Two Men


By Albert Stimson

Two men out walking together stepped into the pub to get out of the bitter cold.

Now they are placing bets, 

risking the little they have while carrying on a friendly chat about old times 

and their optimistic dreams of success.  

One wanted to build things:

Sky scrapers a mile high, shining bridges across the sea.  

The other wanted show biz, to be a star;

he was an actor on the stage of life and he wanted to be the best.

The older man, who wanted to be a builder, was deep in thought.  

The rancid, cheap tobacco smoke filled his mouth with bitterness, a reflection of his life.  

He had learned to ignore such things, to look at his past with a detached irony and a dry smile.  

It got him through the day.

The smell of beer, steak, and strong cleaning soap combined, 

like lemon on fresh lobster with a glass of wine, 

but all gone bad.  

Past it's prime.  

His memories were still fresh.

The rich smell of the wood, both rancid and nutty.  

The fresh, crisp cards smelled of new paper, like the checks they had never needed to write.

The wood became a picnic table, 

the smell of the cards like white paper plates at a cheap wedding.

The low chatter of a few voices droned in the background, 

the adults in that wedding so long ago when he was just a child.  

The wind whistling round the door, combining with the chink and clatter of dishes, 

was his mother's voice bringing him out of a daydream and back to the present.

The other man thought of the girl that had left him.  

Her face was still so clear in his mind.  

A sharp pang went through him at the thought of her.  

Her long, blond hair like spaggetti made of silk, as fine as spider thread.  

Her smile, so warm for the short time of their friendship, then turned cool and detached.  

So cold.  How could she?  

What had he done wrong?

He looked across the table at his old friend.  

They had been friends for so long, 

and now their troubles had forced them on separate paths.  

They had been inseparable little rogues, 

bear cubs exploring the treasures of this grand new world.  

Then they were two wolves in a pack, 

each fighting for the best, yet they still stood by each other.

Soon they would be forced apart, each to make his own way in the world.  

They had to let the past die.

They got up to go.

I wondered what had really taken place in the minds of the two strangers, 

but I would never know.  

Imagination would have to do.  

Now they are just a painting.

