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Introduction

Public spaces often have secret meanings for peBpiae are positive
or neutral; others are decidedly negative. Negatsgmciations often
involve memories of the last time a person saw sor@a&vho they no
longer speak to—such as a former friend, an eanastranged family
member. These types of memories are often kepétseoen from
friends, and can bring up bad feelings unexpectedly

“The Last Time | Saw.”.is a Providence RI-specific book/art project
that serves as a forum and memorial for these typeemories. It
documents both the stories themselves, and thé piemes in
Providence where they occurred.

I'd like to thank the storytellers for sharing theery personal (and
sometimes very, very personal) memories. Withoeit tharticipation,
this book would not exist. I'd also like to thankaRk Stieber (of the
Arizona State University Library) and Thomas Stiévethe Brown
University Library) for helping me find suitable pg and Amy Hamel
for helping me prepare those maps for this book.

Please noteThis is the first edition of this work, and is peated as a
part of the ProvFlux Art Festival. The final vensiof this book will be
produced in early 2008.

If you've had a “last time | saw” experience, | leogou will consider
sharing your story!

For more information on submitting stories, anditw the online
version of this project, please see http://timdeam/providence.html,
or email me atasttimeisaw@yahoo.com .
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the last time i saw...

1. 422 Atwells Ave. (Lili Marlene’s Bar)

The last time | saw Bailey Leonard Fritzmeier haygakthree times. In
no particular order...

one: I'm crossing Atwells Avenue in the early hourda#cember 26th,
2005, quickly and with the people and cars anddigihound me frozen.
| recognize a version of my friend lying besideaa, éace down. A
friend of mine is kneeling over her, engaged ima-way conversation
with her figure, and then stepped aside, askedrtake over. | lean
down toward an ear, speak quietly, | love youvelgou and keep
breathing and just keep breathing. From the sudimgrthrong,
someone says move away from her. Someone elsevessisould turn
her over. | reject both requests, and stay rigtegrevth am until the
rescue comes, places a body that is shaped arsgdriése Bailey on a
stretcher, and walks her body onto the ambulanize.ldst thing | see is
her feet.

two: I'm in a supermarket with friends speaking of nothin particular
when | see a collective change in their expresstonjaw-agape face of
shock dancing from one to the next. All | can askhat and then my
sister tells me, it's Bailey, she’s here. It's e&myme to know that the
surprise is not that she’s alive, but that she’ssheven though she is
not alive. | walk through this wave of shock, to, lamd begin to form a
sentence, when she says, hey, it's okay. I'm okay.

three: I'm gonna get going, Bailey says to me, standivgy dhis semi-
circle booth at Lili Marlene’s. I'm thinking, | neeo stay, to keep
flirting with the girl next to me. Another friencags, | can give you a
ride home, and | decide to stay. | rise up froms®gt, Bailey and | give
each other a hug, and we say, one after the ditezry Christmas.
Merry Christmas. Good night. Good night. | give hediss on the



cheek, let go, and she rounds the center tablegsnmwt of view, surely
heading toward the door.

By: Rob Albanese

2. 422 Atwells Ave. (Lili Marlene’s Bar)

The last time | saw my high school friend “Mike” sven a bar on
Federal Hill. We’d recently gotten back in touch @mail through
another friend. He’d moved away after school, amavhs back home
visiting his family for a weekend, so we decidedhteet up for a drink.

| had lost touch with pretty much everyone fromhhgghool, so | was
hoping to renew our friendship. We had a good ticagching up. We
emailed a bit for a while afterwards, but thenehsails got thinner and
thinner, and less and less frequent. And now ltaamember the last
time | heard from him.

By: Anonymous

3. Corner of Broadway & Barton

The last time | saw him, he was standing on thieldatt field, holding a
Narragansett tallboy and smoking a cigarette,dikeys. | think the
only time | ever saw him without a tallboy was be tare occasion he’'d
show up to an AA meeting—and | don’t think | evamshim without a
cigarette. My team wasn'’t playing that day, not thenattered, much,
‘cause | was on crutches (unfortunate bike-vs+oeident) and couldn’t
quite make it around the bases. | spent a lohwé tivatching on those
summer Saturdays.

the last time i saw...

The last time | saw him, | was standing next tdlyBand | don’t
remember what | said but | remember it wasn’'t marct he just sighed,
“Bill” did, and said “l can’t save him, yknow?” ahwe both shrugged,
and we both nodded, and we both looked at him. &elaughing. It
was so hot and so sunny and he looked happy, @mddmber thinking
that the tallboy looked pretty good, and | bet I'Bihought so, too, but
it didn’t matter.

The last time | saw him, he was a few weeks away foverdosing on
heroin in a room by himself, after drinking histlAgrragansett and
smoking his last cigarette. The last time | saw,limonly had a few
more weeks to live. But that day at the kickbaldi standing on the
curve of the hill between St. Mary's and Olneyvilguare, he was just
drinking a beer, smoking a cigarette, laughing laaygpy. That day at
the kickball field, he didn’t need to be saved.

By: Anonymous

4. 212 Pocasset Ave. (Knights of Columbus)

So | had this friend “Brian” see... He used to gosimg every couple
years... We'd loose touch for no reason, just stomadithg each
other...then start talking again... We had been friendsesitigh
school...met at the bus stop but had mutual friends, heemaesl
laugh... Anyway, we hung almost everyday back therhenll went to
school in New York, still would see him on breaks/d go to Thayer
Street and occasional shows...

Then while in college we started to loose toudiyrig out with
different people and went to raves which he habalem with... but
we’d still hang out occasionally.Anyway, the summer after |
graduated we hung out almost everyday... It was aod us, my
other best friend “Rob” and my sister... Then “Roatiéd out for a



bit... He met a girl and quickly got engaged... MeargHhithink my
friend “Brian” developed a bit of a crush on mytsis.. Anyway, the
day of “Rob” and “Mary’s” wedding was the last dagaw him... Don't

know why but never got in contact again and fék kve would never Section 2: The East Side. Fox Point. and Downtown
hang out after that... | got caught up in workinigtaand that was it... ' ’ ’

By: Anonymous
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the last time i saw...

5. 75 Waterman St.

The last time | saw “Mike” wasn'’t supposed to be kst time. Just
over a year ago, when the weather was cold enaugledr mittens, but
still warm enough that | walked everywhere. | was/daterman St.
next to Faunce House at Brown. I'd taken him tloeree the year
before, and he’d found a way onto the roof. | oftemdered if he
thought about that day. | wondered if he thouglouaime.

“Mike” had always called me by my last name, s@asn't a shock to
hear him call it out from across the street. He wandering with
middle finger held high, a gesture of our comphchfriendship. Even
from across the street, | could see that he lookdgkalthy. Still so thin
and fragile, but with that punk rock air of confiake that he only found
in needles. | missed him immediately.

So | went to him. Against my better judgment, krmmogvit would hurt, |
crossed the street to walk with him. We didn't tadlach, but | watched
everything. The way his fingers clutched his cigateshirtsleeves
ragged and stained. | avoided all the importanstjoes, figuring I'd
have another chance to casually mention rehalydio pim towards a
safer place. We parted ways at the corner of Waterand Prospect, we
parted ways. | watched him leaving and didn't etrenk to ask for a
hug. He was too far gone for it to mean anything.

A month later, they told me he’d been court mardlate rehab. He
was already somewhere in Vermont, but no one watilche contact
him. For months | waited for some kind of newseldhmy breath
reading the obituaries, wandered the streets pyagicatch a glimpse
of him. I went through school records to find tathiers phone number,
but never had the guts to call. In June, just lgefoy junior year ended,
“Ed” told me “Mike” had overdosed at rehab. It whe kind of
information that Rhode Island is so known for, pasaround from a



friend to a friend until it reached me, rigid amigtitened on a public
bus.

| still don’t know where he is, or how he’s doirgn pretty sure he’s
not dead, and every time | leave Providence | lagams about him
needing me. I'm petrified to leave this city andwaon with my life,
because it means leaving behind all the placedtirag him back. The
East Side, especially Faunce House, will alwaysnribhke” to me,
even if we never meet again.

By: Laura

6. 260 Thayer St. (The Avon Cinema)

| grew up in Cranston and therefore know a lotexdde who live in RI.

I now live in New York City and rarely run into gae when | come
back to visit my family.

A few years ago, | was walking down Thayer Stréetl passed the
Avon | looked in, and recognized the woman stantheigind the
counter. We grew up in the same neighborhood addben friends
since we met in third grade, though I've barelyrb&etouch with her
since high school. We chatted briefly and | fountl she had become
manager of the theater. It was really great tcheeegain, though that
was the last time.

By: Karen
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7. 203 Wickenden St.

The last time | saw “Susan” she was standing onitlyetarred “porch”
(really just the protruding roof of the floor belpaf our apartment on
the second story above the Indian restaurant okéffden Street. She
was waving as | pulled out of the parking lot behaur building. | was
moving to Boston and | wasn’t coming back. | remenibas an
overcast, windy, but warm day towards the end efsttimmer. She was
barefoot and wearing some kind of summery dresstba around her
legs as she waved. Her messy black hair was beistyed over her face
by the breeze. It's been about 10 years and | hiasesan her since.

Reading what | just wrote sounds almost romantiket “Susan,” but |
was never attracted to her. She was crazy andidigywvay | didn’t
particularly relate to, though most of my friendshee time were crazy
and dirty in one way or another. | myself was wegan, but probably
thoroughly insane. Besides, | was spending mostyafime pining for
one of our other roommates... but | can’t even raber that woman’s
name now.

“Susan” was more of a hippie than a punk, whiclhst my social
circle seemed to be divided between, and whild bfing with her just
fine she seemed to drive everyone else in therapattnuts. | gathered
this was mostly because she was supposed to begledth things like
the bills and so forth while the others who normhbd those
responsibilities were away, and she was screwingpapehow.

| was subletting my friend “Ed's” girlfriend’s rooffior a couple of
months. | didn’t know what the hell | was doingu$t wanted to not
live in Connecticut at my parent’s anymore. | was af college,
working a craptastic temp job, and didn’t haveftistest beginning of
an idea of what | was going to do for the rest gflifie. Most of the
residents of the apartment were away, and | wouldeet some of
them for a month or two, but “Susan” was therevthele time. Her
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room was across the hall from mine; we were botlupoms in the
attic, where the ceilings slanted sharply. | tHimkas only inside of her
room once; it was like a dark nest made of cloftikesl up all over the
floor and tapestries on the wall. The cloying sroéihcense or
patchouli wafted throughout the attic when her deould open.

| remember “Susan” and | spending some random egesiiting up late
in the living room with the lights out telling eaother about weird
dreams we’d had and things we’d seen. That was Wwheamned a little
more about “Susan.” She told me about having seiesm@rits as a
child... and that sometimes she still did. | gatdehat her parents were
separated and both possibly clinically insane.shwicould remember
that conversation better.

One day a blue jacket, of the really simple, “warknan” variety
appeared in our kitchen hanging on a chair. Itestaliere for a day or
two and | became increasingly enamored of it. Tiheaw “Susan”
wearing it and asked her where she’d got it. Appdyeshe’d
“borrowed” it from some guy, and wasn'’t really phémg on giving it
back. Somehow, a few months later, | wound up wegaitito work one
day and decided that it was now mine, as it difth*Susan” anyway
and she had apparently already cast it asiddl Wwstar that jacket every
day; it's got some gold paint on one sleeve areesl a chunky metal
skull and crossbones onto the lapel, but it's still favorite jacket ever.
On the other hand, I'm pretty sure “Susan” had staed quite a few of
my cd’s into her nest. Every once in a while Fif to find something in
my collection and realize it was probably one & #bums she nicked
from me.

| think “Susan” smoked a lot of weed, but she waitegqspacy one way
or the other. Or perhaps she was just deviousiydoayond my simple
understanding. All that aside, | quite liked “Susand | found her to be
charming in her spacy, dirty way. She was nevemrmoegudgmental.
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Most of the other roommates | have only the faintesmories of, but
“Susan” is engraved on my memory.

By: Andy T.

8. 73 Washington St. (a diner that has since closed

| was laid off from “XYZ Company” in Providence RDOO because this
health insurance company pulled out of RI. Everyionthe company
was laid off and went their separate ways to fotibjelsewhere in the
state—it very devastating all of a sudden not tovkwhere all of these
people who you had seen day after day for seveakyhad gone.

About a year after the lay off occurred, | went loumich with several of
my new coworkers, and | ran into a nurse that I\Wwarked with at
“XYZ"—this was at Mark’s Deli. This person had gatta job nearby
with the Department of Education. We spent some tmking about
former coworkers that we kept in touch with and shiel she’d be in
touch, but not surprisingly, | never heard from again. | sometimes
wonder when and if | will run into her again.

By: Liz

9. 103 Eddy St. (The Safari Lounge)

| was friends with “Amy” since junior high. She wss awesome, the
one who got me into “alternative” music, always gbtack, etc. We
grew apart though in high school, she was hangingvih people who
were ‘cooler’ and they didn’t liked me so much. tBanior year she
was going through some shit and we reconnected} sdet of time
together again (maybe it was the summer befor@isgaar actually)
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but hung out less as the year went on. | rementi@signed my
yearbook thanks for being there for me, sorry wengapart again. Or
something along those lines.

So she went to college in NYC, an art school Ikhimemember she
came over one afternoon before she left. | dide&rtfrom or of her
much over the four years, not that | recall anywartil one of the times
| was visiting a friend right before | moved to N&erk | ran into her in
the East Village! She was living with her signifitather in
Williamsburg and working at a store on my new gsttend | thought,
of all the people... Sadly she was just about to niimak to Rhode
Island.

A few months later | went to this real divey bdrgtSafari Lounge) in
Providence to see the band of some guys | knew frigim school and
she was there! A lot of people | hadn’t seen in isanctually were
there. She was sitting a few people away from ntlkeeabar talking this
other guy | hadn’t seen in awhile (who I'd dateddamonth senior
year) about some art project she’d done involvorgdtoes. | so wanted
to join their conversation but | could only haKten because my sister
was with me and having a lousy time, so | feltd ba pay all my
attention to her... The little bit “Amy” and | didlig she didn't seem
too interested—at least not nearly as much as | Wagch made me
sad. And now | feel kind of bad about it again.

By: Karen

10. 52 Pine St. (a restaurant that has since cloged

It had been over ten years since I'd seen her. Boein the dark
hours of the night I'd surf the internet looking feer. Whatever | could
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think of—online telephone directories, the statpatttiment of motor
vehicles records, websites of companies in thesimgl knew she
worked in, whatever | could think of. At other timed try to find old
friends or relatives of hers, always without susc&€nce | believed I'd
found a relative, who told me she had passed. & feglling took
residence in my stomach. After stunned silencethena@uestion
discovered it was another with the same name.

While passing through Indianapolis, her last kn@address, finding her
became a mission. | knew | had been within milelsesf At home a few
nights later, awaking from a deep sleep, | hadlaa and in minutes the
computer was on and | found her name. It had ctthrigened with the
new name and supposing an Indiana residence,weeecbut a few
options to try. The morning could not come fastuggioand on the third
phone call | found her. As luck would have it, shbé returning home
soon to visit her family.

Two weeks later | walked into a downtown restaurdithe had not
changed her. Although a few, faint lines now grdvedface, she was
the woman | remembered, the only woman I've eveedoIt was as if
the previous decade had disappeared...but it hasimé&.now had a
beautiful daughter of seven and a husband who dimayesense of
humor. We talked of the loss of her sister andoe? much she needed
me then, and of how fear kept me from being theréér. Tearfully,
she asked to change the subject. The realizatairittht had been our
last opportunity hit hard. | realized just how murad been given up
when she reached out to me across the miles gk thears ago,
practically begging me to be there for her.

Outside, in the parking lot, an awkward goodbye.Migged for the last
time. It was unnerving to feel awkward when holdihg woman I've
always considered the love of my life. Somehoweéwrit was unlikely
I'd ever see her again. Driving away | knew thattadse years ago |
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had made the right decision for her. I'm not coweih | made the right
decision for me.

By: Anonymous

11. 71 Richmond St. (Jerky’s Bar)

The last time | saw my cousin “Jay” was at Jerklisas very excited
to see him. The minute you saw him, it was alw#esyou hadn’t seen
him in years, even if you saw him 20 minutes beftiresas always a
big “Hey momma!” and a hug and a kiss—and he jastthe best hugs,
he always made you feel so awesome, so special.

He was the most popular person in the bar, or asygvhe went.
Always the most popular person. Everybody just libsly adores him.
So when he would give you all the attention, amdig.and a kiss,
everyone would be looking at you like “Who the helthat girl?” It
made you feel pretty good.

That was a good time. | haven’t seen him in 5 gedrs. Our family—
it's complicated. And he moved out to California.

By: Anonymous

12. 71 Richmond St. (Jerky’s Bar)

“Janet” was my friend from high school. We weréllsegood friends.
We used to crack jokes on everybody in high screoad, we just had a
ball. We worked at Burger King together. We usedtite silly songs
together.
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The last time | saw her was at a bar in Providehfedt really bad for
her. She had three kids and a husband, and tluebidlry got sick—and
they accused her of child abuse. They took alktlufeher kids away,
and they made her sign away her rights becausent@eyaccusing
her—criminally charging her—with child abuse, hedder husband.
They pitted her and her husband against one anathéthey ended up
going through a divorce. I think, at this pointgyrhate each other to
death. They had to sign their rights away for thils, and they had to
put their kids up for adoption. All three of therene adopted out
separately. The oldest one was adopted by “Jareaitst, though, so
that was a good thing.

After going through a couple of years of court easad trying to plead
their innocence, it finally went to court. The hitapbrought their proof
in front of the judge, and the judge didn't beliéyeand they realized
that they had made a terrible mistake. But allesflids were already
adopted out.

We had lost touch for a couple of years beforddketime | saw her.
There was just too much going on with the courecabad gone to
court with her. It was high profile, in the papernswas awful. So
seeing her, she looked awful, sad. It was reatly k&elt really bad for
her. She was always really happy and funny. Itaagsys a good time
with “Janet.” And then not so good after that. Téet time | saw her,
she wasn't crying or anything, but you could te#Httshe wasn’t the
same fun-loving person—so they really put a scanarheart, which is
an awful thing. And | haven't seen her since then.

By: Anonymous

17



13. 71 Richmond St. (Jerky’s Bar)

I had met “Bill” at the mall, when | was 13 or 1days old. | was just
about to go into the 9th grade. Me and my beshd{&usie” were
walking around the mall, looking cute as ever, aechappen to see
these two cute guys around our age, “Bill” and &8t They had really
long hair and leather jackets, and we just thotltgatthey were really
hot. So we sat down—and this was back in the daanwiou could
smoke cigarettes actually in the mall. And they eamp to us, and that
was their opening line to us was: “Do you got angX’ That was what
they said: “Do you got any fire?” And we were |{R&hat?"—but then
we figured out that they just wanted a match. Ehiagw we met them.

A month went by—because that was in the summer-wamnstarted high
school. Lo and behold, we ended up at the samesleighol together.
After a year of being friends with them, we stardating them, and |
think that lasted for a year or two. “Bill” was pisemuch my first
boyfriend. We broke up, because he was naggy—heawtke whiney,
and he had a really big and crooked nose, whichewasarrassing, with
curly nasty hair.

He used my brother to get back with me, and we énigegetting into a
fist fight in high school. And then he told evergoiat | scratched up
his arms really bad with my really long nails—exckpsed to bite my
fingernails down to the nubs. So it was kinda Hardo. He was just a
big fat liar. And his sister was a slut.

Anyway, the last time | saw “Bill” and “Brian” waat Jerky's in
Providence. We were probably 27 years old. And pirejty much still
looked the same, except with shorter hair. | wasethwith “Susie.” We
went up to them—and either they pretended thatdiyt know us, or
they really didn’'t remember who we were. But | ththat they did, and
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maybe just felt really awkwar@ut it was kind of an awkward moment,
because | was excited to see them, and gave thggrhaig, and they
didn’t really have the same response. So | just&isaid “Well, it was
good to see you,” and walked away.

By: Anonymous

14. 73 Richmond St. (Club Hell)

| have an ex-friend who continues to be on my nairick. We grew up
together, and when we got older we really got gdimg dancing at
clubs in Providence. It became a lifestyle for arstifiat time in our lives
together. We stopped being friends but | neverpgtdmlancing. So even
though | don’t see her that often | still see ladl places we used to go to
and it’s like she is still there every time | danthese places bring back
bittersweet memories. The last place | saw her@ab Hell, which |
believe is on Richmond St. There’s another pldee Qentury Lounge,
that | was recently at and when | was there, itlile® it was ten years
ago and | was dancing with my old friend again.

By: Carrie

15. Corner of Richmond & Friendship. (Club Deja Vu)

So we were best friends, psychically connected. stmge how things
would just happen if we thought about them togetHahink this was
my first experiences with manifestation with theveo of your
thoughts... You know the whole saying “be careful i@ wish

for”...
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Well, anyway, we started going to raves and telbog parents we were
sleeping over someone’s house in order to staglbatght... It was

silly and fun...All we did was giggle when we were together... We
used to go to Salem a lot too... She ended up mdkierg and we lost
touch...

She got married too and didn't tell me during tiize... She used to
come and go... I never knew if | would hear from hgain after she
started dating her husbandl.think he’s pretty controlling... Anyway,
losing touch with her really bothered me a lot, baasn’t mad she
wouldn’t return my phone calls, | just figured steeded her space...

Anyway, | hadn’t seen her in three years and wsising Salem with a
friend... While | was there, | kept thinking of hand when | got home
| had a message on my phone from her... She mustgieked up on
my presence in Salem... Anyway, she invited me tib.vi$Ve had
s00000 much fun, got drunk in Boston and she puké#ue cab, got
back really late to her house and her husband txdsusly pissed—he
stormed out of the house the next morning, andepleaut with his car
as he sped off... When we saw him later that dagu®estioned me as
to what we did the night before, as if to see if stiories were the
same... Anyway, he was obviously pissed... They had beging a
few problems at this time... He said some mean thioger... She used
to visit me and we’d hang out as much as possible...

Anyway, this went on for about 5 months... Then wawait for my
birthday and after that | never saw or heard fr@mdgain... I've left
her messages on her phone, which is also his gwhdon't know if
he just deletes them. | got a new job, moved tdddoand got engaged
and she missed all of it... It still makes me verg aad that was three
years ago...

By: Anonymous
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16. 533 Weeden St. (Chef's Diner)

The last time | saw “Bill” was Christmastime 2004vas back for a
visit, four months after I'd moved away. | lived Brovidence for about
four years; it's funny though, usually when | thiokProvidence, | think
of “Bill” and my last three months in residencerthe

We spent the day smoking cigarettes, drinking eoéfied eating $3 all
day breakfast with the whole crew from “XYZ Compdnihat’s where
he and | had met—they all still worked there buditléft for Chicago,
grad school, all-night drinking binges and allloé revelations that
these things offer.

The day | left for Chicago was also his one yeawiv@rsary of staying
sober. | think about him especially as | come upname—two and a
half years after | last saw him.

| don’t remember the name of the place where wgjagethat it was
tiny and frequented almost exclusively by the “XY&bwd and other
neighborhood activists, stragglers, etc... What tetnember are the
smells—fried eggs, grease, and cigarette smoke-tkensbunds, a
woman behind the counter yelling, nagging, anafalis talking—
reminiscing, checking in, keeping up. | also rementhinking it was
odd that I'd been around all summer but had onlyas# in this little
diner that one time.

A while later we were saying one of those long aatdvgoodbyes just
outside his apartment near Federal Hill. The paas peeling off the
sides and there was barely enough room for thélea borrowed—the
neighbors were all double parked. | remember theking out of the
driveway was a tenuous and stressful processo Iraisember smiling
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back at “Bill” and saying to myself: “I wonder ifeill ever hang out
again.”

| feel terrible that | can’t remember the namehafttdiner...

By: AlliXT
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the last time i saw...

17. Corner of Rochambeau and North Main.

I met my first love at a gourmet cookie shop in 898ly best friend
needed to pee, but was turned down flat by thé.clemtil | asked him
as coquettishly as a 19-year-old boy can. | céirset those green eyes
now.

| didn’t think too much about him for a month or mrapwhen that shop
advertised for a clerk and | applied on the offfateal could meet him
for real. But it was for his position they wereihg. | took it just so he
could train me. | swear | don’t remember a singkgruction he gave me
but I do remember how much | wanted to kiss thé loddis neck, just
where the hair curled behind his right ear.

It took me weeks to work up the nerve to act on tieed... and he
turned me down so sweetly. Said that he didn’t,¢htg he was really
flattered, and could we be friends? | agreed imatetyi, and put my
plan for conquest into action.

He was a castle, well guarded and deeply fortéigdinst invasion. |
crusaded ferociously; the Catholic church wouldehlbeen impressed
(except for the obvious conflicts there—but getmmaning). And the
defenses, at long last, fell. We were in love. Ar@hme time for me to
know why he planned to never be with anyone—hepeagive. Had
been for years, the result of a one night standhwiiee older boyfriend
had dumped him harshly.

So | learned to deal with it. And made it go awagr 8 months | did
what medical science couldn’'t—I defeated HIV. Iveereared its ugly
head even once. Until it did. But not physicallyentally. In my head.

A beautiful day was ending and it occurred to na tme day, the sun
would set on us too... and what would | do then@ Amade a
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mistake—I said it out loud in a scared, 20-yearsolaice, and made it
real. And it was over. I'd hit a nerve and it cautde taken back. It
was really over.

Our friends were divided with teutonic precisiomddmwas surgically
removed from his world. | was not allowed even t8GW
where/how/what he was anymore. And time passed| araed on.
And then | moved away as well. And 3 years latéh) & new love, |
was back in town.

And we pulled up to an intersection where you aaly go left or right;
there’s no straight ahead. And | was turning lffamiliar car pulled
up on my right. | lean forward to see a former elgend. I'm excited
to see him—until his passenger leans forward toa Am frozen, quite
literally struck dumb.

It's obvious they're together. And there’s no coctien for me in those
green, green eyes. No warmth. Just recognition. dsiatissal.

And the light turns green. They turn right and hdo

And now it's years, decades later. And thoughlll étin’t know what
happened, | do know that I still have the lovehaf man that was with
me that day and | always will. So, | guess things$uin out the only
way they can. But I'd like to know.

By: Austin

18. 601 North Main St. (Whole Foods)

The University Heights Whole Foods is like theagle greens of times
pas—it’'s easy to get to, centrally located and, if ymialone
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inevitably you will run into someone you know. Tlast time | saw my
ex-fiancé was at the tables outside, where we anet Wwork-day lunch
to discuss the breakup.

We had already been apart for many months, buirbmding emails
and sentimental cards sent to my office told mehlaneeded to be
reminded of my new life. It was awkward. | kept wag to apologize,
and did, several times. He was smooooth, tellinghmathe understood,
that | didn’'t need to explain.

At our cars saying good bye, he leaned in and Isuas he was going to
kiss me, but it was a hug. One of those lastingldag hugs that are
meaningful to the hugger, but embarrassing to tiggbe. He was

trying to convey his emotion through his hug, bfelt it was an
attempted manipulation to make me feel guilty aopdiully cause me
to change my mind. | didn't.

| continue to receive occasional cards remindingofractivities and
events we experienced together, but there’s no bbpeonciliation. |
keep expecting to run into him at Whole Foods, gout’s as though
he left his ghost there.

By: TL

19. 601 North Main St. (Whole Foods)

The last time | saw my friend “Ryan” was also ataéhFoods. We
were friends from our hometown and had known edichrsince just
after high school. “Ryan” was sprite-like, alwayslidressed with a
quirky sense of humor. We were glad to see eactr,dilugged, and
chatted for a few minutes. | asked him about wartk lae inquired after
my kids. | mentioned his shaved head and he saiething like, “I'm

27



almost 40—I need to start looking like it!” | didrtiave much time to
chat, so | got his email address and dashed owtatHgown to his
lunch. I never got a reply to my email to “Ryan’ddive months later
he killed himself.

| think of “Ryan” every time | visit the store. ligs him.

By: TL

20. 686 Admiral St. (The Abbey Bar)

The last time | saw you was three years ago, iplhe where we first
met. Actually, that’s not technically true. Thetlptace | really saw you
was the next morning, at your house, after thetshbbreak-up
conversation in history. But for me, the Abbey waillvays be the first
and last place | saw you.

We started dating at the beginning of my last séenés college. It was
a Thursday night, and second semester classess$testgrted. Two of
my friends and | went to the Abbey (our favorite)ta sit, have a few
beers and catch up. After settling in at one ottigh tables, we noticed
that the bar was sponsoring a Quarters tournanmendecided to play.
After a rather pathetic (and quick) show of ouklattalent, we sat
back down. I lit a cigarette (at that time you wsti# permitted to
smoke in bars) and | heard someone at a nearlg/¢ablaim: “Look—
she even smokes! She’s perfect for you—go talletd’ th looked over
at the table where the voice had come from, butdydn’t turn around. |
was intrigued and kept trying to sneak glancebatdble to see who
exactly | was ‘perfect’ for, but to no avail. Aftabout an hour, | was
engrossed in conversation with my friends wherit lddand on my
shoulder. | turned...
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“Excuse me, | just won the Quarters tournamentthrsds the prize.”
(At this point in time you held up a green Bud Liglat). “I don’t want
it and you look like the kind of girl that mighké something like
this...”

While | certainly had never thought of myself as tippe of girl who
would wear a Bud Light hat, | blushed, smiled aad shank you. And
you walked away. Perplexed, | turned to face nmgnfdis when | heard
you clear your throat and ask me if you could bwgyarshot. As we
walked to the bar, | told you | wasn't a ‘shot-kinfigirl,” but | would
certainly take a beer. You ordered two shots oétlagister and a beer
for each of us. A few beers later | kissed youhia back hallway of the
bar. After the Abbey closed, we ended up talkintj umorning, and
officially became a couple within days.

After college, | moved back to New York. You staymdProvidence.
We broke up twice during that time—once days afigrgraduation,
and again in September. That next February, | darReovidence for a
reunion with my college roommates. You didn’t knthat | also was
coming to Providence for the purpose of breakingyitp you. Our
relationship had always brought me joy, but theas womething
missing. Maybe it was the distance. Maybe it wasdifferences in our
personality. All I know now, and all | knew then svénat | wasn’t
happy anymore. You and | and one of your friendstue the Abbey
that night. | was glad for his presence, becawsash’t quite sure what
exactly to say to you. You had become friendly vaitte of the
bartenders, who agreed to play the short film yad just completed on
the TV in the bar. When | saw that you had deddctéte film to me in
the credits, | felt incredibly callous for whathéw | was about to do.
But | did it anyway.

“I'm not happy anymore.”
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“Are we over?”

“Yes.”

(Silence.)

And that was it. You walked out of my life forever.

There are a lot of pictures of us at the Abbey inptoto albums. I look
at them more frequently than I'd like to admit.ave pieces of the
sweaters | was wearing both nights tucked intoxaviith the cards and
drawings you gave me while we were dating. An evarn, every time |
walk into the Abbey, | can almost see you.

By: KD

21. On Brownell, two houses in from Holden

“Ann” was my best friend in graduate school. Weeaveoth sculpture
students at RISD and bonded within the first fevekee | think the last
time | saw her was a few days after graduatioreaplace. We both
lived on Smith Hill. I lived on the South West cerrof Holden St. and
Jewitt Street. “Ann” lived on Brownell St. in thec®nd apartment east
from Holden. We are both getting married withireasfweeks of each
other this summer, me in CA and she in VA, so meitif us can attend
the other’s wedding. | miss her.

By: Michele Jaquis
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