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To compare The Weeknd’s brand with Justin Bieber’s, dating back to the start, one might begin 
by pointing to the former’s conviction that love is a farce, possibly a delusion—versus the latter, 
who seems to believe in soul-mates and holding on until the end. “You deserve real love / And I 
deserve to be by myself / ’Cause I've gone too far / And I started too young, To give up,” sings 
Abel Tesfaye (aka The Weeknd) on his second album, Kiss Land, which came out in 2013, a year 
after he shot to fame as a 21-year-old alcoholic pill-popping sex addict whose debut LP was 
shared on YouTube, then picked up by Drake and remastered. “And even if I changed / It would 
be too late / I exposed my ways.” Well, apparently it wasn’t quite too late for Abel, who in the 
next ten years would go on to find something close to real love with, I daresay, some high-power 
babes—most recently and famously, Bella Hadid, then Selena Gomez—though unlike the Biebs, 
he never (say never) stopped using.

Justin Bieber’s first smash hit was “Baby,” about a very young man’s first heartbreak, though I’m 
not convinced that he had his heart as badly broken, back then in 2010, as he did by the time he 
released Purpose in 2015. But he’s never been one to give a girl up easily. “Oh for you, I would 
have done whatever / And I just can't believe we ain't together / And I wanna play it cool / But 
I'm losin' you / I’ll buy you anything / I’ll buy you any ring,” sings Justin Bieber on “Baby” as a 
late-blooming 16-year-old boy—whose young falsetto voice I mistook, the first time I heard it, 
for a little girl’s. 

Skipping ahead five years, Justin Bieber’s been charged of a DUI, and seen pics of his bare lower 
half online, and slept with a whore (who unsurprisingly posted about it online), and no longer 
sounds or looks remotely like a little girl—but unlike The Weeknd, he’s far from giving up on 
real love. “So you heard it all before / Falling in and out of trust / Trying to rekindle us / Only to 
lose yourself,” Justin sings in “Mark My Words,” the intro track to Purpose, addressing the one 
and only love of his life, Selena Gomez. "But I won't let me lose you / And I won't let us just fade 
away / After all that we've been through / I’ma show you more than I ever could say.” Is this 
what ended up happening, in real-life, upon Justin and Selena’s latest on-again phase in early 
2018?

Selena’s longstanding philosophy on love has been harder to track, though my favorite source to 
consult is her second studio album, For You. Not sure who it’s for, though lyrics to “The Heart 
Wants What It Wants” at the very least suggest that she too believes (or believed) that some 
lovers are meant to be. “There's a million reasons why I should give you up,” she sings in her 



2014 track, before concluding famously, “But the heart wants what it wants / The heart wants 
what it wants.” If there’s a love triangle to be traced in her lyrics, it becomes increasingly 
muddled in her 2015 album, Revival, which came out one month before Purpose, and includes 
such hits as “Hands to Myself” and “Good for You," in which Selena seizes control of her sexual 
reality, and makes clear, she’s got needs. In “Hands to Myself,” Selena tells us, “Oh, I, I want it 
all / I want it all, I want it all / Can’t keep my hands to myself / I mean I could, but why would I 
want to?” It’s clear that Selena, not unlike a thirsty male, is confident enough to go to a club with 
eyes like searchlights and hands like leather snare traps. 

Focusing not on who the songs are for, but on what patterns keep appearing, we might say that 
for Selena Gomez the inner battle is between need and desire—to take it further, what she wants, 
versus what’s needed from her. Truthfully, it seems like all she wants is to feel good about 
herself, and the challenge facing her is not “how to get back my man,” or the travesty of having 
her heart broken, but whether or not she actually wants (or needs) to be with him (or them). 
Mirrors appear as a motif in recent singles from 2017. "When I look in the mirror / Baby I see it 
clearer / Why you wanna be nearer,” she sings at the start of“Fetish,” then later admits, “If I were 
you, I'd do me too.” On “Bad Liar,” she tells her target audience, “I see how your attention builds 
/ It’s like looking in a mirror”—a lyric, I at first mistook, for “how your tension builds,” which I 
guess reveals my insecurity by comparison. Both “Fetish” and “Bad Liar” provide an interesting 
but not altogether different variation on Selena’s philosophy of confidence we heard as early as 
her 2013 song “Like a Champion,” in which she encourages fans to “Stand up let 'em know that 
you shine bright / Throw down let 'em know that you got fight / It’s sure that you've never felt so 
sexy sexy sexy.”

To be clear, Abel Tesfaye is not one to declare how sexy he feels, but how depressed. And though 
he certainly has pride about his favorite appendage, his do-worthy feelings are always, always 
directed at a woman. Never, a man. And never, himself. “Cause all the nights you slept alone 
dryin' your eyes (cause of me) / And all the nights you thought about takin' your life (cause of 
me) / Cause if it's love you want again, don't waste your time / But if you call me up, I'm fuckin' 
you on sight,” sings Abel on “Hurt You” from his latest EP, My Dear Melancholy,—and it was 
around this time, on my first listen, that I started asking whether this relationship was all he built 
it up to be on the first track. 

On the first track, “Call Out My Name,” Abel declares that he “put [her] on top,” and “almost 
cut a piece of [himself]” for the other lover in question, though anyone familiar with Selena’s 
epic kidney-transplant tale knows that it’s extremely rare to find a match—and even if Abel, 
hypothetically, got tested and approved and chose to give Selena (who almost died in 2017 due 
to complications with her Lupus disease) a kidney to save her life, his self-righteousness about it, 



on this track, would probably not match the total lack of pride required for such a sacrifice. 
Lyrically, he’s throwing red herrings, and while some critics have described My Dear 
Melancholy, as old-school Abel back in his self-pitying prime, I for one think this album is 
suspiciously… sentimental, for such a claim to be made.

My Dear Melancholy, if you ask me, is laced with more quiet rage than sentimentality, or wailing 
melancholy—and since I’m rooting for Abel, I’d rather he be angry than apathetic about being 
dumped for Justin Bieber. The first time I heard the third track, “Wasted Times,” I thought it was 
written for a guy, due once again to bad hearing on my part and misunderstood lyrics: “who you 
pullin up for” as “who you pullin out for”—which when taken alongside lyrics such as “who you 
gettin strong for” and “these girls only want you when you’re winnin,” might explain my 
confusion. So I misinterpreted the song, but not totally, if the track is indeed for ex-girlfriend 
Bella Hadid, and she’s a mega-tomboy in disguise. But what alarmed me most of all, about 
“Wasted Times,” was its title plus the opening phrase “she wasn’t even half of you,” presumably 
referring to Abel’s most recent ex Selena—a lyric which, knowing Bella Hadid (who I admire 
deeply for her maturity and class), would probably be interpreted as petty toward Selena, 
regardless of whether Bella felt flattered deep-down. Any comparison, or implied comparison, 
between girls, is one of the meanest and most belittling insults a guy can make—especially when 
one girl is a model.

Back to the Biebs. At the time My Dear Melancholy, was released, in late March 2018, Justin 
Bieber was still wasting time (apparently, it wasn’t serious) with Baskin Champion, a swimsuit 
model who, after appearing for a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model casting call at age sixteen, 
found herself modeling for Hollister and Frankie Bikinis. “I am excited to see what else the Lord 
has in store,” she told reporters in her native Alabama in 2016, after a rise to modeling fame that 
reads almost like a fairy tale. The first time Justin appeared in public with Baskin, was the night 
after Selena was photographed in a swimsuit on a yacht in Australia, looking good I daresay, but 
I guess not good enough to avoid body-shaming trolls who triggered a vigorous response from 
Selena on social media. “The beauty myth- an obsession with physical perfection that traps 
modern woman in an endless cycle of hopelessness, self consciousness, and self-hatred as she 
tries to fulfill society’s impossible definition of flawless beauty,” Selena Gomez wrote on her 
Instagram on March 19, 2018, alongside a carefully edited video of her on a joy-filled yacht ride 
with friends.

“Reaching your limit / Say you’re reaching your limit / Going over your limit / But I know you 
can’t quit it,” Selena Gomez sings in “Fetish,” which is the closest thing to a diss track I've heard 
from her, recently. “I’m not surprised, I sympathize / I can't deny, your appetite,” she continues. 
Here Selena comes close to confirming, she was on top in that last love exchange. The word that 



comes to my mind, to describe Abel Tesfaye with his cute thick figure and fuzzy eraserhead, is 
meek. To call him meek, of course, is not to adhere to the hard-edged song-hawk image he’d 
probably prefer.

“Homeless to Forbes list, these niggas bring no stress / I feel like Moses, I feel like I'm chosen,” 
Abel tells us in “Sidewalks” from Starboy. Like Moses—whose just anger at Pharaoh, before he 
let the Egyptian people go, was not condemned by God—I think that Abel has a right to be angry 
about what he’s been put through by the world, starting from when he was young and poor and 
fatherless, extending to world fame and the inevitable flack that comes with it. I don’t think he’s 
a fan of being looked at, or he wouldn’t always be covering his face around the paparazzi. And 
while I agree that The Weeknd is one of the best male artists putting out music, right now, I also 
think that Abel can do better, and will come out victorious in his own life story, and that My Dear 
Melancholy, contains a defeatist philosophy which proves: 1) that he genuinely put Selena “on 
top” and thinks he’s not good enough, and 2) that he’s genuinely suicidal, at this time, though I 
hope it’s not because of her.

My own discovery of The Weeknd, I admit, came as a direct result of his being Selena Gomez’s 
boyfriend—not because I was a fan of Selena in those days, but because I was a proponent of 
Justin Bieber after listening to Purpose, which I related to as a lonely heartbroken 21-year-old. 
And so, I figured that Selena started dating the Weeknd at least partly to make Justin jealous. But 
then, she accidentally fell in love. These are just hypotheses. My favorite track on Purpose, is 
“Company”—one of the few love-and-sex songs on the album which I doubt is for Selena—and 
I used to listen to it on loop, in my single dorm room at Columbia University, I knew the song 
“Starboy” because it was all over the place, and one night when I heard it on a Minnesota Lyft 
driver’s stereo I felt something turn inside my chest. found myself a bit chunky—not good, for a 
girl who grew up dreaming of a career in the American film industry—and doing all I could to 
get my body to the malnourished glory it remembered from its most stressful college days. I used 
to listen to the whole Starboy album, and Beauty Behind the Madness, and Trilogy, and go 
running around the local lake 2-3 times a day, and write unpublishable content, and chew so 
much gum while writing that my jaw now needs surgery beyond my budget, and not lose much 
weight in spite of the exercise because I was eating beyond my budget, and sleep far more than 
necessary, and go to work taking tickets at a run-down movie theater in town, and stumble upon 
ads and articles centered on Selena Gomez (who’d just started a paid partnership with Coach, 
and gone out wearing slips and sundresses) while I refused to even go to he swimming pool 
because I looked like hell. Now, I’m not documenting all this to defend the aforementioned 
“beauty myth,” as I happen to believe that insane standards for hotness are part of what makes 
Hollywood seem like the Promised Land to wannabe movie stars like myself. And though I’ve 
wrestled with body image demons, and thought about giving up, I don’t expect this to change. 



It’s either get hot or die trying. But my question is: why do the insane standards seem to apply 
unequally, to Selena and Abel, as a Hollywood girl versus guy. Or do they actually? Justin 
Bieber, after all, has far more online followers than Abel; probably because Justin has always 
appealed to the basic (meaning norm, standard) American female.

“You're built like a Goddess / And it seems like you been stressin’  / ’Specially when your nose 
red. From that K, special Diet Coke you need more bread,” sings Abel on “XO / The Host,” off 
his first LP Trilogy. The question that’s always confused me, regarding body image issues for 
women, is whether it’s worse being enslaved to an ideal and fighting every day to fit that ideal (in 
order to be built like a Goddess)—or whether it’s worse being enslaved outside of it, and fighting 
every day to pretend that there is no ideal, when there is. I myself can say with conviction, that 
I’d prefer the first option of enslavement, but it’s not really an option when I don’t have the 
money or mental health to pull it off, right now (and I think it’s okay to say, I’ve tried). “Now my 
shit straight / Eating all day, tryna lose weight / That good sex, we'll sweat it out / Hotel 
bedsprings we'll wear it out,” are some of the lyrics in “Reminder,” my favorite track on Starboy. 
Now I hate to be the one to break it to you, Abel, but just as jogging three times a day didn’t 
work for me, the good sex didn’t successfully slim you down. Nor did all the Adderall, or heroin, 
or whatever else you’ve been scarfing down—I personally haven’t tried cocaine but you’re not 
selling me on it (Selena, maybe). But baby it’s okay, because if you ever so decide, I know you 
have it on you to get hot (as opposed to rich; been there done that) or die trying, but you’re 
gonna have to do it the hard way—just like me and all those skinny girls you’ve been screwing 
since your first album. The difference, between us, is that I feel as though I can’t garner any 
attention as a female artist—let alone make a good living—unless I get hot, or die. 

As far as The Weeknd, I’ve always found him drop-dead adorable, but when I saw the cover of 
the new Starboy comic (which Abel himself helped develop with Marvel), I got to thinking, he 
still hasn’t come into his own—and still can! As much as I’d like to accuse Abel of being a 
delusional narcissist due to drugs and male body dysmorphia, I don’t think he’s dysmorphic, 
because there’s just as much musical proof on Starboy album that he feels inadequate and 
insecure around his muse at the time. Perhaps this is why I relate to his songs, more than a 
musical style of self-confidence. “Wipe the lust from your eyes / I see that you're not mine / I can 
see the lust in your eyes / You can't hide it,” sings Abel in “Secrets” on Starboy. “You can't be the 
one / I realize, we're divided.” This girl, clearly, is an effective creative stimulant for male 
musicians. But who in the world wants their whole life without her to be spent in pointless pain? 
Is that how it feels dating every girl, or just female narcissists with their wicked games?

“It Ain’t Me” came out in April 2017, while Selena Gomez was still involved with Abel, and 
chalks up another collaborative tour-de-force with a male solo artist, in this case Kygo (see also: 



“Wolves” with Marshmello, and “We Don’t Talk Anymore” with Charlie Puth, and “Trust 
Nobody” with Cashmere Cat). Abel’s not the only one to throw out red herrings, apparently, as I 
assume Selena had enough artistic jurisdiction over the music video for “It Ain’t Me” to approve 
a cast of a thin dark-haired light-smore-skinned woman in signature wifebeater, opposite a 
blonde caucasian male. The video’s premise provides another early flash of Selena’s dark 
feathers—somewhere midway between the sudsy Netflix suicide drama 13 Reasons Why, which 
she executive produced, and the sexually saturated performance she gave for Spring Breakers 
when she was just 21-years-old—as the video it centers on a comatose man and his female lover 
waiting on him, in a hospital, after a motorcycle accident which the woman survives and the man 
nearly dies from. By the end of the video (after a beautiful dance break in the space between 
death and life), the woman in waiting has left the dying man’s bedside—a metaphorical trick and 
ruse, which I think, is more intended for Abel Tesfaye than Justin Bieber, though of course, both 
boys have their drug-abusing pasts. 

In “Ordinary Life” from Starboy, Abel sings: “Heaven knows that I've been told / Paid for the 
life that I chose / If I could, I'd trade it all / Trade it for a halo.” Whether it’s a chemical issue, or 
a confidence issue, or just an accurate report of how things are, it’s clear that Abel does not deem 
himself worth of real lasting love (e.g. marriage), or a halo, at this time. This leaves a well-
meaning fan with a couple questions for The Weeknd: 1) so then, what are his plans for the rest 
of this life? and 2) what does he actually, seriously want more than anything?

“Enjoy your privileged life,” says The Weeknd on this sixth and final track on My Dear 
Melancholy, “Cause I’m not gonna hold you through the night.” As someone who has spent 
phases of her own life homeless, rather than stay depressed and enslaved to a hopeless cycle at 
home (hence: the start of my foregone heroin habit), I have to say my allegiance is with Abel on 
this one, more than Justin and Selena—though one could argue that Abel is just as privileged, 
now, as both of them, if not more. In June 2017, The Weeknd appeared on the cover of Forbes 
magazine, wherein it was reported that he was earning $92 million a year. When Abel refers to 
privilege, then, he must either be referring to popularity deemed by numbers of followers on 
social media, which is as powerful a currency as the money it helps one make; though I tend to 
think Abel defines privilege as health, beauty, and a certain blissful ignorance to the bottom-
feeding sectors of the world from which he came.

On October 30, 2017, I was packing a small duffle with socks and underpants, preparing to run 
away from home to a private Air BNB in Texas, where I was to starve myself for thirty days in 
order to maybe salvage my broken dream of being a filmmaker and actress. At the airport, I 
checked my phone and noticed, Selena and Abel had broken up! And there was Selena was on 
the red carpet at the In Style awards, in a black dress with spaghetti straps, looking vaguely 



anorexic, and terrific. I went to the Air BNB, and kept up with the Selena-Justin-Abel saga so 
compulsively, while attempting to starve myself (I ended up failing, due more to suicidal 
boredom more than physical discomfort, which I’m game with), that I wrote a screenplay and 
complete album of song lyrics to go with it, and developed imaginary friendships with each 
artist’s respective character in the movie script. “Blues away, way, way / I’ve got two red pills, to 
take the blues away.” So go more lyrics to “Privilege,” in which Abel references a moment in 
The Matrix when Morpheus offers Neo a choice between a red and blue pill. The former will 
force Neo to face hardcore reality, the latter will allow him to stay up in his head in blissful 
ignorance. So, assuming Abel took the red pills, he’ll never again sink into the delusion that he 
and Selena were, in fact, well-matched, and that their love was as real (if not realer) than 
anything her and Justin Bieber had while they were being photographed and obsessed from 
before they weren’t virgins. I wish Abel would have saved the second red pill for me, because 
ever since that month alone in Texas, I can’t stop obsessing about a love triangle that does not 
pertain, even remotely, to myself. But of course I’m not alone; it’s just me and some hundred 
million fans. And while I’m not sure why everyone cares, I think it’s because it’s a beautiful 
story, and far more accessible, to the public, than most of the past decade’s films.

In the first phase of Justin and Selena’s mid-twenties reunion, starting in late 2017, their featured 
date in the news was attend church together in Los Angeles. Both have been open about their 
faith, even famous for it. Their place of worship is one that’s popular among many celebs: 
Hillsong, a contemporary Christian church which consistently fills arenas nation-wide with 
willing worshippers, not unlike fans flocking to a pop concert. “Hillsong’s position on 
homosexuality and gay marriage has not changed and is consistent with Scripture,” states senior 
pastor Brian Houston in a public statement on Hillsong.com, addressing news that two men 
directing their choir were openly gay. “It is my understanding that they have not been involved in 
an active leadership or ministry role since.” Luckily for Justin and Selena, neither of them are 
gay, and can still be active, together, with their church.

In “Where are Ü Now” from Purpose, Justin sings to his girl: “I gave you the shirt off my back 
whatchu sayin’ / To keep you warm.” Personally, I’m more willing to believe he gave her his 
shirt to show off his bod, than to keep anyone warm—and even if he did, Selena would probably 
tie it up like a halter. (Who can blame them?) Justin is confident enough to have been 
photographed shirtless, a few times, including once in public alongside Hillsong’s Pastor Carl 
Lentz, a good friend to the Biebs, who’s also tattooed and extremely fit and likes to own it—kind 
of like how Justin did in a pair of Instagram posts on March 9, 2018, standing in swim trunks on 
a beach with his arms out, arousing comments from fans comparing the young pop star to Jesus 
Christ himself. In “Where are Ü Now,” Justin continues, “I showed you the game everybody else 
was playin', that's for sure / And I was on my knees when nobody else was prayin', oh Lord.” 



Now we know, Justin has been praying—not asking to be prayed for, like Abel on his recent 
anthem with Kendrick Lamar, “Pray for Me,” for the Black Panther soundtrack. On the track, he 
beseeches the world, “Who gon' pray for me? / Take my pain for me? / Save my soul for me? / 
Cause I'm alone, you see.” 

The second half of the chorus, goes like this: “If I'm gon' die for you  / If I'm gon' kill for you / 
Then I'll spill this blood for you, hey.” Based on this song and how purely and sorely it’s sung, 
I’d guess that Abel’s less likely to believe that Jesus died for his sins, than to believe that he’s 
slowly dying for his own sins and those of unfaithful lovers. “Pray for Me” is not the first time 
Abel’s spoken about prayer in a way that’s far from preachy. “She said that she’d pray for me / I 
said it’s too late for me / Cause I think it’s safe to say / This ain’t ordinary life,” sings Abel in 
“Ordinary Life" on Starboy. Later in the track, he throws back to the halo symbol: “Halos are 
given to ordinary lives / No, but this ain't ordinary life.” Yet it seems like Abel’s been insisting 
that it’s too late for him, for years, and his career has only seen the light. 

While it’s easy to blame The Weeknd’s lack of so-called privilege (defined, tentatively, as beauty 
and health and blissful ignorance), compared to Selena and Justin, on a lack of worship and 
Hillsong attendance from Abel—whose early music is more or less amoral—I think this would 
be a naïve assessment of the situation, such that could only come from someone who’s never 
been so down on their luck that they’re forced to come up with a money-making scheme, e.g. 
making music that’s groundbreaking, and owning all that music, and using that music to rise up 
from nothing to an extraordinary life. Yes, Bieber made it on YouTube too; yes, Gomez grew up 
in a quaint Texas house and worked her way up as a very young actress (starting on Barney). 
That is to say, they’re not old money, so they could be less privileged if you’re being generous 
with how you define the term. And being famous isn’t easy for anyone. But around the time I 
was thrifting for homecoming dresses, and Abel was an underprivileged street kid in his native 
Toronto, Selena and Justin were vacationing on a yacht in Saint Lucia, being photographed and 
obsessed over, and that kind of upbringing in the industry is bound to interfere with a person’s 
understanding of the phrase, “reap what you sow.” Abel must know, prayer won’t save someone 
unfamous with his hands cuffed in the back of a cruiser—only cleverness, resourcefulness, a 
morally undiscerning need to get by, and extreme commitment to one’s craft can pull someone 
out of a life of modern enslavement in a world that cares nothing for you, at all. It’s called bare 
survival, and belief in oneself as a truth-teller of these times, as opposed to faith in Scripture 
alone. Abel's commitment to his craft, I think, got so extreme early on that he neglected to take 
care of himself as well as his rival lovers. That is, the Weeknd’s brand came before the real-life 
man, and since drug abuse has always been one of his stylistic trademarks—a niche which 
admittedly, has probably helped his career, far more than if he’d never walked with the devil—
Abel has kept it up too long, to also keep bagging the best kinds of girls.



My Dear Melancholy, reads to me as an attempt to access Selena’s (or Bella’s) sympathy, or pity, 
or lib, which is not the most dignified way to win a woman back. The reason it’s his tactic, at this 
time, is because he’s not strong enough to appeal to them by proving he’s a strong dependable 
man. His drug abuse and depression has hit a wall, or will soon. “I poison myself again, again / 
Til I feel nothing / In my soul (in my soul) / I’m on the edge of something breaking / I feel my 
mind is slowly fadin,” sings Abel in “I Was Never There” from his latest EP, a song which 
sounds to me like it was written by a drug addict on a fast track to death. “If I keep going I won’t 
make it,” he continues, “And it’s all because of you / It’s all because of you.” While I don’t think 
it’s fair to blame anyone, for one’s own addiction, I also know that every cause has an effect. And 
my unsolicited opinion, from observing Selena Gomez’s career and apparent happiness from a 
distance, is that The Weeknd was always a better match for her, than Justin. Of course, all 
relationships are shaded with dark behind-the-scenes secrets, and no matter how hard we nose 
around as pop culture addicts, we’ll never know the real reasons behind a famous couple’s 
separation. “I know like you know / I keep that trigger beside me / I know like you know / You just 
another body,” sings Future in his featured verse in The Weeknd’s “All I Know” (also from 
Starboy). The verse concludes: “Niggas always sneak dissin' / We gon' continue, fuckin' they 
bitches / I ain't just fucking that bitch / I been all the way up, makin' love to that bitch.” Compare 
these lyrics, to any one of Justin Bieber’s hit songs, who so far has never dropped the F-bomb 
and seems to take for granted that having sex is the same as making love. Meanwhile, Abel takes 
for granted that love always dies, and F-bombing hot girls is what life’s about. 

In “Call Out My Name,” Abel yowls: “Girl why can’t you wait / Why can’t you ’til I fall out of 
love.” Quite a departure from the opening phrase of “All I Know,” that “the reasons I can’t have 
you / are so easy to fix / I didn’t really plan to, but I’ma do it for this.” To come full circle in this 
skeetering love coaster, it sounds as though Abel came very close to being wrenched from his 
lifelong disbelief in real love, by his Starboy muse. Let’s call her, his Stargirl. And I wouldn’t be 
surprised if one of the elusive reasons he can’t have this muse, has to do with his physical health 
and general unreliability due to addiction: to drugs, and his work. Without Stargirl in his life, he 
apparently has no reason to address this. But my suspicion—based on the erratic nature of 
Selena’s reunion with Justin, and lyrics on My Dear Melancholy, such as “When you’re with him 
you close your eyes and think of me” (from the track “Hurt You”)—is that she may be undecided 
as to who on earth she wants or needs most. That said, it’s time for Abel Tesfaye to shape up his 
act, and get off the drugs, which is easier said than done I know. But if there’s still a chance in 
hell that a poor earthen girl like myself (who’s been insisting “it’s too late,” for years) can stay 
alive this long, and hopefully find herself hot enough in this life to brim with heavenly light, then 
so can Abel—enough to inspire lust in someone’s eyes and not just their ears, or wallets. XO.



—Lola Morgan


