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 the place we met 
a projection & visual narrative of our love





What a love you can find when you’re searching for it
How easily our minds warp and change  
to embody the most incomplete person as sublime
To form a love that is all-consuming
One that captivates the body
Lets you feel what you thought could not be felt
Makes you wish you could speak in sonnets
So your lover’s ears would only be greeted with the sweetest sounds
That the tips of your fingers were just slightly more delicate  
so you could feel them in excess
Or that your eyes could reflect the light of them into your sight  
in such a way that they would exist as far as the eye could see
An infinity mirror where nothing else is in focus but them
Maybe a few thousand more taste buds so the salt you lick  
from their skin would sit on your tongue a while longer
So you could savor them once they’re gone…
Have every curve of their body embedded in your brain
Feel the softness of their skin at your fingertips  
when they’re no longer around
This is a love we created ourselves
Fueled by another longing soul
Because what we want to feel, we will
To love to be in love—
How beautifully destructive  

L. Koontz
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My Momma

The woman who knew all along and convinced me this piece 
was worth finishing.

Hopey

My sister who literally shared that first moment. 

Lindsay Ella

My younger self who walked beside me through every detail.

Laura

My official love addiction sponsor. 

Glenna

The woman who reminds me of the value in how quickly and 
purely I love.

All of you have understood me, my insanities, my masoch-
ism and my inability to overcome life when love consumes 
me. You have each picked me up through the continual falls, 
brushed me off and said words of wisdom and encouragement. 
And even when I never listened… you loved me anyway. I am a 
stronger me, because of you— thank you.
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Over the past two years I have been studying at Ohio Univer- 
sity as a graduate student while focusing my research on Athens, 
Ohio. The Place We Met started as a way for me to navigate through 
the relationships that connected to this thesis research. My feet 
have walked miles upon the uneven brick roads. My body has 
been fueled by the delicious food that the people of this place 
dedicate their lives to making available. I have spent countless 
hours trying to make sense of this thesis, using mapping as way 
of exploring and experimenting my presence here in Athens.

Our presence contributes to the change of our perception 
of place — along with time, experience and those we connect 
with. Personal connection is what shifted the meaning and 
intention behind this particular map. On my own search for 
understanding the person that became the strongest connec-
tion of intimacy during the last nine months —I turned to the 
process of mapping.

Our connection yearned for explanation. I needed to see 
where we started, where we went and how we parted. This place 
looked different because of my experiences with you. Our 
connection transformed my perception and inserted me into 
a skewed reality. You shifted my focus and changed my course. 
Now, I have finally fully explored your waters and I am ready to 
paint our story.

As I brushed over the rivers and roads, topped by black dots 
of buildings I have entered —I only saw you. I could not see 
that river as just the Hocking River. It was the river that you ran 
beside and where I have cried multiple times. Union Street was 
not just a place I had been a thousand times before you, but the 
street our paths crossed. Dow Lake was no longer the previous 
summer’s place of refuge, but this summer’s place we never got 
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to experience. The grass in my backyard became the spot where 
I watched you leave me— over and over again.

My own address became the place I loved you the most. My 
doorbell became the sound of you arriving unannounced. 
My dance room became the floor you swept me off my feet. 
My living room became the place we fell in love. My kitchen 
became the spot where you leaned over my island to tell me 
you had never loved any as you loved me. My shower is where 
we repeatedly washed away our sins under the falling water. 
And my bedroom—my bedroom became our home. 

We met in all of those places, at different times, as different 
people. Our relationship became like that of traveling through 
the Roundabout. ‘Round and ‘round and ‘round the Round-
about… no path served our destination, so we continued to 
circle about.

Through the multitude of our landscapes, we tried to locate 
our love. We tried to affirm our position within this place hop-
ing to feel comfort in knowing where we were. We mapped our 
way in and out of love. Just as maps are perpetually ephemeral, 
I suppose so was our relationship. As soon as our paths crossed, 
the map that came before, was no longer accurate. The journey 
that we paved together changed the landscape of our future.

The Place We Met, is my narrative of our journey. It is not a 
comprehensive record of our relationship with the day-to-day 
details of moments we shared. It is a map of certain memories 
that I will never forget. This map has allowed me to find my  
way through the unknown territory of experiencing myself 
within you. It exists as the only tangible memory of what never 
truly was.



 18 West Union Street

I was sitting on the bench outside of the Union Bar & Grill 
beside my sister. You were headed west accompanied by two 
friends. As our paths crossed, our eyes met. You turned to look 
back at me not long after you passed. My wave brought everyone 
back to that bench where conversations began.

You were dressed in light blue scrubs with a giant bandage 
on your head, black framed glasses and running shoes. You 
were role-playing for the Athens Halloween Block Party. 

I stood before you and I asked three questions.
“Are you single?”
“Yes.”
“Are you gay?”
“No.”
“Are you involved in any kind of love?”
“No.”
Each response was led by a lick of your lips to then form a 

half grin. That same grin I later recognize as part of the cos-
tume you wear when you are lying.

We exchanged numbers. You and your crew headed west 
again to end at Jackie-O’s and my sister and I headed back into 
the Union. Our paths parted, but only for a short while. As my 
sister and I left the Union, you walked out of Jackie-O’s. You 
called out my name, “Misty!”

I walked towards you and when my body met up with yours, 
you placed your arm around my waist. Your palm firmly rested 
on my left hip. You said, “I will text you tomorrow.”

I awoke the following morning to the first text.
“Good morning. How is beautiful Misty this morning?”

the spot our paths crossed1



From this moment we began writing our story. We start-
ed creating the paths that would become the landscape of our 
love. Ever since that night when I walk past that bench that held 
my body and I see that sidewalk that supported our feet —I am 
reminded of the power and mystery of fate.

On November 16, 2014 the Union Bar & Grill burned 
down. The sidewalk we stood upon and exchanged our first 
words is now closed off with caution tape. The bench where 
I first laid eyes upon you is now fenced off with a sign nearby 
that says, “Danger. Hard Hat Area.”



20 South court street 

24 west union street 

the ridges building 19

We met up at The Athena Cinema on Court Street. I hate go-
ing to the movies on a first date — sitting in awkward silence 
when we should be speaking and getting to know one another. 
Anyway, you sat us in the very back row. I pretended to watch 
the movie. It was called Kill the Messenger. You wore a yellow 
button down shirt and black jeans. I don’t recall what clothes  
covered my skin. You kissed me abruptly within the first 20 
minutes. It caught me off guard. After the movie we walked to 
Jackie-O’s and had a few drinks. We then headed to the Ridges 
for a Halloween party.

It was there that I felt my feelings start to change form. We 
danced for hours. You knew nobody, yet you joined in the fun 
and danced as if you had been around me for years. It was in 
the North Space where you picked me up and spun me around 
for the first time. I had never experienced a man literally sweep 
me off my feet and in that moment I understood. I was losing 
control of my own heart. 

I took a break from the dance floor just to lean against a wall 
and watch your body move to the music. You have a particular 
way of moving your feet. Your body dances on its toes as each 
foot takes a turn being in the lead, while your upper body leans 
forward and your arms are bent, swaying to the rhythm. In that 
moment, with the cold wall against my back and my eyes steady 
on your movement, I started to see you for the first time. What 
I saw was a beautiful man foreign to everything I had known 
that came before.

Your foreign nature would quickly become the most famil-
iar part of the next nine months of my life.

our first date2
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138 east state street

My address became the place where you and I explored the  
territory of one another the most. We spent hours turning our 
bodies inside out, creating ideas of who the other person was 
and the purpose we served in one anothers’ lives. 

My couch was the object that held our bodies when I first 
confessed that I was falling in love with you. It was my kitch-
en that you first spoke the words “I Love You.” It was upon 
my wooden floor you proposed and asked me to birth your 
children. It was within the walls of my dining room where we 
shared our first meal. On this ground we tried to navigate our 
way through the nature of our love. 

It was here that I was lost and you were found. It was in this 
place that you became the alternate ego I had created for you. 
It was here that I spent hours and hours waiting…waiting…for 
you to come.

It was here where you sat on the corner of my couch and 
told me that you were not who I thought you were. It was here 
that you first tried to reveal your reality because you recog-
nized that the foundation of our relationship was being built 
with materials that could not sustain any structure. 

Between these walls you danced for me, swaying that beau-
tiful dark body to the rhythm of Badu. In this place you put 
your spell on me like that of black magic. You took my hands 
and moved my body with yours. We would dance together, wine 
spilling over the rim of the glasses and onto the floor. But our 
bodies never missed a beat, even when the music stopped.

5 where i had you the most



39 north court street

The first and last place you tried to tell me the truth was at a 
bar called The Pub. We walked from Broney’s to their front 
door which I had never entered before that day. I suppose this 
fits the context of the situation—unfamiliar territory. You  
ordered food. I ordered beer. I could not eat as my nerves had 
gotten the best of me. You attempted to tell me and stated you 
greatly feared my reaction. Yet you could not seem to speak 
the words that were consuming your thoughts and creating the 
anxiety that shook my bones. 

You asked me for time, something that became a constant 
request from you— time. You tell me you have feelings for me 
but that you should not have let things go this far.

The conversation weaves in and out of a dialogue between 
sadness, broken hearts and desire. There was a table of four 
older men sitting behind us, doing shots. Their laughter 
would cross the air between us and try to break the tension.

You called yourself an idiot. You continue to try and con-
vince me that you are not who I think you are. You call yourself 
a bad person. You tell me your life is not smooth and that you 
do not want to bring me into it.

You caressed my arms. You held my hands. You wiped my 
tears with the washrag that lives in your back pocket. You ran 
your fingers back and forth on the top of my thighs. You gave 
me a kiss and then another. You tell me you don’t want things 
to change between us. You tell me you want to talk everyday 
and still see me everyday. You want what we had but without 
defining it as a relationship. You tell me I am the best woman 
you ever had. 

I put my hands in front of your chest with palms facing up 
and I say, “I lay my heart down before you. Do you want it?”

6 you tried to tell me the truth



You grabbed my hands, looked me in the eyes and said, 
“Yes, please.”

This was the first time we realized we could not let go of 
whatever it was that we never even had.

I told you I would be patient and understanding as long as 
you needed but that I would not let you keep my heart forever, 
if you could not find a way to speak the truth.

We parted ways.
That evening I lay in my bed and found my mind racing for 

all the explanations you could not give. I kept searching for all 
the things it could be that you needed to tell me. It was in my 
bed that I first started to feel the calm before the storm that 
would be the constant weather of our love.



u.s. 50 east

The road that leads me to the truth is the same road that takes 
me to the town where I grew up. On Thanksgiving evening, 
I was laying in bed at my mother’s house. Haunted by the  
incessant need to figure out what it is you needed to say, I spent 
my time searching you on the internet. I was surprised to re-
alize your lack of presence on the web. There was nothing of 
you, for hours, until suddenly there was. Your truth was found 
in the following words: Athens County Probate Court released these 
marriage licenses issued during May 2014. There was your full name 
and age followed by hers—both in bold text.

My heart fell to my toes. My guts churned. I texted you 
everything I had found that night. We fought back and forth 
until 3:00 a.m. I felt paralyzed. Unable to adjust. Unable 
to tell you to fuck off. I needed to understand why and how. 
You called me. You begged me to allow you to explain when I  
returned to Athens. 

She was born on the exact same day as I, only nine years 
later. This was the first night I cried myself to sleep over you.

When I returned to Athens, you came to my house. Within an 
hour before your arrival, I had consumed a bottle of wine and 
a pack of cigarettes. You wanted to know how I found out. You 
asked me to show you the website. You apologized, the first of 
a thousand to follow. You grabbed my body and held me as I 
cried in your arms. You asked for my friendship but I told you 
friends do not feel like we feel. We ended up in my bedroom 
where our bodies collided to temporarily mask the sorrow. 

Every morning that followed I would open my eyes and  
realize the depth of your waters. I found myself drowning  
because I never learned how to swim. There was no map to 
guide me through your troubled land. I could see the suffering 
that was coming my way, but I still loved you.

7 the road to truth



55 hospital drive

One morning, I woke up dizzy and unable to stand. I called my 
momma to tell her something was wrong and that I felt like I 
was going to faint. She advised I call 911. I have a blurry mem-
ory of dialing and speaking to the operator on the other end. 
The man asked me if I could unlock the front door before the 
ambulance arrived. 

The next thing I know, there is a police officer standing 
over my body with two male paramedics. I was in the fetal  
position in the doorway beside my front door. That same space 
where you would leave me for the last time months later. The 
police officer nudged my legs with his foot and asked me if I 
had taken any drugs or if I had been drinking in excess.

I responded no. I then mumbled that I had drank too much 
wine and smoked too many cigarettes with no food in my sys-
tem. The men picked me up to my feet and helped me to the 
back of the ambulance. I sat on the stretcher barely conscious. 
I hear them discussing my heart tattoos that sit below the need-
ed vein in the crevice of one’s inside elbow. They continued to 
compliment the ink as they struggled to put the I.V. in.

I was told I was dehydrated and for the next five hours I sat as 
that slow drip of fluids brought my mind and body back to a 
clearer state of consciousness. I could not handle the truth of 
you or the reality that I dug out from under your feet. That 
hospital room became the metaphor of those tattoos I put 
upon my skin to remind me of the nature of love. My left arm 
holds the heart in color but with one strand of black thread 
that represents the negative aspect of falling in love. My right 
arm holds the same heart but black with one strand of red 
thread to remind me that there is still hope.

8 self destruction led me to here



As I sat in that room and listened to the beeping of the  
machines, I stared at those hearts upon my sleeve. You were 
once that red thread on my right arm. You reminded me that 
I could love again after such a fall from the ending of my mar-
riage. You made me believe that I could trust in a man and 
even trust in myself. But in that moment, between those cold 
hospital walls, you suddenly shifted from that red thread of 
hope. I saw you now as the black thread that had tainted our 
love. You were the lie that turned my heart back to black. 

I still shake each time I look down and see that red thread 
weaving through the arteries of my blackened heart. I did not 
know on this day that I would still love you for the next eight 
months. I did not know that there was more truth to be learned 
or that our love would be the most unhealthy I had ever experi-
enced. I could not see the reality of the power you had over me. 
I could not see that my loving you was killing me softly and that 
it would continue to do so for months to follow.



115 carriage hill drive 

I came here one Wednesday evening in hopes that I could  
escape you. See, every Wednesday you would come to my place 
after your three days of working. Your job requires you to stay 
on site. After that third day apart, midnight would come and 
you would be on your way to me. You always walked in, used the 
restroom then came into my bedroom, took off your shoes and 
asked me about my day as you held me in your arms. But on 
this particular Wednesday, I needed to not be home.

Taking refuge in my friend’s apartment consisted of glasses 
of rum, laughter and smoking with her boyfriend. All seemed 
well until my phone began buzzing over and over.

She was texting me everything. I contacted her a few days 
before and asked for any evidence of the relationship between 
you two. Every text and every pic you two shared in the month 
of June was now in my hand. Once again, I fell apart. I began 
texting you everything she was sending me. 

After my meltdown, and my friends consoling my madness 
that is the aftermath of your lies, we walked to get cigarettes 
and doughnuts. The road down is a giant concrete hill that sits 
beside another giant grassy hill. When we returned, my friend 
decided to run as fast as possible up that giant grassy hill and 
ended up losing her keys. This led to us three searching at 
night through mud and overgrown grass, hoping we could get 
back into her place. I stood at the top of the hill to take a break 
and giggle at the situation when I saw you driving up the hill.

As soon as you parked and your body got out of that car, I 
lost my cool — again. I honestly could not wrap my head around 
the words you texted her. It was not even so much your actions 
of dishonesty but literally seeing those words caused me to go 
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insane. Those words, in that order, were once said to me. Now 
they were meaningless and I just could not understand.

We argued in between two cars. You leaned on a truck. I sat 
on the ground. You cried, begged and kept putting your hands 
on your face as though to cover your shame. This went on until 
I was so upset I could barely breathe, let alone speak. 

My friend came down with efforts to rescue me. She 
touched my back and told me it was time to come back inside. 
She then asked you to leave. For once, I listened. I stood up, 
barely able to walk as she led my body back to her door.

We came inside and I fell to the floor and bawled. I heard 
her and her boyfriend talking back and forth, questioning why 
you were still in the parking lot. I heard her say she was going 
to text you to leave and call the cops if you did not. I then sat up 
and separated the blinds to look at you. 

I watched you for what felt like an hour. You just stood 
there with your back against that truck. My vision was blurry 
from the amount of crying, but I could see you so clearly. I saw 
you standing there, finally paying for your sins.

You were not leaving, so my friend marched back down to 
tell you to go. I just watched from above between those two 
lines of plastic. You finally started to walk back to your car 
with your hands behind your head. My chest physically ached 
as I felt my heart grow heavier with every step away from me 
you took. My heart was broken because of you. Yet, in that  
moment, as I watched your body language, I finally under-
stood that you were just as broken as I.



 9 months. 39 weeks. 273 days. 6,574 hours. 394,462 seconds.

 On the night of our nine month anniversary, I caught you out 
of the corner of my eye. I could identify your walk even as the 
distance between us left your body slightly blurry. When we 
spoke earlier I was under the assumption that you were not 
leaving home. But there you were, clothed in the materials I 
had bought you.

I was overcome with emotion — anger to be exact. The rage 
fueled my adrenaline and without a thought, I charged towards 
you. You turned to look behind you, and did a double take 
when your eye caught me. You put on that grin you wear when 
your dishonesty has been exposed. The words that followed 
from my tongue shot bullet holes through your ears, but you 
did not seem to notice. We were surrounded by an audience 
of strangers—Court Street was busy that evening. I was mak-
ing our private world available to the public ears that chose to  
listen. All self control had left me the second I saw you.

Our bodies end up beside one another on the back pa-
tio of Pigskin. Shame and sorrow replaced the anger at this 
point. My body became weak as your explanations and apol-
ogies drowned my energy. They gathered at my feet topped by 
the simple one line of “I love you.” That was the last time you 
spoke those words to me.

You sat me down beside your friends so you could go use 
the bathroom. I stared at those two boys as they laughed and 
exchanged stories. Then I interrupted their conversation 
when I heard the word affair. The one friend was telling some 
story about a man who had an affair and something about 
Buddhism. The friend listening turned his attention to me.  

He was short with dark hair, skinny build and small wire 
framed glasses. He spoke in broken English — words that 
sounded clearer than any you had ever spoken to me.

 our time was never ours



He turns to face me and says, “I can see you run by your 
emotions, your feelings. The sorrow is painted on your face. 
Are you an artist? I am in sciences. See, I live by logic and  
rationale. I feel you have none. You will be okay. He love you. 
You two will have family. It will be okay.” 

The stranger continued to embrace me with the comfort 
you were too proud to give. You returned and sat at the table 
across from us. He told you to come to me and hold me. You 
followed his instruction. I was frozen like a statue and unable 
to receive the comfort that was shadowed by your ego. 

Closing time led us to the street and inside your car. For the 
first time, you did not open the door for me. Three boys piled 
in the back. I sat in the front and stared at your profile. The 
one boy was so drunk you all feared he would puke. Only four 
turns of the car and we were at my front door. You dropped me 
off with no hug, no kiss. You left me soaked in tears. You paid 
me no mind.

The following night you returned to my front door to ring 
the sound of your arrival. The couch was holding my lifeless 
bones. You sat in my chair as silence filled the air between us. 
Your phone in your hands as it always is when you are wanting 
to ignore your feelings. Your culture has shut that part of your 
humanity down. 

I had not eaten that day. You begged me to eat. You tried 
to get me food. I refused. You told me you would go get me a 
chocolate bar and soda to help me feel energetic. I refused. So, 
you came to me, sat beside my body and rubbed my back gen-
tly. You said, “Please. Please eat something. I can’t stand to see 
you like this. What can I do?” I turned back to look at you, still 
enamored by your beauty. 



I said, “I want you to fuck me.” 
You stood up immediately. You put on that smile I grew to 

love and you asked, “Are you sure?” After I nodded my head, 
you walked to my kitchen and then called for me to come. 

We undressed. You placed my naked body upon the same 
island you first confessed your love. It was not long before I 
pushed you away. You pulled me back against you and grabbed 
me tight. This was the firmest embrace we had ever shared. My 
salty tears joined the bitter sweat that coated your skin.

You left to get me that chocolate bar and soda. I showered  
to try and eliminate the presence of you — but it only washed 
away our fluids. You returned. We sat on the couch as What 
Happened, Miss Simone? played on the t.v. in the background. 
You rubbed my leg and told me you would not leave until I 
finished the candy and drink. I ate slower than ever before  
because I knew this would be the last time you left me.

I finished reluctantly and then turned to face you. I ran my 
hand on the back of your neck until my finger tips ended on 
the surface of your lips. I spent some moments simply touch-
ing your skin, admiring your African beauty and feeling the 
pain that was palpable between our bodies. I told you that I 
created you, for I always called you by your middle name and 
no one else did—except your mother. I explained how I had 
given you all the patience and time you had requested but that 
my time had finally run out.

I understood the struggle you faced. The situation you were 
in was unique and it made our love not only complicated but 
impossible to exist within the boundaries of reality. I told you 
our love was tragic from the moment we crossed paths. We had 
built a foundation on quicksand. We were star-crossed lovers 
with no direction to take.



I told you it was time for us to cut off all communication. 
You said you felt like that was the right decision but you did 
not want a complete blackout. You wanted to at least be able to 
check on me and my daughter. As gravity pulled the tears from 
my eyes, I told you that I needed a complete blackout. I then 
asked you to ignore me when I caved and reached out to you.

You fell silent. You put your hands on your face. You then 
spoke the words, “I need to go now, okay?” I nodded. You 
walked out my door. No final embrace. No final words of love. 
No final meeting of our eyes, just the vision of your back as you 
turned the corner to leave. With the sound of the door closing 
came the sound of my heartache louder than ever before.

This was not the last of you as I had intended. All along there 
were so many red flags but they flew static. There was not 
enough agitation for a whole-hearted attack. Then you sud-
denly waved your muleta and my heart was overcome with rage. 
You were always the matador testing my reactions. Standing in 
the arena, awaiting my arrival so you could make your pass. I 
had entered ignorant to your game but I performed with you, 
beside you and before you—until the final moment of truth.

Nine months ago when I told my momma about you, she 
said, “Baby, I got a bad feeling in my gut about this. This is not 
gonna turn out well…”



nfu ni ne eya.


