


Suppose I told you a lodge is also a kind of  container like a bag or a pouch. A lodge, a small cabin often at 
the foot of  a garden park set about with birches. I picture it in my mind as wooden. A lodger fits into the 
lodge just like a character fits into a story. 

My most recent lodger is a squat hairy creature from the Neolithic period. I call it the Wise One. 

As is the case with many lodgers, my most recent lodger arrived at the front door quite unexpectedly. Ting a 
ling a ling. But how strange I don’t recall inviting anybody? I’m not expecting any parcels in the mail.

I was just about to lay the sheets of  lasagne along the length of  the oiled ceramic pan. I was just about to 
sprinkle the oregano atop the bubbling tomato sauce. I was just about to rinse the eggplant. And that’s 
when the Wise One arrived at the door. 

Do you eat lasagne? It shakes its little head and says, I have a preference for coronation chicken. Well, I’ll 
see what I can do, I reply. 

We eat seated at the mid-century dinner table. We don’t speak much. The lodger is shy. I had a hard time 
finding the address, it murmurs, while piling in the coronation. The question on my lips is, but whatever 
compelled you to look for my address in the first place? No matter I think. 

After dinner I clear the table and load the dishwasher. The lodger is asleep on the woven surface of  the 
living room rug breathing like a whistling tea kettle. It has left tufty grey hairs on the cushioned surface 
of  the dining chairs. No matter I think. But as the days progress and my new lodger feels more at home, I 
notice the hairs everywhere and eat some of  them in my porridge. I feel that feeling you get when hair is 
stuck in your throat.

As the days go by my most recent lodger and I spend lots of  time together getting acquainted. We cuddle 
on the couch enveloped in the downs of  a feathery duvet. Fur becomes felted with time. It asks many 
questions about my apartment and my life. 

Where did you get that? This? This is a pink stone from the desert. Oooh that looks tasty, how do you 
cook it? It’s quite simple. I will show you the recipe in the hard-covered pale-yellow cook book in the 
kitchen. I love this note from who I imagine is your friend, do you think she still feels the same way? 
Sometimes I think so and other times I’m not so sure because we are all a little insecure. So many books, 
have you read them all cover to cover? Of  course not, I dip into most of  them like you would a chilly 
mountain pool. Others are well-loved and dog-eared. Wow you don’t have any hairspray, what do you do 
when you style it? I have been practicing Swedish crown braids. Does this plant get enough water? Ah that 
reminds me I’ll give it a quick splash. What a record collection! What do you think it says about you? It says 
that … That’s funny, I’m not sure. Interesting you always sweep the floor but never finish the job, do you 



like piles of  dirt? A fair question. 

My most recent lodger is fond of  old fashioned sayings. It says, hell’s bells, is that a drawing of  a man in a 
bird costume? Well I never! And, you talk like the clappers. Where does the phrase like the clappers come 
from, I ask. 

The clappers went so fast that we shall never really know. However, there are some who believe that the 
clappers (or tongues) inside the church bells are meant. I suppose in more sedate times they might have 
been considered pretty quick. 

One night we are sharing a meal. The body is the creature, it coos. We all need those creature comforts like 
sharing a meal or dancing or putting a hot thing on the belly. 

Together, we find fairy loaves and fairy stones and fairy money. 

On the last night of  the lodger’s stay we play sardines, just the two of  us, which defeats the purpose of  the 
game don’t you think? No matter, my most recent lodger replies. You can always find a way to play.  

How to play sardines. 

This game is “Hide and Seek” backward. Only one player hides while all the other players go hunting 
individually. Then, when a hunter finds the hiding player, instead of  announcing it, that player gets into 
the hiding place with them. Though it can be played with 3-5 people, it’s best played with groups of  10-20. 
This way, as the players settle into the original hiding place, they become packed, just like sardines.

What do you worry about? It asks me while I am lying in a small patch of  sun near the window. Lately 
about the weather and dying frogs, I reply. 

What else do you worry about? Being lonely. The lodger says loneliness feels like physical pain because in 
the Neolithic period it was dangerous to be alone. You need a band, a pack. 

Will I feel happy again? I ask the lodger before it leaves the apartment for good. 

Happiness is a warm puppy. Happiness is egg-shaped. happiness is a cigar called Hamlet. It’s a warm ear-
piece and a quick starting car. 

And then the lodger is gone. 
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