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Maisie 
by Paige Gullifer 

I’m sorry that in the meantime I forgot what it meant to be a person at all. I 

remember when the streets themselves seemed piled on top of each other, and the 

terracotta red of clay walls bled into everything. The sky was always black then, 

never quite blue, and stars knew what it meant to be stars. Absence made me into a 

stranger; I could think of myself as nothing more than the owner of a pair of black 

leather shoes, and a tiny apartment on the thirty-second street. The house was 

yellow, and this fact alone seemed more significant than the rest of my existence. I 

refused to use my French for a good many days; perhaps it would make me more of 

a nobody if I was incapable of communicating with anyone. I liked to sit on the 

balcony and watch the pigeons fight over the colours below. Blue for hope, yellow 

for the occasional leaf that the trees let drop, though they fell even more scarcely 

than the rain.  

 

Of course, by the ‘meantime’ I am referring to the space between what happened 

first and happened last.  

First: when Maisie went away fishing on the sailboat; nothing unordinary. Such 

times were the little spaces of life; one month of solitude. It was in this particular 

‘meantime’ that the space grew wider; one month became three, and three six, and 

the little fishing boat had no clue or location to its name. There was no money, no 

little silver fish whose scales were at least as valuable as the flesh, no bright-eyed, 

ferocious Maisie in pants knotted with string.  

 

She was the splitting-image of her father, yet twice as daring. And I was the meek-

souled companion, quiet and caught up in Maisie’s great flurry of being. Yet I never 

once found her chaos too much, it was too unabashed, too brave. 
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She used to hold up the little fish, still wriggling, and ask me if I saw anything of 

myself in their round, boggled eyes. I would laugh, it was all too bizarre you see, and 

say no. But I feel bad for telling such lies, even though with a laugh, she knew I had 

not said the truth. 

 

I could see everything of myself balanced there on the edge of being and non-being, 

caught in the reflection of the dying fish’s eye.  

 


