8 by: Melissa Greenwood
When Eric and I were newly ensconced in our relationship, he drank espresso, although it
didn't agree with him, It made him anxious. Morose, even. And I don't mean that he

drank it once—he drank it daﬂy It was part of his routme Habltual A ritual. It made
him moody, but he’ drank‘wlt all’the same.

One day, we were sfo pped t the plaza (Canadlans pronounce the first "a" in this word the
way we Americans &at" t Bathurst/ mnd Sheppard. This was back i in 2014 or early
2015 when| I lived with ds in the s

coffee-run because I also drank (and still drink) coffee, and Eric began to cry. "I've never

urbs of Toronto. We were about to make a

been this unhappy, he managed through his tears, and it was the kind of weeping you
‘on t eas11y forget%

| S
Today”;,this line has become a running joke in our relationship, but at the time, that
sente,'nca was a ’hoose around my neck, a large object stuck in my throat—the implication

bem‘g tl"lat I was the reason for his abject-misery.

)
start maky, ) A
purchased S d he isn't a shopper or gadget-collector in the m
least. Yes, the pandemic has driven him %o dri §

hipster coffee.
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