Yearning
by Allen Baker

I'm not old, but I'm no longer young. I guess that's what's been my motivation for the last few weeks. That, and the fact that it's soon the holiday season and I've no one to share it with. Oh, I have family, and I have friends. I won't have to sit home alone. But I have no one special in my life to share with. Oh, sure, one night stands that satisfy physical needs. But no one to call my lover, my life-mate - no one special to me nor I to him.

I guess I'm in a funk, a little depressed. A lot depressed. I think I'm facing an early mid-life crisis, actually. I find myself staring out a window down at the crowds on the sidewalk, wondering who they all are. Imagining they all have a sole-mate but me. Searching the faces to see if my destined match is wandering about looking into the upper windows for me. But actually, just watching life go by without me.

Where is he?

I gave up on the bar scene years ago when it suddenly occurred to me that those about me were suddenly young. Where were all the men my own age? Where did they disappear to? Then it hit me: they had all found their partners and left me behind. Boy, did I get drunk that night! Never one to over-indulge, I nursed one mother of a head the next day. Called in sick and stayed abed, trying not to be aware that no one shared it with me. No one cared that I felt bad. No one cared enough to nurse my sickness. No one cared. No one.

Since then it has been a steady decline into blackness. Not drinking. No, I haven't flooded my sorrows in booze and false forgetfulness. I've just retreated into self-pity and self-loathing. No triple-A recovery group for that. I've burdened myself with my aloneness. And I saw no end to an empty apartment. A meaningless apartment. A dead apartment. I tried throwing myself into my work and into being successful. It worked: I've made more money and have a bigger, emptier apartment. I didn't work. I just now have more empty rooms.

But this is it - the end of the road to solitude. It's just past Thanksgiving, but I've realized what my New Year's resolution must be. This will be my last holiday season alone. By this time next year, I will be into a long-term relationship. We'll share this apartment. Or a different one. No matter, as long as we share an apartment. I haven't determined a plan yet, though I've discarded a few already. But I will have a plan. I will have a mate.

Maybe I've been like Carol at the office. She has such a high ideal of a man that none live up to the standards. She's on her way to being an old maid. Mentally, I criticized her unrealistic expectations. And here I am, an even older maid. Are my expectations too high?

Or is the fault in me? Maybe I'm too boorish to live up to anyone else's standards. Oh, boy, does that thought improve my funk! How does one realistically evaluate your own personality? I'm convinced I'm an ok guy. But maybe no other guy shares that opinion. How can I tell? Guys seem to like me enough to come home with me. They must see something about me that's ok. Or is it just their own hormones? Am I the one they have to settle on at the end of the evening if they need to get their rocks off? Am I the fall-back plan? Second choice? Last chance for the night? God, how depressing! Surely that's not me. Please.

So now what? How do I change? What do I change? My personality? My appearance? My habits? My haunts? My job? My city? Just tell me, and I'll do it.

Where are the signs to tell me what to do? Astrology? Fortune teller? Psychologist? Where do I go for help? The lonely hearts column? How desperate am I? How desperate do I need to become? Maybe it's more like how honest can I become? How honest with myself? About myself?

How honest about the world? Is there really someone out there for everyone? Is it by Devine decree that some people end up alone in life? Is it an outgrowth of a deformed interior? Or is it just chance - no reason, no blame? Is it something I can willfully overcome, or is it out of my hands?

I simply don't know. But I do know that life is spilling by me. Slipping quickly, flowing swiftly, through my hands. I'm trying to grasp at it and can't find a grip. But I will. I intend to, and soon. But next year this time I will have a lover. I will be a lover.

Oh, please, God, please let it be so.

