ETERNITY

CHAPTER 0

The Cigarette Burns

A soft wind picked up in the small town’s marketplace. Birds pecked at the paved road then scattered as a little boy rode by on his bicycle. He laughed and held his feet out as he glided down a hill. It was a glorious Saturday morning, and the grass and trees sparkled wetly with the rain of the night before. Flowers were blossoming and the buds on the trees began to take their pink color, as they do before bloom. The cool morning breeze smelled of rain and the fresh air revived plants are giving. In front of cafés and small restaurants people drink coffee and smoke cigarettes, sitting at glass circular tables on the patios. A group of women laughed amongst themselves, children ran down the sidewalk giggling, people began to open their shops, and a lone teenaged boy wearing a green apron swept at the patio in front of the café he worked for. 

A man with his hands in his pockets began walking down the street, breathing in the air around him deeply. He wore a white dress shirt with the first button undone and ironed slacks. He hummed lightly, a content look on his youthful face. Like magic, it seemed as though the marketplace came to life just for him. People stepped out of their shops to greet him, smiling and taking his hand. He would smile politely and start a small conversation, then be on his way. Children ran up to him and asked him to come play with them, their cheeks pink and their clothes already dirty. He only laughed and told them he would love to, but he was a little busy. A little girl hugged his leg in protest, pouting, so he patted her on the head. But being children, they were easily distracted, and ran off to play with a dog that lay next to its master’s chair. The birds sang in the trees as he walked by, flittering the dew out of their feathers. He smiled up at them. A gray cat strode over to him and rubbed against his leg, purring affectionately. He bent down and scratched the cat behind the ear before continuing down the street.

This man was loved by people and creatures alike, because he gave everything the personal attention and affection it deserved. Whether it be a smile or a laugh, he made each and every person feel genuinely loved. He was a warmhearted, peaceful man, who worked as a kindergarten teacher at the local Elementary School.

But there was something sad about him. Something only the children and animals could see. He was a melancholy, quiet soul, with a sweet smile and a soft voice. Perhaps it was the fact he seemed so sad that made his smile light up everyone’s day, like it told them that they were truly important. And they were. This man loved each and every person he knew dearly, treasuring them as if they would all disappear the next day.

Something caught his eye. A bucket of yellow, orange, and pink flowers sat on the ground next to a flower shop. A tall vase of crimson roses resided behind the bucket, the droplets of dew sparkling on the half opened petals. He stooped down, gently pulling a rose from the vase. Bringing it to his face, he closed his eyes and breathed in deeply, smelling the sweet fragrance he loved roses for. 


“What wonderful roses..” he said to himself, inhaling the scent again.


“Thank you,” a voice next to him said. “I’ve been growing roses for 15 years.”

 
He opened his eyes, a little surprised. A middle-aged woman with a warm smile grinned at him, and he smiled politely back.


“Oh, hello.” He quickly looked her over, feeling bad for not being able to recognize her. She wore a white apron and had her long, dark brown hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. He realized that the shop was new, so she must he new as well.


“Hey, you’re new around here, aren’t you?” He smiled up at her.


“Oh,” she said, a little surprised. “How could you tell?”


He could only quietly laugh before answering.


“It’s a small town.”


He bought two roses, and handed the woman some money. The woman was so taken with this man that she didn’t even bother to look at the amount he handed her, and quickly covered the flowers in a clear wrapping. He thanked her and started walking off, holding the roses carefully to his chest. She smiled after him, but her eyes eventually shifted to the money in her hand. She gasped, and started running after him.


“Sir!” She yelled. “Sir, stop!” 


He blinked, and looked over his shoulder. She finally caught up, chest heaving.


“Yes?” 


“S-sir, you paid me one hundred dollars! Two roses are only five dollars!”


He paused, then smiled at her honesty.


“I know. I would have felt terrible and guilty if I had paid the five dollars… five dollars is  a cheap price for such wonderful roses. They’re the best roses I’ve ever had the pleasure buying! Thank you, ma’am, these mean a lot to me.” He gave an appreciative smile and a wave as he continued walking. “I hope I see you around!”


The woman stood there, dumbfounded. For 15 years she meticulously grew flowers and roses, trying her hardest to create the highest quality bloom. Never before has anyone credited her for her hard work or even acknowledged it. So she would slave away even more, thinking she wasn’t a good enough planter. Watching him get father and father away,  a feeling of relief washed over her as she began processing his words, and tears glided down her cheeks. She broke out into a weak smile, and quietly said to herself,


“I think… I like it here.”


Three women sat, legs crossed at the knees, at the patio table. One wore sunglasses, leaning back in her seat, the second smoking cigarette after cigarette, and the other sipping at her coffee, reading the newspaper. The boy in the apron now swept at the patio next to them, trying not to eavesdrop. 


“God, my husband is being such an asshole lately.” The one in the sunglasses muttered. She stretched her arms over her head, yawning. “It’s a relief just to get out of the house.”


“I hear ya,” the first said, taking a long drag off her cigarette, then blowing out the smoke. She leaned back in her seat, cigarette between her fingers, and sighed a little. “I’m just glad it’s Saturday. My job has really been terrible lately.”


“I thought you liked your job!” The woman in sunglasses frowned, and the other took a long sip of her coffee. The steam rose from the cup and tickled her nose.


“I must have been bullshitting you.” She smiled as she took to her cigarette again.


The man holding the roses walked by. He looked over the women, recognizing the one sipping coffee.


“Good morning, Katherine.” He smiled at her. She looked up from her coffee and instantly smiled, almost beaming. The woman in sunglasses reached up and pulled them down her nose, taking a better look at this man.


“Good morning, Kira!” 


His eyes shifted to the boy sweeping, but he didn’t say anything. Looking back at the women, he smiled politely and kept walking.


After he was out of sight, the one in sunglasses raised her eyebrows at Katherine. 


“Meowr,” she growled. “Who was that?”


“A colleague of mine.” She turned her eyes down to the paper, a little embarrassed, and brought her coffee cup to her lips. “Kira Mizuno, he’s the kindergarten teacher.” 


“Uh-huh,” the one with the cigarette took her last drag, then pressed the burning tip into the ashtray. Smirking as she exhaled the smoke, she eyed the flustered Katherine.


“I heard he was pretty well-off.” She said to Katherine, crossing her arms. 


“Yeah, but he never really acts like it.”


“I wonder where he got all that money from.. he’s just a teacher…”


The woman in the sunglasses gasped.


“Wait, is that the guy who paid for Mrs. Goldsmith’s cancer treatment?” 


Katherine nodded.


“Wow…” she pushed her sunglasses back up her nose, and gave a smirk. “With a cute face like that and all that money, I wouldn’t mind trading Arthur for that guy.”


“Don’t put him on your list yet,” Katherine grumbled. “He’s gay.”


“Goddamn it! The pretty ones are always gay!” 


The woman pulled out another cigarette and held it between her lips as she shielded the flame of her lighter from the wind. Inhaling, the burning tip glowed red.


“I heard,” she began, smoke billowing out as she talked, “that Mr. Kira Mizuno is a widower.”


“Widower?”


Katherine looked up from her newspaper, frowning.


“Victoria, stop.” Victoria only smirked, taking another drag.


“How did his husband die?” Said the curious woman, pulling her sunglasses up into her hair, and leaning forward a little.


Victoria parted her lips, blowing out the smoke. Her dark green eyes glistened under her long eyelashes, heavy with mascara.


“Stop,” said Katherine dangerously. Victoria only smirked at her, then shifted her eyes at the other woman.


“But Jeanie really wants to know.”


“Yeah,” Jeanie chimed. “Jeanie wants to know!”

“It’s none of our business.”

Jeanie pouted.

“So… he was married to a man?”

Katherine nodded.

“Gay men marry?” Jeanie frowned. “That’s weird. Does he have a boyfriend?” Victoria could only shrug.

The boy sweeping the patio was boiling with anger, gripping the handle of the broom so hard his knuckles were white. He finally had enough of the gossip, and interrupted.

“He isn’t gay,” he growled from behind them. They all turned around, startled.

“He was married to a man, wasn’t he?” Jeanie frowned at the boy, irritated. He was at a medium height and looked about 16, with spiked black hair and brown eyes. Victoria looked him up and down silently but curiously. Katherine’s eyes widened a little, thinking she’s seen this boy somewhere before..

“Yes, he was.” His eyes narrowed at the woman named Jeanie. “But he married Tenou because he loved him, not because he was a man.”

The women went silent, even Jeanie. Victoria raised her eyebrows, deciding to remain quiet, and took another drag off her cigarette. Katherine, face burning in guilt and embarrassment, looked down at her newspaper. Jeanie continued looking at the boy, speechless. Then she frowned and smoothed out her skirt.

“How would you know?”

The boy’s eyes softened a little, his irritated glare turning into a look of concern. He shifted his eyes away from Jeanie and towards the street, where the children played and the business began to pick up.

“Because he’s my father.”

The picture on Kira’s desk. 

That was it, Katherine thought. He has two pictures on his desk. The picture of Kira and this boy, arm under arm, smiling at the camera together with camping gear and forest behind them. Kira and his son, whom he cherished and loved more than absolutely anything else in this world. The sole reason Kira lives for.

The other picture, almost hidden behind the lamp on his desk, is Kira and a taller man wearing white tuxedos and smiles. The man has dark hair that falls into his face, which is turned down to rest his cheek on Kira’s forehead. Kira has an arm around the taller man’s shoulders, just barely, and the taller man holds onto the small of Kira’s back. Kira looks so young, so alive. They lace the fingers of their free hands together, in the embrace of a dance. Kira is smiling at the camera, a gentle happiness in his eyes that has faded now, his face tilted into the other man’s neck. His parted lips look as if he was caught in a shameless laugh. You can just hear his content laughter, ringing out happily over the music. 

On the back of the photo, which the frame hides, is written in slightly smeared black ink:

Wedding 

CHAPTER 0.5

Alone

I stood, standing at his grave. I knew every chipped edge, every letter engraved. I visit it every Saturday, whether it storms or the sun shines. I bent down, looking at the flowers I had left last weekend. They were dead now, the petals brown and shriveled. I pulled the two roses out of the wrapping, and placed them at the foot of the solid rock. I stared at the name engraved on the stone. It’s feels like it’s been forever since I’ve heard his name, even if I share it. Whenever someone calls me “Mr. Mizuno”, my heart soars. But instantly I realize they’re referring to me. Then I get this horrible, crushed feeling of betrayal, and try to force a smile. Whenever I’m out and I hear someone that sounds a little like him, my heart races. I go in circles, frantically looking for him. But he’s dead. I know that he’s gone. But when you’re so attached to someone, they never really die... they keep on living inside of you. You talk to them, share things with them. It makes me cry when I’m alone at night, and reach over to his side of the bed, expecting to touch his warm skin… but touching the cold pillow instead. Over and over again, this torture I can never shake, no matter how many times I tell myself that he’s gone, dead, and never coming back.

I touch my shoulder out of habit, running my fingers over the fabric where my bullet scar lies. They never found the bullet, no matter how hard they tried. There was never an exit wound.. so it’s somewhere inside me. Sometimes I think that if I got rid of the bullet, I would get rid of all my bad memories, my nightmares. I dream of him, and it feels like my life was all a nightmare, and I finally woke up. Woke up in his arms, being kissed on the head. I’m happy, and relieved, and I start to forget all my pain and loneliness—

Then I wake up to the real world. I cry into my pillow for hours, wanting to die, just so I can stop being fooled and let down over and over again.

But I would rather cry for hours over a good dream, other than be wrecked for weeks because of a bad one. I fire the gun, over and over again, and I feel the pain, over and over again, and I lift his limp body up and see the blood pouring from his chest, over and over again. I wake up screaming and sweating, reliving my decision over and over again. Was it the right decision? Was there another way? Did it have to end so bloodily? Was it all for nothing? Did he do that on purpose, knowing what would happen, or did he just want to die? I want the answers, I want them so badly! I toss and turn, tangling in the sheets, sweating and heaving, my heart racing, feeling like snakes are crawling under my skin! I find it hard to cry during the day, because I cry so much during the night!

He left me. He promised he never would. It makes me frustrated and angry, he said I would never be alone again.

Why does everyone I love die in my arms? Am I a plague? Am I dangerous to people I love? Does God hate me? All these questions hurt, because there’s no one to ask but myself. I only have myself to turn to.

I lay down on the grass over where he lies. This is the closest to him I can get. He’s there, physically, and it makes me want to start digging with my hands. I breathe in the smell of the shirt I wear, which still faintly smells with the traces of him. It’s his shirt, he would wear oxfords all the time. He had a smell to him, a special comforting smell that I found irresistible. The more I wear the shirts, the weaker the scent gets. It’s a sad feeling, just counting down the days until that last connection to him is gone. Whenever I cry, I bury my head into his pillow and take a deep breath… that’s all it takes for me to relax. I miss him so much. I miss kissing him, and talking to him, and being with him, and sleeping next to him, and the soft, smooth texture of his long hair, and his soft skin, and the way he pushes his glasses up his nose with his index finger, and his smile, and his chuckle, and his blush when he gets jealous, and his shivers, and his moans, and his voice. Sometimes I hear his voice in my ear, when no one is around. It makes me turn around, wide-eyed, expecting him to be leaning over my shoulder, smirking mischievously. But he’s never there.

But sometimes I feel him. Sometimes I’m watching my son, and I smile, and I feel him say Look what we did together, Kira. Look how happy he is. We did that.

I wonder, does he watch me from heaven? When I sleep, does he watch me? Does he come to me in my dreams to comfort me, and tell me everything is fine…? It’s so hard to tell if it’s what I feel, or what I want to feel. 

I won’t ever love someone like I loved Tenou Mizuno. 

I gave him my heart, and it’s still his. 

We’ll be together again, someday… he whispers into my heart in the silence of night. After you’ve lived out your life, after you’ve been a good father and a good teacher.. when you’re ready to leave, and everyone’s ready to say goodbye… I’ll be waiting.

end, 
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