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Mount Auburn Snow


She said she wanted to talk, and then waltzed out of the library. I hate it when girls want to “talk” aside from the talking they’re already doing when they say they want to “talk.” All she said was “We need to talk. Meet me at La Gracia Park at 8 tonight.” Now, I envisioned this being my perfect chance to romance her, but instead of us hovering through this park in the snow together, she said she’d meet me there. Well, that doesn’t bode well for my case, because she almost always has me pick her up.


So, here I am, screening these Cincinnati suburbs at dusk in a snowfall. Serene little spot- old men walking their dogs and the distant streetcars sloshing around. But these things are all just shadows to me. They are shadows and the only thing my mind defines is her face- right here beyond that bending oak. I see her flowing black hair and ivory skin. The way her lips roll back to prepare the way for her smile, then her eyes turn up, creating these slight folds by each eye. That intoxicating way her eyes fill my being… Oh, she has to know I’d die for her. If only I could touch this icy wonder of a girl, and just say…

Maybe that’s why she wants to chat. You think? But every time I try to bring up what our bizarre relationship could be, I either falter or she misconstrues every word of it… I think. Could that be her?


Yes, it’s her. Snow is falling neatly on her hat- she crocheted that herself. Then there’s her charcoal locks that gently descend and caress her gray pea coat. Oh, she’s smiling- that’s good. She pulls her pink-gloved hands from her pocket and she waves. I stand- and the entire procession seems to rise with me and gape in awe. She speaks, and hard though I may try, I hear nothing but the snapshot of white-tipped bells and the gunshot of inevitability. Of barking dogs and giggling children in a white and wooden 2-story home. Here in this park or in my gleaming visions, I know not.

When she reaches my side, she leans in and lays her clean lips lightly on my forehead, warming me to the depths of my soul. She puts her yielding arm through mine and we begin to walk.


“I thought you wanted to talk,” I noted with eager curiosity now.


“I did. That’s all I wanted to say,” she replied, and leaned in closer. It’s all I need to hear. The streetlights flickered and lit the path before our snowy steps, to view the immortal tracks we’d make in the blue winter dusk.

