
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Life’s Touch

All Walks of Life

––––––––

By

CLINTON X

Copyright © 2023 Clinton X

All rights reserved.

––––––––

Author’s note

These short stories are works of fiction. All the characters, organizations, and events portrayed in the stories are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.
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Book inroduction

This book is a collection of short stories, an assortment of human experiences and interactions that seek to express how the simplest parts of our humanity are often the most complex and vice versa. This is a book of stories about the joy, pain, love, loss, indifference, silence, and awkward realities that make up the human predicament. As you journey through the pages of this book, I hope you find yourself in the stories told herein; I hope you find your kin in these pages and feel less alone. Most of all, I hope you enjoy reading them every bit as much as I did writing them.

the thinker
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Sometimes I sit here and think, and other times, I just sit here. This is what I’ve always done, what I was born to do, who I was created to be.  My destiny was marked out from the beginning. I am a guardian, a watcher, a keeper of the peace, an observer, a listener, and a thinker.

An old, dilapidated, flickering streetlight - my companion and muse.  She keeps me guessing.

I watch the sunset every evening – the deep oranges, the splashes of purple and pink, the dancing whirlwind descending before me in the distance behind my streetlight – and I wonder. I wonder what the following sunrise will look like, how the radiating sun peeks up over the horizon right in front of me. I should take comfort in the glorious display that greets me on sunny evenings when nature’s light show gives me a final goodnight, but I long to watch the sunrise.  We often covet what we can’t have.

I take the things I can see – and sometimes what I can’t – and I examine and wonder. I watch the traffic, mirroring the ebb and flow of the town’s river, streaming on and off the island. I wonder where they are all going... what jobs have them in such a rush and irritated as they remain motionless in the evening congestion at the mouth of the bridge? I think about the bridge, about the many people who have crossed it. But tonight, and every night, I am the guardian of the gateway, the keeper of the keep. I watch the people come and go.

The evening rush-hour traffic, like the tides, has its highs and lows but endures unchanged by the Sun’s solstice and phases of the Moon. I see the drivers, some having become familiar, and it’s almost like I anticipate them, know their habits, and have deciphered their schedules – whether they are running late or out of their routine. I watch their faces, their reactions to build-ups, the singing, the laughing, conversations on the phone, and the most bewildering of all, the occasional tears. I listen, but I cannot hear, so I continue to watch.

My life is here, my role to stand and listen, contemplate, guard, and think. I have a lifetime, far longer than yours, to work it all out. Through such, many, many generations of pigeons and passersby and drivers in their metal boxes will come and keep me company; sometimes, I sit here and think, and other times, I just sit here.

FRANK’S DEPARTURE
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It had been 9 years.

9 years of a passionately committed relationship filled with love and happiness.

9 years of us growing up from teenagers to young adults.

9 years of a union that most thought was destined for marriage, no matter what.

But, in all of life’s chaos, our relationship would soon be ending as we once knew it... or so I thought.

The day I dreaded most was finally creeping up on us. We always knew that Frank would be deployed to Iraq, but we were never sure what that would mean for us. For our love. For our future. I had just always hoped that the universe would guide us toward what was meant for us.

Nine days before Frank’s departure, almost as if the universe had destined it, he asked me to be his wife; a ‘yes’ so easy that I didn’t even have to think as it flowed effortlessly from my mouth. Overlooking our favorite lake on our favorite dock, Frank said with tears filling his swimmingly blue eyes, “Before I leave, I need something that knits us together, that says, ‘I’m yours, and you’re mine.’”
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