
snare it among themselves in the majority. I guess maybe it has something to do with the fact 
that my work also claims to speak on behalf of these people. How can this be? 
I am so so so so confused. 
Am I just afraid? Do I really know what to write but am afraid to write it? Is the truth so 
simple? Is this what is behind my apparent inability to express my voice clearly in my work? 
Is my inability to be honest part of, or all of, the reason why I have such trouble working? 
I feel that this is so. 
This inability to be honest. I think it is a theme of my life, professional and personal life. I 
know what the truth is, but I go to all kinds of lengths to avoid admitting it, and in the end I 
am left in pain and confusion. In the personal life, I have just written how I couldn't admit the 
truth ofthe mismatch ofthe relationship and went to all lengths to prove to myself and him 
that I was in love, and in the end all that is left is mess and estrangement. In the professional 
life (hardly separated from the personal), I know what I want to write, what I want to say, but 
rather than write that, I go to all lengths to write tens of pages of material that is interesting 
and imaginative but in the end masks the truth, if I have allowed even a bit of the truth to be 
written, that is. 
Honesty. 
So simple, yet so ... 
Why is it so hard to write with honesty? 
Can I be honest with myself about my situation? 

It is the year 2007, the first days of the new year. I, Rebecca Fisseha, whom some call Rebka, 
and others call Rebecca, am sitting at the Toronto Writers Centre, on Wednesday morning, at 
10: 36 am. (As I bend down to check my cell phone clock, I secretly- secret from myself
hope that my ex-boyfriend will have called with words of regret, maybe words of hoping for 
a second try. In that same moment that 1 bend down to check my cell phone clock, I know he 
won't have called. Seeing that he has not called, and the screen merely shows the time, I feel 
that pain again, that sense of loss. As I come up from checking my cell phone clock, I tell 
myself that I knew already that be wouldn't call, and that I am kidding myself by pretending 
that I don't care, pretending that I wouldn't want to see him, to bear those fantasy words.) I 
wear a brown bat that I bought with my friend, a hat that I really think looks good on me. A 
light green top I bought in Geneva that I really like but it bas a faint stain in the front. An 
aquamarine tank top underneath it which bugs my hips and represents my transition to hip 
fashion (I'm trying). A pair of jeans I don't remember where I bought them, that fit either 
funny or really well, depending on my mood and bow my body is feeling at the time. They're 
starting to tear at the inner thighs -a reminder that I've gained weight in the past few months, 
no surprise there. Knee length pair of socks that my mom bought me in Geneva, they are 
really good for the winter(there's no winter this winter in Toronto). And a pair of new 
balance sneakers I bought almost a year ago, with a salesboy that I was flirting with. I 
remember this was the time I sort of hooked up with a guy last new year's eve, and shortly 
after flirted with this cute salesboy, and I left the store thinking that I was finally on my way 
to being date-able and willing to date. Feeling attractive and full of possibility. Inside the 
shoes I wear orthotics, relics from my days at York. I'll probably never get them renewed. I 
wear a pair of earrings I bought recently, which I picked actually while on the phone with the 
recent ex-boyfriend, around the time when things still looked promising. On my right middle 
finger I wear a ring that boyfriend number one gave me, to remind me that I've been through 
all this pain before, and that I will survive it as I have survived the one symbolized by this 
ring. To the left ofmy laptop sits my notebook and one of my old diaries. I'm reading 
through my old diaries in the hopes of finding my ''voice". To the right of me sit some 
documents I printed for N. she needs them for the program she's starting next week. I am 
going to give them to her with a folder and note book, sort of a thank you and I love you, I ~ 


