
I Go by Percival Now 
Aside from the mold, things were going okay today. I’d got the keys early; made copies for 
everyone, including Marlow. Got the sofa up the stairs, scuffed the leather a bit, but that didn’t 
matter in the grand scheme of things. No, in the grand scheme of things, everything was going 
to be okay. I didn’t need to paint any walls, although banana was far from my favourite shade of 
yellow. I’d got the characterful property everyone dreams of in the market square, with beams 
that weren’t oppressive, but simply charming. My sister, a tad anxious, was concerned about the 
carbon monoxide alarm, or lack there of, but I’d get that checked at the weekend and until then, 
as promised, won’t turn the heating or stove on. That’s the thing with old buildings, the fixtures 
aren’t quite what they used to be and, of course, they did have a disposition to harbor ghosts.  
I was the only one that heard the door creak as Marlow arrived, sneaking into my spare room to 
give me time with the family. I mustn’t forget how considerate she was, especially as we’re 
going to be room mates from now on.  
After I’d hugged my sister goodbye and thanked her boyfriend for the help with starting the 
shoddy electrics, I knocked politely at Marlow’s door. My hair was probably a mess, but that 
didn’t matter. She wouldn’t mind. She never did before. I’d given her the bigger of the 
bedrooms, although she couldn’t know that. I was warned she’s a delicate soul; I didn’t want to 
upset her.  
“Hey, Percival. Thanks again for letting me stay, I don’t know where I’d have ended up 
otherwise.” 
Everyone else calls me Percy, but she seemed to find pleasure in my full name. I’d always 
thought it belonged in the past, or on my tombstone, but nowhere else. Marlow changed that, 
Marlow had changed everything.  
“One of life’s big questions, I guess. Shall we open a bottle of wine?” 
I’d already had a beer with the others, but wine should be alright too.  
“Oh, I’m okay thanks. I don’t like to think about life’s big questions, especially now.” 
She must feel guilty about not being able to pay rent. It was bad luck she’d lost her job, good 
thing I could divvy it all up myself then. Quick, say something to make her feel better.  
“I think I worry too much about the grand scheme of things.” 
She slipped out of the bedroom door, shutting it firmly behind her so I couldn’t see inside. 
Must’ve just not finished decorating yet. She’d let me in later, I’m sure. Then she tilted her head 
slightly, saying: 
“But that’s why I like you Percival, you can guess what’s round the corner.” 
That was true. I was a data analyst. 
“Except for what happened to you.” 
I said solemnly, remembering what she’d been through before arriving at the banana coloured 
building in the middle of the market square. I shivered, whether from the memory or this 
dammed icy house. It was so cold the frost was bolted to my window, obscuring any view. But 
I’d promised my sister. And besides, Marlow didn’t seem to feel the cold. It must all be in my 
head. 
We ended up on my scuffed sofa, just talking time away. That’s what I loved about Marlow, you 
could spend your life with her without even realizing.  
“But you have to realize at some point.” 



She countered me, almost as if reading my mind. There was a sudden defiance in her, a 
sudden anger, and it scared me. Taking her hand, I met her eyes. She was upset; I’d made her 
upset.  
“It’s not your fault.” 
She muttered, shaking her head. She was so quiet now I felt I was the only person in the world 
who could hear her. Not even the mice that had somehow got into the wall cavity would know 
she was even here.  
“I’m sorry.” 
I didn’t know what she was saying. Confused, I turned to my calendar pinned to the wall. It had 
cats on it in bow ties. Except now that I’m really looking at it, it doesn’t. And the dates, the dates 
are all wrong. I stood up sharply, loosing grip of her hand as I went. I’d mourn that loss, but not 
yet. Staggering slightly down the hallway, I gripped the handle of her bedroom door and hauled 
it open. I had to get in, I had to get out of my hallway. Suddenly claustrophobic. I needed some 
evidence that I wasn’t mad. Please, give me some evidence that I’m not mad.  
There lay boxes, no bed in sight. None of the silly magazines she liked to read, or the empty 
hamster cage she’d kept in silent remembrance since she was sixteen.  
“But I’m still here” 
Now I realized, and it hurt. It really hurt. I’ve lost ten years talking to her. It was funny, now I felt 
my age. I wasn’t old -far from it- but I was older. She’d made me older. But I wasn’t angry, at 
least not with her. I wouldn’t lose another ten though, I couldn’t lose another ten. I knew what I 
had to do, to leave the banana coloured building in the middle of the market square. It was not 
forever, but I had to for now.  
So, with her blessing, I did.  
 


