I don’t know how long I stand there, waiting for 



the worst. Almost willing it to happen. Until finally, I squint to see two shadows together, before 
the light goes off. 
 


