Three Love Stories


It shocked people to hear that she was twenty-three when she died.


I can’t recall anything about her from before I was born, but the pictures are filled with more than enough stories. My Mom, my Dad and her. They lived in the apartment together happily. She led a true only-child life, fit for a princess. Looking back, she probably hated when I was born.


She was six when I came home from the hospital. I can’t possibly imagine the look on her face when she first saw me. I probably fascinated her. Wow! A new baby! It didn’t stay that way.


I remember when I first learned to walk all that I wanted to do was pull her long black hair. Even when she died the hair was still there, but not the same. Her medication has resulted in the loss of some of it, but even a stranger could see her and tell that at one point it was beautiful.


When I got older we started getting along better. No, we weren’t very close, but there was a mutual relationship. I wouldn’t bother her. She wouldn’t bother me. I had a sign on my door that said, “Knock First.” She never knocked, but I didn’t care. I loved her.


She ran away the winter she turned sixteen. I still don’t know. I’ll never know; no one will. She wasn’t gone for long, in fact, she wasn’t really gone - she hid in our backyard. I remember being the one to find her, her eyes, green like mine, reflecting through the snowflakes outside the window. While she was gone all I could do was cry. I thought she would be gone forever, that I would never see her again. I never did tell her how happy I was when she came back. I hope she knew.


A few years after she ran away she started to get sick. She would cry all night long. She hurt. I wanted to cry with her. She started eating less, going to the bathroom more, losing weight. You could tell she was sick just by looking at her. That’s why she cried.


The doctor said it was her thyroid. It wasn’t functioning properly - I don’t know the medical terms. They prescribed her a few medications. There was nothing else modern medicine could do. 


When she died this summer she was still on the same medication. It prolonged her life, it took away some of the pain, but it could not heal. I remember waking up in the morning and finding her lying down on the floor in the hallway. It smelled like urine, she must have been there all night. She couldn’t stand up. The muscles in her legs had gotten so weak that she couldn’t support her miniscule weight. She cried. We all cried. When you don’t know what to do all there is left to turn to is tears.


I left home that day to go to work. My parents were taking her to the veterinarian - she’d be there when I got back, right? No, it was the last time I’d see her alive. She died that afternoon while I was at work. There was nothing the vet could do. There was nothing anybody could do. She had lived her life.


Rest in peace, Kitty.

*****

He was a portly man with a large nose. A conductor on the Long Island Rail Road. He loved his job. He was very good at it.


She was taller than him by about six inches. Her face was aged, but hidden with make-up. She too enjoyed her job on the railroad. The hours weren’t bad and the work wasn’t hard either.


At every door on the train he would stop, take off his conductor’s hat and study himself in the reflection, fixing his hair when necessary. For the longest time he had had a crush on her. He loved the way she was always so friendly with the passengers. He loved the way her hair fell out from under her hat. He loved how the uniform’s shade of blue matched her eyes almost perfectly. He would never tell her any of that though. In a life filled with rejection there comes a point where one either loses all fear or completely gives up. He had given up.


Little did he know that she had feelings for him. She was thirty-seven and single. Her friends would nag her. “When are ya gonna meet a nice guy ta settle down with?” She had liked him for a while. She loved his toothy grin. She loved the way he face scrunched up when he laughed. She loved how he would always fix his hair in the reflection of the window, to make sure he looked impressive to the passengers. She knew the railroad had a strict policy of no co-workers relationship and that he was too proud of his job to risk losing it, especially for her. She didn’t know she was wrong.


They would always talk after meeting up in the middle train cars after finishing checking the passengers’ tickets. She would always have a story to tell him. He would always be ready with a joke. When her mother passed away a few years earlier he was there to console her. When his father died she went to the funeral. They would talk, always at short ten minute intervals (as their jobs kept them busy,) but during that ten minutes both of them would be thinking about the other and what it would be like to spend their lives together. It was true, anonymous love.


One day while she was out with her friends they introduced her to a man. He was a few years younger than she, but you couldn’t tell due to his thinning hair. He was friendly, she thought, and it surprised her when he kissed her at the end of the night. It had been years since she had experienced emotions of that sort. She said goodbye to him, went home and cried.


The next day on the train she had no stories to tell him. He spoke to her about a problem with his landlord, but she was busy thinking about the night before, rather than paying him any attention. She didn’t mean to ignore him, but she needed to think over her feelings from last night’s experience.


She hated herself. She loved her fellow conductor, but she was excited by the previous night’s passion. “When will be the next time I feel that way?” she thought to herself. That day, to her, passed by slower than any other


She met with her friends a few nights later. He was there again and after a few drinks she found herself at his house. It was cold, but she was kept warm under his blanket. The night was a blur to her. In the morning, he proposed.


She was scared. She had never been in a situation remotely like this. She told him she needed some time to think and he accepted that. He understood that he had put her in a rushed and awkward situation, but in his own words he felt that, “Something was right.” She drove home and got ready for work.


On the train that morning the two unknown lovebirds spoke. She loved him, but thought they could never be together. He loved her, but could not find the voice to tell her. She told him what happened, surely he would be able to help her. He was her friend, she thought. He had no feelings for her, of course he would be able to help her in this situation. 

He told her to marry him. He knew he wouldn’t have a chance with her. “I’m not good enough for her,” he thought to himself as he gave her his self-depreciating advice. They didn’t talk to each other for the rest of the day, both holding in secrets as best as they could, both thinking about each other.

When she came in to the station the next morning she couldn’t wait to talk to him. She was going to tell him she turned down the proposal and more importantly that she loved him. She didn’t care if it jeopardized her job. It hurt her too much to keep her feelings inside.

He wasn’t there though. He didn’t come to work, calling in sick. He wasn’t there the next day either. She called him up after work one day, but no one picked up. She drove to his apartment, but the landlord told her that he had left the day before over a dispute. She called all over looking for him, but there was no luck. There was never any luck. He was gone. She never heard from him ever again.

*****

It isn’t just a coincidence that the organ you pump blood with is also the one you love with.


When my neighbor’s wife died my neighbor suffered from a heart attack just weeks after her death the doctors couldn’t explain it. He had always been a healthy and fit man. I would see him jogging around the block early every morning as I was getting read to leave for school. He was a nice old man, he always made sure to say, “Hi.”


After the heart attack he stopped running. I would see him from time to time going from his house to his car, but other than that he had turned into a recluse. I knew he was depressed, and after a discussion with my parents we invited him over for dinner.


“Oh, thank you so much for asking me over.” His voice was sincere, but at the same time sad. He was happy to have been asked to dinner, but no happiness was enough to make him smile.


Over dinner he announced to us that he was selling his house. He wanted to move into a senior’s home, he wanted to be able to relax without having to worry about the unnecessary burdens of a suburban life. I couldn’t blame him.


Dinner went smoothly. He thanked us and went home. It would be the last I saw of him until the day he moved out, two months later. He had sold his house to a young couple with a newborn baby. It seemed to me he was passing the torch. His time with the house was up and he would let new lives unfold within its walls. I shook his hand and bid him a farewell. I would miss him.


He died one week later in the senior home. It was a heart attack according to the doctors. They were wrong, though, it was a broken heart. His wife of fifty years had passed away, the house where he and his wife had spent their years was gone and now he was left with no one to love.


It isn’t just a coincidence that the organ you pump blood with is also the one you love with.

