Her Star

He couldn't see any stars.


He stared up at the night sky, lying on his back in the grass, but there were no stars for his eyes.  This was not because of clouds or bright city lights; if anyone else on that little hill had bothered to glance upwards toward the void, stars would have been their ample reward.


He couldn't see any stars because she had stolen his glasses.  She did things like that.  She also did things like giving them back to let him see stars, too.


To let him see stars with her.  She took away his blindness and gave him sight.  Then he saw stars.


He loved the stars.  They were beautiful.  He loved the vastness of the infinite void.  It was beautiful.  It was nothing but it was beautiful.  He loved to watch.  He loved to watch the beautiful.


More than he loved the stars, though, he loved… He loved things there.  He loved where he was more than where he was looking.  He loved the feel of the damp ground and the soft prick of the grass.  He loved just being there.


Next to her.  He loved that more than anything, simply to be in the glow of her presence.  And it did glow; she glowed.  She was beautiful.  When he had been blind, he had still stared at her face, because he knew she was still beautiful, without looking, without sight.  No glasses were necessary to see it, no eyes.


So there he lay.  So there they lay.  He couldn't imagine anything else he would rather be doing, or anywhere else he would rather be.


In the glow of her presence.


He could feel her; he could feel her next to him.  He was touching her, just barely touching her.


She had let him touch her.


He could feel her breathing, sometimes.  He could feel her.


Sometimes she would let their heads touch, and he would feel her hair on his face.


And there was nowhere else he would rather be.  


"…just something I was afraid of when I was little," she was saying.  She was smiling.  He was looking at the stars and not her face, but he knew she was smiling.  He loved it when she smiled.


"I used to think that if I stared too long at the moon or a star I would get sucked up there."  She laughed a little.  He loved it when she laughed.  "…it was just a silly thing I was afraid of, that it would suck me right up."


"It's logical," he said.  She laughed again and pretended to be offended.


They talked a little more, and she kept glowing, and he kept enjoying the glow.  


He could feel her breathing.


Soon the idle conversation faded away, and the other voices around them faded away, leaving only a comfortable silence.


They lay in silence for a while, and then he turned his head slightly to look at her.


She was gone.


She must have been staring at one star too long… now she was gone… sucked up… spiriting away… somewhere else… gone…


He wanted her back.  It was cold and lonely without her.  He wanted her back with him.


But that's where she belonged, dancing out among the stars.  She didn't belong there tied down to the Earth, just another prisoner.  She didn't belong there on that hill with him.  She deserved better; she deserved to dance among the stars.


But he wanted her back so much.


He knew he couldn't have her.  He decided that he would have to follow her.  He would follow her to the star that had trapped her.  He would find that star and stare and stare.  He would stay and stare until he could be with her again.  He would find her star.


Which one was it?

