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Leave Them at the Front Door 
By Elyse Lemoine 

 
 They were there when he opened the door; a pair of white stilettos with open toes, the 

leather stitched in black.  The black heels clicked across the hardwood floor until they came to a 

stop just in front of his own dress shoes.  There was a scuff on one of the heels, the buckles were 

fraying, and he could see a hint of cracked leather hidden underneath a pair of freshly painted 

toenails.  These were familiar shoes, obviously well loved, but not exactly cared for.  The toes 

peeking out of the shoes curled in the slightest, perhaps in anticipation, maybe even in 

annoyance, he couldn’t tell.  All he knew was that they were there, in front of him, when they 

shouldn’t have been.  It took him a while to realize that the woman attached to those lovely heels 

was speaking to him, causing him to look up, his eyes landing on the face of his ex-wife, a sight 

he could never forget, even if he wanted to. 

 “Ah, Margot,” he said. 

 “Richard, are you even listening to me?” she asked, tapping her toes impatiently. 

His eyes darted back down to her feet before returning to her face.  “No, sorry,” he 

answered, his hands sliding into the pockets of his slacks to play with his apartment keys. 

“Christ— Where have you been?  I’ve been trying to reach you for months,” she said, 

throwing her arms up in annoyance.  “I ask you to keep in contact, you know?  Maybe an email 

every so often, just so I know you’re not dead, and what do I get?  Nothing.  You even change 

your cell phone number on me.”  She stomped her foot petulantly, the sound like the loud shot of 

a gun, but he didn’t wince.  “And let me tell you, do you even know how hard it is to even look 

you up when you’re going by— by Nicholas Byrd now?” 

“That’s the point,” he pointed out, removing his hand from his pocket to gesture vaguely, 

somewhat lost.  “But that doesn’t explain why you’re here.”  Or how she got in.  He wasn’t 
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exactly careless; he always locked his door after he left. 

Margot sighed, her fingers massaging the bridge of her nose.  “Because I care about you, 

Richard.” 

He let out a small sigh as he set his keys down by the door and walked past her, into the 

living room.  She followed, heels clacking.  “But you left me.” 

“Don’t you dare start that again, you know I had a good reason,” she snapped, though her 

voice had lost its earlier bite.  “That doesn’t mean that I ever stopped loving you, or caring about 

you.  If you just kept in contact, maybe I’d be able to get some sleep at night, but no.  You’re 

apparently living the life in this dump while I’m stuck home waiting for a goddamn phone call.  

I’m starting to remember why I left you in the first place.” 

He frowned at that, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye as he shuffled through the 

mail.  “Just check the obituaries if you’re so worried.” 

“Oh, like that’s any better!” she cried, flinging her hands up again.  “God above, I want 

to smack you so hard right now, but honestly?  I’m just glad to see you alive.” 

Setting the mail aside, he looked back at her, leaning against the kitchen counter.  He 

wanted to apologize, to tell her that he was sorry for disappearing on her, but he knew he didn’t 

mean it.  He did what he had to, and she should understand that the most out of anyone he knew.  

Still, there was a certain regret he felt in leaving her behind, even if it was the right thing to do.  

He didn’t want to involve her in his problems anymore. 

“So how did you get in?” he asked finally, turning back to the kitchen counter. 

“Your landlord let me in,” she said.  “I gave him a shortened version of the story, and, 

before you ask, I didn’t give him your name either.” 

He visibly relaxed, returning to the task of scratching at a stain on the counter he had 
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missed while cleaning.  “Good,” he mumbled.  That was always a problem with him and 

landlords.  Six fake IDs and three passports and he still couldn’t keep his real name a secret.  At 

least it meant he could stay there for a little while longer, if anything. 

“I was surprised,” she piped up after a brief silence, “that you keep the place so clean.  

You were always such a slob.” 

He snorted.  “You were the slob, Margot.  I could barely find anything in that mess you 

called a study.” 

“Hardly,” she huffed, crossing her arms over her chest.  “I practically spent half of my 

day cleaning up after you.  You always had so much stuff, but now…” She trailed off, looking 

around the empty apartment.  There was nothing there.  A couch and a coffee table in the living 

room, but no TV; a folding card table in the kitchen where he ate most of his meals; a small bed 

in the bedroom covered only by two worn sheets. 

“I get by,” he said, not waiting for her to continue.  “Besides, I’m never around much.” 

“I could tell,” she said. 

He shrugged.  “So, how long are you in town for?” 

She paused and shifted, drumming her perfectly manicured nails against the kitchen 

counter.  “I’m not sure,” she said, her eyes locking with his.  “I was in a hurry, I only booked a 

one-way flight.”  Her eyes immediately darted to the side and he hummed in thought.  She was 

hiding something from him, he could tell. 

It wasn’t his place to press, nor did he want to know  “What about a hotel?” he asked. 

She looked back up at him, her smile weak.  “I haven’t found a place yet.”  She hesitated.  

“I was hoping I could stay here with you for a bit.” 

He paused, as if weighing the options.  “Does Peter know you’re here?” 


