Last Conversation


Bryce only distantly felt the rain that was pelting him as he sat hunched over on the park bench, elbows resting cautiously on his knees.  The nighttime air had grown colder due to the surrealistic fog that hovered above him, bringing with it the rain.  Street lamps only a few feet away grew hazy in the mist, their normal spotlight subverted by the evening’s precipitation.


To Bryce’s right sat Lara, his soon-to-be wife.  Bryce watched her critically, noting her uncharacteristically slumped posture and stillness – she hadn’t moved in the last two hours.  Lara’s normally intense green eyes had also assumed a hazy quality, as her own mist of tears ran with unwavering determination down her cheeks.  Her eyes seemed to be fixed upon one particularly large crack in the aging sidewalk, but Bryce knew where her mind had truly wandered.


“I’m sorry I caused you so much trouble,” Bryce began, his voice barely louder than a whisper.  “I didn’t mean for any of this to happen.”


Lara didn’t respond, but only shifted slightly on the bench, her eyes finally beginning to shift through her surroundings.  Bryce contemplated scooting closer to her, but eventually decided against it.  He continued to watch her, and reached to take her hand, but she drew away as he initiated the movement.  Sighing, Bryce shook his head and brushed his surprisingly dry hair from his eyes.  She seemed as reluctant as he was to begin this argument again.


“I know you’ve always felt like my profession is too dangerous for anyone to be involved in,” Bryce continued, “but you also have always known that it is something I believe in.  The risks are part of the job.  I know the hospital stay was unpleasant, but I’m okay now.”


Lara turned her head to look directly away from Bryce, nearly slapping him in the face with her dampened hair.  She chewed on her lower lip, attempting to contain the flow of tears that was steadily increasing.  Bryce thought she was going to speak, but Lara remained mute.  Puzzled, Bryce contemplated her newfound silence.  Normally she was the first to start the conversation, the first to raise her voice.


“I don’t want this to strain our relationship,” Bryce knew he was on the verge of rambling.  Lara always hated it when he rambled – that was when her temper would flare.  Yet tonight, Lara was keeping herself remarkably calm.  Had she grown so numb to this argument that she no longer even cared to listen?


“I don’t want to sound callous, but this is what I do for a living.  I thought you understood that being a police officer is meaningful to me.  I thought you had accepted that as my decision.”

Bryce winced.  He knew his rambling was going to lead to that same speech he had rehashed to Lara so many times.  Nothing aggravated her more.  But Bryce was still confused, as Lara had still made no effort to enter into their discussion.  As Bryce had predicted she would, Lara rose from her seat and started walking down the pathway.  Bryce pursued, but at a slight distance, his frustration mounting with every step.  As with any of their typical one-sided conversations, he had finally run out of words that he thought would be useful.  Now, it was Lara’s turn to come in with her unwavering disapproval, but her silence was all Bryce received in return for his usual explanation.  He finally resigned himself to watching Lara as she walked, she wrapping her arms around herself in an attempt to fight off the chill of the rain.  Bryce wanted to wrap his coat around her, but he then realized he was dressed only in his uniform – no coat: another example of his mental clumsiness to so easily forget what he was wearing.


Bryce followed Lara for so long that he lost track of where they were going.  Not that it mattered.  Their arguments always required a chase, like any classic movie.  Bryce decided it was best to be patient, and wait to see what would happen.


Finally, Lara stopped in the middle of another sidewalk, but Bryce could not determine how long they had traveled, nor where they were.  He stood and waited for Lara to move, and eventually she stepped off the path, nearly disappearing into the fog.  Bryce followed, an uneasy feeling creeping into the pit of his stomach.  Why was she doing this?  Why couldn’t they just get the shouting over with?


Bryce stumbled over something on the ground, but the blow inflicted no pain.  It took him a few moments to regain his balance and sense of direction, and he almost lost Lara again.  When he caught up to her, she was focused on something on the ground, oblivious to his approach.  Bryce managed to hear only the last thing she said.


“It shouldn’t have been like this,” she mumbled through choking sobs.  Abruptly, she turned and left, leaving Bryce alone with those words hanging restlessly in the air.


Startled, Bryce slowly approached the spot where Lara had stood.  Looking down, he found only a tombstone bearing his name.  Random images flashed through his mind: the standoff, drawn weapons, his bleeding chest, the hospital, and then the park bench.


A shudder sent him to his knees.  He glanced back into the dreary night landscape – the rain pouring much harder – but Lara was nowhere to be seen.  His eyes yanked themselves back to the grave, and in spite of the overwhelming realization that twisted his insides, he sighed with a sense of relief.  Lara had not been subjected to his rambling, and he had not been ignored.  Bryce stood and started walking away, and he soon found himself absorbed by the rain and fog, his worries over the night’s events slowly evaporating as the notion that both he and Lara were free from that argument fully entered his mind.

That last conversation hadn’t counted.

