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1 ½ Years Later

You came back when I finally found the courage to let you go.

One lone word on my phone screen with your profile picture stops me in my tracks. It makes the insides of my mouth suddenly go dry and my hands tremble. 

"Hello," you wrote. In that split second of opening your message, I knew that you would see that I had seen you.

I want to write that one simple word back to you in capital letters, in bold, underlined, and highlighted. I want to yell at it from the rooftops. I want to not say anything at all. But to fling my arms around your neck, press my lips to you, and breathe my 'hello' into your mouth. I want to write "hello" and then retaliate in anger. "Where have you been? Why did you leave me? Where did you go?"

I want to beat my fists against the chest that I want to sleep against. Sob into the mouth that used to torment me, and pull the hair that I ached to curl my fingers through. Slap your face, grasp your body, and press yourself to me, frantic for wanting you, and furious for making me suffer. I want to be strong enough to push you away so that you can't hurt me again. And, at the same time, chain yourself to me so that you can't leave me again.

You are still waiting for a reply, my fingers poised over the keyboard, hesitant and fearful. What do I say to you? That famous line from Sleepless in Seattle came to me... and all we could say to each other was, 'Hello'. How I understood that feeling. How there is too much to say to you, too much to ask you, and so really, all I can say is.... "Hello".

June

So there it is. Your back. Just like that, after 1 ½ years of silence from you. If I could jump on a plane, and meet you for coffee, I would. Just to stand there and look at you. Take you in, wonder about all the Why questions. I can't even imagine a speech. I don't think there would be any. Just this strange hesitancy. A shyness reaching out for each other's auras, getting a feel for the vibes between us, seeing if that sexual chemistry is still in the air around us. 

Every warning sign in my head is flashing in brilliant colours. Heart is turning its furious eyes to Mind, and telling her to F-off, sticking her middle finger up to her sensibleness. 

'Let her live fully. Let her experience much. Don't let the fear of falling, keep her from flying'. Heart is adamant and Mind withdraws, shrugging her shoulders and rolling her eyes and waiting for her opportunity to say, 'I told you so!'

When I look at you, I still want to touch you, tentatively, wondering how you'll react, wondering whether you want to respond. Wondering whether you want me as fiercely as I still want you. 

One step closer so that my head needs to tilt up to meet your eyes. I am reminded of how your tallness used to make my stomach bubble, with lightness and my cheeks blush. One barely-there caress, so fleeting that I wonder whether I imagined it; against my collarbone as you lift a dark strand of hair off my shoulder. Still no words. Still tongue-tied and confused, and just this feeling of being so... alone with you. Everything surrounding us envelopes us in a thick mist, and we, the only two beings, super focused. Like a macro vision. You would like that...being in macro vision, the photographer in you appreciating the finer details of images.

Seconds matter, milliseconds even, and I find that if those seconds aren't filled, then everything is lost. I think it is why you lean towards me, slowly, allowing me to draw away from you; and when I don't, it is when you are sure of me.

When you kiss me, it is with shyness and I can't help but think of candy floss and strawberries. I remember your voice telling me your favourites and just that kiss, makes me feel like I am drowning, my chest tight, and close to bursting and there is too much to feel. 

Do I kiss you back? The answer is yes because it is all my body wants to do. My mind is screaming at me, commanding my physical body to step away, and there is this internal fight of confusion. This eagerness to respond to you and at the same time to withhold from you. I feel like a Pushmepullyou in Dr. Dolittle's animal kingdom.

I want you. That's all I know. That's all I can think of. My Honesty shrugging her shoulders and raising her hands in perplexity at Mind as if to say, "What can I do?" As though you have become one of my top needs, like eating, when I'm hungry. Warming myself up when I am cold, sleeping when I am tired... being with you when you are not with me. 

So what came after "Hello"?

"Come to me," you write... "Please."

June

That sentence, I read and reread over and over, my fingers once again stroking the keyboard absentmindedly as I think. Putting down my phone and picking it up and looking at you looking at me. Waiting for my answer. I make you wait because I'm terrified to see my own words agree to your plea. Deep inside, I already know my answer. I think I'm waiting for some physical barrier to prevent me from agreeing to see you, waiting to see what will happen. If I type yes... like being struck by lightning, just after, or falling into a manhole, and breaking a leg, or slipping on a banana peel, and bumping my head so that I get amnesia and forget about you. 

When nothing happens after a long time, I finally type. "Tell me why?"

"Because I need to know too.."

"Because you need to know too" I echo your statement in my head, at full volume but in slow motion. 

It is as if you have read my mind the entire time, and before now, only you have never mentioned it or talked about it before. The need to know...the need to know whether our keys fit the others' locks. The need to know whether we share the same mechanisms and whether we can decode each other's passwords. Whether it be a natural simple undertaking or whether we would struggle. Whether we just KNOW that split second of laying eyes on the other. We need to know when we touch each other or even share the same airspace, we would feel that jet stream of magnetism between our two selves.

"Took you long enough," I replied.

June

Dialog between the Lion and the Mouse

"So are you writing another book?"

"Yes"

"Am I in it?"

"Well, technically, yes.."

" Don't you need me for information?"

"Not really, I can look after myself, but, of course, it is always more fun with you. Anyways, what are you saying? You miss being involved in my writing?"

"Maybe.."

"Are you married?"

"Are you?"

"Since when does one answer a question with a question?"

"Do you still fancy the socks off me?"

" Seriously? You're unbelievable..."

"That didn't answer my question.."

"What's the point of lying to you after all this time... Yes, I still fancy the socks off you. Yes, I still masturbate with your voice in my ear and two photos that I have kept of you."

"Which two photos?"

"The black and white of you on stage when you were much younger and the short video of you stroking your chin of grey stubble, proof to me that you were growing it for me...despite it being the shortest growing period ever..."

" It made me look fat"

"You're an eejit. It made you look downright sexy."

" Why?"

" Why what?"

" Why do you still have the hots for me?"

"Now there's a good question... I guess I'm just not the type of person who falls out of 'like' quickly.."

"Just like?" 

(pause)

" You can't be in my book unless you grow your stubble back. It's a prerequisite for having the privilege of being an important character in my book."

"Seriously?!"

" Yes, the protagonist says so.."

" She's pretty demanding.."

" She knows what she wants. Get back to me in a week, with proof. If you've got it, you're hired..maybe..."

"Maybe? What kind of an answer is that?"

" Depends if you intend on deserting me again.."

" I didn't desert you."

"Bah, I have to go. Life calls.."

" What's calling in your life?"

" My stomach. Goodbye Lion,"

" Goodbye Mouse."

(17 seconds later)

" Mind if I join you?"

" You again! I thought I told you to get back to me after you've grown some facial hair!"

"I'm hungry too...Invite me to lunch?"

" (Sigh) You bring the tomatoes and the strawberries. I'll bring the sourdough and olives. Do you have a ukulele?"

"Uh..no"

" A harmonica? A Banjo?"

" No, and no.."

" Heathen. Bring your deck of cards. Show me your tricks again and your camera. I want to take photos of you in your birthday suit."

"Shouldn't it be the other way around? Since I'M the photographer?"

"Mmmm, maybe.."

" Maybe again..."

"Yes, maybe. So long, Lion"

" So long, Mouse"

June

I'm reading a book and I can't help stopping at every paragraph, every sentence. My chest hurts with every word. He knows me...this author. He says everything I've always wanted to say to someone out loud but have never found someone to say these things to. He writes about things no one admits to, and I feel so...shocked and confused because these are my words too. For the first time, I've discovered someone who knows. 

I want to share them with you. I want to spend hours talking to you in silence and you be able to understand perfectly what I'm trying to express without saying anything at all. Is that you? Do you understand what I'm trying to say?

I'm also scared that you won't understand. That you'll think I've gone mad. That I bore you with my silent explanations. I want it to be you. Because you're so unavailable. So out of reach, so fantastical-like, because maybe we would never have the opportunity for me to tell you these things. Not telling you would be better than telling you, and you not understanding me, and if you say you DO understand. Then I'm not sure I'll believe you, because maybe you'll SAY you do understand and then I will know that you DON'T because you've said that you DO. I'll know you do if you don't say anything at all because understanding me can only come in a shared silence. Just touching each other and looking at each other's bodies until mine becomes yours and yours becomes mine. Can you do this? Are you the person I thought I would never find, the one I thought I had found in others, but then have been disappointed when they are not?

June

"Can I ask you a question?"

"Sure."

"Why did it stop?"

" Why did what stop?"

"You...and me"

You don't answer straight away and I begin to worry I shouldn't have asked. I'm terrified that I will never hear from you again, all over again, but I've been wanting to ask this question for the last 1 ½ years. Over and over in my mind like a mantra. Why? What happened? Was I not good enough? Was I too much?

You asked me to go and see you, and I know that I can't even contemplate going (even though I'm ready to book my flight) without having these answers. Would they make a difference in whether or not I go? Heart is already on that plane, regardless of your answer. She had already packed her
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