Remember Me, Aurora
One drawback to reading too much literary fiction is that eventually your every action becomes a part of the ongoing dramatic dialogue in your head. Instead of simply waiting for an hour for your friend at the Greyhound station, that period becomes an opportunity to reflect on the philosophy, the mindset, the minutiae of the metaphysical symbolism of Life’s Big Waiting Room. What is it we are truly waiting for, anyway? Nothing is ordinary; nothingness in itself becomes “spare elegance.” That is not to say we shouldn’t examine these things, but sometimes impatience is impatience. This is especially true when you are in the middle of Nowhere, Ohio and only came to this godforsaken little college town to see your friend’s concert which will probably give you a headache. Doing that kind of stuff is what makes you a good friend, right?

***

Oh, the pain. The grease. The flavored ground beef! Aurora lay on her side, eyes lolling slightly. She thought of sticking out her tongue for extra effect, but that would be going too far. One of the kids in the playgroup would always do that, when playing make believe required him to be dead. Aurora wasn’t sure where he got the idea that the dead stick out their tongues dramatically. She shifted her position on the bed to read the clock. Only 5:26? Good Lord. She squinted, rubbed her stomach, and thought that she should really know better than to eat at a place called Tac-o-Mat. Some things just seem like a good idea at the time. Like that whole affair with Colin. Oh, her stomach really did hurt this time. I will not think of him, Aurora thought, so of course the next thing that popper into her head was his gorgeous smiling face. She cursed every god she could think of and sat up. Not good to be wallowing like this. Have to be positive. Can’t drown your sorrows in cheap tacos. As she dressed, she thought, maybe I did love him. Maybe he loved me. Maybe.

***

The el platform swayed a little, just enough to make me nervous. In my head, I calculated. Equipment one hundred or more years old plus several million dollars of deficit in the CTA budget times a 20 mile an hour wind, figure in velocity and gravity equals…we’re all gonna die. Maybe I’m being overdramatic, but it’s better than not reacting enough, right? “Is that wood breaking? [creak, creak, boom] How about that, the entire Belmont station just collapsed. Huh.” My heart pounded in my chest from the stairs. All that blood whooshing through my eyes, I could almost see my pulse. I sat on the uncomfortable chilly bench and tried to imagine myself someplace tropical. Another gust of wind reminded me that this never works. There is so much emotion involved when waiting for the train on a cold day. Impatience, hope, disgust, relief all blend to form a general sickly feeling because there is no other way to get to my job. I close my eyes, and Aurora speaks.
***


Something else you need to watch out for is symbolism. It can be a slippery little fellow, squirming just out of your grasp until someone explains the deeper meaning of the panda’s appearance in Colin’s dream. This leaves you with a slightly embarrassed feeling, as though someone just now pointed out a bit of spinach you’ve had in your teeth all day. The panda obviously symbolizes Colin’s concern of U.S.-Chinese relations and the socioeconomic effects of doing trade with… Where is she, already? It’s been an hour and a half and you don’t even want to be here. You could be at home, napping preferably, curled up with a good book, or just catching up on lazing about. It’s been a few weeks since you were last able to get comfortably lazy, and this weekend would have been the perfect time. Wait, is that her? No, it’s someone else. Just where does she get off saying all white people look the same?
***


Aurora turned the CD to track eight, the song that always made her think of him. Something about the rhythm, the bass, everything melded into Colin-shaped sound. There was so much that reminded her of him. A certain scent could send her stomach reeling; music made her eyes dreamy. No, no, I won’t do this to myself, she thought. Yet, Aurora couldn’t help but remember the first time she saw him. Colin was walking by, Aurora smiled, and he smiled back. What was he wearing? It doesn’t matter, all she could think of was when he passed her, her head went all swimmy and she had to remind herself to breathe. Aurora turned the stereo off and headed to the bathroom. I have things to do today, she thought.
***

Right now, I am a one and a half eyed Cyclops. Four days now with my perfect left and blurry right. If I close the left eye, everything would appear as a detail of an Impressionist painting. How do contacts disappear overnight? I woke, opened my eyes; it was gone. Perhaps it floated around, I thought, but I stopped poking in my eye when I realized that I had been trying to pick up my cornea. So here I sit on the Red Line yet again. Normal Dan Ryan, Impressionist Dan Ryan. Not a very interesting subject when compared to a Japanese garden, but at least it’s something I can relate to. I wondered if there could ever be a painting that could properly convey this feeling of the Red Line- the mechanical train smell, the whoosh of outdated electrical tracks, the jerkiness that tests one’s sense of balance. Beep beep beep. Your attention please. I broke out of my reverie and wondered who would ever want to see such a piece of work. Looking outside, I saw that the train wasn’t even at the 79th Street station yet. Aurora keeps whispering to me; I have time, so I take my little green notebook and begin to write.
***

There are also similes and metaphors to consider. 
