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My Weeklong Marriage and the Lying Truth 

Shannon Thompson 

 

We renamed ourselves somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean. I had bought the 

plane tickets to avenge the suffocation of an abrupt breakup that I won’t bother 

mentioning again, although it began my journey and confronted a reality of freedom I’d 

denied myself for almost a year. By empowering myself to pack a bag and flee the 

country, I empowered myself to become whoever I wanted to be. And, in this particular 

instance in my twenty years of life, I was heartbroken, and I wanted to be loved. I wanted 

to be a married woman. Why I thought this relationship label would ease my reality of 

unrequited love, I still do not know. But I do know one thing: I wasn’t alone.  

Considering our friendship was nearly six years old, Brendan, who was also 

suffering from a recent split, was the perfect confidant. We’d discussed vacationing 

before, dreamily and with little determination to actually go, but heartache is often an 

emotion to act upon, although many don’t admit it as such. Brendan, however, 

understood my desires to physically abandon my lack of love in order to accept it, even if 

I temporarily convinced myself our travels would be permanent, not a weeklong vacation. 

So, in one night, over a Sex on the Beach flavored hookah, we booked our hotel—a four 

story building in colonial Old San Juan—and flew away.  

 It was the end of May when I borrowed the wedding ring from my father’s failed 

engagement and, with Brendan’s companionship, we became the “perfect couple on our 

honeymoon.” We introduced ourselves this way for numerous reasons, but mainly, as 
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much as I dislike admitting such a selfish decision, we enjoyed the free drinks, food, and 

upgrades that followed the title. It was strange to be rewarded for something we’d never 

done, but, if I had to guess, our stranger friends—the ones anyone makes on vacation—

seemed to enjoy us more as the honeymooning couple from Kansas than the two friends 

fleeing from our breakups. I believe this as truth, because we met others—honest others, 

others like Brendan and me before the lies—and the locals didn’t take to them as much as 

they did us.  

When I consider this reaction, I’m struck with one instance in particular. It 

happened on our second night when we found ourselves entering the Blessed Café. It was 

a Jamaican-styled bar, and the bartender, a man named Edward (“Not like the vampire,” 

he clarified) adored nothing as much as he adored love. I suppose Brendan and I also 

adored love, because love is what we chose to be, but faking it would insinuate our 

disrespect for a life goal many strive to succeed in. However, within seconds of hearing 

about how we became a couple—a detailed, but falsified, tale of love long-denied, finally 

accepted—Edward revealed the location of a private beach near El Capitolio, a beautiful 

rotunda overlooking the Atlantic. Of course we went, although we wouldn’t be having 

the sexual relations that Edward hoped his location would enhance. Brendan and I, 

although we wore rings, were strictly platonic, a simulation of a honeymoon couple, 

nothing more than a mirage created by emotional, if not complete, insanity.  

I didn’t regret Edward’s advice or admiration; however, I wanted to. I truly 

wanted to feel the guilt of lying, but, when surrounded by five yards of untouched sand 

with nearly clear blue water up to my knees, my guilt washed away in the waves. The 

only contradiction that I felt was the guilt of feeling no guilt at all, and even that 
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disappeared somewhere along the reef and rocky walls I climbed. As I neared Castillo de 

San Cristobal, a Spanish fort built in 1783, I slipped and cut the bottom of my foot open 

on who-knows-what in the water. I considered this to be karma, but it didn’t seem like 

enough, and I wanted more of it, mainly—and I’m guessing as I say this—because I did 

feel a guilt towards my dishonesty that I was denying. I was lying about everything—

who I was, why I was there, what I want, where I am going—and the least I could accept 

was a slice on my arch, and the most I could ask for was more repercussions, which I 

eventually received walking back to our hotel. I tripped, slid down the brick road, and 

nearly broke my kneecap. It’s natural for me to admit how much we drank after that. I 

was in pain, and rum was the best way for the pain to dissipate—physical and emotional.  

Brendan and I were drinking mojitos in El Asador when we met three coastguard 

wives, Jessica, Jasmine, and Janet. In minutes, they convinced us to go to The Nuyorican 

Café, a salsa bar flooded with reggae, jazz, and other Caribbean music styles. It opened at 

10 p.m. and closed whenever the crowd stopped dancing. The hours of operation were 

spectacular, but the sheer darkness enhanced the smells of tequila, sweat, and rain. I 

attempted to convince Brendan to dance, but he only shook his head, sipped his Jack and 

Coke, and shouted over the music, “You see a dance floor; I see a minefield.” Eventually, 

I left him alone to the darkness, but, ultimately, his thoughts. This was the first time the 

Puerto Rican locals seemed confused about our honeymoon relationship.  

“Don’t just leave him there,” Jessica said. I’m guessing she said this, because I 

can’t actually remember. I’d had four rum drinks by then, and Jessica’s blue contacts 

were really distracting beneath the black lights. “We’ll do something else.” 
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So we did. Ironically, Jessica, Jasmine, and Janet—although locals—often snuck 

into our hotel, Da House, to use the rooftop hot tub. I found comfort in knowing we 

weren’t the only ones lying to the island around us. The hotel owner believed they were 

guests; the guests believed we were on our honeymoon. Everyone deserved a cut foot, yet 

I was the only one with the injury.   

With careful and tedious steps, we climbed the wet stairs with our collection of 

stilettoes (minus Brendan. I don’t know what kind of shoes he was wearing, but I know it 

wasn’t heels). And, when we made it to the rooftop, it began raining on the Monday 

Mojito night Da House threw sporadically and against the rainy night sky. The rules were 

simple:  

1. Ten dollars is equivalent to unlimited mojitos. 

2. Don’t fall off the roof. 

The second and last rule forced me to wonder how many guests—or faking 

honeymooning couples—had fallen off. My logic knew they’d land outside the salsa bar. 

My curiosity caused me to wonder which song they’d fallen to. My determination to 

enjoy my lies allowed me to ignore all of these thoughts as quickly as they came.  

I ordered another drink.  

If I had to say anything about that night, I’d concentrate on the fact that it was the 

week before Monsoon Season. It rained on and off all day and all night. It wasn’t cold 

rain, but it was rain nevertheless, and it was beautiful. From the rooftop I could see the 

thin waves of water wash off neighboring rooftops and drain down the colorfully-painted 

walls. It reminded me of the ocean, but so did the alcohol, merely because it was a liquid, 

and my mind was flooded with my island paradise.  
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Most of my vacation went this way, but this night in particular holds the 

memories of ultimate freedom from my emotional state. The designated bartender ran out 

of DonQ, but the partiers didn’t run out of money. A few elected guests left the rooftop to 

walk down to the nearest liquor store, and they returned with the liquid of the night.  

We drank a lot—honestly, too much—and I often wonder if I’d have more 

memories to dwell on (or enjoy) if I hadn’t drunk who-knows-how-many mojitos. But I 

can’t say I regret it, because I don’t know if I should. In fact, I enjoyed the repercussions 

of the drunken crowd we met, filled with rambling people from all over the world.  

Our group consisted of the three coastal wives, the camera crew for the Real 

World St. Thomas, a Boston nanny, and a hippy couple from Colorado—Chris and 

Kristy—who had sold everything they owned to travel the world. Chris and Kristy are the 

only ones I figure told the truth, because they later wrote an article about their adventures 

on their traveler’s blog we found after our vacation. As for the others, I often wonder if 

we weren’t the only ones lying, making our vacation, in reality, a lived out lie. I even had 

a moment in my drunken stupor when I looked around the hot tub, studied the faces, and 

wondered who they could really be. Were they wondering the same about Brendan and 

me? I would never know, but I tell myself that my stranger friends were our friends, even 

if only for a night or a week. They were friends for a lifetime of memories.  

Ironically, as I contemplated our identities, Brendan lifted his drink, shouting, “To 

strangers!” and everyone cheered so loudly I was certain we overcame the salsa bar 

below us. From there, we toasted the camera crew for their passion, the coastal wives for 

their dedication, and our marriage for our love. By the end of our toasts, mixed with the 

heavy liquor and a heated pool, we were all inebriated to the point of being unable to 
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distinguish one face from the other, but I’m sure that didn’t matter. What mattered was 

our excitement—our will to live like the Beat Generation—and, although I’m unsure how 

the topic came about, skinny-dipping was dared. But no one moved.  

 This singular dare forced me to reflect on the day Brendan and I decided to finally 

take the last steps towards vacation. We had always dreamed, always talked about it, but 

we’d never chased our wishes until then. And I realized something about myself. I was 

very conservative. I believe in the body being for the partner. I believe that love is a rare 

and valuable part of life. Yet I’d rebelled within my desperation for intimacy, and it 

forced the realization that my previous expectations maybe weren’t my true expectations, 

especially in my current moment. And I wanted to be true to something, even if it was the 

lies.  

“I’ll do it,” I said, and, without another word, I buried my hesitation and 

undressed. “We were born this way; why not act this way?” I justified; whether it was to 

others or myself, I still don’t know, but I climbed out of the hot tub, exposed myself to 

the Puerto Rican rain, and walked to the rooftop’s edge. I pressed my toes against the wet 

concrete, spread my arms out, closed my eyes, and screamed. The wind swirled around 

my body, and the cheers of my stranger friends echoed around me as if they stood by my 

side, engrossed in the nakedness of the freedom’s emotional escape.  

To this day, the moment where I tasted the most freedom in my life was that 

one—returning to the edge of that rooftop hot tub, completely naked, and just falling 

back into the warm water, laughing hysterically as sheet lightning traveled across the 

island sky.  
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