A Love Story


“Talk nonsense, but talk your own nonsense, and I’ll kiss you for it. To go wrong in one’s own way is better than to go right in someone else’s. In the first case you are a man; in the second you’re no better than a bird. Truth won’t escape you, but life can be cramped...And what are we doing now? In science, development, thought, invention, ideals, aims, liberalism, judgement, experience and everything, everything, everything, we are still in the preparatory class at school. We prefer to live on other people’s ideas, it’s what we are used to! Am I right, am I right?”
-Razumihin, Crime and Punishment
by Fyodor Dostoevsky

translated by Constance Garnett

Dmitri Prokovitch. Vrazumihin. Razumihin. Raz, as my English teacher nicknamed him, unable to get the foreign arrangement of syllables comfortably around her tongue. Raz - tall, thin, wild black hair, laughing black eyes, a fierce drinker but not an alcoholic, excitable, lovable, crazy, and brilliant. Raz - moving naturally through the filth of nineteenth century St. Petersburg slums and biting Russian winter winds. Raz- laughing in the face of poverty and misery. Raz - fiery and stubborn, ready to jump to the aid of anyone in need. Raz - flirtacious and outspoken. My Raz. I was in love with Razumihin.

The first time I read Crime and Punishment the Russian name system confounded my intellectual capacities, weakened by sleep deprivation and an extreme case of senioritis - an enigmatic disease that results in a complete lack of motivation and self-discipline. I’m not sure Raskolnikov hadn’t already murdered the pawn broker before I figured out that him, Rodya, and Rodion were all the same person. I identified with Rodya, to be sure, but it was Raz who caught my attention in the third chapter of Part Two. The further I read, the more the gregarious, eccentric character appealed to me. Then I really got into the book, skipping through to the pages were Raz’s name appeared frequently.

I admitted to myself that I was actually in love with Raz one rainy night as I was driving down Highway 397 smoking a cigarette. It was February cold outside and I was getting wet, but I had my window rolled down anyway, because I didn’t want the tell-tale smell to clue my parents in on my hidden vice. If you stay on 397 long enough, it lands you right in my ex-boyfriend’s front yard. My ex hated it when I smoked. So I’d made it a habit of driving out past his house for my nightly cigarette excursion as a means of fruitless revenge. I told myself I went out that way because it was well out of my parents’ daily circuit, but I knew it was really just subconscious pressure to flaunt my disregard for his wishes on his territory. He’d gone to college, so driving by his house smoking was the closest I could come to showing my contempt. Seven months after our demise, I doubt he would have given a rat’s ass if I was smoking again, but I liked to think that every drag I took caused him physical pain.

I drove by the Batavia Assembly of God Church, noticing out of habit the inspirational message on the astoundingly tacky neon blue sign out front. My ex and I used to make fun of the simple Christian admonitions on our way to his house. He enjoyed “tongues run down more people than cars.” My personal favorite was “stop, drop, and roll won’t help you in hell.” But tonight it simply asked, “Where are you going?” And it occurred to me that at that particular cross section of my lifetime, it was a damn good question.

I took a long drag on my cigarette and blew the smoke into oblivion. There is beauty in the most ugly details of modern living - the brilliant jeweled red of brake lights on shiny black pavement on dark rainy highways, the dancing orange embers at the burning end of a cigarette, the smoke curling and racing out the window at the mercy of the vacuous force of the wind. I always try to make myself appreciate these things. Because if I didn’t, I’d go crazy.

I zoomed around my favorite gut-wrenching curves, going entirely too fast. I knew this road too well. I knew this town too well. Every night when I went driving I realized with the same sinking sensation that I’ve been here, I’ve seen this, and this will never change. Senioritis again. I felt like a hamster, tiny pink feet flying in a futile attempt to outrun the exercise wheel.

And that got me thinking about Raz. Then I started thinking that I thought an awfully lot about Raz. Which got me thinking about the tensed up stomach and slight dizziness I felt reading about Raz. And then the knowledge, as irrational and inexplicable as it was, slammed into my brain. I was in love.

And then just as the blue and red headlights flared behind me I realized that if I was ever going to get the hell out of this town and find some semblance of happiness, I was going to have to find him.

Of course, I never did. Find my Raz, that is. That’s what makes life such a bitch. Fantasies don’t come true, and even if they do, they turn out to be something different than you expected. I’m older now, and I’m still in love with people that don’t exist.

But maybe they do exist. Maybe I am going to stumble across someone or something that will shake me out of this lint trap of a world I’ve slipped into. Maybe I’ll learn how to live life on my own terms and not by the expectations and regulations I feel so held down by. Maybe passion and fire can be had without pretending. 

Of course I know I’m kidding myself. But if I can imagine it, I suppose that’s better than nothing.
