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Evan Heer

Macy

“I’m going after Macy again.”
   “I’ll get the next round,” Kelli said, trying to ignore Beau’s 

comment.
“How many more times are you going to do this to yourself?” 

Logan said.
“Until she realizes that we belong together. I love her,” said 

Beau.
“She is not the right one for you, man. She wasn’t four years 

ago when we were all at Colombia, and she won’t ever be. I’m 
sorry, but I can’t keep seeing you like this. It’s pathetic.”

Beau grabbed his seventh beer from Kelli and tore the napkin 
between his fingers as he sat slouched in the worn-green leather 
booth. After several failed attempts with other girlfriends over 
the past two years, all he could think about was her chocolate 
brown hair and big blue eyes. He thought about the times they 
spent together in his uncomfortably small dorm room at Columbia 
University in New York City, shooting baskets into the Nerf hoop 
hanging on the door, and sleeping in until two in the afternoon, 
hungover from the previous night at Micki’s Pub. 

“Did you invite Macy out tonight, babe?” Logan asked.
“Yeah, she said she already had plans with Tony,” Kelli said.
Tony. He was this new guy Macy had been seeing with a 

chinstrap beard, who wore designer jeans and diamond-studded 
earrings, and he always repped a flat-bill hat tilted toward the sky. 
Beau wasn’t one of his greater fans.

Work seemed to drag on longer and longer each day at the 
office. Beau went outside to get some air and grabbed a quick bite 
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at a diner on Liberty Street. As he ate his undercooked hamburger, 
he looked up at the North Tower of the World Trade Center, 
where Macy worked as a secretary. Memories of her flooded his 
consciousness yet again. Beau flipped a quarter to the vendor on 
the corner and grabbed a newspaper. He looked at the date; it was 
September 10th, 2001. Wow. It’s already been a week since I saw 
her last. He flipped through the paper trying to forget her before 
his mood would catch up to his last thought. “Seno’s Pizzeria: 
Lenny’s Specialty Pizza, only $15.99!” Macy’s favorite date night 
destination. I need to call her, he thought.

Just as Beau flipped open his phone to dial her number, he saw 
that she had sent him a text twenty-six minutes ago. 

Hey, Beau, we need to talk. O’Doule’s at four?
Sure, I’ll see you then.
As Beau walked into O’Doule’s, he looked across the room, and 

there she was. She sat in the booth holding a glass in her hands, 
looking at it innocently. Although Macy was afraid of commit-
ment the last time she dated Beau, she now realized that she could 
no longer ignore her feelings for him. Beau’s heart punched his rib 
cage as he looked across the dimly lit Manhattan bar at her. It felt 
just like the first time he saw her at a house party on Fifth Street 
in 1996. That night she was wearing jeans and a Sublime t-shirt 
covered by a flannel, her long, wavy hair resting on her shoulders. 
She looked up at him and his life changed in an instant.

“Hey, Mace, how’s it going?” Beau asked.
“Hey, Beau. I’m okay. How are you?”
“I’m doing alright. How’s Tony?”
“We broke up last night.”
Beau looked around the bar deciphering through thousands of 

possible responses to demonstrate his feelings. He glanced at the 
table in front of him as his clammy hands left prints. Beau grabbed 
her hand that had rested on the sticky bar table, just asking to be 
held.  

“Macy, I know things haven’t been normal between us lately, 
but I really want to let you know that I think about you every 
day, and I can’t help but think of a future with us together. Do you 
want to get dinner tomorrow night?”

“Yeah, Beau, I’d like that,” she said, squeezing his hand.
“Great, how about Seno’s Pizzeria? I’ll pick you up at seven?”
“That sounds great,” Macy said with a smile and slight hair 

flip.

At 6:04 a.m. on Tuesday, September 11th, Beau woke up and placed 
his hands behind his head with a huge smile. The smell of Logan’s 
coffee crept under the cherry oak door and the sun began to pres-

ent itself through the blinds. He thought about the first date he 
had ever taken Macy on. They went to see Jerry McGuire, and he 
awkwardly grabbed her hand as she rested her head on his shoul-
der. Her hair smelled like cherries as it tickled the scruff of his 
chin. At that moment, he had completely fallen for her. That was 
five years ago, and that fire still burned in his heart every time he 
looked at her.

At 8:46 a.m., a hijacked plane collided with the North Tower 
of the World Trade Center. The news traveled quickly throughout 
the city and the entire world. 

Beau heard the deafening boom of a Boeing 767 crashing into 
a skyscraper. Everyone in his office filed into the lobby to look 
at the television. Beau’s heart dropped to his toes as he read the 
screen, “HIJACKED PLANE CRASHES INTO NORTH TOWER.” 
Oh my God. Macy. He backed away from the crowd and ran to 
a garbage can, gripping its rim as he vomited. He ran out the 
door toward the tragic scene. The streets were chaotic. People 
were running, screaming, recording and talking on their phones 
as smoke filled the air around the building. Red and blue lights 
darted toward the tragic scene and a man with yellow tape closed 
off entrances to the building. 

Beau was stopped by a police officer as he tried to run into the 
building. He dialed Macy’s number, but there was no response. 
The world became silent to him as he looked around. An elderly 
woman screamed as she cried into the shoulder of a man with a 
badge over his heart. The sky darkened as the smoke covered the 
sun overhead. 

People were filing out of the building like bees flying out of a 
beehive. Macy’s desk was on the seventy-fourth floor, about twen-
ty floors lower than the gaping hole and the flames that resided 
around it. Looking up at the seventy-fourth floor, tears formed, 
and rested on Beau’s lower eyelashes. He dropped to his knees and 
put his hands over his mouth hoping to God that he would get to 
see her again. At that moment, another plane rocketed into the 
South Tower, demolishing into it a familiar hole. 

Beau’s phone rang. Unknown Caller.
“Hello?”
“Beau?”
“Macy?”
“Beau, I’m so scared.”
“Me too, Macy. Where are you?”
“I’m under my desk. There is no way for us to get down; the 

elevators and stairs are both blocked. Beau. If I don’t make it 
down, I just want you to know that I love you and I’ve missed you 
so much.”
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“I love you too, Ma-”
At that moment, the building crumbled and began to collapse. 

Beau stood and looked at the building as people tried to escape 
the mass of smoke chasing them. Their shrieks struck Beau to his 
core as they rushed by him, grabbing his arms. His phone dropped 
to the ground, ending his call with Macy. Beau’s mind filtered 
through thousands of life experiences in the matter of a second. 
He saw Macy walking down the aisle, two brown-haired children 
jumping on a trampoline with Macy leaning against it and smiling 
at him, and her holding his hand as he laid on his deathbed with 
a Seno’s pizza on the table and a Nerf basketball hoop on the door. 
His whole world was destroyed, just like the building before him. 
What was his reason for living his life if she was no longer a part 
of it? Beau wiped the tears from his cheeks and tried to swallow, 
but his mouth was dry from all of the dust.

It’s been twelve years now, and on the evening of each September 
11th at 7:00 p.m., Beau arrives at Macy’s gravesite. Now, he sits 
on the cold, freshly cut grass and pulls out Macy’s favorite Seno’s 
pizza with pepperonis, mushrooms, and extra cheese. This visit is 
different than past years, however. This year, Beau did not come 
alone. 

“Hey, Mace. I hope all is good up there. I’d like you to meet 
Mason. He’s my son.”
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