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I keep having this recurring picture in my head. It started out as a dream, but now it comes in all sorts of forms – thought-pictures, full-blown visions, trance dreams – anything. It’s bizarre.

Tyreke and I are in town, just by Vega. We’re talking – mostly light banter, but with a sort of serious undertone – about his moving to America. I mention that I’m thinking of going there soon to look at universities and visit relatives that I’ve never met, and he replies, “So you’re gonna follow me there, then?”

Suddenly there’s no room for joking. I step back and lean against the wall, and say seriously: “I’d follow you to the ends of the earth if I thought there was a reason for me to be there.”

And then he leans forward and grasps me lightly by the shoulders, and he kisses me. Kisses me softly on the lips – no tongue, just soft warm lips against mine. And it is the most perfect kiss ever. That one imaginary kiss – or many kisses, since I’ve had the picture many times now – means more to me than all my real-life kisses put together.

The kiss can’t last that long, but it feels like it’s all I’ve ever known. And when we finally break apart, I can’t think of much to say. All that escapes my mouth is a murmured, “I hope that wasn’t a one time thing.” And he replies, “Oh, don’t worry, it wasn’t.”

And we walk off together.
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