TYREKE ON ROSIE by Rosie Francis Dallanstorm

(mf, teen, inter, memories)

email me at stormyroses@hotmail.com
Intro:

This isn’t actually a story. It’s more like one of the bits between the story. But oh well, here it is – my latest offering. Not much sex, since the plan right now is to put all short stories together into a novelette-style thingie.

But who knows what’ll happen. Perhaps I won’t get that far, in which case you can either accept it as a short, romantic piece of writing…or you can email me and tell me what you want. *smiles* I do love receiving mail, even though I sometimes don’t reply for some days.

The (non) story:

I don’t love her.

I like her, of course. That’s something I can’t deny – indeed, why would I want to? I’ve liked her since the first day she bounced into class, all curly blonde hair and golden skin, flowery sundress and pink foam sandals cheerfully defying the rainy English September weather. I’ve liked her more since the first time I talked to her, the day she spilled the coffee all over her skirt and laughed it off like it was no big deal. And I’ve really liked her since January. January was 4 months ago and 4 months after we met, and the month that I learned that her sunshine and her cheerfulness is truly an integral part of her personality. It was the month of medical workshops and lunches, of after-school Burger Kings and evening chats on the Internet. It was the month in which I learned that she was not only a good talker, an interesting conversationalist…but also a good listener, a compassionate ear.

Yeah. I really, really like her.

But I don’t love her.

I don’t know why I feel so bad about this. She doesn’t expect me to love her. I doubt the thought has ever even crossed her mind. She doesn’t look at me in that way at all.

She looks over at me and smiles, and I wonder if she can tell what I’m thinking. I wouldn’t be surprised. I’m about the most skeptical guy I know, but she’s got me believing in all sorts of psychic crap.

I have to go. I have to pick up my girlfriend from college. My girlfriend, whom I love very much. My girlfriend, who is also her friend.

But I don’t seem to want to leave.

“Walk to the car with me?”

She nods. The sun shining through the window catches her hair, turning it from deep auburn to pale bronze. Her hair changes constantly, an odd contrast to her personality. I’d never tell her that, of course. Like all girls, she likes to think she’s wild and unpredictable. In a way, she is. She surprises me every day. But I’ve found that the parts of her that make her special – her inner peace, her honesty, her total lack of malice – those are constant. They don’t change.

She is, however, a girl, and what fickleness she lacks in spirit she makes up for in hair. I loved her hair the way it was when I met her: long, curly, golden-blonde. Similar to my girlfriend’s hair, although Sofia’s is deep brown. Even now I’m with a girl I love deeply, I can still imagine running my hands through those yellow curls, the rich brown of my fingers juxtaposed against the gold of her hair. I can feel the silk, smell the faint honey scent of her shampoo.

As we step out of the door, I shiver. It’s only April, and still fairly chilly outside. I hate London weather; it’s either stifling hot or freezing cold.

She looks at the sky. “It’s a beautiful day.”

“What do you mean? It’s freezing!”

“Look at the sky, McPherson. See how blue it is. And it’s not that cold; the sun’s warm. I bet the birds’ll be back soon.” She smiles, as though birds coming back to London for the spring is the greatest thing that ever happened. When I don’t see her for a while, I forget how excited she gets over the silliest things. It’s odd, it always used to annoy me. But today, I find it endearing.

We pass a Porsche and I’m reminded again of her hair. The curls were chopped off in November and the blonde was covered with black. Blue-black, as dark and shiny as a brand-new sports car. That was beautiful too, although it never seemed to fit in with the way I thought of her. The sleek black crop was supermodel hair. It was Parisian hair. It wasn’t Rosie hair. I was glad when she let it grow. The black eventually faded to a chestnut brown, then to the deep auburn it is now. I look at her again, and I sigh, partly with pleasure, partly with relief. Her hair is still straight, but falls past her shoulders. I like this style. The redness makes it look finer, silkier, and causes her skin to appear milky pale. It suits her almost as well as the gold-hair-on-gold-skin combination that she originally appeared with, all those months ago.

She looks down from the sky and glances at me. “What’s the matter?”

“Nothing. Just thinking.”

“What about?”

I can’t tell her, of course. “Chemistry.”

Her voice is animated as she begins to talk about what we learned in class. I never can understand how or why she loves chemistry so much. She’s not a science nerd. She doesn’t seem to care much about good grades, or exams. I’d guess off hand that she’s about in the middle of the class, mark-wise. But she always seems to enjoy the classes, even when she doesn’t understand everything, and she talks about them until everyone is ready to zip her mouth closed. I don’t want to zip her today, though. I’m happy just listening to her speak. Her voice is sweet and musical, despite the low timbre of it. She sounds happy, and that’s like music to my ears.

Then again, she usually sounds happy.

We stop by my car. She glances at the car, then at the bus stop. Back at the car.

“What are you thinking?” Unlike her, I can’t read minds.

“Which way are you headed again?”

“Redbridge.”

“Does that go past Twickenham?”

You can tell she hasn’t been in London for long. Redbridge is a few miles north of here. Twickenham is about ten miles southwest. “Yeah. Hop in.” So I’ll be late to pick up Sofia. She probably won’t be ready, anyway. “What are you going to Twickenham for?”

“I have to see a friend.” She sighs and leans back against the headrest. “Not a friend. Just…someone.” She looks at me. “Going to see Sofia?”

“Yep.”

“Neat. Say hi for me.”

I’m not entirely sure Sofia will give me a chance to say “hi” for me. We’ve been arguing a lot lately. I love her a lot, but she’s driving me crazy. I don’t know what she wants from me. I don’t think she knows what she wants.

I love her, though. I really do. She’s the sweetest, most wonderful person in the world.

So why am I still thinking about Rose?

We sit in silence as memories flow through my mind. I remember February, pre-Sofia, when I asked Rosie to the Valentine’s Ball. For two or three weeks I tried to convince her to come with me, and got mad because she thought I just wanted her to make another girl jealous. She refused at first, of course. I promised to buy her flowers, to drive to Watford and pick her up, to drop her home after the dance. Neither of us got there in the end, despite my finally convincing her. I had to work, and she had to look after a friend’s baby. I can see her, though. Even though it never happened, I can picture her standing in the doorway. Wine-red taffeta skirt shining in the streetlight. Hair twisted back, but with a few soft curls falling by the side of her face. A single white flower pinned to her black cotton v-neck sweater.

Beautiful.

But I don’t love her. I love Sofia. I remember our first kiss. She was so nervous she bit her lip and it started bleeding. I remember the first time I saw her naked. She was beautiful, beautiful in a totally different way to Rosie. Tall, slender, fragile-looking. Café au lait skin. Huge brown eyes. If Rosie was a playful lion cub, Sofia was a deer, or a gazelle. I remember making love in the backseat of the car, those long slim legs wrapped around me. Steaming up the windows, frightening away any native wildlife that might come across us in Highgate Woods.

God, I love her. How could I possibly have doubted it?

But Rosie is my best friend, and I have to ask.

“Rose…what do you think of Sofia?”

She looks at me, amused. “What do you mean? You know I love Sofia. She’s amazing.”

“Does it ever make you feel awkward, the way everyone else is attached and you’re single? I mean, you spend so much time with Sofia and me…does it ever bother you?”

She laughs. “I have this totally wonderful guy, who’s my best friend, who’s in love with this totally wonderful girl, who’s hopefully also going to be a good friend…and she loves him back. How can I feel anything but great?”

Twickenham station is up ahead. Time’s up. Game over.

She kisses me on the cheek and gets out of the car. I watch her walk away. At the station door she turns around and blows me a kiss, and then she is gone. And I think of her answer to my question, and I think of the way she walks, and I think of her smile…and I wonder if perhaps I do love her, after all.
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