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As you sit outside your lover’s house, a single rose rests beside you, and a poem is 

clutched in your right hand. You feel anxious for her to arrive home. With the other hand in your 

pocket, grasping onto the engagement ring, you hope that it will secure the love and commitment 

for your future together.  

Sweat drips down your forehead in steady beads, as if you were a plump man standing 

next to a bakery oven on a summer afternoon. You look to her yard and see it’s spacious but 

seems more angular due to the many Oak trees that line its edges, displaying their leaves’ mural 

of fall colors.  

You are scared about changing your relationship, but you do not know what else to do 

with your new lease on life after the war. You feel that no one else will love you the way she 

does. However, she tells you that it’s as if something inside of you died on the battlefield and is 

incapable of resurrection.  

While you take out a cigarette, your thoughts stop and dwell on the full moon’s 

intimidating presence. The night holds the smell of burning Christmas trees, while the street 

lights illuminate a hellish reflection like the color of dried blood in the moonlight.  

The smoke does little to calm the nerves as the motion of blowing leaves makes the 

violent and erratic patterns like those of rats in a rodent trap, fighting over their last meal.  

You continue to ask yourself how to approach the proposal. What will you tell her about 

your true feelings? How will you phrase the words?  
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Bad memories continue to distort the bliss in your mind, like a shattered reflection. It’s as 

if you see yourself in a broken mirror during a lightning storm.  

You think about the time, just before you went away, when you gave her a gold bracelet 

for her birthday that was originally meant for your mom. She felt that you had forgotten her 

special day, but you assured her that you hadn’t, yet you didn’t have enough money for another 

bracelet for her. You’re never rich, but you did put her first, and you wanted her to know that.  

These disagreements might make her decline your plans for marriage. If she does not 

accept the proposal it would mean heartbreak for all of eternity. The future with her might hold 

only emptiness after tonight— if there is a future, at all.  

Remembering the day your bus drove you away for the war, she stood there crying and 

quite solemn. Your lover then blew a final kiss, before going out of sight for a year, and that is 

the sole reason that you made it back home— that one kiss that meant so much.  

Despite these memories and the present sweet sentiments, what if your love rejects you? 

What if she laughs at your poem? She would not do that, would she? This love of yours would 

not be that insincere. How long have you known her?  

It is then that you wonder if this is already a dead proposal. The question is not so much 

if you love her, but does she love you still? That is the right question to be asking. Does she still 

love you after all the both of you have been through?  

At that final thought, up pulls the Cadillac, your love inside. Your unpleasant thoughts 

still seem to bounce around in your head, like white blood cells running away from a recursive 

virus.  

You take a step towards the vehicle, then another. You are darkened by the night, so she 

does not see you. It’s time to see if your hearts still beat in tune.  
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She gets out of the car and her blonde hair starts to blow in the wind, giving her the 

appearance of a flying angel.  

Your hopeful wife sees you and gives a smile. You continue walking to her. You still do 

not know what to say; your bleeding heart is stuck in your throat.  

At arm’s length from her now, you look at your love while holding onto the rose and the 

poem. She looks back at your sudden awkwardness, waiting for your reply.  

You do not say anything as you take the engagement ring out of your pocket. You hold it 

in front of her. She says nothing. Absolute silence passes for a few moments.  

Tears flow down her face as if sourced from a large aqueduct. Taking your ring, she 

kisses your hand. She nods and gives you her answer.  

“I will wait for you until that day comes and then we will be married.”  

Happiness washes over you like an Indian summer. You watch her go into the house and 

out of sight.  

It’s now time for your part of the deal. Your heart continues to flutter as you make your 

way back to your post-war home.  

Your destination for the oncoming years is your plot in the cemetery. You will rebury 

yourself in the grounds and stay there until your fiancée is buried alongside you.  

Arriving in the grave, you pull the dirt over yourself, and close your eyes. You have a 

smile on your lips as you wait for the years to pass until you find eternal happiness with your 

soul mate. 


