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The Whispering Past  
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His eloquent words echoed through my head like they were spoken only yesterday.

"I oftentimes find myself wanting you in my dreams.  Wanting to be with you.  Drawing ever-so-near to your inviting lips, our legs would tremble.  Our bodies, weak.  At last our hearts would call out.  Then I’d kiss you with an unbound passion that...”

“Don’t stop,” I begged.  “Go on.  Please.”

“Hey, wake up sleepyhead” quickly and sadly disappointed me instead.  It pried open my flustered eyelids as I looked into the green eyes of the stranger who woke me.  They were far from the words I had hoped to hear, and shades beyond the eyes I had hoped to see.

As expected, like clockwork my beautiful dream was rudely interrupted by the wrong person.  It never failed to make me perpetually pissy, but that was okay because I knew it would be back again.  Not the same way twice, mind you, but still there when I needed it the most.

What’s really funny is that here lately I always seemed to need it.  It’s difficult not to feel sorry for myself because of that.  Then again, can I really help it if my thoughts yearn for that one brilliant moment?

Sigh.  That moment.  The one that healed my pitiful heart.  We all want that single strand in time, really, but some of us forget what true love feels like when we haven't had it for a while.

Well, everyone but me, that is.  I remember it a little too well, ever since the day I was first stuck in this bamboo encrusted jungle.

It started off as a chaotic beginning that became a tear in my private universe, but with perks.  I became Eve, when Adams were plentiful.  It was no longer a matter of where to find men.  Not anymore.

My life was no longer spent perusing grocery stores on a Saturday night.  Nor was it necessary to look for tan lines where wedding rings often rested.  Instead, I was the one in power here, so laughable rituals were long gone.

In their place was the next Broadway production of my life.  Oh, if it were only an act.

Instead, it was all too real.  I was now the solitary female in a long-abandoned part of the world.  It was up to me, and me alone, to choose.
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Flashback x 1: The Journey
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Before I knew it, I was on a plane towards nowhere.  My parents and Ishy and Mar were far behind.  It scared me to no end, so all I could do was focus on the future job at hand.

Luckily, it was going to be a baby’s breath breeze.  I was to teach English to Chinese kids on some remote mountain top.  An easy thing for someone like me.

Others on the plane were going elsewhere, but what I didn’t know was which ones were going with me.

Maybe one of these lucky bastards will finally take me to paradise, I thought to myself.  After all, I was sure I’d have plenty to choose from.  It was a no brainer since I was the only female to be found.

I started to think into it, way too much probably, but that was par for the course for someone like me.  My naturally inquisitive head kept thinking that the situation seemed way too strange.

After all, weren’t women usually the more nurturing, helpful types?  Hell.  Who knows?  Maybe I’m here with the guys who build bridges and such for small towns.

Truthfully, I really didn't know.  Yet, I did know something at least.  I knew fully well that my rapid thoughts weren’t things I could be too concerned with.  Not with that ride.

So, instead, my mind focused on the dragging hours and the rattling plane that headed southwards.  Unfortunately, that was only the first chicken leg on the fire ant hill.

My anguish increased even more when I realized that my destination wasn't going to be the first stop.  It’s funny when I think about it.  I thought that was the reason the clouds passing by seemed to be slowing down.  If only it would have been that simple.

It wasn’t, so I firmly grit my teeth in a frenzied crisscross pattern once I heard the pilot calmly mumble into the loudspeaker.

"We have to land due to a brief malfunction.  It's nothing to worry about, but please fasten your seat belts."

Liar!  I looked out the window and saw that one of the engines had stopped moving.  Needless to say, my heart tasted horrible when it made its way past my tonsils and directly into my tight-lipped mouth.

This is the end, I thought.  I will not pass go, and I will definitely not collect two hundred dollars.

Assuming my intended fate, I gripped the armrests with my fingernails and sorely scrunched my feet.  It was like I was experiencing some kind of orgasmic spasm in reverse.  Then I bit my tongue.  It hurt, but it was only the beginning.

Next, I looked around and saw many people praying.  I honestly didn't know what I should do.  Pray to Buddha or pray to Christ.

Instead, I just thought about my family.  I also kind of wondered what my funeral would look like and who would actually show up.

Then my pervy alter ego decided to say hello.  It knew I didn't want to die a virgin.  I knew I wasn’t about to attack any scared out of their gourds men, that’s for sure.  Especially at a time like this.  But part of me really wanted to.  Again, if it were only that simple.

Before I knew it, living out a twisted fantasy became the farthest thing from my mind once the plane lowered, rapidly.  Then the other engine went out.  I first saw water, and then land, and then water once again.

"Hold on tight," the captain said.  I looked over to the guy sitting next to me and thought, Nah.  He'd probably mind.  But it sure would have been nice to know what one feels like.

A millisecond after my tempting thought we hit a row of trees and the plane split in half.  Then the world spun me into the air like a rag doll being tossed around by a bored garbageman.

At least I wasn’t alone.  Bodies flew beside me and metal fragments littered the air, almost like they were floating in slow motion.  Even screams were silenced by that time stopping moment.

All I could do was look to the sky as I fell, flutter my eyelids, and remember what brought me to my fate.
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Flashback x 2: College
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One blink...

Tapping my foot during my senior year of college was something I excelled at.

"Samantha, while we appreciate your sense of rhythm, can you save it for after class?" the instructor pleaded.  Wow, that was bold.

Ah. Mr. Jenkins.  I'd love to see what else he could command me to do.  That whole idea of authority somehow turned me on.  Yet, I knew that it was probably nothing more than a twisted fantasy based on books.

I considered myself smart.  That means a lot more realistic.  Besides, who wants a wrinkly old man with silver ball hair on top of us acting like he's drilling for oil?  I know I certainly didn't.

Things like that seem funny now that I look back at them.  Not just my thoughts about sex, either.  I was also a foolish kid without any clue as to what I wanted to do with my life.

Classes certainly didn't help.  They always seemed like a waste of time for me.  It's why I always retreated to a place that kept my foot a-tapping.  That oblivious, dream-like trance that kept me glued to the impossible.

But I always had to wake up to college.  Always.

"Liberal arts" my guidance counselors all said in high school.  Now that I'm older, I know that usually means "Do you want fries with that?" as a career slogan once you graduate.

It's good to find things you love, but if they don't pay anything and you end up in a cardboard box, it really isn't going to mean squat, is it?

Unless you want that kind of life.

I actually did.  My goal was to live in a world where I truly felt free.  Free to love, to live, and to do whatever the hell I wanted.  No confines of a mortgage or a car payment or having to stand forever at a grocery store line.

My mind always took me towards the past.  Those times when land was not owned but, rather, just walked through on the way from point A to B.

Growing and gathering food and building shelter when needed would be heavenly.  Having sex with a mate out in the open air would be even better.

With our butts hanging out and being crisped in the warm sunlight, we would enjoy nature.  Truly, I longed to be one with the planet like that.  You know, just like the animals.  Just like we were meant to be.

Little did I know that what I had always dreamed of would actually come true.
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