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The year Cara stepped into my life, the slate of incomprehensible loneliness swallowing me for so long, disappeared. We courted, if anyone in the world calls it that now, for about two years, before making it official. Cara had a heart that was too big for the world. I remember the day we married. Her glow was that of a thousand gemstones prismed. The sun through the only window in the judge’s chambers radiated that beauty.

	After the simple ceremony, we gathered with some friends in our backyard on Sunflower Street.  Chad, my best friend, recorded the entire event. He didn’t eat the cake, he didn’t talk to anyone, he just walked around with a camera attached to his face, because of his addiction to technology. Other guests took pictures of Cara, their phones an extension to hands and eyes, a distraction. Friends were tweeting photos. More friends were tik toking rebuttals to a political argument by the punchbowl because---technology. We danced to our wedding song. We ignored the whining sound of Jacks, a government agency patrolling the streets and enforcing new strict laws and sanctions on the tech we were all in love with. 

	Cara and I smoked cigarettes, it was a vice that never seemed to flee. It bonded us after sex, after a good meal, after a walk in the park or the mall. Smoking was acceptable and almost all our family and friends enjoyed it. We ignored the inflating prices and health risks because it gave us nicotine deliciousness. We smoked, and repeated, repeated, and repeated. If I knew then what I know now, we would have quit, immediately, but alas, hindsight and all that shit.

	I used to steal Marlboros from my aunt’s leather cigarette case when I was twelve. How quickly that sweet, sweet, nicotine grabbed my nerve receptors, and my psyche, until I could not live without it. Snatching a smoke here and there sustained my addiction, but gave it little succor. On my eighteenth birthday, I walked into Sunrise on the corner of Flagitious Street and Main and bought some Camel Wide’s. 

	I smoked Winston’s, Marlboro’s, Morley’s and even tried some Kool’s. I didn’t care, as long as I had one stuck between my middle and index finger or dangling from my mouth. If I could see the shards of gray gracefully flowing from the glowing ember of ash at the end of a lit smoke, I was content. 

	There were times when Cara and I sat on the back porch during the summer. The humidity clung to our skin, an oscillating fan hummed, a cold sweaty glass of rum and Coke on the table and a pack of cigarettes with lighters like matching “his” and “hers” sat next to our drinks. The conversation was random, but the habit of smoking, a constant. Summer days were long, and ended with us watching the sun set behind Audubon Hill.

	There was a clink of ice on the side of Cara’s tumbler and the yellow string lights shimmered off the glass hitting her face. She smiled, chuckled, and took a long drag.

	“You’re so cute when you smile.” I said, “but I hope you’re not laughing at me.”

	“I’m not, I’m not.” 

	“Have at it. What gives?”

	“I don’t want to rush the summer away,” she said. She took a drink.

	“You’re killing me. Am I the butt of a joke or something?”

	“I never had a real Christmas Tree.” she said snubbing the cigarette out, lighting another. Her nose twitched as she inhaled. Her face was long and her cheekbones high. When she smoked, she looked like she belonged in an old movie.

	“What’s so funny about that?”

	“It’s fucking summer,” she took a drag, “I’m thinking about going out to Truxton’s Tree Farm to freeze and watch you saw a Christmas Tree.”

	“I’m making your wish come to fruition. You know that right? Watch out this winter.”

	“Be careful about wishes, I heard they were horses,” she laughed and stood up sitting on my lap. The sweat from the tumbler dripped on my leg as she raised it for a toast. 

	She clinked her glass into mine and we drank. The drink led to a kiss, a deeper kiss and before I knew it, she was straddling me in the bedroom riding me into an orgasm. 

	Summer was like a bolt of lightning: it came, left its scorched impact, and fled with want of another victory. The trees changed colors, shed leaves to the forest floors and gray skies were becoming a dominant presence as autumn took over. Cara loved the leaves, the late fall, and early winter months. We took a holiday for the last week of November. We wanted the wintery season together to be something that we’d never forget. We planned on visiting Truxton’s Tree Farm to get that “real” tree that she had grown up never having.
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