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for no reason other than a momentary reprieve from the black. You have a lamp on your 
nightstand whose switch is located approximately six inches away from your pillow.
 And even as you’re typing this, you  nd yourself s  lling your hand from creeping 
toward that switch when the music you’re listening to takes a turn for the eerie. You won’t 
look away from the computer screen because you don’t want to meet your mental mirages 
of those shadowy  gures, and you wish your cat would come snuggle like she always does, 
a welcome distrac  on from your illogic.
 Maybe you’re just lonely, you  gure. You’re just crying out for protec  on. You’re 
not actually scared. With that, you begin the cycle anew. Fear is, a  er all, a loathsome 
thing.

Some  mes
   Casey Freeman

 Some  mes I love you like I love scrubbing the toilet. I don’t. At those  mes, 
you are that toilet. Too cold and/or disgus  ng, and I have no desire to use you unless 
necessary.
 But some  mes I love you like I love singing. Carelessly bel  ng out tones that may 
or may not be in tune un  l my throat is rougher than the brand new sandpaper in the 
shed, just because it makes me feel damn awesome. (That means some  mes you make me 
feel damn awesome).
 Much the way songs have an end, you always do something to make me view 
you as a toilet again. We argue over li  le things, always. You try to say I’m a toilet too, but 
oh no, my dear, I am a woman. I’m not full of germs and ew like you. What makes you so 
damn awesome? You’re a twig. How about you make  me for me for once? You’re way too 
serious some  mes. You’re not Keanu Reeves and the world isn’t ending! For being such a 
good speaker, you suck at communica  on. You’re not as mature as you think.
 But I’ll be humble (because I’m that damn awesome) and admit that I’m not 
perfect, either. No, I’m not a toilet–that’s you. I am, at worst, a dandelion. (What? That’s 
not gross enough? I could’ve said tapeworm, but I’m cute. Tapeworms aren’t cute). I pop 
up in your yard, you cruelly decapitate me, and soon enough, I’m back with double the 
force. I’m rather a  ached to you, you see, and you’ll never get rid of me. And one nice day, 
you’ll look outside and  nd that actually, you do rather enjoy my sunny, bu  er petals. And I 
enjoy your me  culously cared for yard.
 Some  mes I love you, as I do many things, with love being loosely de ned. How 
one could love a cold porcelain bowl, I have no idea; but maybe–just maybe–I’m the murky 
build up under your rim.
 And just so you know, I think you’re a damn awesome toilet.


