
	Honey and Home

	If there is nothing left on the horizon, we should let it go. Close the blinds and turn the radio on. Let the sound of the wind play us off stage. The problem with conceding is that someone still wins, and on this end-of-year-voyage, it wasn’t me.
	Laying with my back on the asphalt, Benny gave me the news: the house was being sold, and we had 30 days to move out. We had only lived there 30 days to begin with. The woman who owned the property had sold it as a long-term rental. She showed me a garden in the backyard that was overgrown with dandelions and said: “A project,” as if there was time waiting for me at this doorstep. We took it eagerly, though the price wasn’t great, and the South Van address was a longer bus ride than I had anticipated. We took it because we were the only ones there. No bidding wars, no fear. We had spent months at viewings, crammed into corners as richer couples shouted offers into the air. The property managers were like auctioneers, giving the apartments to the highest voices, thickest check books, smoothest suits. I had never seen property rental as a pastime, more as a bridge. You leave your parents, rent for a while, and then own when you’ve figured out how to show up for work on time and iron your pants. 
	“That’s what you get for living in a rich city,” my mother said. “Ain’t no use fighting with the rich, they’ve got the time to let you suffer.”
	We took the property out of necessity,  and because even though it was a basement suite there were no tenants upstairs, leaving us to the quiet of our own lovemaking or shouting in the mornings. We had even become used to the sound of the mother next door, who screamed at her small children in Mandarin after breakfast as they walked towards the car. One morning, with Benny translating, I heard her say: No, you may not date until you are thirty-five! followed by: It’s time for bed, which I think he mis-heard.
	Now we are on the road, halfway between Edmonton and Banff, I am laying on the icy ground next to a concrete outhouse, and Benny is squeezing his iPhone between his palms in a pose that oddly mirrors a monk. “So, we’ll move,” I say, “We’ve got no other choice.”
	“And where will we move to, Grace? The market is saturated, and we can’t afford anything more than what we’re paying now.”	
	“Well what are we supposed to do? Give up? Live on the streets?”
	“Carlo and Amanda were out on their asses for six months before they found that place in East Van.”
	“That place is a dump, the guy below them has like sixteen cats, the whole place smells of feces.”
	“That’s my point. You wait six months, deplete your savings on motels and Air BnB, only to get shacked up next to a cat man who hasn’t washed his clothes in years.”	
	“God, he does smell doesn’t he?”
	“We can’t do it.”
	“We have to.”
	“No, we don’t.”
	I look up at Benny, his eyes are fixed on me and the slice of pavement below my head.
	He says, “Let her try to make us leave.”
	We had stayed in Edmonton only three nights. The first when we flew in, on the couch of an old high school friend of Benny’s, a young girl that spoke Mandarin to him and had breasts bigger than mine. The second, after we had picked up the car, at a Thriftlodge on Stony Plain that held a broken coffee maker and stained pillows. And the third was spent driving in shifts through the night, leaving the flat lands behind and taking the winter darkness by force. Benny enjoyed the night driving, he said it gave him time to think. “Plus,” he said just before I drifted off to sleep, “When the snow blows into the windshield I feel like I’m hitting light-speed.”
	After the eviction text, we drive in silence for a while. The snow is heavier as we hit the Rockies, and Benny takes an extra shift once he sees my hands shaking. I press my nose to the window and let the fog of my breath expand and contract as we speed through a sea of white trees. “How will we do it?” I ask. His eyes are focused on the road.
	“We’ll call the tenancy board first, get some advice.”
	“We have rights.”	
	“Of course.”	
	“We should have made her sign a longer lease. I just thought…”
	“It’s not your fault. She told us it would be no problem later on. Plus, we didn’t know if we would like it.”	
	“I don’t know if preference is a factor anymore. We couldn’t have done another month of searching. The open house hours are always during my work day, if I missed another afternoon meeting I’d be canned.”
	“You won’t have to.”
	“We can’t just stay there.”	
	“We can.”
	“What, like squatters?”
	“Exactly.”
	“That’s crazy. And you aren’t thinking longterm.”	
	“We won’t stay there forever, but why should we be the ones breaking our backs while she rakes in money from the sale of the house.”	
	“Hm.”
	“What?”
	“No, I agree. It just opens us up for a lot of drama.”
	“Let me worry about the landlord.”
	“It’s not just her, what about the tenancy board? The police? She won’t let us stay without a fight.”
	“So, we’ll fight.”
	“That seems like more energy than finding a new place.”
	“Grace, this is important. If we let landlords get away with this stuff then the cycle never ends. How many people do you know that are living in unfair rental situations?”
	“I don’t know. All of them probably.”
	“Right, and how many of them pack up their things and move out when the landlords give them a month, a week, five days notice?”
	“Well who wants to live in a house where they aren’t wanted?”
	“Some things are bigger than us. We have a chance here, to take a stand.”
	“I think you’ve got a hero complex. It’s an apartment, Benny. A basement suite. How much is it really worth?”
	When we get home the sun is just coming up over the mountains. I open the door to see our couches, dining table, and the small TV on the glass entertainment stand. It all looks normal, in place, as we had left it. I guess I had expected broken windows, maybe letters stuck to the door screaming eviction dates at us. Benny seems un-phased. He puts his rucksack on the floor, sweeps me into his arms and says, “Welcome home.”
	The car was a gift from my Aunt Rachel. She lived just outside of Edmonton, in a town called Gibbons. Her husband had worked in the oil fields, three weeks on, one week off. The North was good work for young men who fought with their hands instead of their words. Her husband, Robbie, was a worker. On his days off he would cut firewood, fix sinks, and re-build the engines of old worn out Camrys that sat on their property. He was not an unhappy man, though when he spoke of his colleagues, with their cocaine parties and young simplicity, he grew stern. After dinner, with a beer in hand and the radio on the soft rock channel, he would stand at the window looking out at the night, mumbling quiet curses at the rock, snow, and the Canadian expanse. Last spring the company he had been with for nine years downsized. All the big contractors were doing it, the news called for a recession. Robbie took his truck down to Slave Lake, set it to drive, and drank a two six of Alberta Pure as he slipped into the still-chilled waters.
	Aunt Rachel told Benny and I that if we made it to Edmonton, we could take our pick of the Camrys. I couldn’t stand connecting buses to and from work, and Benny was happy for any sort of machinery that made his days more efficient. So we booked flights, planned our trip, and were soon the owners of a half-rusted 1993 Camry, with a brand new engine perfectly placed by my dead Uncle Robbie. “It’s a bit macabre, isn’t it?” I asked Benny after we’d said goodbye to Aunt Rachel. “I mean, he put so much life into this car. He put his soul into it. But he didn’t leave enough for himself. He split himself up into so many pieces, scattered over so much land… what was left in his body?”
	“You can’t split up a soul,” Benny replied. “It isn’t like an orange.”
	The first week goes by and no one comes to the house. There is no reason they should, unless our mail goes into the wrong slot, or the tree in the backyard falls down. Benny did not respond to the text message about our eviction. “Anything we say can be used against us,” he explained. I thought our landlord might take the silence as protest, that she would roll up quietly in her green Land Rover, bumping it effortlessly into the back of our new but used Camry, click her heels down the concrete steps to our suite door, and slap me until I bled, cutting through my cheek flesh with pointed nails. But she didn’t come. “That would never happen. It’s not just illogical, but imaginative, ridiculous. Stop letting your mind run,” Benny said.
	Benny was calm. More so than usual, though still surprisingly un-guilty about our choice of defiance. “I want to leave,” I said on the second day. “I want to pack up and go. We can drive back to Alberta, and stay with Aunt Rachel until we get settled.”
	“We can’t live there, you know we can’t.”
	“We could try.”
	“One week in those flatlands and you’d have an episode. The cold, the emptiness, the rednecks. Does that appeal to you?”
	“I’m an artist, Benny. I thrive on pain.”
	“That won’t give you art. It will give you depression. Seasonal and beyond.”
	So we stay. By the third week I am restless at work. Our office holds only four employees, all young Emily Carr graduates, whose desks are covered in anti-war stickers, feminist ally pins, and LGBTQ+ flags. The memories of art school, of unprotected sex, of saving the world through collages and craft beer are still fresh in the minds of the others. I am the eldest, four years graduated, turned bitter by giving up my dreams of a New York studio for the confines of a small graphic design office. But the work is steady, the clients are kind, and sometimes I am commissioned to make logos for fringe festival pieces that feature men with breasts or acid influenced orgies. If I feel that my artistic talent is going to waste, after the third Go Green Vancouver advert this month, I take out my sketchbook and draw fire. Fire has always been my favourite muse. Fire on a hilltop, fire in the eyes of lovers, and, more recently, houses on fire. Single-homes, trailer parks, walk-ups, and duplexes on duplexes on duplexes. 
	Benny manages a restaurant in Kitsilano. Sometimes after work I take the 99 down Broadway, and let him coax my problems out with beer and cheese platters. “I just don’t feel right about it,” I say tonight. “I can’t sleep because I’m sure that I can hear her walking down our stairs, or breathing on the other side of the windows.”
	“You worry too much.”
	“Has she said anything to you?”
	“She has called a few times, I haven’t answered.”
	“Did you end up seeing that place today? What was it like?
	“The usual, an advertised two-bedroom that turned out to be a closet and a solarium for two thousand a month.”
	“Jesus…”
	“We’ll keep looking, don’t worry. We only have to stay there until we find somewhere decent.”	
	“Decent. That’s what it comes down to. Livable, acceptable, not dilapidated.”
	“I don’t like it either, Grace.”
	“Then why don’t we move? Maybe this city isn’t right for us. If we can’t make it now, then when? I’ve hit the salary ceiling at work, and you’ll never make more than forty thousand at this place. Why not go somewhere affordable, where we can work less and relax more?”
	“Because then they win.”
	When I get home there is a Land Rover parked outside of the house. In the darkness I can’t tell its color, black or green or matte grey. But my steps slow, and I feel cold inside. I circle the house, coming around the left, opposite to where our door stands. My ears are awake, taking in every breath of wind, every car horn and door slam. As I round the corner, the automatic light switches on and I almost throw up my stomach. The yard is empty. I go down the stairs and try the door handle. Locked. I go inside, and lay on the ground. Benny finds me like this at three AM when he gets home. “What are you doing?”
	“I just needed to level out.”
	“On the floor? Did you sweep?”
	“No, Benny, I did not sweep.”
	“Well it’s probably filthy.”
	“I don’t care.”
	“Is this about the house? Grace, do we have to go over this again? It’s exhausting.”
	“You’re right. Maybe it doesn’t matter.”
	“What?”
	“I mean, how obscene it is to even care. Do you remember anything about quantum physics?”
	“I stopped sciences in grade eleven.”
	“Atoms won’t stay put. They disappear and reappear without any notice. Travelling in between dimensions, in and out of space and time and reality as we know it.”
	“I’m tired, and you’re clearly tired, maybe we should table this until the morning.”
	“So, why care? If atoms can’t fucking stay put, and the world might be another world, on top of another world, in between four more worlds, on the back of a turtle, laying in a grass bed, wearing fur mitts and sunglasses, watching football on a stardust television.”
	Benny moves to the kitchen and puts the kettle on. The click of it’s plastic button reverberates in my mind as the water starts to boil. Benny always drinks tea when he’s thinking. When we first met he ordered four green tea’s in a row at Starbucks, as I spewed out my life stories of growing up on cattle farms and being a blue haired vegetarian. He didn’t speak until I had stopped, and then carefully held my hand across the table whilst running his forefinger over the top of his glass. “So, don’t go back there,” was his answer.
	“What do you mean?”
	“Just because you were born somewhere, doesn’t mean you’re meant to be there. Maybe Alberta doesn’t match your values. So you can visit, or vacation, but you should never live there. You won’t thrive.”
	I lift myself off of the floor and sit at the table with Benny. He pours me a cup and we both sit silently, staring a the walls of a house, not a home. “Honey,” Benny says.
	“What?”
	“I was just thinking that this tea would be better with honey.”
	I stay quiet.
	“Do you remember Karen? The vietnamese girl who used to bartend with me?”	
	“Yeah, I remember her.”
	“She became a bee keeper.”
	“Really? I didn’t see that coming.”
	“She works out in Hawaii, harvesting honey and raising bees.”
	“That sounds relaxing.”
	“She sent Kyle a letter. She said that she lives on a community farm, where everyone pitches in with whatever talent they have. She used the words ‘perfect’ and ‘blissful’ over and over again. It stuck with me.”
	“Great. Do they need a sketch artist?”
	“You do more than sketch.”
	“But less than farm honey.”
	“Hawaii would be nice.”
	“We can’t go to Hawaii, we have to stay here and fight the good fight, remember?”
	“I’m starting to wonder if there is a winner in this fight, Grace. That place I looked at today, and the way the people fought each other for it… it’s not right. I’m not like those people. We aren’t.”
	“You love it here though. The mountains, the ocean, the ferry rides. We can’t afford to move to Hawaii. And we aren’t American, we couldn’t work.”
	“It doesn’t have to be Hawaii.”
	“Look, I wasn’t trying to guilt you in to anything…”
	“Maybe this isn’t our honey farm.”
	I drink my tea. We sleep.
	In the morning she arrives. I hear the click of her heels. I stare at the door and let the knocking continue without moving. After a few minutes, her heels walk back up the stairs, and I hear a car pull out. Benny joins me in the kitchen, shirtless in his flannel pyjamas. “Good morning, honey,” he says.
	We have five days until the first of the month, and nothing is packed. I tried putting my old university textbooks in a box last week, but Benny came home and silently unpacked them, settling them back onto the shelves with the dried flowers and the carved bone boxes that his grandmother had given him. Yesterday I found him staring pensively at the empty box that still sits next to the bookshelf. He looked calm, almost amused as he regarded it, and at the end he gave it a little kick before going back to his morning routine. 
	I take the car down to Jericho beach after work. Benny is off today, and he attended three open houses, each of which he sent me detailed accounts of the location, price, and failure. From the inside of the car the waves look comical, almost pixelated as they fall onto the shoreline. I try to imagine the end of the world, not in apocalyptic terms, but the edge, as if it were a table top. What if the ocean hit a border, a plastic fence, that sent the sea creatures writhing into the air, smacking their scaled bodies into the transparent wall that signified the end of their journey. Would they turn around? Or bash their skulls into the edge with some hope of breaking through? A futile attempt, with no one to witness their gloried efforts and no sympathy when they collapse and die. Where does weakness lie? Is it in the failure to fight? Or the inability to see a senseless waste of time? Benny calls and I let it ring. 
	I get home late. He has fallen asleep on the couch, watching some sort of Korean soap opera. I sit down beside his sleeping form, laying one hand on his right thigh which causes him to shuffle, sticking his face further into the couch. I lay a blanket over him, and walk over to the bookshelf. I begin to pack. First the books, and then the blankets. Benny’s clothes, and mine. When I pull down a pile of jackets from the top of our bedroom closet, a card falls out. It’s from my Uncle Robbie and it reads: Happy birthday honey-bee, keep that stinger high! I lay it on top of the jackets with a smile. 
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