
I Hope This 
Finds You Well





This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events 
and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used 
in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, 

or actual events is purely coincidental.





Wednesday, November 1, 2017
 10:30 A.M. I press the button. Downloading, it says. I’ve never had a Tinder, 
nonetheless much used a dating app before, so I am unfamiliar with the terrain. It tells 
me to enter my name. I type it. Now it tells me to add a few photographs of myself. I add 
one, half smiling. Now it tells me to start swiping. 
 11:00 A.M. Swiping right means I like them. Swiping left means I don’t. Quentin, 
23, left. Gauthier, 21, left. Amaury, 21, left. Adel, 19, left. Simon, 24, right. Alexandre, 
22, right. Steven, 18, left. Clement, 28, left. Clement, 25, left. Ugo, 26, left. Stefano, 24, 
right. Nicholas, 23, right. Jean, 24, left. Nassim, 25, left. Alexandre, 25, right. Maxence, 
20, left. Dany, 27, right.
 11:09 A.M. Dany sends me a message. We exchange greetings. I tell him I’m at 
uni. He asks what I mean by uni. I tell him it is short for university. He tells me not to 
study to hard. I tell him I will. He tells me he has a restaurant which I am welcome to 
come by. I ask which one. He does not respond.



 5:00 P.M. I am walking through the Jardin des Tuileries. My phone beeps. You have 
a new match!, says my notification screen. Alexandre, 25, sends me a message. His opening 
line: You don’t look like a French girl… I tell him I am not. He asks if I’m English or Irish. I 
tell him I am neither, and ask if he would like a hint. He says he thought it could be a Scan-
dinavian country, but will take the hint anyway. I tell him I’m from the other hemisphere. He 
then tells me I must be from South Africa. I tell him the other-other hemisphere, in which he 
asks what the third hemisphere is. I explain to him how a hemisphere is geographical term 
used to describe how to divide the Earth in half. It is possible to do so either North and South 
or East and West. I was not expecting to give a geography lesson.
 9:00 P.M. Today I have matched with Dany, 27, Simon, 24, Alexandre, 25, Alexandre, 
22, Stefano, 24, and Nicolas, 23. I have conversed with Dany and Alexandre, 25. Simon’s 
profile photograph is a selfie. His lips are a little puckered and his shirt is unbuttoned at the 
top exposing a a tattoo on his chest. I will not initiate the conversation. Alexandre, 22 says 
he is a vegetarian. Nicholas’s profile shows him typing on an iPad wearing a suit. Stefano’s 
profile description says to Make your life an adventure. Thank you, Stefano. I already am.





Thursday, November 2, 2017

 10:00 A.M. I swipe. Christophe, 25, left. Michel, 29, left. Ramon, 
24, left. Hicham, 21, SuperLiked me, left. Yann, 29, left. Quentin, 29, left. 
Antoine, 22, right.
 4:00 P.M. Alexandre, 25, sent me another message. This time, he 
asks which state I am from. I ask him if he would like to guess again. He 
guesses Alaska. I tell him I am from New York, although I saw Harrison 
Ford in Alaska. He states that he does not know if it is cooler that I have 
been to Alaska or saw Harrison Ford. He tells me he is from Normandy, has 
been living in Paris for five years, and is training for the Olympics in Mod-
ern Pentathlon. He currently lives in the 12th arrondissement. I have been 
there. I tell him I used to compete in gymnastics, live in the first arrondisse-
ment, and am studying art. He does not respond after this.
 11:00 P.M. No messages from Simon, Alexandre, 22, Stefano, or 
Nicholas. Nor Antoine.





Friday, November 3, 2017

 12:00 P.M. I match with Ramzi, 25. No messages.
 3:00 P.M. No messages from Alexandre, 25.
 8:00 P.M. I swipe. Pierre, 23, left. John, 29, left. Yann, 19, left. Sam, 28, 
left. Pierre, 22, left. Florian, 20, left. Amine, 25, left. Maxence, 21, left. Antoine, 
22, right. Maxence, 21, left. Benjamin, 27, left. Amine, 26, SuperLiked me, left. 
Clement, 24, SuperLiked me, right. 
 9:00 P.M. Clement sends me a GIF of a girl winking and blowing a kiss. I 
do not respond.



Saturday, November 4, 2017

 10:00 A.M. No messages from Alexandre, 25. I go to his profile. It says he 
is 178 kilometers away. He’s out of Paris this weekend so it makes sense that he 
wouldn’t respond back. I decide to wait until the weekend is over and if he doesn’t 
respond I will send him a message.
 5:00 P.M. I swipe. Olivier, 24, SuperLiked me, right. 
 6:00 P.M. Olivier messages me enchante. I do not respond.

Sunday, November 5, 2017
 
 11:00 A.M. I swipe. Ilyas, 25, left. Joey, 23, left. Nicolas, 24, left. Jeremy, 29, 
right. Jorge, 28, left. Laurent, 29, left. Anthony, 28, SuperLiked me, left. Georges, 29, 
left. Ben, 27, left. Thomas, 20, right. Paul, 25, left. Nate, 27, left. 
 2:00 P.M. I message Jeremy salut with a waving emoticon. No response. 
 6:00 P.M. No response from Alexandre, 25. No response from Jeremy, Simon, 
Alexandre, 22, Stefano, or Nicholas either. 





Monday, November 6, 2017
 
 9:00 A.M. I swipe. Lancelot, 24, right. Foster, 27, SuperLiked me, right. 
 10:42 A.M. Lancelot messages me and asks where I am from. He also 
writes me a quote: Live everyday like it’s your last, and one day you’ll be right. 
I decide to not respond. 
 12:00 P.M. Clement sends me another message. He asks me how I am 
doing in French, and I respond in French. He tells me he is from the south 
of France, has lived in Paris for many years, is getting his Masters in cinema 
and creates short films. I tell him I am an art student, and that he will have to 
excuse my poor French grammar (we had been speaking in French during this 
time). He then tells me faut te forcer et ça reviendra alors. I do not respond. 
 3:20 P.M. I go home thinking about the different people I have spoken 
with so far. 
 8:30 P.M. I decide to message Alexandre, 25. I ask him if he would like 
to get a coffee sometime. 
 9:45 P.M. Alexandre responds. He says sure, and asks if the weekend is 
okay. I say it is, and ask him for his WhatsApp. He gives me his phone number.
 10:00 P.M. I send Alexandre a WhatsApp. Salut, c’est moi. He asks if 
Saturday afternoon is okay. I tell him yes. 



Tuesday, November 7, 2017

 9:00 A.M. I swipe. Cyriac, 24, right. Marty, 23, right. Louis, 
21, right. Thomas, 21, right. Jesse, 27, right.
 9:30 A.M. I message Marty, 23, and ask him if the cats in 
his profile are his. He responds immediately and says they are. I do 
not respond. 
 10:00 A.M. I send Cyriac, 24, a GIF of an animated puppy 
dog waving. He does not respond. 
 12:45 P.M. Louis, 21, messages me. Comment tu vas? I do 
not respond. 
 6:15 PM. Jesse, 27, messages me. He tells me he needs my 
expert opinion on something very important. I tell him I am happy 
to give my expert opinion. He asks me what I am looking for on 
here. I do not tell him why, but say I am looking to make connec-
tions with interesting people. I bounce the question back to him. He 
does not respond. 
 6:30 P.M. Thomas, 20, messages me with a heyo. I respond 
with a hiya. His profile reads: Je suis sûrement dans le caniveau 
à l’heure qu’il est, à lire du Rimbaud ou du Baudelaire, ne pas 
déranger sauf si c’est pour la défonce. He asks me what’s up. I do 
not respond.
 10:55 P.M. Foster, 27, messages me hello. A leather jacket 
suggests he is a biker. Perhaps I will ask him about it. I respond 
with a hey. He does not respond back. I guess I will not ask.







Wednesday, November 8, 2017
 
 9:00 A.M. Geoffroy, 25, right. Antoine, 22, right. Augustin, 25, right. 
 9:30 A.M, I message Geoffroy. 
 1:00 P.M. Not sure who to message next. I stare at the leaves beneath my feet. I message An-
toine, 22. He asks where I am from and if I am here to visit or study. He knew I wasn’t French. I tell 
him I am from the States and am here to study. I ask him what he does. He does not respond. 
 6:45 P.M. I message Augustin, 25. He responds asking if I am Dutch. I tell him I am not, and 
asks where he is from. He says he is from Versailles, and asks again where I am from. I tell him I am 
from the States. He asks if I am a student and I tell him I am. Augustin uses an exclamation point 
at the end of every sentence. If he is asking a question, he uses an exclamation point and a question 
mark. It does bother me. He asks how long I’ve been here and I tell him four months. I ask what he 
does here, using a single question mark. He says he works for Amazon, with two exclamation points. 
I do not respond. 
 10:00 P.M. Geoffroy responds. I will message him in the morning. 



Thursday, November 9, 2017
 
 11:00 A.M. I continue my conversation with Geoffroy. He tells me he is an actor and act-
ing teacher from Paris. He asks where I am from, and when I tell him, he says he has been to the 
State three times. I tell him I have been here since August and am an art student. He asks if I live 
at the Campus Cité Universitaire, and I do not. I ask which arrondissement he lives and he tells 
me he lives in the sixteenth on a boat. I ask if it is a houseboat or a regular boat, and he responds 
that it is a regular boat, but habitable.
 1:00 P.M. I swipe. Pierre, 25, right. Christophe, 24, right. Hector, 24, right. Paul, 25, right. 
Max, 27, right. Vladimir, 26, right. 
 4:00 P.M. Alexandre has not sent me any messages. I have the feeling he will cancel.
 6:00 P.M. Olivier messages me again. I do not respond again. 
 10:35 P.M. Hector, 24, says ciao. I will respond tomorrow. 





Friday, November 10, 2017
 
 10:00 A.M. I swipe. Lothaire, 21, right. 
 12:00 P.M. Geoffroy and I continue to message each other. He mentions he has 
a PS2 on his boat, which I tell him is quite vintage of him. He asks if I have been to 
Bois de Boulogne, and I tell him I have been to Bois de Vincennes. He asks if I have 
been to Les Buttes Chaumont, and I tell him I have been to Parc de Belleville. He says 
Les Buttes Chaumont is better. I tell him I will have to see for myself.
 3:45 P.M. I respond to Hector. I tell him I’m from the States and that I go 
to art school here. He tells me he is from Barcelona, here to work in a music studio 
until next summer, and is so glad to meet somebody who studies arts because it is so 
difficult to find art-ish people on here. He asks for my portfolio and gives me a link to 
his most recent song. He also asks for my Facebook, but I tell him I don’t give out my 
Facebook on here, but can give him WhatsApp. He tells me to listen to his song, and 
if he pasts the test therefore has the honor to have my WhatsApp.
 7:45 P.M. Augustin messages me again. He asks me if I do not like it, with an 
exclamation point and a question mark. I ask what he is talking about, with a single 
question mark. He says his job, with two exclamation points. He then says that I was 
not answering so he thought it was that, with two exclamation points. He then sends a 
winking smiling face using a semicolon and a right parenthesis. I do not respond.  
 8:00 P.M. Geoffroy responds. He asks me if I would like to go to the movies 
or a museum one day. I tell him that would be nice. I ask him if he has WhatsApp. He 
says he does not. I tell him to download it, and he says he will. I give him my phone 
number.
 10:00 P.M. I listen to Hector’s song. I like it. I give him my phone number. 
 







Saturday, November 11, 2017
 2:35 P.M. Hector messages me on WhatsApp. He asks what I have been up to today. 
 2:45 P.M. Geoffroy messages me on WhatsApp. He tells me he downloaded WhatsApp.
 2:46 P.M. I am overwhelmed by the number of men messaging me within a matter of ten 
minutes. I put my phone on the other side of the room. 
 5:00 P.M. I respond to Geoffrey first. We make plans to meet tomorrow at 1pm in front of 
Moulin Rouge. 
 5:15 P.M. I respond to Hector. I respond that I haven’t been up to much, and ask him the 
same thing. He tells me that he walked around the Marais where he lives, in which I tell him that 
is one of my favorite neighborhoods in Paris. He sends me a photograph of painting he did a few 
years ago in graphic design school, and asks me to send him some of my work. I do. He tells me 
it is very contemporary. I ask him to define contemporary. He sends laughing emoticons, saying 
he won’t define it for me. I tell him that I think there is a difference between contemporary as a 
word and as a genre of art. He says he thinks we will have many deep conversations about art and 
creativity. I tell him I agree.





Sunday, November 12, 2017
 
 12:14 P.M. I put on a pair of jeans, a turtleneck sweater, some light makeup, a denim 
jacket, and a scarf. I think I look okay. Like I put some effort into my appearance, but not too 
much. I also bring my wallet with a twenty but I shouldn’t have to spend it, lipstick, and a dis-
posable camera. 
 1:03 P.M. I arrive at Moulin Rouge. I see him wearing a red scarf and listening to music 
wearing headphones. I say hello and as we lean in for a bisous, he steps on my foot. He apolo-
gizes and we continue our bisous. He says we should take a walk. We walk and we talk.
 1:45 P.M. We arrive at a cafe. He orders an elenge and I order a double espresso. We 
talk some more. He tells me he was in Boyscouts because he is a Catholic. He says that now he 
is more interested in spirituality over religion. I agree, but I do not tell him that. I listen. 
 2:15 P.M. Alexandre messages me and tells me he won’t be able to make it. 
 3:55 P.M. I tell him I am intrigued by his boat and I would like to see it. We leave the 
cafe. 
 4:00 P.M. Geoffroy tells me his boat’s name is Harrison. Like Harry Potter, he says. I 
nod. I already understood.



 4:45 P.M. We have spent almost an hour on public transportation. Line 2 to RER A to Tram 2. He 
tells me we have to walk fifteen minutes to his boat. We walk thirty. 
 5:15 P.M. We are on his boat. It is is small and smells old. He tells me it has been to Madagascar 
ten years ago, but has been anchored since then.
  5:30 P.M. He starts playing Blink 182 on his guitar. He only has a right-handed guitar, although 
he his left handed.
 5:45 P.M. I ask him if I can take pictures. He says that a lot of people take pictures of his boat.
 6:00 P.M. I tell him I must go. He uses the toilet. I take more pictures. 
 6:45 P.M. Geoffroy has walked me to the metro. He tells me he would like to see me again. We 
are standing on the side of the highway in the freezing cold, my arms are crossed. I say sure. He kisses 
me on the cheek, just once. He says see you later. I tell him au revoir. 
 7:30 P.M. I arrive home. I brush my teeth twice and take a long shower. My first tinder date over. 
Tomorrow, I will begin to look for a second first date. 







Monday, November 13, 2017
 
 12:00 P.M. I continue to swipe. Jeremy, 28, left. Sam, 26, left. Tim, 27, right. Florian, 26, left. 
Stephan, 20, right. Kevin, 21, left. Florent, 19, left. Gabriel, 25, left. Gustave, 21, right. Max, 23, right. 
Corentin, 18, left. Marcel, 28, left. Camille, 19, left. Pierre, 26, right. Louis, 19, right. Philippe, 24, right. 
 12:35 P.M. Louis sends me a message. Salut. I do not respond.
 8:00 P.M. Today was uneventful. Pierre’s profile shows him posing with a pineapple, Stefan 
takes himself too seriously, Max writes in his bio that he is a model, Tim is in finance, Gustave asks if it 
hurt when I fell from Heaven, and I have seen five hundred photographs of six packs over the last two 
weeks. I wonder if there is somebody on Tinder who has a six pack but does not put a photograph of it 
inside their bio. I head out to get some groceries to make some dinner.
 9:30 P.M. Hector sends me another message. I will respond tomorrow.



Tuesday, November 14, 2017
 
 8:30 A.M. I respond to Hector and decide to not use him as a subject. I will no 
longer log my future conversations with him.
 9:00 A.M. If you’re above cheap alcohol, you’re above me, his bio says. Same. I 
swipe right on Tommy, 19. 
 12:00 P.M. Tommy messages me. He asks if the dog in my photo is mine. I decide 
to not tell him about the train ride in Austria where I met the dog. I tell him it’s my friend’s. 
He asks me what I am doing in Paris, and mentions getting a drink. I tell him I am studying 
art. He tells me he is studying finance. I tell him no wonder he needs a drink. I wonder for a 
moment if he will get my sense of humor. My phone buzzes again. Hahahahahaha. 
 4:00 P.M. Walking home, my phone buzzes. I take it out of my pocket. Philippe, 24, 
messages me. Salut. His bio says he is looking for his first Tinder date. We’ve all been in 
his shoes. I do not respond. He’ll find one soon.
 8:00 P.M. I respond to Tommy and ask if he would like to meet tomorrow. He does 
not respond.





Wednesday, November 15, 2017
 
 2:30 P.M. Tommy has still not responded to me.
 3:00 P.M. I begin to question my own use of Tinder. 
 3:03 P.M. I remember that there is no such thing as reality 
and our entire human existence is an illusion. That means Tinder is 
a possible illusion as well.
 3:04 P.M. Tommy responds. He says he would like to meet 
up and asks if I have a place in mind. I tell him I don’t and ask 
where he lives. He says he lives in the second and there is a nice 
place around the corner. I ask if six is okay. He says six is great.



 6:02 P.M. I enter the bar. Pictures fill the walls of the establishment. 
Passport pictures, an old photograph of Marilyn Monroe, Stickers of Antifa. Nice 
place. I go to the back. I sit down. I order a pint. I wonder what Tommy will wear. 
Three euros twenty, the waiter says. I’m confused. Why should I pay in advance? 
Three euros twenty. I look at the bar tender. He can’t tell I am here for a free drink.  
Madame. I pull out my wallet as slowly as possible. No Tommy in sight. I put the 
coins in the bartender’s hand. He is oblivious to the disappointment in my eyes.  I 
try to pay in slow motion. I make my best annoyed face. No Tommy.
 6:15 P.M. Tommy messages me. He says he is sitting in the front and or-
dered a beer. I tell him I am sitting in the back and ordered a beer. 



 6:17 P.M. I see Tommy walk in the door. We make eye contact and when he 
reaches the back, gives me two kisses.
 6:19 P.M. We start talking. He tells me is half from Philadelphia and half from 
France. He asks me about my school. I tell him I study fashion. Cool, he says. I also 
tell him this is my first Tinder date. He looks surprised. I suppose he must have met 
many people on Tinder. He looks young. We continue to talk. I daydream. He reminds 
me of a puppy. Easy to manipulate. Small.
 6:55 P.M. I ask him about the election. He didn’t vote. He’s one of those. But 
then he says he put up a fundraiser for Hilary Clinton. He also says he went on a po-
litical rally and met Bill Clinton. I’m not a fan. He also says he met the Obamas. If he 
wasn’t lying I may be a little jealous. 
 7:05 P.M. Tommy asks if I would like another drink. I tell him sure. Two pints 
please. He hands the cash to the bartender. Check. 
 7:10 P.M. Tommy tells me Bill Cosby went to his University. Not a fan. He 
tells me about Penn State. He says that it’s easy to get killed or raped at Penn State. 
I do not find that comment funny. He says that his University dislikes Penn State so 
much that sometimes at parties the DJ stops the music just to say Fuck Penn State, 
and one time, we won a football game and on the subway, we chanted Fuck Penn State 
even though we didn’t even play against them. I find that comment funny. 
 7:20 P.M. He tell me about his Fraternity. I ask if it has a Greek name. He says 
it does, and gives me the letters. I do not remember them. I tell him that is interesting 
and that I do not know which Greek letters there are out there. He tells me all of them. 
This is like listening to a primary school child telling you the letters of the alphabet. 
I’m very impressed.
 7:25 P.M. Our beers are almost finished. I realise I should have ordered a gin 
tonic. Or shots. I ask Tommy where he lives, and he says two minutes away. Talk dirty 
to me. He tells me that his parents furnished it and that it is very old. He then asks if I 
would like to see it. I tell him sure.







 7:30 P.M. He stands up. He is 20 cm smaller than me. I cannot let myself laugh. We 
walk out of the bar and turn right. There are a lot of people out. As I walk next to him I realise 
he feels like a little brother to me. Well maybe not brother. Second cousin.
 7:35 P.M. We enter his staircase. No elevator, sorry. He should be. We walk up the 
stairs. His keys turn in the opposite direction, just like mine. I wonder if it is a French thing. 
He opens the wooden door. 
 7:36 P.M. It is bright. Too bright. I feel as if someone is taking a flash picture of me. 
His coats are uninspired. Grey. Brown. Not even black. It smells like my grandmother’s house, 
and kind of looks like it too. Make yourself feel at home. Don’t worry about that.
 7:45 P.M. He asks me if I want a drink. I tell him wine is okay. He goes to the kitchen. 
I ask if I can put on some music. He says sure. I put on Kendrick Lamar. Very loud. I like that 
song! he says. Very loud. I slip my camera out. I examine the space. I walk from the living 
room to the bedroom. Two room apartments. Fancy. I press the camera to my face. I notice I 
am sweating. I hope he takes some time. I take pictures. Bed. Cupboard. Books. Desk. Tennis 
equipment. Sweater on the floor. I try to hurry. I try to look at the composition. He calls my 
name. I walk back into the living room. The camera forms a square in my front pocket. He 
hands me a glass of red wine. I hate red wine. Thank you. 



 7:55 P.M. We sit down on the couch. I ask him about the an-
cient furniture. I think it’s quite ugly. He tells me about the chair I am 
pointing to. Embroidered with meaningless flowers. Standing in one 
corner. Separated from the other furniture. Every time someone gets 
high in this apartment, they end up on this chair. Once you are in this 
chair, you cannot get out. I love that. I ask can take a photograph. He 
says sure. I take it. Number 11.
 8:03 P.M. We talk about wine. He tells me he had a brewery 
in his basement. 5 gallons of grape juice, 5 gallons of apple juice. 
Without his parents knowing. They don’t allow him to drink in Phila-
delphia. 
 8:10 P.M. I look at my phone. I tell him I should be going, but 
ask to use the toilet before I go. He says sure. I take pictures of his 
shower. What a fancy, yet old-fashioned place. I flush the toilet. False 
pretence. 
 8:16 P.M. Kiss left, kiss right. See you soon, bonsoir! See you 
soon! Bye! I leave the wine glass half-full. Or half-empty. 





Thursday, November 16, 2017
 
 3:00 P.M. I decide it is time to shift my approach. Sim-
ple and concise. I will ask them directly to get coffee with me.
 3:04 P.M. I swipe. Elias, 19, left. Hugo, 24, left. Marc, 
23, left. Miguel, 18, left. Hugo, 22, left. Martin, 22, left. 
Benjamin, 20, left. Hugo, 20, left. Emmanuel, 20, right. Cyril, 
22, left. Jules, 18, left. Nat, 23, left. Lou, 24, right. Benoit, 18, 
right. Max, 19, left. Gendi, 22, left. Tarek, 23, right. Etienne, 
24, left. Lunis, 19, left. Oumar, 24, left. Dorian, 19, right. 
Yvan, 21, left. Ishmael, 20, left. Maxime, 20, right. William, 
18, left. Zaka, 21, Alexandre, 19, right. left. 
 3:15 P.M. I message Emmanuel, Lou, Benoit, Tarek, 
Dorian, Zaka, and Alexandre, asking if they would like to have 
a coffee sometime. 
 3:17 P.M. Tarek responds immediately. Let’s fuck?, he 
writes. I was not imagining this new approach to be that direct. 
Coffee must never be confused for coitus. I block him.
 3:20 P.M. I decide to not open Tinder for the remainder 
of the day.
 5:00 P.M. Geoffroy sends me a message. He tells me he 
wants to take me to a cocktail bar in the Marais this weekend. I 
do not respond. I do not know what to say. 



Friday, November 17, 2017
 
 9:00 A.M. I swipe left. Maxo, 19. Ervin, 21. Sylvain, 24. Eden, 24. Thomas, 
23. Chuck, 21. Oh god, anyone but a Chuck. I come across Pierre, 24. I swipe right. 
Immediately, it’s a match. 
 9:05 A.M. I ask Pierre if he would like to meet for coffee. He does not respond. 
 9:10 A.M. I decide to go back through my matches. Twenty five guys. Some 
unanswered Saluts and Bonjours. I ask them all if they would like to meet for coffee. 
 1:00 P.M. I have received a few responses, but none from Pierre. I hope he 
responds. 
 8:30 P.M. Geoffroy messages me again. He asks if he should take my silence as 
a no thank you. I tell him he should, but that I hope all goes well for him and Harrison. 
He apologizes if he did anything wrong. I do not respond.
 10:30 P.M. Pierre responds. He says hello, yes, but I would like your Facebook 
to know that you exist. I tell him that I actually do not exist and am a figment of his 
imagination. Haha very funny, you know what I mean. I do. I give it to him. I do not 
know why I do though. 
 11:15 P.M. Pierre sends me a message on Facebook. Just a hi. He gets a hi 
back. He asks where I would like to meet, and I tell him I don’t care. I do care though, 
I would prefer it to be near his home. He tells me he would prefer it to meet near my 
home. I ask him why. He says that he does not want me to come from far. I don’t know 
if it is kind or an inconvenience. I will respond to him in the morning.



Saturday, November 18, 2017

 10:35 A.M. I tell Pierre that I live in the first. He tells me to meet him at 8:30 PM 
at Place du Marché Saint-Honoré. I tell him that is okay.
 8:29 P.M. Pierre texts me. He tells me he is already there. I am not ready, and 
definitely not already there. 
 8:31 P.M. I text him back and tell him I am on my way.
 8:45 P.M. I have put on jeans, a t-shirt, and a little more makeup on. 
 8:50 P.M. I leave my apartment. 
 9:02 P.M. I arrive at Place du Marché Saint-Honoré. I walk up to him and apolo-
gize for being so late. He smiles and tells me it is okay. I ask him where we are going and 
he says to the Hotel Costes. We start walking.
 9:15 P.M. We are in Hotel Costes. We talk, nothing to write down. I find myself 
daydreaming.
 10:22 P.M. We leave the hotel. He asks if I would like to walk a little bit. I do not 
want to walk a little bit, I’d like to go to his house. Sure, why not, I say.
 11:16 P.M. He tells me he will walk me home. I look at the clock. I question if I 
have wasted two hours and forty-five minutes of my life.
 11:24 P.M. We arrive at my building. He says he would like me to come over 
sometime. I decide I have not wasted two hours, and now, fifty-four minutes of my life. 
We say goodbye. Kiss kiss.







Sunday, November 19, 2017

 12:18 A.M. Pierre sends me a message. He says thank for the nice evening and will text 
me again soon. 
 12:20 A.M. I decide to respond later and go to sleep.
 9:30 A.M. I respond to Pierre and tell him thank you as well. He responds immediately 
and asks if I would like to meet sometime this week. I wait to respond.
 12:15 P.M. I tell him sure. He responds immediately. He asks if I would like to eat dinner 
at his apartment. I wait to respond.
 4:34 P.M. I tell him I would very much enjoy that. He responds immediately. Does he 
have a life? He asks me if Tuesday is okay. 
 7:45 P.M. I tell him Tuesday is okay. He responds immediately. He says he is excited. Do 
not be too excited. 
 8:55 P.M. I ask him what time on Tuesday. He says 8:30 P.M. again. He also sends me 
his address. It is in the fifthteenth. Far out.
 10:30 P.M. I tell him sounds good, see you then. He responds a smiley face emoticon.



Monday, November 20, 2017

 12:05 P.M. I do not want to go on Tinder today. I take a 
walk to clear my mind.
 1:10 P.M. I continue. I swipe. I barely swipe anymore.
 1:11 P.M. Victor, 22. Ski, music, games, and beer, his bio 
says. I swipe right.
 1:12 P.M. Immediately it is a match. 
 1:32 P.M. Victor sends me a message. I will respond later. 
I still do not want be on Tinder today. 







Tuesday, November 21, 2017

 3:45 P.M. I reply to Victor. Heya!
 7:00 P.M. I see Victor has responded. I will reply to him later.
 7:15 P.M. I decide to be on time this time. I begin getting myself ready. 
 7:45 P.M. I’ve put on jeans and a sweater. I look presentable. 
 8:03 P.M. I leave my apartment. I take line 12. Concorde to Convention. 20 minutes.
 8:24 P.M. I walk to his apartment. It takes five minutes.
 8:29 P.M. I ring his apartment. The outside of the building is white with dark grey 
metal shutters. He says bonjour, fourth floor on the intercom and the door opens. I decide to 
take the elevator. Each floor seems to have four apartments. 
 8:31 P.M. I arrive on the fourth floor and the first door is already open. He is standing 
there. Kiss kiss. 
 8:32 P.M. He lets me in. The atmosphere is warm and welcoming and the walls are 
orange. He gives me a house tour. His bedroom is white and unusually tidy. He says that he 
spends a lot of time in his room. I knew it. He doesn’t have a life. I take notice of different 
objects I can take photographs of later. 
 9:18 P.M. We talk for about an hour. I realise I am quite hungry. I tell him we should 
order takeaway food. He says there is a sushi place down the street. I tell him I enjoy sushi. I 
do not tell him I know how to make sushi.
 9:25 P.M. He asks if I want to come with him to get the food. I tell him I do not feel 
well and would like to stay home. He asks if eating raw fish will help. I tell him I will have 
just cucumber and avocado. He says okay. He asks if I want him to pick up an Advil as well. I 
tell him all the pharmacies have closed by down, and if he could please hurry to get the sushi 
as I am quite hungry. 



 9:32 P.M. He finally leaves. It’s like he’s intruding on my time in his 
apartment. 
 9:33 P.M. I enter his bedroom and pull out his clothes. It’s mostly work 
shirts and blue or black slacks. Boring, no life. 
 9:35 P.M. I notice a pair of black glasses sitting on the night stand. I 
didn’t know he wore glasses. Maybe for reading. I wonder how long he has had 
them. 
 9:37 P.M. I look at his shoes. They are organised as well, by different 
occasions. Casual to dress. He definitely has no life. Who organises their shoes 
by occasion? Only Pierre. 
 9:45 P.M. I continue to look around the apartment. But my job is done. 
And I get free sushi out of it. 
 9:51 P.M. Pierre arrives with sushi. I tell him that I suddenly started to 
feel better after he left. He hands me my takeaway container with cucumber 
avocado maki. Merci beaucoup.
 10:31 P.M. I tell Pierre I should go home. He insists on accompanying 
home. I suppose I owe him that satisfaction of it.
 11:03 P.M. We arrive at my apartment. He gives me two kisses again. 
Bonne nuit, he says. 
 11:07 P.M. I close the door to my apartment. I realise I have been a bit 
annoyed with Pierre. However, he was perhaps the most polite. He was very 
professional as a subject, did exactly as I wanted him to. I would hire him. Give 
him a life.







Wednesday, November 22, 2017
 
 9:15 A.M. I reply to Victor. I ask if he is French. He says yes. I tell 
him his English is good. He says it is because he is from Mars. I laugh.
 12:25 P.M. He tells me he is a web developer and gives me his web-
site. The internet is a detective’s best friend. I decide I would like to meet him.
 12:37 P.M. I ask him if he likes sushi. He says he does. I ask him if 
he is free tonight. He says he is. I ask him if he knows how to make sushi. He 
says he does not. I tell him I do. I ask him if he would like to make sushi. He 
says he would. I ask him what time he would like to meet. He says 7:30 P.M. 
I tell him 7:30 P.M. is okay. I ask him which arrondissement he lives in. He 
says the first. I tell him I live in the first. He tells me I can come to his place. I 
tell him that is okay. He gives me the address of his apartment. It is one block 
away from mine.



 6:45 P.M. I get dressed to make sushi with Victor at his apartment. I 
put on black jeans and a black top. I look okay. I hope.
 7:10 P.M. I go to the Monoprix. I buy an avocado.
 7:25 P.M. I walk to Victor’s apartment.  
 7:31 P.M. I buzz the doorbell next to his name. The door opens elec-
tronically. I climb two flights of stairs holding the avocado. I see him stand-
ing in the doorway. He’s wearing a hoodie and jeans. Kiss kiss. Nice to meet 
you actually. 
 7:32 P.M. He lets me inside. The angles of the roof slant in different 
directions. The walls are a light egg blue. 
 7:35 P.M. I tell him I brought him the avocado as a gift. He laughs. 
He says he has seaweed and rice. He places it on the table. I notice a little 
Toy Story figure next to the water filter. Interesting.







 7:45 P.M. He gives me a house tour. It’s messy. Messier than 
Geoffroy’s boat or Tommy’s grandma-house and a lot messier than 
Pierre’s room. Long white cupboard stands tall next to the bed. A desk 
with a computer screen sits on a table, surrounded by various objects. 
Two pairs of headphones. A Navigo. A mini piano keyboard. A laptop 
lies on the floor. A computer and a laptop? The video games. 
 7:50 I realise that mess does not bother me. It never has. I think 
I’m a messy person myself.
 7:55 P.M. We decide we should start cooking the rice.
 8:07 P.M. He shows me some of the music he’s recorded on his 
laptop. Not his desktop.
 



 8:22 P.M. The rice is almost cooked. I cut a cucumber. He cuts avocado. I’ve had 
the same dinner two nights in a row. I enjoy tonight’s. 
 8:35 P.M. We make sushi. He tells me about Lille where he is from.
 8:55 P.M. We finish the sushi. 
 9:30 P.M. I realise I enjoy talking to him. Some time passes.
 







 10:30 P.M. He asks me if I would like to go out and get a drink. Tonight? I ask. He 
chuckles. Yes, I know the best place. I’m hesitant. I don’t know, I say. Come on, he says. 
Alright, yes we can, I say. Are you Obama?, he asks. He winks. I laugh again. 
 10:50 P.M. We get on the metro. Off at Republique. I realise I have forgotten to 
take photographs of his apartment.
 11:55 P.M. We are walking and it is cold outside. I don’t know where we are going.



 3:45 A.M. I realise that walking up the two flights of stairs holding an avocado feels 
like forever ago. Victor does not feel like a stranger anymore.
 5:01 A.M. We leave the bar. It is dawn. We begin to walk home.
 5:45 A.M. We arrive back to his apartment. I am wide awake. He looks tired. 
 5:55 A.M. I am hungry. He says he is too. I look in his refrigerator. Eggs. 
 6:01 A.M. I make us scrambled eggs. Ketchup? He asks. Yes, please. 
 6:33 A.M. Victor falls asleep. He looks peaceful.
 6:37 A.M. I remember to take photographs. I do. I want to. I do not want to forget.
 6:51 A.M. I fall asleep. Victor is snoring. 






