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Ambiguous Truths
      e take the train to Boston, and pretend the City is ours. We hold our hands 
above our heads and see our fingers as skyscrapers, clawing at the sun. The 
City is our heaven, cast in stone and winding streets; we model ourselves from 
it, but we are not glass and steel and concrete, we are skin and bones and weak 
willpower, and we crumble with the bricks and dirt and old snow turned to sludge.

On the way home we are tired, and more aware than ever of our 
disillusionment. Still, we hold the City in our hearts, and hope grows through 
arteries and valves like plants through cracks of the sidewalk. We think we will 
grow older, we will be happy one day, we will drink coffee in the City and it will 
taste like ambrosia.

The thought is ridiculous and immature. I scorn it as much as I believe it.

I ask my friend, a few days later, “Is it still deception if you’re self-aware?”

She replies, “Is it necessary to deceive yourself to keep moving forward?”

She doesn’t answer my question directly, but she asks a more important one 
I didn’t consider. In my bedroom, I absorb the signs of my unreality; the silver-
tinted sunlight that tastes like licorice, cold and sweet against the sky-blue walls, 
adorning my paintings and sketches with an aching nostalgia. This room is mine, 
and mine alone. I keep it stark, organized with a systematic purpose. I believe 
that anyone could walk inside and understand everything there is to know about 
me, if only the objects could communicate their stories, if only I could turn light 
into sound and sound into music and music into feeling to explain why early-
morning sunlight is the most beautiful thing I could hope to describe. 

I have always seen myself as fog, something sweeping and malleable. It is in 
these quiet moments I realize I have filled this room, this little town I call home, 
and condensed around it like drops of water. The city has lost its visceral 
sharpness, and as I run my hand along the glass and steel of the train window, 
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for the first time it feels soft. I realize I have found a place for myself in the blue 
sunlight; I realize I could be happy anywhere.

We drink coffee in the city, and the liquid feels golden, molten. Yet it is not 
heaven. It is real, and in that moment, as with every moment, I have never felt 
more alive.

I tell my friend, in low tones, that I have changed. 

She asks if I am deceiving myself. “It’s still romanticism,” she says. “All you’ve 
done is found a different truth.”

“Yes,” I answer, “But it’s mine.”

She sips her drink, her eyes deep and thoughtful. I am struck by the thought 
that she is beautiful; that I will never completely understand why, that I will 
never find her truth, that she will find her heaven without me, because the one 
we searched for together was of false promises. Yet we will try to reach each 
other over this small, round table; we will try to understand each other, we will 
string our words like jewels and offer our sentences like necklaces in hopes the 
other will appreciate their worth, in hopes that we will share a small piece of 
our ambiguous truths. And that is enough.

***

I take the train to the city and know the world is mine. I hold my hands above 
my head and feel the sun, warm and welcoming in my palms. My skin and 
bones are cast in stone and winding streets, in fields and country roads, in crisp 
blue bedrooms; and as I stand tall among the bricks and dirt, I find beauty in the 
old snow turned to sludge.


