Forlorn Hope


It was midnight.  A young man tossed and turned in his sleep, his thoughts steeped by thoughts of her.  Deep within his dreams, he was reliving each moment they had spent together.  He relived the first moment he saw her; he relived their first kiss; he relived the seemingly eternal peaceful bliss that had pervaded his body every time he held her.  He missed her.  He missed her lustrous, chocolate brown her; he missed her full, pink lips; he missed her soothing, musical laugh.  He missed how intoxicated he was by her presence.

But it wasn't meant to be.  He had unconsciously pushed her away, every one of his moments slowly, but surely, ostracizing her.  How?  The question kept resounding in his brain.  He was paranoid when he was around her; he kept thinking that she was only his temporarily, that, given the chance, she would escape his grasp.  And escape willingly.  Thus, he was like a miser, coveting each moment with her.  He refused to share her with the world; he was like some avaricious pirate, hoarding his treasure to keep for his eyes only.  And so, finally, she had gone away.  He had done it; he had pushed her away.

At first, he was happy, happy that he was right.  Once she was given the chance, he thought, she was ran away from him.  He didn’t need her if she didn’t need him.  Everything was okay without her.  Then the months came and went, and each day, he grew more depressed until he finally realized it: he loved her because he needed her and that she had loved him too, until he pushed her away.  With every passing moment, the pain just kept getting worse.

So he finally decided.  It was the day before spring break when he made up his mind that he would return to his hometown and confess to his love and, then, finally then, everything would be okay.  When he awoke that morning, he dressed carefully: brown boots, his lucky boxers, faded jeans, white undershirt, grey sweater, and a black zip jacket.  He did his hair, spiking it up into his usual fashion.  He got into his car and drove then two hours that it took to reach his hometown.

Upon arrival, he parked on the outskirts and entered the town on foot.  As he walked toward her house, he outlined a speech in his mind.  First, he would explicate, explain, and apologize for his past behavior.  Next, he would present her with a gift of flowers, and finally, he would ask her out on a date to catch up on lost times.  He had no idea what they would do, but he was confident that they wouldn’t have trouble finding something to do.  They had always gotten along so well.

Quick, confident eyes surveying his surroundings matched his quick, confident strides as he reached her house.  He ran the doorbell and kept the bouquet of lilies, her favorite flower, behind him.  

The door opened.


And a man walked out.  Long wavy brown hair, hazel-colored eyes, stubble a relaxed mien, and a black sweater.  He spoke.


“Hey buddy, can I help you?”


“Honey?  Who is it?” a voice questioned from the back.


He recognized it; it was the same musical melody that had haunted his dreams for the past months.  His voice felt dry as he tried to speak when her face peered over the man’s shoulder.  Her chin was propped on his shoulder and one of her hands squeezed one of the man’s comfortably.

The young man looked past the man with the black sweater and addressed his question directly to her.  “Can I talk to you for a moment?”

She glanced at the man with the black sweater, who gave a prompt nod with a reassuring gaze and a friendly smile.  Then, the man with the black sweater walked inside and quietly shut the door.  She stayed outside.  The wind ruffled her white sweater and black pants.  “What do you want?” she asked, her voice cool and detached.

Their eyes locked and despite the obvious tone of composure in her voice, he read the inner turmoil within her eyes.  He saw the two parts of herself battle for dominance; the feelings between the man with the black sweater and himself.  And abruptly as he read it, it stopped.  Her brown eyes matched the coolness of her voice.  His plan fell into shambles.  The words that surfaced were a pale comparison of the eloquence he had prepared before.

“I’m sorry.”


“Yeah . . . so?”


“I . . . I love you.  I . . . n . . . I need you.”


She looked deep within the confines as if appraising his sincercity and wondering if his soul had changed.  She made up her mind and formulated her answer in a split second, her tone just becoming a nuance colder.


“Well I don’t.  I don’t.


She turned and walked back into her house.


As the door closed, the young man was speechless.  What had he expected?  For her to forgive all the pain he had caused her?  To forget all the times he had kept her to himself?  Of course she wouldn’t forget, he thought bitterly.  What had he been thinking?  The logic that the man was ever so proud of was, at this moment, perverse and corrupt.  His thinking had been in folly ripe, in reason rotten.  He left the flowers on the porch and walked away.  He vowed to change his ways, to treat his next girlfriend, if he had one, with care, to pay attention to her wishes, to treat her like the goddess she was.  He left the flowers on the porch and walked away.  She was forever gone from his life, but he would cherish her memory eternally.  It had been fun, but now it was a forlorn hope.
