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Will Frost 

Taste of Fate  

I never liked my grandmother’s old blue house on Elm St. The floor creaked and the off-

white carpet smelled like dog piss and ashtrays. The walls were streaked yellow from all the 

cigarettes smoked inside, and the ceiling fan in the living room wobbled with an incessant 

squeak. But she never asked any questions and worked in a toll booth from 8 a.m. to 8p.m. My 

eyes were still closed, but I heard a repetitive knocking coming from the front door. I knew I 

couldn’t get up to answer it, and even if I could have physically moved in that moment, I still 

probably wouldn’t have. The fear of public interaction would have made me wait until the 

knocking stopped, and I could hear footsteps heavily press against the loose boards on the porch, 

before I let my breath become audible.  

That particular day, as I lay face down in the middle of the floor, my blood was heavy, 

weighed down by the cold sensation of addiction coursing through my veins. I throbbed with 

every icy heartbeat. It was comforting though, my blanket against all that I saw wrong with the 

world. Above me, that damn fan wobbled endlessly and I fantasized about pushing off the floor 

with all my strength and stumbling to the wall fixture to switch it off. Who was I kidding 

though? I wouldn’t get up, I couldn’t get up; eyes open, mind awake, but my body was a lifeless 

replica of a person that no longer existed. In those moments, I was a copy of myself, a version 

that didn’t live for much other than the contents of a little black case on the coffee table. The 

knocking at the door continued. Who the hell knocked for that long? 

As I played a game of cat and mouse with consciousness, eventually whoever had been 

so determined was thwarted away by my ever-lasting capacity to be completely incapacitated. 

Time was mostly relative to me. I never wore a watch and having a phone was illogical due to 
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my propensity to lose, break, and sell anything of value that was my own. When shit was really 

bad, I would have sold my soul had it been a tangible object. So, when I woke up to my 

grandmother and Lilly picking my lifeless body off the floor and onto the couch, I just assumed 

it was sometime after 8 p.m. My eyes were heavy and the pictures relayed to my brain appeared 

with a fantastic blur. I tried to speak but my throat was dried out, I just wanted to thank them, 

even though I deserved the floor. There was an audible distance between myself and everyone 

else during those sobering moments -no inquiry as to the state of my health, no tears shed by 

either person, and definitely no expensive rides to the hospital. The silence in the living room 

was choking; I could feel it wrap its years of disappointment and heart break around my neck 

and slowly start squeezing. No words could compare to the haunting ghosts in that silence, and 

they both knew it.  

Lilly had been through this all before, she had been where I was only three years 

previous. When we first met, she was a chaos wrapped Christmas present with a bow of 

spontaneity on top. Excitement and calculated mischief poured from her curled smile, and it 

folded into the creases of my life with ease. She once had a dire need to, in her words, “live like 

you’re planning to die”. But that was all before she got clean, before reality shook her like a 

gallon of paint at the hardware store and dumped her out on the concrete floor. After all that, she 

spent most of her free time keeping my world from burning down from the inside out.  

When I fully gained consciousness, I could hear voices in the kitchen. Lilly, my 

grandmother, and some other woman that spoke with a low commanding tone. I sat up onto the 

edge of the couch and slowly looked around. Everything in the living room was intact and I 

hadn’t broken the glass coffee table again, which was always a good sign. The windows were 

open wide and the fan wobbled loudly above me. Someone must have been trying to air out the 
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house for the visitor, or maybe I just smelled again. After the haze lifted from all my senses, I 

noticed that my black case wasn’t on the table. A slight volt of panic jolted through my legs, I 

stood up violently to look around but the blood rushed to my head and I ended up crashing onto 

the floor in a blacked-out jumble. When I regained my orientation, Lilly was standing in front of 

me, her face was pursed with concern and her green eyes were heavily sucked back into her 

sockets from lack of sleep. I stood, making sure to take it more slowly this time. 

“I didn’t mean to make a racket,” I said, “I just stood up too fast and blacked out.” 

“I know honey,” she replied, “That always happens after.” 

The tone of her voice was more distant than ever before, I could sense there was 

something not being divulged. I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her small body. 

She was trembling, almost shaking, she leaned into me briefly before pulling away. 

“There is someone here to talk to you,” she said. 

“Oh hell, what did I do?”  

“No, nothing like that,” she replied, “She’s a doctor.” 

Lilly’s eyes hit the floor when she said doctor and I knew immediately what she meant. I 

flinched a little and took a step back. Lilly reached for my hand, her eyes were watery now. 

“Where’s my black case?” I asked coldly. 

All her usual hiding spots flashed through my memory. In the back of the closet, the 

bottom dresser drawer, the glove box in her car, which I’m not allowed to drive anymore. My 

arms tensed up and I could feel the creeping of pins up my spine. My addiction battled my 

rational for the center spot light in my consciousness.  

“That’s what the doctor is here to talk to you about Michael,” 
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The doctor appeared almost on que around the corner of the kitchen, my grandmother 

right behind her. She was a tall middle aged woman with short blonde hair. Big brown eyes 

peered over wire framed glasses and her clothes reminded me of a typical professional 

psychiatrist. 

“Hello Michael,” she said, “My name is Doctor Brandt.” 

“Good morning,” I croaked.  

“It’s the afternoon Michael,” she replied, “Would you like to sit down, so we can talk?” 

I nodded and we all sat at the dining table with serious faces. Doctor Brandt began by 

asking what happened, why I relapsed again. I sat in silence for a little while, fiddling with the 

embroidery of my grandmother’s table cloth. I knew the reason, the same reason I always 

relapsed, but it sounded so stupid now, so manageable had I been stronger. I felt their heavy 

gazes starring through me, waiting for something that justified such self-abuse. Lilly softly laid 

her hand on my shoulder and squeezed gently, attempting to instill just enough confidence into 

me so I would talk.  

“Same as always,” I said, avoiding my grandmother’s stare, “but it doesn’t matter 

because it’s not a valid reason.” 

“Why do you say that?” replied Dr. Brandt. 

I couldn’t reply, tears welled in my eyes and I could feel a lump growing in the back of 

my throat. 

“Your wife told me that this is your third relapse in the last six years, is that correct?” 

asked Dr. Brandt.  

I nodded. 

“Were all your relapses brought on by the same situation?” Dr. Brandt asked. 
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I nodded again, tears now streaming down my cheeks. Dr. Brandt was looking at me 

softly, 

“Then how could your reasoning be invalid?” she finally asked, “If it is a consistent 

theme in your relapse, don’t you think it’s worth considering?” 

Her tone was expecting, waiting for me to snap and burst open with denial. I had heard 

these words before from people who believed I was simply afraid to address my dependencies, 

but that was never the issue. There wasn’t ever a time since the first time I stuck that glorious 

needle into my arm that I thought how I was living was okay, there was never a turn in that road 

that surprised me. I knew who I had been for the previous six years. I felt the pain, like searing 

flesh, that I had caused Lilly and my grandmother. I watched them watch me dig trench after 

trench that I so faithfully buried myself in. I had always been brutally aware of my own self 

destruction, passively living in a life that I could never relate to.  

I wasn’t beaten as a child, nor did I pick up the self-destructive habits from my parents. I 

was raised in a quiet, catholic household that prided itself on always sharing dinner together. I 

never watched my father beat on my mom, or my best friend die in the street because we were in 

the wrong place at the wrong time. No, I didn’t have a disheartening story that clearly explained 

why I folded neatly into the category of ‘drug abuse’. My mind would race for hours, building 

my body into a frenzy of panic and self-loathing. Innately, I hated every little detail of my being. 

Anyone who knew me well knew this, but every relapse was a reset button, requiring a full scale 

re-self-evaluation.    

Everyone around the table was looking at me, still waiting. Always waiting for a reaction. 

I looked to Lilly for an escape, she was my rock, my number one fan. With pleading eyes, I 

silently begged her to save me again, to tell the doctor that I wasn’t having a hard time accepting 
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my disposition, rather, that words became putty in my mouth, slowly finding their way out but 

only after great deliberation. Without words, I begged Lilly to tell Dr. Brandt that I wasn’t just a 

junky, that I wasn’t running from my reality. But what did it matter anyway? All anybody ever 

saw was the relapse. Hope ran from me like cats from water.   

“Michael,” Dr. Brandt asked, “Are you still with us?” 

I nodded.   

“Maybe we should just get to the treatment options,” Lilly interjected. 

Thank god for that woman. Even in college Lilly had been saving me from my lack of 

conversational prowess, and now, seven years after our first date, she still sat faithfully next to 

me explaining what I could never transform into words. Her pain had made her strong. I can still 

clearly remember the days I would come home from class to find Lilly passed out in her own 

vomit, and the fear of not being able to hear her breathe pulsing in my ears. Time stopped in 

those moments, frozen by a glimpse of reality that went away just as quickly as it came. But 

unlike me, she pulled herself out of the hole we were digging to hell. 

Dr. Brandt explained the ins and outs of the treatment facility; the cost, activities, 

narcotics anonymous meetings four times per week, psychiatric counseling, and shuffle board on 

Tuesdays and Thursdays, a recovering addicts’ paradise. I half listened and nodded, making eye 

contact when appropriate, and smiling at Dr. Brandt’s words of encouragement. But I could feel 

the heaviness of the first tinge of withdraws press above my eyes, my mind wandered back to my 

black case; the contents being my only relief. A deep gnawing tried to rip its way out of my 

stomach and into the light, to expose all the broken pieces that my self-loathing mosaic was 

compiled of. I didn’t want Dr. Brandt to notice, but slowly she started catching on, probably 

noticing my consistent fidgeting and perfuse sweating. As my grandmother showed her out, she 
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handed me a brochure for the rehab clinic. It was called ‘Peak Clarity’ and the flyer had a 

woman in a white sweater looking over a grassy knoll off into the distance; the typical 

propaganda.  

Lilly looked at me from across the room. She was defeated. Her eyes were bloodshot and 

dark purple half-moons hung below an overwhelmed gaze. I had never seen her so worn down, 

like an extensively used pencil nub ready for retirement. My grandmother gave me a hug, told 

me she loved me, and closed the door to her bedroom. Lilly and I had been living in her 

basement for a little over a year, and we were all ready for a change.  

Things had been getting bad for me. I was stealing again, not just from random people, 

but from Lilly herself. During a very cold, very long binder, I ended up pawning most of our 

furniture, subsequently blowing it all in dingy bars with sticky wooden floors, or any drugs I 

could get my buddy Ricky to sell me, but not before draining my and Lilly’s joint account. 

Fuckin Ricky. He was the reason I could even find heroin. So, we were broke, I was obviously 

jobless, and Lilly was reaching her limits of sanity. I remember when she found me on the 

bathroom floor, the cold tile oddly warming, and kicked me straight in the ribs to wake me up 

and tell me we were moving in with my grandmother in order to rent out our lovely home. Well 

it was lovely before I sold everything.   

Lilly walked across the living room and sat across from me at the table. The silence 

tasted stale like unfinished sentences, like words never said. She reached out with both hands, 

looking sadly into my own existence. I felt her warmth as our fingers interlaced. I hadn’t seen 

her smile all day and now the faintest softness fell on her face. She was beautiful in that moment; 

strong, defiant, still believing in me. Still believing in us. 

“You know I love you Michael,” she said, “Right?” 
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I caught her gaze, she was looking for something in me. I thought about that statement, I 

thought about what I had put her through. I thought about my black case. 

“Of course, I know, Lilly,” I finally replied, “I just don’t know why. After everything, 

and now this, I can’t rationalize why you wouldn’t go off and live a normal life; be free of days 

like these. You shook all this shit without any help from anybody, and I’m over here happily 

drowning in my own desperation.”  

My voice was getting louder, my muscles tensed up, I knew she would give it back, I just 

needed a distraction.  

Lilly tightened her grip, the green of her eyes even more pronounced by their bloodshot 

backdrop.  

“Michael, we have been through hell together,” she said, “We have walked into the worst 

situations and pulled one another from chaos. Time after time we were always there to raise the 

other up. I didn’t fall in love with you because what you have or what you could be, I fell in love 

with who you are. I fell in love with all your depressive and manic shit just like I fell in love with 

the way you kiss my forehead in the morning and that face you make when you smell broccoli. I 

fell in love with your compassion and how you would give your last five bucks to the old man 

panhandling on 5th street, just like I fell in love with your addiction and self-loathing. I love you 

the way you love me, and right now, we are another’s everything.” 

I desperately attempted to reply. I started to speak a few times but cut myself off. All I 

wanted to utter was a simple ‘I love you’. She closed her eyes and shook her head a little. 

“It’s okay sweetie,” she said “We can talk more later, when it’s not so fresh. But I have 

one thing to say.” 

Lilly looked at me with her ‘I’m sorry’ face and took a deep breath.  
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“I have never asked anything of you when it came to the aftermath of a relapse. I have 

never forced treatment on you or tried to convince you to get conventional help. We have always 

dealt with it ourselves, right?” 

I nodded to confirm. 

“But…I’m asking you now Michael,” she said, “Will you please go to this rehab clinic? 

Will you please go through the N.A. program? Will you please go to counseling sessions to deal 

with the depression? Because I want to spend my whole life with you and who knows when the 

next relapse will be your last breath.” 

The truth of her words weighed on my ears. This was the first time Lilly had ever 

influenced that I get help, she was an avid believer in self-control and being able to handle one’s 

own shit. She once made me lock her in the basement for three days so she could sweat out the 

coke, she always kicked her habits through sheer will. I could feel the earnest place where it all 

came from, the fear in her heart. How could I have said no? How could I have denied this person 

the only request ever made? But then again, how could I have lived in the house of misfit 

children and come out less depressed than when I went in? Wouldn’t all the sadness around me 

just seep into my skin, absorbed quickly like a dry sponge? My mind reeled through all the 

possibilities of further personal decline caused by being around others that also wrestled with 

their own blankets of darkness.  

Lilly looked at me for a long time, smiling every now and then. The room was cold now 

from the open windows and that fucking fan wobbled with vigor. I watched Lilly set my hands 

down and force a loving smile across her face. She reached into the purse slung around her chair, 

producing my little black case. She set it on the table and began to stand. 

“It’s your choice. You are the only one who can make it.” 
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As Lilly walked down the stairs towards our dingy basement bedroom, that smelled even 

worse than the carpet in the living room, I thought of the first time I met Lilly, back in college. 

We met during freshman orientation and became drawn to each other, two chaotic beings 

intertwined in the other’s gravitational pull. I remember going back to my dorm after Lilly and I 

split a fifth of cheap vodka and went night sledding, the first night she kissed me. The soft lights 

of town casted orange coloration on the snow-filled clouds above, it wasn’t natural but it was 

beautiful, and I can hear myself drunkenly repeating the word ‘fate’ as I stumbled past my 

roommate into bed.  

I opened the black case and indulged in the forbidden fruit. I didn’t even think about it, 

my hands new the routine all too well; cooking it down, tying the rubber tubbing around my arm, 

filling just the right dose. I was a well-oiled machine, a professional degenerate in fact.  

 

The floor slammed into my face as groggy eyes opened to a pair of Nike’s standing in 

front of me. My neck was sore, my head pounded like a tribal drum. 

“Get up Michael, you are in the damn way.” 

My grandmother gave me a little kick and walked out the front door, probably off to do 

her Sunday chores. Birds chirped incessantly in the background and I could faintly hear some 

overachieving neighbor mowing his lawn. Everything was crashing down around me. The 

peacefulness of the morning, the fresh smell of grass, hearing Lilly walk up the basement stairs; 

it all fueled the chaos in my mind. I began to spin. My heart was definitely overexerting itself, I 

scanned the room for my case, but could not fully remember what was going on.  

“I love you Michael” 
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Lilly’s voice drew me into reality like an original painting. Despite the previous day’s 

debacles, she wore a soft smile directed at me. The love in her eyes came from a place of deeper 

understanding, a place that few people find and never let go when they do. Her lips twisted into a 

curl, a wildfire of destructive beauty, burning the patches of dead, tan grass under the oak tree I 

played in as a child; turning the protective walls built into the bark to ash in the dimples of her 

smile. She could move the whole world with that smile. 

 I couldn’t do it anymore. I could no longer actively hurt this person. Maybe it was 

another momentary glimpse of sanity, but I sat there, listening to the worst wobbling squeak of 

the century, and I just couldn’t continue this way, I was exhausted; drained by the depression, the 

abuse.  

 “I’ll do it,” I blurted out, “If not for me, then for us. I’ll do it.” 

Lilly was walking into the kitchen. She spun around on her heels, already smiling.  

“You’re right,” I said, “it’s time.”  

The words were awkward in my mouth, not really fitting the shape or sound they should 

have. 

She lunged forward and hugged me fully, only the third time she had touched me all day. 

Lilly buried her face deep into my chest and cried. She wasn’t crying because she was sad, or 

happy that I said yes, I always thought she was crying in that moment because finally it wasn’t 

all on her. She bawled out of relief, it was time to pass the torch.  

 

A week later, on May 16th, I packed a suitcase, drank one last beer, and checked myself 

into Peak Clarity Rehabilitation Hospital. The money Lilly and I had saved living with my 

grandmother was enough to cover the cost of a four month stay at Peak Clarity. With me out of 
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the house and only one mouth to feed, Lilly moved into an apartment not too far from the 

hospital. As I made my recovery, she began to slip back into her previous personality and habits, 

without the drugs; always smiling and jovial when she came for visits, painting again, enjoying 

her mornings with coffee and poetry on her little second floor deck. I had never seen her like 

that, so full in the absence of me as a weight. She was falling back in love, I think; with me, and 

with the world. 

The clinic was bad, at first. During the first two weeks, withdraws sucked every ounce of 

desire to live from my shriveled body. Everything hurt and the inside of my bones felt like ants 

with harpoons for legs crawling through the marrow. But eventually the pain subsided and only 

the despair remained. I began to feel okay. Not normal, because I didn’t even know what that 

was, and the depression continued to have a firm grip on my day to day thoughts, but I developed 

something I hadn’t had in years—hope. I could finally feel a slight loosening of grip from my 

self-hatred, and when Lilly would come visit, always in the warm light of the afternoon, we 

would walk around the grounds hand in hand. It looked like we were going to be okay, like we 

could add another accomplishment to the “how we fixed our fuck ups” list.  

In rehab, the one thing I seemed to have was time. Not that I didn’t have all the time in 

the world when I was using, but days were always crammed together in memory, fuzzy and out 

of focus, often leaving a pungent odor in the air. However, at the clinic, I began to feel the length 

of the days, what it was like to wake up before the sun pried my reluctant eyes open. Not only 

could I feel the length, I could remember all the events that took place in a day, which was a 

pretty wild thing to experience after six years of half-forgotten nightmares. These small things, 

mini-epiphanies, kept me going and helped me step into reality for the first time.  
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When I finished the program in September, Lilly and I moved back into our old house. It 

was weird walking through the hard, oak doorway, the same doorway I used to stumble through 

at 2 a.m., a trail of tequila and blow following me in. We unloaded our new furniture with ease, 

and a bit of playful spirit. Lilly couldn’t stop smiling, or teasing, the entire time. Jumping over 

the couches, running through the halls; she was overjoyed to be home, lost in the bliss of change 

and newness originating from the old. I was struggling still; the weight of the last four months 

had left bruises on my soul. I wanted to be cautious, aware, in control. Lilly on the other hand 

was more than happy to assume the position as the most fun girl that ever lived, dancing in a 

floppy sunhat she bought in Laramie to her father’s Hendrix record in the living room. Her eyes 

were wild again, irresistible, pulling me in, holding me close. My confidence was tucked within 

her own, and in those moments, we were whole again, bound by a force that tasted a lot like fate.       

 


