Ophelia          -              Amanda Harper   2003

I peeled the golden wrapper from the little chocolate mint and popped it into my mouth, savoring the flavor that washed over my tongue.  My lover had brought me a box of the expensive chocolates, and they were both my guilty little pleasures.


My family hated me for being in love with him.  My father wanted his head, my brother “knew his sort” and didn’t trust him at all.  But I loved him.  His eyes drew me in and made me feel alive.  He was the only thing that made me feel alive.


“It’s so hot,” I sighed.  I sat down in his lap and offered him one of the chocolates.  He took one, barely noting my presence.  He was deep in thought, as he often was.  I smiled.  “Anybody home in there?”


He looked up at me, then smiled.  “I’m sorry,” he sighed. “I guess I’ve just had a lot to think about as of late.”


He wasn’t lying.  My parents had threatened his life, his own parents had tried to force him to return to the city he had moved to briefly and stay there, and I was being of little help.  I laid my head on his shoulder.

“I’m sorry.  I know it’s at least a little my fault.”


His arms wrapped around my waist.  “No,” he sighed.  “not at all.  It’s theirs.  They don’t have to have such problems with me.  They don’t even know me!  I don’t know why they hate me so much.”


I knew fully well why they didn’t like him.  He was 24.  Far too old for their eighteen-year-old baby.


“I don’t know, love.”

We sat in silence for a while, and my eyes scanned my own living space.  I was in a tiny, cramped apartment with a fluffy loveseat as the only furniture in my living room, aside from a table I made myself.  The walls were covered in my paintings, but very little else adorned the room.  I was barely keeping myself afloat in life, and my parents knew it.  That’s why they didn’t help at all.


“Let’s get married,” he whispered in my ear.


I closed my eyes, savoring the words and the aftertaste of a chocolate.  My posture went slack and I leaned back into his chest.


I wanted him.


Family and future be damned, I wanted him.  I genuinely needed to spend the rest of my life staring into his entirely too-expressive eyes.  Even though I was barely keeping myself on my feet in college, even though my family would hate us both forever, even though I would never live the life everyone else had always dreamed for me, I had to be with him.


But I wouldn’t be able to keep myself on my feet through college if I married him.  I would flunk out.  My family would hate us.  I wouldn’t have the little bit of income they provided.  I would never have a high-profile, high-paying job.  I would be poor.

My posture went rigid.


“We can’t,” I replied firmly.


I stood.  Walking to the window, I looked outside.  A woman was scolding her son for playing with dolls as her husband flushed and jerked the offensive toy away.  He would never be their little Slugger if he did what he truly enjoyed.  He would never be a doctor or a football star if he were a girly-boy.


A little more sanity poured out of my ears.  Once again, I submitted to the will of the world around me, the will of everyone but me.  I popped another chocolate in my mouth, and it tasted better than anything I’d ever eaten before.

