Last Flowers


Marie threw the crystal vase of dead roses at the empty plank wall.  The sound of the crash reverberated through her very being.  Tiny pieces of glass fluttered to the floor as if what had taken place in a split second was in slow motion.  The million pieces of crystal became instantly imbedded in the homemade rug, appearing as stars in a sky of deep blue.  The water from the vase trickled down the wall and soaked the carpet beneath.  The seven dead roses slid down the wall with the water; three of them crumpling and crumbling to bits before reaching the final destination.


The tears streamed down Marie’s face as she came to understand the ramifications of what had just occurred.  The sheer force behind the throw was enough to frighten her to tears.  She never knew that anger could build up so rapidly—or perhaps so slowly—to manifest itself into something physical.


Three months had passed since she’d seen his face in person, but she could still recall every wrinkle line, every strand of hair’s placement.  His face was not some image easily tossed aside as garbage.  To forget his face would be to deny that he had ever existed.  The sheer warmth that flowed through her veins when even the thought of him dared venture towards her mind was enough to prove that he was different.  She loved him with her very being down to the hairs on the back of her neck that stood perpendicular to her skin when his lips inched closer and closer to her ear to speak “I love you.”  He was the only man who had—and ever would hold—power over her life.  In a singular instant she would have placed her life on the line to save him from pain.  Their love was boundless, endless; incapable of ever dissipating.


He was no longer near.  But did distance make a difference?  If he was alive she would feel him.  He had disappeared in autumn; disappeared in the army when his battalion attempted to fight.  She knew he was in pain that night, whether by some mental connection or simply and intertwining of souls.  For three months she felt his pain in her mind.  For three months she could slowly feel him fading into nothingness.  His spirit was being chiseled down chip by chip, and he was no longer the strong man who had picked her up by the waist and spun her around in the field with the sun beating down on their faces, her hair glistening in the sun.


Three months had passed and that night she could no longer feel his presence.  It was as if the life-candle had been snuffed out by the great darkness that threatens to envelop everything.  Gone were the nights when his pain would render her body helpless for hours on end.  She felt emptier than the deepest, darkest ocean trench.  On the planet she had succumbed to the chemical fluttering in her brain that told her this man held the key to her soul.  The man she had sworn to love and cherish even beyond death was torn from her and tossed into a realm she dared not follow after.  And with the destruction of the vase and flowers she flung open the great, carved brown door into the snow-covered nature.


Walking down the path from the house she saw his face in everything she passed.  She arrived at the last flowers of the season before winter’s pale death could steal their life away.  Picking the flowers she could smell their faint aroma wafting towards her olfactory sensors overwhelming her entirely.  A hint of spring still remained in the flowers that were to be taken in memory of him.


She took the path towards the bench and lake where they had met so many moons before.  She sat on the bench off the beaten path and threw the flowers onto the halfway iced lake.  An urge to cease living overcame her and she thrust her body upon the thin ice and into the chill water.  Hypothermia had taken her body in seven minutes and she somehow floated to the surface, her blue lips appearing as ice cubes.

As her dead frame floated atop the icy water John approached the lake.  He was not the John who had left Marie those months ago.  A change had overtaken him and he was only a shell of his former self.  Ghostly he sauntered towards the lake and reached out for Marie’s newly frozen palm.  Her iced eyes opened and she stood beside John.  Their eyes stared for what seemed to be an eternity—and may have been—then holding hands they walked off into the mist that had mysteriously formed as John approached the lake.  A pair of roses remained on top of the lake in place of John and Marie even after the mist had cleared and floated intertwined for always deep into the lake. 

