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August 12, 2005

 


There are things in life; unexplainable
things that make us act out of character. Some of these things are
fears, men acting brave to overcome fear, or the fear of looking
cowardly. Other things are love, people acting out their feelings
or just trying to gain acceptance. My thing was a girl. A girl I
never met before, and will probably never meet again, yet I was not
myself today because of her; and this journal just goes to show
what I mean.

First off, allow me to introduce myself…I am
you. You will probably remember writing this, but just in case you
do not, it was me, which in turn is you. The reason why we are
writing this is so we don’t ever forget. What shouldn’t we forget
you ask? And, if you did ask that then this is the exact reason why
I am writing out of character for myself. Listen to myself, I am
rambling. The important thing is that I never forget her and what
happened to me today.

Well, let me remind you exactly where you are
in life when you wrote this. I am thirty two years old, I have been
working as a security guard in the local mall for the past four
years, and my father died just seven months ago. Those are pretty
much the only events I can report, each of them, not really holding
any significance. I do not know how old I am now looking back on
this, but thirty two has been a good age for me so far. My job,
what can I say about my job, it’s the best a guy like me can get.
Not to sound like a bad thing, I take my job very seriously, but
unfortunately, I am not taken seriously. As far as my father
passing away, sure I was upset, but we were never that close, and
grew apart over the years. The only thing he left me was a handgun,
which I keep tucked away in my closet. I do not like guns nor do I
really want it, in fact the only reason why I was left a gun in my
fathers will was for one last chance for him to show his
disappointment in me. At holiday dinners he would poke jabs such
as, “you wear a uniform, but you are not a real cop, where is your
gun?” or “why don’t you stop embarrassing yourself and become a
man.” It is always good to have a reminder of exactly why we grew
apart.

Enough about me, it is time to recall the
girl so that I can remember her always. My day started off like
every other day. I am a creature of habit, all my days are pretty
much the same, I would describe them to you, but knowing myself the
way I do, I can imagine that wherever you are now in life, your
days are the same. Work was moving along like all those before it
until I saw a girl shoplifting. I say girl, but she was in her
twenties, but she had this odd way about her. When I saw her I
couldn’t do anything, I was just struck in awe, I stood there and I
watched. I was neglecting my job, I watched her look around, which
I have been trained to spot. I watched her grab a porcelain
elephant off a Mr. Zhang’s collectibles cart, and I watched her
shove it in her jacket pocket. Mr. Zhang, who may be the oldest
living person, did not notice her, so she was in the clear, except
that I saw her, and it was my duty to confront her, but I was still
frozen. I still can not explain what happened to me, but what I did
next is even more confusing. As it turns out I was not the only one
who saw her. A shopper noticed her and grabbed her arm. It was a
businessman looking fellow, with a suit, tie and loafers, the real
deal. He squeezed her arm and shook her, forcefully thrusting his
hand into her jacket pocket and removing the elephant. This is when
I unfroze.

I ran over to the two and the man immediately
let go of her arm. That’s when she looked at me, she just stood
there, not trembling, not saying a word, just slowly raised her
head and stared into my eyes. I was lost in her eyes for a moment,
they were striking. As bright as blue can get, but filled with
sorrow. I could not say a word, so I just placed my hand on her
should and gestured for her to walk with me towards the security
office. I took the elephant from the man’s outstretched hand and
nodded at him, giving him the sense that he has done his good deed
for the day. All the while Mr. Zhang paid no mind to what was going
on; he just stayed consumed in his cup of tea, gazing off into the
nearby toy store. On our way to the security office I stopped, and
she turned around to see why I stopped walking. Her head quickly
turned toward an exit that I stopped in front of, but I could tell
she had no intent on running. She once again just stared into my
eyes. Neither of us said a word, I am not sure how long the two of
us just stood there; I lost track of time. I then slowly lifted my
hand to hers and placed the elephant into her palm and closed her
fingers around it. No words were exchanged, but she knew exactly
what I was unable to say. She slowly turned and started for the
door, glancing back at me as if to say thank you but never uttering
the words.

That is the event I never want to forget. She
was amazing; she had a control over me. I felt like I have never
felt before, in a matter of moments I felt no control, then
complete control then complete complacency. Her face has been
permanently etched into my mind, and those eyes, almost haunting, I
can still see them. What was she all about, why a porcelain
elephant, who was she, and why did I just let her walk away. I feel
like we were meant to meet. I am the furthest from a spiritual
person, but I felt a connection. They say every person in life has
a soul mate, a person out there who you are meant to be with. I
think I just stared mine in the eyes, gave her an elephant and let
her walk out of my life.


August 13, 2005

 


Today was a new day, I thought I would use
this day to try to collect my thoughts and get over this
strangeness I am still feeling. A strangeness that I can not shake,
and a strangeness that I can offer no more descriptive meaning
other than strangeness. I was going to call in sick to work today
because I can’t think straight, but after a second thought, I
decided to go to work, just in case. Just in case what? Just in
case I see her again.

It may be apparent from the second journal
entry that I have ever written that I am feeling “different” for
lack of a better word. I was never one to explain my thoughts, or
write them down for that matter, but I can’t help myself. A part of
me wants to document everything about this bizarre episode with the
mysterious girl. I was hoping that I would run into her again
sometime today during my eight hour shift, but unfortunately, today
just wasn’t my day. I was on my toes today; I was alert and must
have walked a few miles worth of pacing back and forth the mall. I
busted two shoplifters, helped one elderly lady who fell due to a
spilled strawberry milkshake, broke up a fight between a Hispanic
couple and was engaged in a case of mistaken identity. The case of
mistaken identity sounds like it could be interesting, well it
wasn’t, it was more embarrassing then anything. I saw the figure of
what looked like the girl walking the same walk and I walked up,
placed my hand on her shoulder and said “listen, about yesterday.”
The girl turned around and I received one of the dirtiest looks I
think a person could get. You may have guessed it already, but that
was not her; not even close, this girl had brown eyes. They weren’t
my blue eyes, they weren’t those striking eyes.

I feel almost as if I am becoming obsessed
with seeing her again. I know it’s only been one day, but I can not
get her out of my thoughts. Yesterday she controlled my body, today
she controlled my mind. I would say today felt like a waste of a
day, but that is not entirely true, I ended up staying at work
until 5:00 p.m. because that is around the time she was in the mall
yesterday, so I got two hours of overtime under my belt. Do not
judge me, lest you want to be judged yourself. But remember you are
me, so don’t be too harsh. I wish I could just explain what is
going on in my head right now.


August 14, 2005

 


I have heard people say that good things come
to those who wait. I think I will now be one of those people from
now on. I had to go into work this afternoon, and right when I walk
in, who should I see standing there waiting for me…her. As it turns
out, her name is Alison, she seems like an Alison. She told me she
waited three hours for me. She just stood there for three hours
because she was not sure when I start my shift, but she knew I
would be in because she remembers seeing me on prior Sundays. She
wanted to thank me for the other day, which she did. She said, “I
do not know how to convey how much I appreciate what you did for
me. No one has ever looked out for me ever.” I remember her every
word, and repeat it in my head over and over. She had innocence in
her voice, I don’t know how a sweet girl like that got mixed up
with shoplifting. Neither of us brought it up during our brief
conversation today, I did no want to ruin the moment we were
sharing.

Along with the apology she wanted to give me
a gift. She told me she wanted to give me something as a token of
her gratitude, but that it had to be a gift that came from her
heart and that held meaning. That is why she did not come
yesterday; she wanted to have a gift first. The gift she gave me
was a flower folded out of a newspaper. I think it was origami, but
I am not sure what classifies something as origami, but regardless,
it was beautiful. A stem with leaves jutting out of it, pedals that
flowed circularly, and it was all in black and grey, but the
mundane colors just made it more exotic to the eye. There was a
whole lot of meaning in the gift besides its outward appearance.
She told me that not only was the page of the newspaper dated
August 12, 2005, the day of our encounter, but the article on the
page was about a hero. The article was about a local taxi driver
that ran into a burning building to pull out a little boy that was
trapped inside. Alison told me, I was her hero and protector. I
felt a little embarrassed and mentioned that I was not nearly as
significant as a man who saves the life of someone in need. Then
she corrected me, she told me that I saved her life in her time of
need, that I gave her the clarity to remember what she wanted out
of life. I do not really understand how I did all that, but I was
not about to turn down a compliment from the girl I have been
obsessing over for the past two days.

I also was able to get a better look at her,
really absorb what she looked like. I was so caught up in the
moment during our first meeting and her eyes, that I barely
remembered anything else about her. She was taller then I remember
her. I am about 6 feet tall and I have about 6 or 7 inches on her.
So she was about 5 and a half feet. She was also slender. When I
saw her the other day she was wearing a large green army jacket,
because of its deep pockets I would assume. But today she was
wearing a t-shirt and jeans; I could see her body shape pretty
clearly. Her face was very pretty behind all of her hair, which was
black and kind of messy. Her hair was shorter then her shoulders
and her face was round with a narrow nose. I just reread my
description of her and realized it is not very expressive of her at
all, but rather can be used to describe half the women I have ever
met. Well since this journal is for my own memory I know I will
never forget her face so I need not go into further detail.

We only talked for a little while, all of
about 5 minutes until she said she had to go and she quickly waved
goodbye and scuttled out the door. She did happen to mention that
she would stop by and visit me again and that whether or not I
liked it, we were now friends. I am not going to lie, I like that
very much, and I just hope that I will see her again sooner then
later.


August 15, 2005

 


Another wonderful day in the unfolding of my
life. A day filled with desired surprises. I went to work hoping
Alison would grace my day, and come lunch time there she was. She
showed up with no particular reason to be in the mall other than to
see me, which made me believe that my feelings that are growing for
her are somewhat mutual. Now, I was never a ladies man, nor do I
really partake in the dating scene, but I just acted so naturally
and next thing I know I invited her out to lunch with me.

The lunch was nothing big; we went to a diner
that was just down the road from the mall. I had a quarter pound
cheese burger and coleslaw and Alison feasted on a chicken salad
sandwich along with my pickle because her meal apparently did not
come with any pickles. We enjoyed small talk and eventually lost
track of time. Needless to say I was a bit late returning from my
lunch break, but since I am a diligent worker my supervisor did not
pay any mind to it. The time I spent with Alison was much more than
anything I could have ever wanted out of our chance encounter the
other day. Her personality complimented her looks perfectly; she
was sweet and was able to poke fun at her and me without intent to
insult.

During the walk back to the mall, she
playfully hoped around with her hands held in front of her body
with her arms crossed. In my opinion it was very flirtaceous, but
what do I know about these things. I feel so comfortable when I am
with her, I feel like I have never really been myself when I was
around others until I met Alison. I wrote the other day that she
might be the one person I was meant to be with. I knew that just
from looking into her eyes, but after getting to talk to her, and
know her personality, I feel as if I was on the right track with
that one. She is for me, and I hope that I am the one for her.
Today she seemed to have a great time and I was not trying to
impress her, or woo her, I was just enjoying the moment. It is so
much easier when you are with a friend, and as she said yesterday,
whether I like it or not, we are now friends.

I still wonder about who she is though and
why a sweet little thing like her would be stealing. It is not my
place to ask though and it would be rude of me to assume, so I will
wait until she is ready to reveal it to me. She was hinting that
she would come visit me again tomorrow. I wonder if she has a job,
because she seems pretty open with her time. She could work nights,
or just have a part time job. I will ask her tomorrow if she shows
up. I did not really ask her any personal questions today; I was
too busy having a care free time. I really want to know more about
her, she is so mysterious yet open. It seems as if she keeps no
secrets, but at the same time she seems so complex. She is an
anomaly for sure.


August 16, 2005

 


I did it again; I managed to not scare Alison
away for another day. In fact, I think she is starting to have an
eye for me. After my kind gesture today, she knows that I care
about her and would do anything to help her out.

So Alison showed up again today, as if you
couldn’t already tell. Again at lunch time, so I took my break when
she got there. I asked her if she was hungry and wanted to go to
lunch, but she said she was not hungry. I asked her if she just
ate, and she said no, but the reason why she did not want to eat is
because she did not want me to pay for her meal again. Alison did
not want me to think that the only reason she came to visit was for
a meal ticket. To be honest, I never would have thought she was
doing that, even if she was. I insisted, but she stood her ground
in her refusal to eat. She did however agree to join me while I
ate. So we went again to the diner down the road, that’s my usual
lunch spot. I ordered a burger again, not because I wanted another
burger, but because it came with fries and a pickle, which I knew
Alison would pick at while I ate. I was right, I even asked for an
extra pickle when I ordered. I saw an ear to ear smile on her face
when I asked for that. She has such an amazing smile. It’s the kind
of smile that you could look at when you were feeling dreadfully
awful and just feel like everything was alright. It was so
calming.

While I ate we both asked each other
questions. She asked me mostly about my family, which I told her I
do not really have any. I told her that I was an only child, my
mother passed when I was younger, and my father recently passed.
She apologized for asking the question, but I told her not to worry
about it. To change the subject I asked her where she works, but
when I asked that the expression on her face fell. She got a very
nervous looked on her face as she quietly said that she does not
have a job. I guess she figured I would judge her since she was
unemployed and had no money, but I think my reaction really soothed
her. Right after she said that, I asked if she wanted a job and
explained that a friend of mine in the mall was looking to hire
someone. She seemed questionable about it at first, but the more we
talked about it the more she seemed to accept the idea. It was my
friend Frankie at the pet shop who needed someone to take care of
the animals and work as cashier on his days off. Frankie’s wife is
really sick so he has been spending many days at home and the store
stays closed on those days. I’m afraid he will go out of business
soon if he does not get help, but he is never in the mood to
interview. He has been very depressed; I would be doing him a huge
favor, as well as helping out Alison and rewarding myself with many
brownie points. Plus if Alison worked in my mall I could see her
all the time.

When we got back to the mall I asked Alison
if she wanted to meet Frankie, which she did. Frankie had her fill
out an application, then when she handed it to him he skimmed over
it for a few minutes, then turned to me and said, “Can you vouch
for her?” I nodded and next thing I heard was, “congratulations,
you got the job.” I could barely contain my joy, but I had to so I
did not look any sillier than I did already with a big goofy grin
on my face. Alison literally jumped for joy which made Frankie
smirk. She was going to start work tomorrow, bright and early for
training. I think I will go in a little early tomorrow to wish her
luck.

After that I had to get back to work, but
Alison did not leave, she stayed for a while after, just walking
the mall with me and talking. She must have thanked me about
fifteen times, which kept making me laugh. I said “what are friends
for?” That was the perfect thing to say, very suave if I do say so
myself. She left when I had half an hour left to my shift. She
hugged me goodbye, unexpectedly too. She just turned, said “I got
to be on my way now, thank you again,” then threw her arms around
me and hugged me tight. It seemed to last forever, time nearly
stopped for that moment. I was overcome with shear delight. It was
so meaningful; I could feel the closeness between us, not just
physically but emotionally. I have never had a friend like her
before.


August 17, 2005

 


Alison loves her job, I feel great. I went to
work early today and Alison had already been trained and was
feeding the rodents when I got there. Frankie said she was a
natural animal person; the animals took to her immediately. When I
got there Alison picked up a guinea pig and put it on my shoulder.
It just sat there completely still staring at me, and I was staring
back at it. Alison was laughing hysterically, and then even more so
when the thing decided I was as good a place as any to use as a
bathroom. It didn’t make a mess or anything, just a little pellet,
but hearing Alison giggle like that made my day. I would not have
minded cleaning up a mess as long as the giggle followed.

During work every time I walked by the store
Alison waved immediately as if she were watching and waiting for
me, or she had me timed. Either way, it was funny. She has a great
personality, she is so light hearted. I was thinking about asking
her out on a real date, but I do not know how to. What if she says
no? Would I feel awkward around her then? Would she feel awkward?
What is she felt obliged to go, but does not really want to? What
we have now is great and I do not want to loose any of this. Maybe
I could ask her to hang out as friends. This way I could see her
outside of the mall and I can just see where that goes. I will ask
her tomorrow. But where should I ask her to? Maybe I can take her
to the movies. On second though, the movies are a bad idea, we
would not be able to talk to one another without getting popcorn
thrown in our hair. Maybe I can just ask her if she would like to
grab a bite to eat after work. A new Italian restaurant opened up
by my apartment and I have been meaning to try it out. It has been
getting great reviews, and I think Alison would like it. Who
doesn’t like Italian food?

Well I think I am going to head to bed early
tonight, I am tired from an early start to see Alison today and I
will need all the energy I can muster up to ask out Alison
tomorrow. Goodnight!


August 18, 2005

 


I dated this entry as August 18th
even though technically it is the 19th. By that I mean
it is after midnight and I just got home from my date with Alison.
It was magical. It is a good thing I do not have work tomorrow. I
mean it is a good thing I do not have work today. Well, it is not
really a good thing; I like work, especially now that I work so
close to Alison. I will most likely end up in the mall anyway
visiting, because Alison is working.

Enough thinking about what my future plans
are, I must write what my day was like and how we wound up on a
date and what happened on it. I went to work as planned with the
intent to follow through with asking out Alison. I asked her during
my lunch break. I went to the pet store and was helping her feed
the snakes when I just came out and asked. I said “Alison, if
you’re not busy tonight, would you like to…” That is all I had to
say when she cut me off with “Sure, it would be my pleasure to go
on a date with you.” And just like that, it became a date. I
worried about it for nothing, everything just happens so easily
with Alison, like it was meant to be, and it is all happening so
fast. She was getting off work before me today so I told her I can
pick her up at her place when I got off, but she wanted to come to
the mall when I got off to save me the trip. That was sweet of
her.

So work went really quick after that, once
again a day full of waving through windows and making faces at one
another while we worked. After Alison left for work I had two hours
left. When it was time to go I changed out of my uniform and
clocked out and Alison was standing right at the door. She was
wearing a very pretty floral dress with a nice green shirt. There
is probably a better name then a nice green shirt, but I really do
not know the names of women’s articles of cloths besides, pants,
shirt and dress. What I do know is that she looked stunning. Her
hair was pulled back in a mini ponytail and she was wearing
jewelry. She wore a necklace with a pendant of a heart and dangly
earrings with green gems that matched her shirt. I felt a little
underdressed and I told Alison that, but she said I looked cute and
instructed me to not worry about it. I am not one to disobey orders
so I did not worry anymore.

We got into my car and when I turned the key
my music started blasting. I forgot to turn down my music before I
turned the car off. I apologized, but she just laughed and mocked
“I’ve heard louder.” Little things do not seem to bother her. She
is smiling no matter what. We drove to the restaurant and there was
a five minute wait before we were seated. We joked around with the
waiter while we ordered. Just out of nowhere Alison started
ordering with a fake Irish accent. So when I ordered I decided to
also order in a fake Irish accent, but the thing is I can not do
accents very well. Needless to say there was much amusement at my
expense. All in good fun though. We both ordered mushroom raviolis
and I thought they were delicious. I would have to assume that
Alison thought they were equally delicious because she finished all
of hers and they were very generous portions. Neither of us had
room for dessert, but I did not want the night to end there. We
spent the whole dinner talking and it was wonderful. I do not even
know how many different topics we talked about, from movies, to
historical leaders, to video games from our childhoods, to ice
cream. The list was endless. While we were getting ready to leave I
asked what she would like to do and she suggested that we go for a
walk. I could not have thought of a better idea. I know for a fact
that I could not think of a better idea because I spent the better
part of the last twenty minutes at the restaurant thinking of what
to do and I came up blank. We just left my car in the parking lot
and walked around the town. Walking up and down the closed store
fronts, then in and out of the side streets. I do not think there
was silence for more then a few seconds during the whole walk. We
just picked up where we left off at the restaurant. Cartoons,
socks, grandparents, we talked it all. When we found out it was
getting close to midnight I forced myself to ask Alison if she
wanted to go home because she had work in the morning. I did not
want her to be tired for her third day at the pet store. I knew she
would have to agree that is was a good idea to call it a night, so
we walked back to the car.

We got in the car and Alison started giving
me directions to her place. She said she needed to stop at the
grocery store which was opened twenty four hours a day for the
convenience of the everyday late shopper like Alison. She said she
needed milk and other breakfast items, but told me to go home and
she will walk the rest of the way home because she lived right
around the block. I told her that was silly and I would drive the
rest of the way after she shopped, but she said she did not want to
be an inconvenience because she has a poor shopping pattern. I
decided not to argue and we said our goodbyes. It ended with
another hug. I got home a little after twelve and now it is much
later then that. I should be heading to sleep soon. I guess Alison
is back by now, probably sleeping I would assume. I should have
asked her to call me when she got back. Actually I should have
given her my phone number, or at least asked for hers. Well, there
is always tomorrow.


August 19, 2005

 


Today was my day off from work, and oddly
enough, I was in the mall anyway. But I was not there on business
of course, I was there for pleasure. I was there to see Alison.
Today turned out to be a rather interesting day, and right now
Alison is asleep on my couch. That may seem a little out of the
ordinary but it all makes sense.

Today I went to the mall about halfway
through Alison’s shift. It was not a particularly busy day because
when I got there Alison was sitting behind the counter and no one
else was in the store. Frankie left the store in Alison’s hands
today. He must really be confident in her, if he is leaving the
store so soon after she started. Well of course he would, Alison is
great, and anyone can see that. Anyway, it was just the two of us
most of the day, just in the store talking and playing with the
animals. Alison suggested we play a game to make work more fun. She
said lets toss the pigskin around. Then she went into the back of
the store. I thought she was going to get one of the football
shaped dog toys, but my eyes went wide as she comes out with the
guinea pig who had previously soiled me and Alison made the motion
with it for an underhand toss. I spazzed out in an attempt to catch
it. After lunging myself towards it, I saw that Alison had never
let go of it and was laughing at me. She said I was pretty gullible
to fall for that one, and I must agree, she got me good. She was
like, I thought you might want to get revenge on the little guy for
his manners. I took him and held him as he squeaked quietly,
holding him up to my face and I told him that he was forgiven. I
also told him to keep and eye open because one of these days Alison
is likely to throw him at someone. Alison overheard that and then
threw a stuffed animal parrot at me which squeaked when it hit me,
causing the guinea pig to squeak loudly in response. We laughed for
about ten minutes after that one.

Back to how Alison wound up on my couch
asleep. Alison was working until the store closed. So when the time
came I helped her lock up the store and as we walked out of the
mall I told her I would give her a ride home. She had a hesitant
look on her face but eventually agreed and we walked to my car. I
knew the directions to the grocery store where I dropped her off
yesterday so we just talked in the car while I drove. As I was
approaching the grocery store, Alison said that I can drop her off
at the store and she will walk the rest of the way. I asked her why
and she just looked at me saying nothing more than please. I knew
there was some reason why Alison did not want me seeing her place,
but I figured when she was comfortable telling me, then that is
when I would know. So I told her that I will drop her off at the
grocery store. I pulled into the parking lot and when we were
saying our goodbyes I asked her if I could have her phone number so
that I could call her tonight to talk. I saw a tear run down her
cheek and then heard her say “I don’t want to lie to you anymore,
come with me, I need to show you something.” I put the car into
park and got out of it. Alison walked slowly toward the grocery
store and I followed. She walked to the front door but did not go
in. Instead she went towards the side of the store and walked to
the back. There was a dumpster there and she hopped on top of it,
completely confusing me. She then jumped from the dumpster to the
ledge of a window and pulled herself in. It was very graceful. She
then leaned out the window and motioned for me to join her. I did,
not as gracefully, but I made it. As I pulled myself through the
window I noticed that the room we were in was a storage area for
the grocery store. Empty boxes and crates were everywhere. I must
have had a bewildered look on my face, because I had no clue what
we were doing there. Then Alison opened her arms wide and greeted
me “Mi case es su casa.” Alison was living there. Sleeping on
boxes. I felt so bad. She then explained that last year she hit
some hard times and moved back into her father’s house, but three
months ago, there was a fight and Alison just left and never went
back. She just abandoned all her belongings, and has been staying
above a grocery store ever since. Stealing food when she needed it,
getting cloths from a thrift store and showering at the public
beach. I noticed that the porcelain elephant was over by the
window, and as I looked at it, Alison revealed that she was
stealing it as a gift for her father. She wanted to make things
right with him before it was too late and time ran out. She also
mentioned that she was scared because of things they both said out
of anger. I consoled her with a story of my own father and how we
never got along and one day he just passed away and now I will
never see him again. I almost feel regret that I never made things
right, but at the same time if I tried to make things right it
would only end in insults, and probably lead to another fight. In
certain situations there is no winning, you just got to go with
what life gives you to work with.

I picked up the elephant and asked Alison to
grab the rest of her things because she was staying at my place.
She did not argue for one second, she moved some boxes around and
there was a duffle bag behind one. She jumped up cheerfully and
declared, “All packed and ready to go.” We both lowered ourselves
down from the dumpster after making sure the coast was clear and
went back to my car and drove to my place. I made us a chicken
dinner, nothing special. We talked the whole night on my couch,
learning all sorts of things about each other. I told her that she
could have my bed and that I would sleep on the couch. She said she
would not let me and reasoned that she has been sleeping on the
floor for months and that if I tried to sleep on the couch my legs
would knock over the lamp on the table next to the couch and start
a fire, and it was already warm enough. We both laughed, so I got
her linens to make up the couch as a bed. We got the couch all set
up and I was walking to my room when I heard her say “you are the
best thing to happen to me.” I just smiled and said, “thank you,
you really are something special,” then I went into my room and
took out my journal and have been writing ever since. Now that I
think about it, she is the best thing to happen to me also. I lived
a mundane existence no more than a week ago, and now I have someone
to care for, who cares about me and lives with me. A truly
remarkable turn of events for my life. I never could have seen this
coming, nor could I ever ask for anything more. My life is becoming
perfect.


August 20, 2005

 


I woke up early today and I snuck out of the
apartment as quietly as possible as to not wake Alison. I wanted to
do some shopping for Alison to make her feel more at home. Her own
blanket, her own pillow, slippers, a robe and comb. The comb was a
little joke because her hair is usually messy, but don’t get me
wrong, messy in a good way. I was gone for a few hours and when I
got back Alison was gone. I did not know what to feel when I got
back and she was not there. I thought she may have gotten
embarrassed and went back to her grocery store, but that would be a
long haul on foot. I was thinking of other scenarios to where
Alison could be when I heard the front door open and close and I
heard a familiar voice shouting out, “your roommates are back.” I
was a little puzzled at the pluralization of the term until I
greeted her, or should I say, greeted them. There Alison was,
standing there, arms burdened by a huge cage. I smiled instantly
when I say who was in the cage; it was my guinea pig friend. She
told me that she bought me a friend as a house warming gift for
herself gracing my apartment.

We exchanged our thoughtful gifts for each
other, then we had one of the most important decisions we were ever
faced with, what to name our new pet. We talked about it for a
while, throwing out various names of famous pigs and Italian
characters. We rejected about thirty seven names before I blurted
out the perfect name for our little friend, which is what he will
be called from now on. His name is Pigskin, kinda an inside joke
between the three of us.

Well, anyway, after our gift exchange we ate
some lunch and both headed off to the mall for work. Work was
typical; nothing too exciting, then afterwards Alison and I went
shopping for groceries so that we could make a fancy dinner. We
decided on steak, which we bought all sorts of seasoning for, half
of which I had never heard of and would never try to pronounce. We
also bought some fresh vegetables, such as carrots, and lettuce,
both of which Pigskin seemed to love. We also baked cookies for
dessert. We decided on gingerbread cookies seeing how it’s almost
the holiday season at the mall.

After grueling over a hot stove working for
our food we each gorged ourselves on what was one of the greatest
meals I have ever eaten. The company I was with made each bite seem
more succulent then normal. After the feast we played a game of
Monopoly. I started off strong with all the railroads, but I soon
lost it once I landed on Boardwalk with three houses. It was all
downhill after that and I was soon mortgaging off everything I
owned. I even jokingly offered Pigskin as payment for a stay in a
luxury hotel. Needless to say Alison bested me and won the game,
but said she would let me stay in one of her places because I was
nice enough to let her stay in mine. And on that note we kissed. So
I guess it is official now, she is my girl, and what a girl she is.
What a girl indeed.

How quickly things can change. I now have a
girl and a pet, seems like only a week ago I was a lonely petless
spirit living in a Bachelor pad, oh wait…it was only a week
ago.


August 23, 2005

 


I missed a few days writing. I have been very
busy and did not spend too much time alone, and to be perfectly
honest, I felt a little embarrassed to mention that I have been
logging our encounters for memories sake. Makes me seem like either
someone very desperate or a stalker. I like to think of myself as
neither. But I let her know today, and now I do not feel
embarrassed at all, but rather silly for ever feeling uncomfortable
with Alison.

Allow me to summarize the past few days. It’s
pretty easy actually, besides sleeping and work, I was with Alison.
We went on many walks. We even tried to get Pigskin to join us. It
failed. We got a leash for him and everything. Turns out guinea
pigs do no like to exercise. Who knew? Not me and not Alison
apparently, but we had fun at least. We have been talking all night
until we fell asleep. Last night, we were on the couch, Alison was
leaning against me, and she fell asleep. So we slept like that the
whole night, Alison in my arms. I have never felt so complete, it
just seemed right.

So this morning when we woke up we talked
about it, and we decided that tonight we will share the bed. Alison
is moving into my room. I am a little nervous actually and excited.
It makes it seem more like we are a couple. After dinner we decided
to move some things around in my room to make space for Alison so
she could feel like she had a part in the room. While we were
cleaning is when Alison saw this notebook. She picked it up and was
about to open it, and I asked her if she could please not open it.
She said “is it like a journal of your deepest thoughts and secret
desires?” I said that in a way it is, and then I explained to her
when I started writing it and how I have been updating it
regularly. She then said that my thoughts are for my eyes only and
that she would not read it and that I did not have to hide it or
anything. I trust her word, so I am leaving it next to the bed,
this way it shows Alison that I trust her.

She is getting ready for bed now, so I am
taking advantage of our brief time apart to write. Here she comes
now, looks like it is off to Slumberland for me. I hear it’s nice
this time of the year, goodnight.


August 24, 2005

 


Alison has been calling me a hero all day,
and I try not to show how much I have been enjoying it. She claims
I acted like a superhero, but I don’t think so. I did what anyone
in my position would have done.

We ordered Chinese food and went for a walk
to pick it up, because it was really nice outside. On the way back,
with Lo Mein (I am not sure if I am supposed to capitalize that) in
hand, we noticed an older woman kneeling on the ground, breathing
heavily. I ran to her and arrived just as she collapsed onto the
sidewalk.



I checked and she was not breathing, so I
asked Alison to call the police and I started to perform CPR. I
learned CPR back when I was in high school, and I take refresher
courses every couple of years. I am not sure why I take the
classes, this was the first time I ever used it in an emergency,
but I am glad I knew it.

I was able to get the woman; whose name we
learned was Claire, breathing again. The ambulance arrived quickly
and they carted her off. Alison and I then enjoyed our re-heated
food. Not a great story, but still pretty cool that I was able to
help save someone’s life.


September 2, 2005

 


I must apologize to myself for not writing
back in a while. I feel like I have let my pen pal down, even
though I am my own pen pal. I just am so content with Alison that I
do not think about writing. In addition, I don’t think I could ever
forget our time together. In a little over a week our one month
anniversary to our first meeting is coming up. I wanted to do
something romantic. I plan on getting flowers and a candle lit
dinner, but I wanted to add a personal touch to it. I was thinking
about writing her a poem, but I have never read, let alone written
any poetry. So I think I am going to practice.

 


Alison and I are getting closer

Three days ago we bought a new toaster

I am not really sure if I’m rhyming

But talk about timing

 


I’ll admit I am not that great

But I can not wait

Once I am done

I will most likely run

 


And give her the poem

When we are alone

I’ll get her to smile

Which is worth all the while

 


Wow that last one is good; I am going to have
to use that. I can honestly say, that took much longer then I was
expecting. I hardly said anything. But I know Alison will love it
if I do something creative for her. This will take all of my brain
power to pull this off. I am tired now, that took a lot out of me,
I can’t write anymore tonight.


September 7, 2005

 


I am getting closer to the one month
anniversary

But today was far from unordinary

Today was the same

But far from mundane

 


Special in no particular way

But that is not to say

That it is not special in itself

Just living with her is my wealth

 


I’m getting better everyday

And it is only about a week away

I have improved, just a tad

And it sure does make me glad

 


I have been reading books at the mall

I have almost read them all

I go to bookstores on breaks

And read as long as it takes

 


From poems, to sonnets, and such

I am enjoying them a great much

I think I am almost ready to write

I think it is in my sight

 


This will be my poetry test

So tonight I need my rest

I must bid thee adieu

The day is almost anew


September 11, 2005

 


Tomorrow is the day, and I think that I have
done it. I have been writing it and editing it during all my free
time, I can not stop thinking about the poem I wrote. I have
memorized it, and I just keep repeating it in my head. I am going
to write it one last time to see if I need any last minute
corrections before I pass it on to Alison.

 


Alison you are special to me

I am as happy as I can be

I am just hoping you know

And this poem goes to show

 


I am willing to step outside of shoes

And try what others will do

To try to show you I care

For you, my soul I will bare

 


I feel like what we have is real

I feel that all wounds will heal

All pain has gone away

From one month ago today

 


I can see how you feel right through your
eyes

Which open up your heart and do not tell
lies

Then I am graced with a smile

Which is worth all the while

 


I now know the meaning of complete

Your company has become like a treat

Life now holds all that it seems

As if I am living a dream

 


To find that one person who

Will hold you through and through

I have found that she if perfect and true

I have found that the person is you

 


And together we are strong

And that I have known all along

Our meeting was certainly fate

So let’s embrace and celebrate

 


That’s what I have come up with. I still have
to decide how I want to give her the poem. I can recite it for her,
write it down on paper or give it in a card. I think writing down
would be better so she can read it at her own pace and keep it. I
think I will go for the card. I doubt I will get any sleep tonight
over this one, I am so anxious to give Alison my poem. All my hard
work and reading has paid off, it came out much better than I ever
imagined.


September 12, 2005

 


It was all worth it. The poem was a hit. I
took off a little early from work today to go grocery shopping
while Alison was still at work for a few hours. I then prepared our
dinner. I made salmon because Alison was saying the other day that
she was craving it. I set up the apartment with flowers from the
florist that I picked up on the way home as well. I timed the
cooking so that if I left it on low, I would have enough time to
pick up Alison from work and rush back without burning it. The best
thing is that Alison was not expecting any of it.

So I picked up Alison and brought her back,
then when we got to the door I was about to open it and said, “I
think I hear something inside, you better wait here so I can make
sure it is safe.” So I went inside, quickly checked the food,
turned off all the lights and lit some candles. I then summoned
Alison, saying “it’s safe for you now.” When she came in, her eyes
went wide and her jaw dropped. She could not believe all that I
went through. I then led her to the table and put out our dinners.
Once again her jaw dropped and she asked what all this was for. I
said it is the one month anniversary of when we first met. I can
tell that the gesture meant a great deal to her, she did not stop
smiling the entire meal. After we ate I stood up and grabbed her
hand to stand her up and I got down on one knee. Mockingly as guys
propose I held out the card and asked “will you…” then I paused
before I finished it off “read my poem.” She started laughing
hysterically and I could see that she started breathing again. Then
she took the card and started to read. I watched nervously as she
read, staring at her lips and they moved along to the words she
read. I knew exactly where in the poem she was by what word she
mouthed. After she finished I looked away from her lips up to her
eyes and noticed that they were filled with tears. I am not sure
when in the poem they started, but she assured me they were tears
of joy. I believe her.
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