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Philip Graves had worked for the United States Post Office for nearly a quarter 

century. And in all of his years he had gained the reputation of a finely tuned Swiss 
watch. He could drive his route with his eyes closed and was on a first name basis with 
everyone he delivered mail to. His route was timed perfectly, not once did he ever arrive 
too late or too early back to the Post Office. And the time of arrival to 1013 Barton 
Avenue was between 12:35 and 12:45 everyday. But this early June Tuesday the mail to 
be delivered to Caleb Webster and Lauren Bordwell arrived at 1:57 p.m. Philip Graves 
had run over a large piece of a broken Pabst bottle, discarded one day earlier on the road 
four blocks form the Post Office by a twenty-one year old high school drop out named 
Paul Scuba.  

This disregard for the environment and state laws caused the puncture of driver’s 
side tire on Philip’s mail truck. This event subsequently caused the delay of the days 
mail, and angered Phillip immensely.  

None of this however, was known to Caleb Webster, who always arrived home 
from work to pick up his mail well past five o’clock. To him, today was just a regular 
day. Until he opened his green wooden mailbox at 5:43p.m.   

The first envelope Caleb saw was small latter addressed to him, and he thought 
nothing of. From its size, he assumed it was a late birthday card from a friend who may 
have forgotten to send one. The handwriting on the letter was one that he did not 
recognize. A purple calligraphy pen scribed the smooth flowing letters beautifully. The 
words Mr. Caleb Webster 1013 Barton Ave Cambridge Massachusetts 02138 were 
applied to the white four by six envelope.  

Along with the mail that day was his cell phone bill, some junk coupons, and one 
letter addressed to Lauren.  

Lauren had moved in over a month ago, but Caleb still wasn’t used to the fact that 
his girlfriend’s mail was being delivered to his home.  
 He threw away the jumble of coupons and weight-loss pamphlets. He put his cell 
phone bill and the letter to Lauren on the kitchen table where he always disregarded the 
day’s mail. The pile was a symbol of his procrastination; something to be dealt with later 
when he had a free moment, not right now, when his head was still full of information 
about the day he had just had at work. 

He was about to open the ambiguous letter when Lauren walked in the house, 
interrupting his thoughts about as to what might be contained inside.  
 “I keep having a hard time opening this door,” She proclaimed as she entered the 
house. Her high heals clicked when they contacted the hardwood as she made her way 
over to Caleb. “You think it could be this key?” 
 It wasn’t the key. Caleb had never had a hard time opening the door the whole 
three years he had lived in two bedroom Ranch house. He never could understand why 
she had trouble with the door. Only once, when the two came home after having a little 
too much to drink, did she manage to open the door with no trouble at all.   “Maybe,” 
Caleb lied.  
 Caleb was fingering the envelope when she approached him. He felt her chin 
touch his shoulder and her arms wrap around his waist. He could feel her red hair on his 
cheek. The faint aroma of her caramel shampoo filled his nostrils. “What’s that?” She 
asked looking down at the letter.  
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 “I don’t know,” he answered. She had kissed him on the cheek and, made her way 
to the refrigerator as part of her daily routine when she arrived home from work. Caleb 
had gotten used to it by now. She would look in the refrigerator, open a bottle of the Fiji 
water that she always stocked the house with, and then look at the day’s paper she most 
certainly had already read at her office.  She would thumb through it, then likely make 
herself an English muffin or bagel, and smear it with the low fat cream cheese Caleb 
detested. “Something came for you.” He told her, pointing down to the mail pile.  
 She picked up the letter addressed to her, opened it, and began to read aloud. 
“Dear Ms. Bordwell, would you be interested in trying our brand new, blah blah blah…” 
she trailed off as she crumpled up the letter. “They disguise these things so well. I 
actually thought it might be something important.” With perfect accuracy, she tossed the 
crumpled paper into the wastebasket. Lauren played both basketball and soccer in 
college, and though Caleb wouldn’t admit it, she was a better athlete than him. The two 
would play basketball in their driveway at least twice a week, and Lauren had beaten him 
more times than he wanted to count. He rationalized his losses to the fact that he was not 
able to be as physical a player as he needed to be to win.  

Reaching for the bagels, she looked over at Caleb who still had not opened the 
letter. “Are you going to open that, or what?” She asked.  
 Caleb was wondering who, from New York City, as the return address had 
indicated, would be sending him a birthday card. He assumed the best way to figure this 
mystery out would be to open the letter. So he did. 
 It wasn’t at all what Caleb had expected. The shiny purple raised lettering 
indicated that this was not a birthday acknowledgment, but an invitation. Cordially 
inviting him, and a guest, to the wedding of…  
 

Mr. David Homes and Ms. Margaret Thompson. 
On the fifteenth of June 2007, at Our Lady of Fatima Church on ninth avenue. 

With a reception to be held in Central Park directly afterwards. 
 
 Caleb stood for a moment fixed upon the invite in his hand. His mind couldn’t 
seem to comprehend what it had just read. He did well to hide the fact that he was startled 
when Lauren spoke. She was again reading over his shoulder. “Do you know these 
people?”  
 “Yeah, I went to college with Mags.” That was her nickname. Conscious of his 
slip he quickly corrected himself. “Margaret. I never thought she would ever get 
married.” He said in a hollow voice.  
 “It says the wedding is this weekend,” Lauren exclaimed as she seized the 
invitation from Caleb’s hand, looking it over. “Why would they send you an invitation 
this late?”  
 That thought hadn’t even crossed Caleb’s mind until now. “I don’t know.” He 
whispered, more to himself rather than to Lauren. “Maybe it got lost in the mail. Should 
we go?” 
 Lauren had begun to eat her cream cheese topped bagel. “I don’t know. Weddings 
are always fun. But how well do you know this Margaret?” Caleb had to struggle to 
understand some of Lauren’s words, due to the fact that she had been speaking with her 
mouth full. It was one of her bad habits that Caleb had become affectionate toward. But 
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she could always shut it off in situations when she needed to be proper. It was one of the 
things Caleb had loved about Lauren; the fact that she knew exactly how to act in every 
situation. She could adapt so easily and fit in, in every environment; a trait Caleb wished 
he possessed.  But she would always be herself around him. All of her idiosyncratic 
routines had come out since she moved in. 
 “We were really good friends in college. I’ve told you about her before. We lived 
together after school and then she moved to New York.” A hint of nostalgia and longing 
could have been inferred from the sound of his voice, as all the memories, both lovely 
and painful, came back to him now. “But I haven’t spoken to her in years.”  
 “Are you planning on cooking anything tonight? I was thinking we might try out 
that new Sushi place over in Beacon Hill,” Lauren interjected; her interest in the subject 
had fled. 
 “We can go there if you want.”  
 

The next few days were a hazy blur for Caleb. Lauren was unable to attend the 
wedding, due to a business dinner that was scheduled for the same night. She made clear 
the fact she thought it was rude the invitation was mailed so late. Caleb still maintained 
that it must have been lost in the mail, and he was glad it had arrived at all. Caleb 
RSVP’d two days after he received the invite, confirming that he would be in attendance 
for the wedding. He had spoken to the groom’s mother, who seemed like a very nice 
woman with the slightest hint of an English accent. 
 The wedding was on a Saturday, and Caleb’s plan was to drive down to New 
York early and make it in time for the ceremony. He still hadn’t decided if he was going 
to stay for the reception. He thought about this, and many things during the six hour drive 
from Boston to New York that mid-June day.  
 All the memories of the time spent with Mags filled his mind as he traveled south 
on Interstate 95. Her short brown hair, the Capri jeans she always would wear, the nights 
she would lug him to art house theaters to see midnight screenings of obscure Igmar 
Bergman films. A hint of a smile found its way to Caleb’s lips when he thought of the 
night Mags had spilled ink on herself when she was coloring mock-ups for her design 
class. The red ink stained under her fingernails for almost a week. All this and more came 
rushing back to him, and he couldn’t stop it. The memories he was picturing in his mind 
seemed like watching those midnight screenings. Scratchy pictures with some parts 
missing, yet he could still see her face. Her perfectly straight, white teeth, and the deep 
green eyes in which he had lost himself in so many times. 

He had always thought about her. In fact, she had popped into his head almost 
every day since they split. But nothing like this. Caleb had become quite good at 
suppressing his feelings and nearly convinced himself that he was indeed over Mags.  

He let the intense feeling of nostalgia take him over and he relived it all. As cars 
zoomed by him at what seemed like light speed, he succumbed the undertow of memory.  
 
Caleb was introduced to Mags during the second week of classes at Boston University. 
They had sat next to each other in a room containing little more than three hundred 
people. With the exception of a friendly smile, they didn’t have much communication. 
Caleb had arrived to class late one Wednesday and the only seat he saw available was 
next to Mags. When he first saw her he was immediately attracted to her. She had her 
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curly brown hair cut shoulder length. Her nose was a little too big, but she had an inviting 
smile, even if it showed a little too much of her gums. The perfectly straight white teeth, 
hidden behind her red painted lips were the crowning achievement of years of braces and 
retainers that her parents had forced upon her. She wore a blue dress complimented by 
green high-healed shoes. Clothing seemed to drape her slender frame perfectly, accenting 
her elegant femininity. 
 The class was Renaissance Art, an elective Caleb had enrolled in to get his art 
requirement out of the way early. He had assumed it would be a class where he could get 
an easy A. But he soon learned that Professor Mackey was not the type to give out A’s, 
let alone have people in his class who didn’t care about art at all. Caleb even 
contemplated dropping the class after the first lecture.  
 He made it through the first week of class, but only because his mother said if he 
dropped the class that she would pull him out of school, and he would have to work at his 
uncle Artie’s muffler repair shop in Portland.  
 The first time that Caleb and Mags spoke was the third Wednesday of the 
semester. 
 “He is a crotchety old bastard isn’t he,” Mags whispered to him an hour into the 
class. She had the mouth of a drunken sailor, a trait Caleb found refreshing in a girl who 
dressed as well as she did. 
 “Tell me about it,” Caleb replied. “If I get that old and cranky, someone shoot 
me.” She gave him a courtesy chuckle and went back to scribbling her notes. Feeling a 
small window of opportunity to continue this conversation, all be it a dull one, Caleb 
went on. “You ready for this quiz next Wednesday?”  
 Mags rolled her green eyes. “God no! I can hardly make out what he says half the 
time. His accent is so thick.”  
 Mackey did have a thick Scottish accent, and if Caleb didn’t know better, he 
would have thought it was a put on. His accent reminded Caleb of Scotty from Star Trek, 
but Mackey himself was much older and rail thin. The two went back to listening intently 
to Mackey’s lecture about how Michelangelo’s David was made not by Michelangelo, 
but by his students, yet only the teacher’s name goes down in the history books.  
 Caleb’s thoughts drifted to the other mounds of homework he left unfinished from 
the previous night. He wondered if he dropped this class would he still have time to get 
his money refunded, and how would he keep that fact from his mother. Then Mags 
interrupted his contemplation.  
 “I hear there is a study group meeting at the coffee shop near the Common this 
Monday,” she said staring into his eyes. Until then they had not made eye contact during 
this conversation. 
 “Really? Are you going?” Caleb asked.  
 She looked back down at her notes again. “I suppose I should. It’s a little far away 
from my dorm, but I need to get a good grade in this class.”  
 The rest of the class time went by exceedingly slow, and was uneventful between 
Caleb and Mags. As the class filed out of the room, and Caleb collected his notes and 
books, Mags addressed him one last time. “See you on Monday. Seven O’clock?” Caleb 
gave a nonverbal affirmative response and headed off to his Sociology class.  
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 It turned out that the study session Mags had heard about was actually on 
Tuesday. It had been pushed a day back due the fact the study group’s leader, Karyn 
Michelson, needed to pick up a shift at her work-study job in the College book store. This 
news reached the ears of everyone invited, except Mags and Caleb.  
 Monday night Caleb was running late and rushed into the coffee shop expecting 
to see a group of huddled freshmen with noses in their books. What he did encounter 
however, was a scarcely filled café that somewhat resembled a second hand furniture 
store, it smelled like old Christmas trees, and John Coltrane’s Central Park West could be 
heard softly through the speakers. The hippie owner of the cafe had filled the main room 
with a mismatch of old and worn-out couches and armchairs. The only people occupying 
those chairs and couches in the café were; an elderly couple drinking earl grey tea, and a 
middle-aged man sipping espresso while reading a very old leather bound copy of Moby 
Dick, with his German Sheppard resting at his feet. And then there was Mags, filling her 
oversized handbag with books, ready to leave.  
 Caleb approached her with a puzzled look on his face. “Where is everyone?” 
 Mags gave a shrug of her shoulders and a half smile. “Donno. I’ve been waiting 
about an hour, and have consumed too many cappuccinos.”   
 “Was it canceled?” Caleb asked rhetorically. He knew she didn’t have the answer, 
but he felt the need to verbalize the question that was in his head. Mags gave another 
shrug of her shoulders and made her way to the door. “Are you hungry?” Caleb asked at a 
volume he wished had been a little bit lower. Caleb didn’t have many friends yet, and he 
seized the opportunity of possibly making a new one. 

The two watched Monday Night Football at a nearby pub and ate burgers while 
getting to know each other. The Jets were playing the Eagles. Caleb hated both teams and 
didn’t care who won, but he found himself rooting for the Eagles to pull out a victory. 
Mags was from upstate New York but her father had grown up in New York City and 
was a die hard Jets fan, a trait he had passed on to his daughter. The only thing Caleb 
could do now was hope that the Jets lost. He was a true New Englander, and hated any 
New York sports team; an issue that would be debated many times during their 
friendship.  
 The two failed the first quiz they were supposed to study for that Monday night. 
Mags did pull off an A in the class, however. The first A Mackey had ever given out in 
his twenty-three years of teaching. Caleb was happy with the C he received. In truth, he 
expected a much lower grade.  

The rest of the year, Caleb and Mags regularly hung out and he found that she 
was a great friend to have, and a person he confided in. The two helped each other out 
with schoolwork, and their respective relationships. Mags had a knack for dating guys 
who thought more of themselves than they did of her, and Caleb was never shy about 
informing her of this fact. Caleb only had one girlfriend during college. Her name was 
Kara, and Caleb stayed with her longer than he wanted to. She was his first real girlfriend 
and after having her around so much he didn’t like the thought of her gone. Mags and 
Kara didn’t take to each other well, mostly because Kara thought it was weird that 
Caleb’s best friend was a girl whom Kara thought might be more attractive than her. One 
of the main reasons Caleb stayed with Kara as long as he did was because of the unusual 
environments in which she liked to have sex. He recalled a time when the two of them 
went at it behind the stage of an ongoing play that Kara was assistant directing. She was 
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studying theatre and had all the trappings of the stereotypical theatre major at Boston 
University; the hyper-sexuality, outspokenness, and lack of showering daily, something 
that Caleb strangely didn’t mind so much. And she always spoke about how film acting 
was a lesser form of the art. The true art form, in her mind, was an actor on the stage. 
This sparked many heated discussions between Mags and Kara; Mags being a film purist, 
and having a less than favorable attitude towards Kara in the first place.  

The night Caleb broke up with Kara, Mags thought it would be a good idea to 
take him to a strip club to clear his head and, as it turned out, his wallet as well. The 
strange thing was that Mags seemed to have been the happiest out of the three to see the 
relationship ended.  

Caleb never had another girlfriend during school, and Mags continued her streak 
of dating less-than-desirable suitors. But the moment that changed everything between 
the two of them came the night of New Year’s Eve their senior year. The two had been 
invited to a friend’s house for a party. Caleb wasn’t too keen on the event to begin with, 
the only reason he was there was because Mags needed someone to walk in with. The 
guy who hosted the party was in her Theology class and was trying desperately to get into 
her pants. She might have let him that night had he not ditched her for a cute young 
sophomore who was more than willing to indulge him in his sexual advances. Caleb, 
deciding to make the most of his New Year celebration, made his way to the crowded 
particleboard table. He had never played the game of competitive drinking and cup 
flipping, so he gave it a shot. Finding himself a natural, he continued to play for the next 
several hours. He was already fairly drunk when Mags convinced him to be her partner in 
beer pong. She was steadily drinking rum and washing it down with wine coolers. The 
two ran the table, for the better part of the night, and along the way made themselves 
increasingly intoxicated.  

When the time came to toast the bargain Champagne and count down to the New 
Year, Mags and Caleb found it hard to stand up straight for more than a few seconds. 
After the ball dropped, the two decided it might be time for them to go home. Mags’ 
house was the closest and, because neither of them could drive, they decided to walk. A 
trip that should’ve taken a maximum of twenty minutes turned into an hour and a half 
ordeal of the two taking wrong turns and evacuating most of the fluids they had 
consumed into various shrubbery and corners behind dumpsters.  

The idea was that Caleb would sleep on her couch; an act he had performed many 
times, but that was not to be this night. When they made it to the front door, Mags was 
having a hard time inserting the key into its designated slot. Caleb leaned in to help her 
when their heads collided. It wasn’t too hard of a hit but it took a moment for the two to 
recover.  

“I’m going to feel that in the morning.” Caleb expressed jokingly. Mags 
responded with an overenthusiastic laugh. Caleb just stared at her and waited for this 
moment of jolliness to subside. When all Mags had left in her were a few small chuckles, 
they caught each other’s eyes for a brief moment. Caleb, without thinking, leaned in and 
kissed her lips. “I’m sorry.” He quickly spat out.  

Without missing a beat Mags kissed him again. The two began passionately 
kissing. Mags pulled out for air and with no trouble at all, managed to open the door. 
Caleb shut the door behind him, and the two were at it again. There was a hint of vomit 
upon both of their breaths, but neither one made any notice of it. Their clothes came off, 
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as quickly as their drunken extremities would allow. Making their way to the bed, Caleb 
laid Mags down on her back. She quickly grabbed a condom from the bedside table and 
handed it to Caleb. It took a bit of effort to open the package, but he managed, and then 
fit it onto himself.  

Even though the two were intoxicated, they made love for a long while; with the 
occasional bumping of heads, a few missed kisses, and at one point the two almost fell 
off the bed entirely. After they finished, Caleb laid down next to Mags and the pair was 
ready to finally sleep. Caleb rolled on his side, draped his arm around Mags and pulled 
her in close.  

 
The gas station off exit twelve on Route 95 in Connecticut was surprisingly clean, 

Caleb thought. He had somewhat of a hard time exiting Lauren’s compact coupe. He had 
switched cars with her that morning; her small import got better gas mileage than his 
domestic SUV. But his large frame always had a hard time getting in and out of the car. 
Caleb wasn’t overweight by any means, but he was over six feet tall and the length of his 
legs combined with the car’s bucket seats and its proximity to the ground always proved 
to be somewhat of a challenge for him.   

Caleb swiped his credit card and began to fill up his gas tank. With the gas freely 
flowing into the car, Caleb decided to stretch his legs and take a look around in the 
convenience store. He didn’t really have anything in mind to purchase when he first 
walked in, but he had time to kill so he perused the magazines and bought himself a 
sports drink and a protein bar. He had never really liked the taste of protein bars. To him, 
they always tasted like old peanuts and chalk, with a hint of artificial chocolate to cover 
the outside. Protein bars, though not very tasty, seemed to suppress his appetite for the 
hot dogs rolling around in their own grease near the coffee that had most likely been 
sitting around for the better part of the day. 

After he paid, Caleb made his way back to the car. It had finished fueling, and 
Caleb put the nozzle back on the pump and entered Lauren’s car again. He took a swig of 
his lemon-lime beverage and was back on his way. Glancing down at the digital clock on 
in the dashboard he realized he was making good time, and might actually be early to the 
church. Caleb was already in his dark blue suit. His blue and white diagonal striped tie 
was loosely fastened around his unbuttoned collar, and the suit jacket was hung up in the 
back seat of the car.  

As he climbed the on-ramp back to 95 south, he couldn’t help but laugh as he 
recounted the morning after the first time Caleb and Mags made love. 

 
Caleb was the first to wake up. He still had his arm around Mags, and was scared 

to move. He laid there for a few moments, his mind racing; retracing the events that lead 
up to the situation in which he now found himself. His thoughts were interrupted by 
Mags when she turned around and faced him. She looked into his eyes and said in a 
hoarse voice, “Morning.”  
 Caleb smiled back at her and responded with, “Hey.” The thoughts in Caleb’s 
mind that their friendship would forever be ruined and that things would be awkward 
between the two of them were put to rest when they went out for breakfast and discussed 
what had happened over scrambled eggs and French toast.  
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 The two made jokes about the event for the next few weeks between each other. 
They didn’t tell any of their friends about it, however, fearing ridicule.  It was okay for 
Mags and Caleb to poke fun at themselves, but they hated being the butt of other people’s 
jokes. They continued fooling around for the next few months, only when they were 
drunk, and each time the jokes about the events became fewer and fewer. 

One night, when Mags and Caleb were watching an old copy of “The Passion of 
Joan of Arc” which Mags had found in a video store that was closing down, the two made 
love sober for the first time. After that event, Caleb’s feeling became clear to him. He 
loved her. He had known it for a while but only now realized it, and as the two were lying 
down in bed next to each other, Caleb verbally expressed his feeling to her.  

“I think I’m in love with you.” Caleb said, in a not-so-convincing tone.  
Mags sat up for a second and said something Caleb would never forget. She 

waited a moment, smiled and said playfully; “I think you are too.” then kissed him. From 
then on, the two were no longer friends but were in a relationship.  

After school ended, the two moved in with each other, began their post-college 
life, and entered the “real world.” Caleb took a job in the mailroom of a well-established 
radio station in Boston, and worked in an upscale wine bar on nights and weekends to 
supplement income. Mags worked as a designer’s assistant. Their two-bedroom 
apartment was on the fourth floor of a six story building in the North End of Boston. The 
second bedroom was used to house all of Mags’ fabrics, her workstation, and sewing 
machines.  

Almost every night when Caleb came home late, Mags was up working on 
sketches of her own, or preparing a pitch for her boss. She loved making her own designs 
and said that she only did her assistant work to pay the bills. Her dream was to be a 
costume designer for films. Her designs were reminiscent of Maxfield Parrish paintings, 
and to say Mags’ designs were more suitable for romantic period piece films or plays was 
not a stretch. The only reason she stayed with the job she had was because the woman she 
worked for had connections in Hollywood that Mags said would benefit her in the long 
run.  

Caleb always loved seeing Mags in the spare room, dying fabrics in his old David 
Bowie shirt. Her hands would be stained for days because she refused to wear latex 
gloves during the process. And sometimes the tips of her curly brown hair would fall into 
the dye pool and be stained. Mags would frequently cut off small locks of hair when this 
happened. Eventually, her hair was an uneven mess, but something about it was enduring 
and Caleb loved it.  

The two lived like this for three years. Caleb had worked his way up to an 
associate producer of a mid-day call-in advice show on public radio. He had to stop 
working nights, but he now worked weekends managing the restaurant. Mags hadn’t 
moved up at all. Her routine was the same. Some of her designs were used in a few stage 
plays around Boston, but she still hadn’t been able to really get her own career off the 
ground. Mags worked less and less on her own designs, and seemed too caught up in the 
work of her employer rather than her own.  

One Saturday in their forth year together, Caleb came home from work a little 
past one in the morning. He had gotten caught up doing payroll, and it took longer than 
he expected.  What he encountered when he entered the apartment stunned him. All of 
Mag’s belonging had been removed. All he could see was a small piece of yellow lined 
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paper left on the dining room table. It was folded only once, and the inside was inscribed 
with two words. I’m sorry. 

All she had left behind was his ripped David Bowie shirt, and a VHS copy of 
“The Passion of Joan of Ark.”  Caleb didn’t know how to react to this note. He felt sick 
to his stomach and thought he was going to throw up.  When this feeling passed he 
aimlessly walked around the apartment for a long while. Caleb didn’t cry or get angry 
that night. Not knowing what to do with himself, he simply made a tuna sandwich; 
aimlessly channel surfed, and then finally fell asleep on the cold floor of the now empty 
spare room. He later learned from Mags’ younger sister that she had moved to New York 
with a man she worked with named Tom. The two had become fond of each other in the 
workplace, and on the nights when Caleb wasn’t around Mags would often spend her 
time with him. Caleb buried himself in his work, and within a few years he was 
producing a Sunday morning political talk show for NPR. He tried to forget about Mags, 
and was offered a helping hand in that struggle when, during an inter office softball game 
he met Lauren. She played first base for the opposing team. Caleb held off running to 
second when he had hit an obvious double just so he could talk to her. His thoughts about 
Mags were less frequent, and whenever a thought about her popped into his head he 
forced himself not to think about it, and focused on work.  

 
Our Lady of Fatima was a beautiful nineteenth century Gothic Revival church. 

The main entrance had a sign which read, Wedding of Mr. David Homes and Ms. 
Margaret Thompson. Four p.m. Caleb was early.  

Some people were already filing in at this point, and Caleb decided, rather than sit 
in the car, he would wait in the church. Inside he was greeted by a young man with a 
heavily starched tuxedo who softly uttered “Bride or Groom?”  

Caleb couldn’t make out what was said, and muttered “Hmm?” 
“Are you with the bride or the groom?” The young man asked again, this time 

with a slight attitude in his voice.  
Caleb thought for a moment, and with a slight chuckle he replied, “The Bride.” 

With that, the usher pointed to the row of pews to Caleb’s left. Most of the churchgoers 
were clambering to get a seat as close to the Alter as possible. Caleb, however, was 
content with his seat in the back of the church alone. He sat there for a few minutes 
looking over the crowd around him. He had met Mags’ immediate family many times, 
but only once, when he attended a Bris, did he meet her extended family. Mags was half 
Jewish, and he was surprised that her wedding was being held in a Catholic church. Caleb 
supposed it was the work of the overbearing mother-in-law, with whom he spoke to on 
the phone, that the ceremony was held here today.  

After a few more minutes, people began to file into the pews. Caleb was still 
sitting alone when he felt the soft touch of a hand on his shoulder. 

“Caleb.” A woman’s voice whispered.  
Caleb turned to see Mags’ younger sister Gabrielle. She was a few years younger 

than Mags, and wore a surprisingly elegant lavender bridesmaid gown. Gabrielle and 
Mags looked very much alike; they both had curly brown hair and green eyes. Gabrielle, 
though she bore a striking resemblance to Mags, was significantly prettier. She had 
darker skin, a more sculpted figure, and a kind of youthful, exuberant smile that always 
reminded Caleb of children’s’ faces on Christmas morning. She had lived with Mags and 
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Caleb for a little less than a year in Boston while she was looking for her own apartment. 
Caleb and Gabrielle always got along well. When Mags left him, Gabrielle was the only 
person in Mags’ family who still kept in contact with Caleb.  

“Could you come with me?” She asked him with a solemn look on her face.  
“Sure.” Caleb answered as he stood up from the pew. “What’s the matter?”  
The two began to walk towards what Caleb thought was the office of the priest. 

He hadn’t been inside a church since high school, but he assumed the layout was similar 
to his childhood church. “Mags is in the Bridal Chamber, and she asked me to come find 
you.” Caleb didn’t know how to respond to that remark, but before he could say anything 
the pair were standing outside of a large wooden door garnished with ornate carvings. 
Gabrielle softly knocked on the door. “Mags?” She whispered. “Caleb is here.” Gabrielle 
then slowly opened the door and let Caleb enter.  

The room was a large office, with high bookshelves and stained glass windows on 
the far wall. In front of the windows there was a large oak desk with papers neatly 
stacked. There was a four-foot podium to Caleb’s right holding a massive leather bound 
Bible, which was opened to a page showing illuminated script that Caleb couldn’t make 
out. Mags sat in a chair in the middle of the room with her back to Caleb. Her white 
wedding dress was beautiful. The long silk dress had a halter neck, and a cut that fit her 
body perfectly. Her white heels were placed at her side and the vale was in her hands. 
She wore her hair down and had long flowing brown curls, all evenly cut. “Lock the 
door.” She whispered.  

Caleb did as she asked and took a step closer to her. “Are you okay Mags?”  
She turned her head over her right shoulder to look at him. The emerald green 

eyes he had gazed into so many times were bloodshot and welling up with tears. The only 
time Mags cried was during movies. He couldn’t remember a time when she had cried 
out of sorrow or happiness in real life situations. “I don’t know.” She breathed.  

Caleb took a seat next to her and searched for something to say that might cheer 
her up. He couldn’t think of anything. The first thing that came to his mind was “Nice 
dress.” 

Mags laughed. “Thanks,” She said, as her tears seemed to subside.  
“Did you make it?” He inquired. Mags sat there for a moment, and then nodded 

her head. Caleb knew that this was a dress that couldn’t be found in any bridal shop, and 
he knew Mags well enough to know she wouldn’t let anyone else design her wedding 
dress.  

“I don’t know if I can do this,” She said.  
“Do you love him?” Caleb asked without hesitation.  
Mags thought about the question for a moment before she answered. The word 

“Yes” finally came out of her mouth. “But it’s not the same.”  
Caleb didn’t know what this statement meant. “The same as what?” 

 “What we had,” Mags said quickly.  
Caleb was speechless.  
Mags sniffled, “I didn’t even think you would come. But I sent the invitation 

anyway.” She took a deep breath. “I was stupid to leave. And I regretted it right after I 
did it.” For the first time in the conversation Mags had broken their eye contact. “I 
thought I was stuck in Boston and wasn’t going anywhere. Tom came along and said we 
could make it together in New York. I believed him. But when we got here, he got an 



Ferri 11 

offer to design the wardrobe for a Broadway show, and he left me. I wanted to call you 
and go back, but I couldn’t. I didn’t think you would want to hear from me.” Mags’ tears 
were gone now. “I took a job at a magazine, and have been there ever since. I thought of 
you everyday. There were so many times when I picked up the phone to call you but 
couldn’t bring myself to dial the numbers. I thought maybe you might call me. But you 
never did.” 
 Caleb listened, and remembered that he had done the same thing many times.  He 
thought about how stupid and stubborn the two of them had been.  
 “Then I met David. He was nice to me. And he loved me. I love him, but I don’t 
know if he is the person I want to spend the rest of my life with.” She finished. 
 “What we had was great, but we can’t go back to it. It’s in the past.” Caleb 
couldn’t believe what he was saying. He wanted to take her away from here and be with 
her, but he knew Mags better than she knew herself. She would tire of him soon, and 
leave him again. He wouldn’t be able to deal with losing her all over again. “Everyone 
who gets married goes through this. I think you’re just nervous.”  
 Caleb kissed her softly on the lips, stood up and began to leave the room, when 
she grabbed his hand. Mags turned him around, stood up and kissed him again, the kind 
of kiss she used to give him. Caleb gave in. He couldn’t resist her. Mags stood up and 
Caleb moved her up against the desk and she gave him a look of affirmation.  As his 
hands went up her thigh he felt his fingers pass her garter. Mags unfastened his belt and 
unzipped his pants.  
 Caleb looked into her eyes and the two began to have sex. A warm familiar 
feeling engulfed Caleb’s whole body. The memory of all their time together filled his 
head. He didn’t want this to end; if only for a short moment, the two were together again. 
 The pair climaxed together and Mags again had tears in her eyes, and her hands 
were shaking. Caleb held her in his arms for a moment as her tremors passed. When the 
embrace ended the two put themselves back together and looked at each other once more. 
Caleb put his hands on the sides of her face, kissed her forehead, and made his way to the 
door. Before he opened it, he looked back at Mags once more. She was putting her white 
high heels on, and trying to wipe the wrinkles out of her dress. Caleb unlocked the door 
and left the room.   
  
 When the ceremony started, Caleb was cramped between an older woman with 
white hair and a mother with two well-behaved young twins. It wasn’t a very long 
wedding. The couple had written their own vows, and because Mags’ father had died two 
years prior, her uncle gave her away. When the bride and groom walked down the aisle, 
Caleb expected to catch eyes with Mags one last time, but it never happened. She looked 
so happy with her new husband. He was a beautiful ornament adorned on her arm.  The 
one person he did catch eyes with was Gabrielle. She gave him an endearing look; one 
that conveyed gratitude and affection.  
 “How do you know Margret?” Asked the older woman to Claeb’s right.  
 Caleb was preoccupied. “I’m sorry?” He said.  
 “How do you know Margret? The bride.” She repeated slowly and louder, as if 
Caleb had a hearing problem.  
 Caleb took a deep breath in and said, “She’s somebody I used to know.” 
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Caleb skipped the reception, and headed straight home. The car ride back to Boston 
seemed considerably faster than the ride to the wedding. Caleb’s mind was blank the 
whole way home.  
 He arrived late, and his SUV wasn’t in the driveway. He grabbed the mail and 
entered the house. Browsing through the coupons and weight-loss pamphlets, he noticed 
that there was no mail of substantial importance and threw all of it away. At that moment 
he heard Lauren turn her key in the lock. She managed with no trouble to get the door 
open. 
 “Look at that!” she exclaimed with a smile on her face as she entered the house, 
holding her key triumphantly. “You’re home early.” 
 “I skipped the reception,” Caleb told her as he watched her place her bag down at 
the entranceway.  
 Lauren walked towards Caleb and asked, “How was the wedding?” 
 His gaze lingered a moment on her blue eyes. He kissed her lips and responded, 
“Uneventful.”  


