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Some Kind of Holiday

Rae sits in the coffee shop slowly looking
around. It’s one of those days when the world feels oddly bright
even though her wife, Lee, has been gone for nearly 4 months. Aware
she needed to get out more, start finding some way back into the
world, she finally made the painful trek to their once favorite
coffee shop, hoping it might be comforting. Instead it brings a
bolt of familiarity that makes her chest hurt. Fighting the notion
to get up and run, dive back under the covers, she makes herself
stay put. Life without her love, partner, heart, is excruciatingly
difficult, but she promised not to roll over and disappear, so
she’s trying.

Within a few minutes, a woman sits down
opposite. She’s cute, smiles politely, bows slightly, which makes
Rae blush, think even more of Lee, how much that motion brings her
to mind. “How is that?” the woman smiles, pointing to the book on
Buddhism that sits under Rae’s hand, while holding up one on a
similar topic. Poor Rae has had so little interaction with
strangers of late, that the situation feels almost shocking.
Panicked, all she can do is nod. The woman looks at her a moment,
then settles in to read.

Rae has an internal chat with herself, tries
to get adjusted. Being out in the world is well overdue, she must
fight through these situations or fail in her promise. “I like it,”
a half croak, while tapping the book with her finger nail, “it’s
clear, concise, but doesn’t sound too new agey.”

“New agey?” the other smiles, tilts her
head.

It’s been some time since she’s been only a
few inches away from a beautiful woman. Feeling flush and guilty
all at the same time, the recent semi-recluse struggles to explain,
“schlocky hypocrites who dip into Buddhism, and half the rest of
Asian culture looking for a quick fix, or cool factor.” Her
tablemate raises an eyebrow. To the world, Rae with her olivey
skin, brown wavy hair, light brown eyes, appears white, maybe
Latina, which she is. What remains hidden at a glance is that her
grandfather was Japanese. She is so used to Lee and their friends,
speaking among them, it escapes her how curious the words might
seem to a stranger.

“Oh,” the woman sounds skeptical.
“Interesting observation.”

Already feeling awkward, Rae makes an
assumption about the response, waves a hand in the air, “you think
I shouldn’t make a comment like that because I am probably one of
them?”

“No,” the woman defends, “I wasn’t saying
that at all.”

This is it, precisely why Rae hates being out
in the world. Lee made all that better, understood her, loved her
quirks, while people in general are too much work. “It’s ok,” she
half groans, holding up a hand, “it’s me. I’m not in the best
place.”

The other woman blinks, “do you want to talk
about it?”

“Not at all,” shake of the head, knowing she
would not get through even one sentence without losing it.

Nodding toward the empty demitasse sitting
between them, “how about a refill then?” Accepting the compromise,
Rae nods. Returning with a steaming cup the woman says brightly,
“maybe we can start over?” Extends the free hand, “I’m Jung.”

Barely touching to shake, bowing a tiny bit,
“Rae.”

They look at one another a moment, then the
woman smiles, “I’m not used to this coffee shop, but I think I like
it.”

Innocent enough, or flirtatious? All of it,
the awkwardness, trying to puzzle through other people’s words,
intentions, is overload for the grieving woman’s first real day in
the world. Tossing back the coffee she stands up, mumbles “thanks”,
makes a hasty exit.

A little disappointed, Jung watches what she
thought might be a new friend hustle away.






Two weeks later Rae is back at the same shop.
It is strange and painful being there without Lee, but also a place
where she can feel her, misses her a tiny bit less, she came to
realize after the previous visit.

“Hey!” calls a cheery voice. Jung appears,
smiling.

“Shit,” Rae mumbles under her breath.

“So lucky you came in! I don’t mean to bother
you, but I have a question I bet you can help with. I have an
article due on Western Religion, and - ”

Perturbed, having hoped to sit quietly and
commune with Lee’s spirit, “and you think I’m white, and must know
about that?”

Confused, “what? No. I have to decide which
one is farthest from Buddhism and defend my choice. I saw you,
remembered the book you were reading, thought you maybe would talk
it through with me. I’m having a hard time getting my thoughts in
order on this one.” Feeling the still chilly air, she bows her
head, “I didn’t mean to disturb you,” starts to turn away.

Rae’s face remains more of a frown, but she
is beginning to feel bad, this poor woman does not deserve her
anger, for the second time. “I’m sorry. I’m out of line – again,”
bowing, “please accept my apologies.” Pushing out a smile, “I’ll
get the coffee this time?”

As they sit at the end one of the long, clean
tables drinking coffee, chatting, Rae almost forgets her heartache
for a minute. The two have a long talk about religions, beliefs. It
feels good – talking, exchanging, putting her mind to use again.
Best of all, this woman does not know her, does not look at her
with pained, puppy dog eyes like her friends do.

“Oh my,” Jung says smiling, finish up her
notes, “thank you!”

“Sure,” feeling shy. “And again, I’m sorry
for being an ass.”
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