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The Second Time

That night the path was cold. It was frozen over in places, but the dim orange light at times revealed deadly slick spots. There were dry, frozen tree limbs hanging over the high red fence toward the path, and a reminiscent moon hung between the tree limbs. At places between the planks of the right side of the fence, you could see my cabin- "dacha diesit" or in English, Mac Daddy wood cabin number 10. The lights were on, and the girls' silhouettes inside moved excitedly through the well-lit rooms, rejoicing in the day's victory and reveling in the possibility of tomorrow's success. Across the path on the left was his cabin- a pastel purple and green with the shadows of boys sitting in the cold, broken veranda. They burst into raucous laughter at some big thud in the room adjacent to theirs.

Then there was us. I don't know why he liked me, I really don't, but here we were again. His long curly blonde hair hung dangerously toward his shoulders, and he wore a satisfied smile. He spoke happily about his day.

"… and the Coke bottles here are just 8 rubles- that's like 25 cents at home-"

"No way," I replied.

"Yeah, and they're glass bottles."

"Where can I find such a wondrous thing?"

"In the magazine- it's rad, I'll take you there in the morning."

"Great."

Our arms were linked, and I knew that the mere physical bond could solidify us as long as we cherished the moment. I remembered the scene nearly a year ago, when I had last said goodbye to him. We left the banquet, I kissed him on the cheek, we exchanged email addresses, and I departed up the stairs with tears in my eyes. I didn't know that I should ever return. And even if I did, would this friend from California come too? I sat in my hall to wallow, then he came, and we sat on the couch together until the sun came up.

Here we were, a year later, back in Russia, picking up where we had left off. He was a senior now, and I knew he could not come back next year, and that I probably couldn't either. So we ambled down the path, avoiding the wet snow, his strong arms holding me up, in case I should fall (again). And we still had a week and a half together, which is longer when you revel in every moment of the day. The red fence broke to reveal a gate and a dirt path that led to my cabin. The front porch light was on, and he could not go further. We smiled and said "Good night" with a hug that lasted much longer than time could count, and I turned. I turned toward the cabin knowing that after tonight would be another day, and after tomorrow would be another night and so on, until the time was spent. And even then, I should have few regrets. I opened the door to my cabin and was swallowed back into that warm world. With a grin, I shut the cold night behind.

