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To Shelia A. O’Connor:

thank you for thinking about me.
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​Wake Up, Sheridan 
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Dumped.

Whose jolly idea was it to ever apply such a thwunk of a word to an experience that has such potential to be, well, delicate?

“Dumping” rightly identifies the deeds of, say, county waste management crews at junkyards. And individuals who’ve determined that a nearby ravine or a sloping stretch of grass alongside the Interstate onramp would be the best place to desert the raggedy sofa or the busted TV they no longer have room or use for. Stuff like that.

Oh...granted, it was all so romantic, really, when I thought about it. Picture tallish, chocolate-dipped specimen of charisma and a looker-to-end-all-lookers, David Franklin. David once had a high school sweetheart: a gregarious, gorgeous girl he lost to her moving family’s move to the opposite side of the country, on account of the prestigious job promotion the girl’s father had landed. David saw the apple of his teenaged eye off at the airport, vowing to remain true to her and her alone from across the miles.

But after the passing of a few months, David’s sobbing sweetheart called to break the news to him. Her mother held firm that her daughter was too young to be going steady with a boy who wasn’t even around. There were plenty of other nice, young gentlemen in the girl’s neck of the woods for her to socialize with, and she had better get to proper socializing, lest her growing fluidity in social graces be stunted before she would come of age, her mother said.

That phone call devastated David. He mourned the loss of his love until after high school, when, as a freshman in college, he met the first girl he’d thought to date since his sweetheart had been taken away. This new young woman was a bibliophilic sort, not unladylike but without the deepest concern for cosmetics or fashion. She was a fellow student David was thrown together with for a two-person presentation for their Introduction to World Literature course. After a couple of study sessions with her outside of class, followed by a resounding 105% score on their presentation, David decided that he liked the bibliophile enough to ask her out.

Thus began a casual courtship that happened to endure for the rest of David’s four-year college career. However, before he could resign himself to plans of making the courtship something more than casual after graduation, up popped his high school sweetheart. She was local again, free from parental clutches, gorgeous and gregarious as ever, ready to reclaim what she knew to be destiny.

David knew it too. Destiny won out, and off Mr. Franklin went to pursue the sun, the moon, and the very Milky Way with the girl he’d once lost but had never been able to forget.

Ahh. The romance. [Insert long, breathy sigh, full of dreams.]

The incandescence of it all could scarcely be dimmed by a leftover factor: the bibliophile who hadn’t known the college courtship had been but a casual one, despite the fact that it hadn’t included any affairs of a distinctly serious or fancy nature.

The bibliophile had even taken the plunge into stylish jeans and trendy tops and appealing perfumes and elegant eye shadows and luscious lip colors after she’d become the (initially stunned) recipient of David Franklin’s attentions. How she’d paid through the nose for some of those lipsticks but hadn’t had the faintest objection whenever David would step in to disrupt their dazzling displays of color, asking for one of the cottony wipes from her purse. He’d take it upon himself to ease her lipstick from her lips as he’d declare, in that mesmeric murmur of his, “There, nice and bare. All the better to kiss me with, my dear.”

She’d believed such gestures meant he was in love with her, and that her acceptance of those gestures meant she was in love with him too. Or that the two of them were getting there, at least, what with all the time they’d been spending together during their college years.

Still, David’s reunion with his sweetheart proved the bibliophile wrong. But again, surely, the romance of the reunion wasn’t lessened by the fact that the abandoned bibliophile was me.

Picture me, Sheridan Jones, thwunked into the designated can outside the house with spoiling dinner remnants that nobody wanted to finish last week. Or Sheridan Jones ker-plunked out into the grass alongside the Interstate ramp, toppling down next to that busted TV.

I had nothing against true love. God bless and more power to the people who found it. But I cringed to think of myself as having been “dumped” in the process of someone else reuniting with the love of his life. I mean, gee, was I not a woman, a person? People aren’t just, you know...dumpable, like that.

Are they?

Most of my friends, male and female alike, said I let myself go in the months after David bid me adieu, but I wouldn’t have said that. I simply saw no need for high fashion and eye shadow when, outside of church and the health clinic I worked at as a patient services rep, I was spending most of my time shut up in the small house I was renting from my parents. I’d pass the hours with word finds and jigsaw puzzles, along with the therapeutic comfort and faithfulness of books from the book stacks piled against a wall toward one corner of my bedroom.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





