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TOMMY WHITE AND THE MYSTIC DESGRACIA

“Our love is like that of a red rose, whose splendor rises as the sun shows its face, whose petals expand further and richer, whispering secrets of happiness and affection. And just like the red rose whispers of passion and the white rose breathes of love; we proclaim our love - for the love that is purest and sweetest has a kiss of desire on the lips,” Quote from inside the book.

“As we sit here looking at the beauty of the empty sky; The moon is coming while the stars twinkle around her, glow-worms are flickering on the grass as nightingales moan in their nests. But all I can think of is you, Birma. Dear, I long for a day when you will become the moon of my world, and I, a star to dance around you, the glow-worm to sparkle your path, and the nightingale to sing in your praises,” says Tommy White, while seducing Birma.
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She was simply pretty darn hot, a sirloin, or better still, an eye candy as any observant man could have described her. She puzzled many. The men liked her style, and few women were jealous of her. But, one thing was apparent, she was amazingly beautiful.

On this fashion and fair filled occasion, she appeared prettier and more beautiful than she usually was. Her moist skin shone dimly under the ambient light bulb that illuminated the guestroom. Her flamboyant red dress matched her lean body as her roman-nose and plump lips made her even more striking. She had a curvaceous-pea shaped face with dancing almond-shaped eyes. This became more evident, especially when she squinted them. A dark zit spotted her left cheek. A clear, protuberant back garnished with her long, tawny and elegant legs complimented her feminine physique.

For a long time, she had been excluding herself from such gregarious occasions and instead, usually preferred a solitary lifestyle. This was not out of xenophobic euphoria, but rather, as a recovery ritual after she lost her first and true love. However, just like all of us, she has had numerous crushes before. Some of those were unforgettable while others faded out in oblivion.

Her love experience was both traumatic and tragic given that she first met her lover and husband-not-to-be during his burial. It gave her much retrospection especially since many people believed that she was either cursed or not destined to enjoy a happy love life. There were others who were of the opinion that that fate did not want her to experience true love, let alone having an opportunity to find it in the first place.

That was the most difficult phase in her life. Given an opportunity, it was a memory she wished she could erase from her past. She lived in ‘ifs’ as she often wondered how life could have turned out if her lover were still alive.

A few years before...

Quinsy had been living a lonely life. Although willing to mingle, she had spent a better part of her life waiting for her Mr. Right to come by and if not, come knocking. She had unsuccessfully hoped that one day, the right man would fall for her and they would get into a relationship that would possibly lead into marriage. However, she was very modest in her quest. She cared more on how the potential man would be feeling about her and not the vice versa.

As time went by, her hope started diminishing since the men she was meeting were not her type. Besides, age was quickly catching up with her while she had not made progress in that respect. Her case was not isolated since it’s a concern of every woman not to reach middle age while still single.

Her waiting experience taught her one thing; when you peg your happiness on others, you end up being disappointed. Also, everything happens for a reason. This is true given that life plays out as a prorate test where one gets his dues according to his needs. Destiny grants wishes based on how bad you need something. It’s called the power of attraction – the more you want it, the more you attract it towards you, huh!

To increase her chances of finding love, she enlisted into a popular social networking site. The site was a harmonious dating hub for prospecting singles. The site had many good reviews where a good number of successful couples reported to have met their partners on the platform. Largely, most users reported a pleasant experience save for a few who fell into the traps of pranksters and con artists. I’m sure that you agree with me that online jokers are a piss-off in social networking sites even today. With their jousting caricatures, they end up frustrating honest hearts looking for love online. But that’s expected in social networking sites with millions of users across the globe.

Many opponents of online dating argue that people who want to date online are either socially inept in the real world or are lacking in looks and/or confidence. From a broader perspective, the opponents have a point here. Most people get partners in the real world. They find their partners in clubs, churches, weddings, working places, shopping malls etc. but with globalization, online dating is becoming an in thing and beautiful ladies this character Quinsy is justified to throw her coin at it.

It is said that a drowning man clutches at a straw, knowing too well that it can’t keep him afloat. The above proverb explains the analogy that when one is fighting a losing battle, he finds ways of keeping himself moving regardless of how hopeless or fruitless the attempt may look. This helps in prolonging one's self-esteem and in keeping a solid heart.

At first, she neither expected that a bunch of handsome men would be interested in her nor did it occur to her that such hunks exist online.

To her surprise, she found twenty eligible guys yearning to know more about her. She listened to their voices which they had recorded on the site. She went round and round, attentively listening to their recordings. As she gave it a go for the last time, she was confident that her choice was as per her preferences. She ‘short listed’ five out of the twenty based on those whose messages resonated with her. She then proceeded to view their photos in the gallery.

The first one looked rather old for her, more so with his snub-nose. In her estimation, he appeared to be around fifty years of age. She did not like his appearance and quickly scrolled down to the next candidate.

The second guy had popping eyes. An eye pop? No. She couldn’t imagine staring at him as he poppingly joyfully talked to her. She therefore rebuffed his chances.

At this point, it seemed that Quinsy was using the elimination method to get to her favorite. That was evident especially when it came to the third guy who turned out to be bald-headed.

“What would I do with a person who’s having a scalp covered by the extension of his forehead?”  She irrationally wondered.

She quickly scrolled through.

The next one was a brawny looking gentleman. He had a perfect-round-face. She admired his glittering blue eyes before moving her fingers to touch his photo on the screen. Soon, she heard a silent voice from within saying, “Finally, here he comes; a real stalwart that can electrify all my being. He seems to fit the description of the kind of a man I am looking for. I don’t know him but there is something about him that is telling me that he may be the one,”

She did not care to find out who the remaining luck-seeker was. Could he have turned out to be just a chubby-chap; he could have smashed her high spirits. To her, she had already found a potential Mr. Right. Her perceived Mr. Right had triggered that which comes from within, the prime motivator of faith and hope and the sweet servant who can be a cruel master; love.

That providential bachelor did the meaningful thing. His voice alone made her feel wanted, his looks made her eyes glow and her face brighten up with a smile. She imagined how life would be if they met, fell in love, and later walked the aisle together. It rekindled a feeling that she hadn’t felt for years; happiness and contentment that comes from emotional gratification, deep within.

She immediately called him. They talked ecstatically as if they had known each other for ages. Dickson portrayed himself as a loving, charming and caring friend of Quinsy. He appeared as an invisible companion who was always there for Quinsy. On the other hand, Quinsy developed a strong and passionate liking for him. And although separated by miles of emptiness, she felt as if he was right there with her.

Love is proud of itself; it shirks out even with the tightest security. This was substantiated by friends of Quinsy, who at times, jeered at her surprise change of temperament. She had suddenly acquired a more vibrant and ever-smiling disposition that she never had before. And out of inner happiness, her face began to glow.

They nurtured their relationship for weeks, maximizing every opportunity they had to bond and know one another. Most of the time, they communicated through chat and phone.

Although they could not touch one another physically, they felt each other's presence in their hearts, for love knows no boundaries and obstacles. Love is a special feeling that does not discriminate over men or women, rich or poor, young or old, healthy or sick. It strikes all alike.

Dickson severally nagged Quinsy over having a physical meeting. She at most times calmed his doggedness by urging him to be patient as their meeting would come as a drive of fate. On many occasions, Dickson obliged. Actually, this is the case with most men. A man in love usually gives in to what the woman wants. Such men either do not want to appear as assertive or are captives of love.

One day Dickson made an unusual, casual call to Quinsy.

“Hello darling,” he verbalized, in a rather cunning voice.

“Hello honey,” Quinsy replied, smiling.

While lowering and softening his voice, Dickson continued,

“Sweetheart; I am so happy that our acquaintance of yester-days came to pass. Now, we should focus on what is coming tomorrow. Let us make it a call for merry. In the pursuit of that dream, we should no longer share our future on the phone conversations that we do so enjoy—Dear; they are now droning and incorporeal. We should steal some ecstatic moments together, back from that old thief called time.”

He continued,

“You see, I'll not be happy in not having your presence when I want it, but in wanting it when I have it. Angel, why don’t we meet tomorrow?! We can have a romantic dinner at Bridges inn. Or perhaps we can take a drive through the dark city. Imagine the moonlight, the streets not forgetting the twinkling stars above us. What do you think about that? Why on earth would you hold that seventh heaven back from us?”

Quinsy held her phone closer and tighter to her right ear, her other hand patting on the left knee.  In a hoarse voice, she responded,

“Honey, I agree with you. I have been thinking about the same thing and I agree. It's time we meet face to face. As you proposed, I think Bridges Inn is fine. Let's meet at 7 p.m. tomorrow... if it’s ok with you?”

“As you say darling: your wish is my command,” Dickson acquiesced, joyfully.

As any fatalist would have it, the tryst day coincided with Friday the baker’s dozen (thirteenth). It did not occur to the two love birds that the event of that day would change the course of their lives forever.

The day started well and both of them were in top spirit. To them, waiting for the evening felt like a lifetime. Quinsy in particular spent the afternoon titillating her looks. She manicured her nails afresh and worked on her hair to an infinite satisfaction. She ironed her dress and made sure that all was well before the psychedelic meeting in the evening.

At some point, she contemplated calling Dickson but a bizarre premonition dissuaded her from doing it.

At around 6 p.m. she received a call from a New York homicide department, summoning her to his office. She made a vain effort to inquire what she was being called for. However, a detective insisted that it was a matter that couldn’t be discussed over the phone.

With contempt for patience, she immediately left in order to save time for the date with Dickson. She drove at a moderate speed as her mind revolved around what the detective had in store for her and how her date with Dickson would be like. She imagined herself embracing him passionately. She explored the questions she would ask him. She also perused over possible answers that she would give to Dickson’s queries.

She cursed at a driver who was reversing slowly from a crammed parking lot. She saw him as a holdup to what lay ahead. Nevertheless, she successfully drove on to the station.

On arrival, she found detective Allan nervously waiting for her. He stood from his chair and went to offer a seat to Quinsy.

“Have a seat miss Quinsy. How are you doing?” the detective asked in a laryngitic voice. He was used to starting a conversation in a similar fashion.

“Fine detective?”  She responded, inquisitively.

Detective Allan walked back to his chair; right across from Quinsy. He looked sternly at her eyes and floundered.

“I am glad that you have made it. I have some unexpected tidings for you...mhh... Do you know a person by the name Dickson Ramon Jimmy?”

“Yes, I do—he is my suitor. What’s with him?”

“Have you spoken with him today?” the detective asked in a rather sad tone.

“No; we were supposed to meet up in about thirty minutes from now. What’s wrong?”

“Be patient....... You’ll get to know it all.... In a moment,” detective Allan lisped, calmly.

“Please tell me right away. I don’t need this drama. Just say it, point blank. After all, I believe that you didn’t summon me here just to know if I have met him or not,” Quinsy remarked, fuming.

There was a short silence before the detective responded, 

“The main reason why I called you here is to inform you that he has been identified as the corpse that was taken to Kemby’s morgue this morning. He was shot dead on the street yesterday evening,”

“What? It can’t be! No! No! How? Why? Who did that?” Quinsy grizzled before squalling out.

“It was reported that a gang that had broken into a jewelry shop near the scene was responsible. He is said to have just come out of the raided shop from where he bought a diamond engagement ring. It was just after that that the unfortunate incident happened,”

A fleeting silence crept in before detective Allan continued,

“We found your number on his phone and since his family lives in Seattle, we decided to call you. You were the last person to speak to him anyway,”

Quinsy went out of words and just sat there, sniveled. Completely quiescent, shaken and paralyzed to the soul she was not sure on what to do next. The shocking tidings froze her whole being.

They say that love is the knot that knots what’s not in the knot of friendship, and when the knot is unknot, pain and agony set in.

Quinsy mourned for days, during which she neither ate nor talked to anyone. She was confused, baffled or conceivably left devastated by her better half, Jimmy. And no matter how much people tried to console her, Quinsy could not muddle through reality.  She was in a sea of her own in which she found it almost impossible to sail through. She carried her sorrow all through the mourning period and on the interment day; she bawled and wailed until she didn’t have any more tears to shed. The only man she had ever truly loved was dead. Furthermore, she was meeting him for the first time at his funeral. How cruel that was!

It was all tears at the cemetery, so grim that I only opt to state this: when the casket was being lowered to the grave, Quinsy threw herself into the tomb to be buried with Dickson. In the process, she hit the sarcophagus with a thump, injuring her left knee. She was not alone in her eccentricity as two of Dickson’s relatives also created some aberrant scenes

In many days that followed, Quinsy had difficulties in both accepting and moving on from what had befallen her lover. She hardly hacked with it and took lots of time to realize that her life had to go on.

What kind of fate was involved there? That of robbing her of her own happiness or that of denying her the pleasure of being with her lover, let alone seeing him alive? Fate favors some of us while denying others what they believe they are entitled to. It is cruel and generous at the same time. It depends on which side of the divide you are in; hence it is said that it was either meant to be or not. But as they say, time heals everything and there is no storm that has no end.

With a lot of soul searching and dejection, she was eventually forced to accept the agonizing reality that Dickson was gone. It pained her more to know that he was never coming back and that she will never be able to see him again.

With time, Quinsy realized that she had to put her own life back on track as the disconsolation she was experiencing was literally consuming her. She had to use her remaining energies in putting her shattered life back together.

Later, she was informed that her lover’s killers were still at large and the police were still making frantic efforts to apprehend them.

* * * * * * *
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Back to now...

The above scrape had befallen on Quinsy five years before. At this juncture, she had gotten over it and was getting carried away by the happenings in the party. The party was an opportune moment to let go and move with the flow. As the merrymaking was getting intense, every one seemed to be letting their hair down, more and more.

The host of the party was Quinsy’s friend. They were contemporaries at college, and this is where their friendship began. Many years had passed and although they had very little in common, they had managed to keep their friendship going. Two days before, Quinsy’s friend, Samantha got engaged to her childhood sweetheart. As a result, she and her fiancée had organized an engagement party where they invited all their friends, Quinsy included.

The party was taking place at Samantha’s fiancée’s apartment. He was residing just a few blocks from Quinsy’s apartment. Fortunately, her Quinsy just had to walk a few meters to the party, despite having a flat tire on her car.

Quinsy had lived in the apartment at sky palace for about one year. It was located in the middle-income neighborhood in West Brooklyn. Quinsy loved that place. It not only provides her with serenity, but also convenience. And compared to where she had lived before, that apartment provided her with a perfect balance in terms of location, convenience, features, and good neighbors. In summary, she was very comfortable at the place.

The building’s expedient first floor was designated for parking and that ensured security for resident’s cars. Quinsy loved working out. She had done it since she was a young girl and that explains her well developed body physique. She usually worked out by running along the side-walks on the surrounding avenues. 

For a moment, she wished that Jimmy was still alive. She imagined how it would have been if Jimmy was at that party with her. Perhaps they would dance and enjoy the party together. Her imagination pictured Jimmy and herself in a similar party – only that this time round, it was their own engagement. That was sweet. A change of music cut suddenly brought her attention back to the comings and goings at the wingding.

As she was recollecting herself, she noticed that a lot had changed. First, the number of attendants had sharply risen. Secondly, most people had been served with drinks and that everyone, except herself, was in a jamboree mood. She even wondered if she had missed something. It was in the middle of her bewilderment that Tommy White entered the guest room. On his hands were two gift packs for the would-be couple who were busy receiving gifts and congratulations from friends.

Tommy walked up to where they stood before having a short chit chat with them. He then handed them the two gift-packs before helping the would-be groom pick other gifts that he had received and placed on the floor. They carefully picked them before placing them on a gift rack across the room.

It was in the middle of this that Tommy spotted a dazzling damsel. He laid his eyes all over her body like a collier examining a prospective mineral nugget in the desert. Occasionally, he gawked at her direction as if she was some kind of morphine.

Men can never change. They are always impressed by the outward look of things. Be it cars, women, houses, and items at the mall. It’s that shallow way of doing things that leads them into making the wrong choices. What they deem as perfect based on the outward looks may, at most times, turn out as the opposite. As the common axiom goes, this is judging a book by its cover. Therefore, it is wiser for one to go for deeper qualities that will give the exact value of an item.

The same applies in women. The inner beauty counts more than the outward beauty. When you are looking at her inner beauty, you are simply looking at how good-hearted, social, humane, kind, polite, outgoing, and generous she is. On the other hand, when you only consider her outward beauty, you are bound to miss her other attributes.  Women are not like flowers where you gauge their worth based on just how colorful and attractive, they look.

As if he couldn’t get enough of her, Tommy kept on glancing at her direction throughout the party. From the first time he laid his eyes on her, Tommy went head over heels over her. He was simply infatuated by her.

On her part, Quinsy could no longer help but notice the tall and slightly built guy with athletic frame leering at her. His arms were sinew with muscles that rippled with his every movement.

The party went on with the planned conventionalities. Later on, the engagement party was transformed into a swanky masked slumber party. The carousers went into panky costumes before masking-up. The whole place was suddenly filled with shrouded merry makers. Under their goofy masks, it was difficult to identify whom one was either dancing or speaking to.

The music got louder. The attendants drank and danced as the party went wild. Some laughed loudly as they got more intoxicated; others got overwhelmed and just sat down watching the rest of the party. In the theatrical facade, some got the courage to dance wildly, others shouted outlandishly as the rest sang along with the lyrics of the song, in the thrill of the moment. 

It’s good to let yourself loose sometime. They say that laughing and being happy will add days into your life, albeit one at a time. Furthermore, there is scientific evidence that laughing keeps your skin looking younger by relaxing facial muscles. It also reduces one's chances of developing medical conditions such as stress, anxiety, depression, and even hypertension. Therefore, enjoy yourself as much as you can for it is not only good for your health but also can increase your lifespan.  

When the time of the mythical tossing came, both men and women were sundered into two groupings. Each of the genders was taken to their respective rooms where the tossing was to happen. In the ladies’ lounge, a flower would be thrown flying in the air and land on one of them. At the guys’ stag party, a hat would be used for tossing. The one who would get hold of the posy was believed to have the next engagement party. 

In the hen party, the bride-to-be was facing away from a host of young and prospecting single ladies who were eagerly jostling for the bridal flower. She held it tightly in her hands and with all the energy that she could harness; she flung it through the air towards the ladies at her behind. Right on time, the flower landed on a blonde with bright-colored hair. Her hair was held together by a red hair-pin that hung from her back. It was determined that the lucky flower and hat ‘catchers’ would meet upstairs to shoot a breeze.

The gentleman was ushered in first before the lady followed in a ceremonial ululation. She went up the winding staircase as the rest of party goers cheered her on. She walked slowly until she reached the door that separated her from the lucky guy. While there, she languidly knocked before walking in.

After unmasking, Tommy did not believe his red eyes. As he stared at his compatriot, his knees nibbled as his tongue went dumb. Lo and behold, Quinsy was standing in front of him; the girl whom he had been eying ever since he arrived at the engagement party. Finding out that both of them had been given a chance to talk in seclusion, let alone being the recipients of the flower and the hat was pure miracle, an enigma that neither of them could comprehend. As an old axiom goes; if you doubt that something belongs to you, let it go, if it comes back to you, then it’s yours by right.

Tommy smiled before shrieking out, “Oh my God! How on earth did it happen that you are the lucky girl and I am the lucky guy?”

Quinsy shrugged her shoulders before extenuating, “I think that it was a stroke of coincidence that led us into this inextricable complexia”

“I mean—we clicked as soon as we saw each other,” Tommy added.

Before closing the door behind him, he helped Quinsy as she squirmed into her chair. Their current situation was like a fable. It had it all: a prince, a castle and a happy ending—with all that in place, it suffices to be called a QuinsTom fairy tale.

Within minutes, they got along so perfectly that one could have thought that they were just acquaintances. They appeared as if they had known each other for ages. But in reality, they first saw each other a couple of hours before.

Quinsy spoke about her past, and in a brief moment, she touched on what had happened with Dickson. She could show a lot of emotions as she talked about the past. And as they got deeper with their conversation, she found herself rekindling her former jovial self again. Tommy told her of his life in New York and how things were fairing. The two also conversed about what they enjoyed most about the engagement party

Tommy then thanked her for her honesty and suggested that they talk for a little while longer before going back to the party. She accepted.

They held a chat for a sometime before being interrupted by the MC of the fete who urged them to return to the living so that they could dance and end the party together with the other partygoers. They masked up again before walking out.

On the floor, they joined the rest of the attendants in dancing. They began with a Morris-dance where they cavorted around the makeshift dancing floor. They continued before doing a bolero-style of dancing where they swung and swung around in slow paces. This was as the curtains fell on the engagement party.

As the music died down, everyone started to pull themself together, reluctantly. Within no time, the party was over and it was time for everyone to head back home.

Everything is judged on how it ends, not by how it begins. And by that, we can say that Tommy’s and Quincy's meeting was a success. They left while closer than they had arrived.

Tommy was on a six-month contract with the New York Shipping Services as an auditor. He was living in a furnished hotel apartment right in the outskirts of New York City.

They walked abreast along an arcade as they headed towards the parking lot. As they approached the sidewalk, Quinsy asked Tommy if he could accompany her to her apartment before driving to his hotel residence thirteen miles from that location. Tommy accepted.

They walked to his car to fetch a jacket before heading to Quinsy’s place. They then walked across the street towards Quinsy’s apartment on the third floor of Sky palace. As they walked in the chilling night cold, he flanked his femme-fetale over the shoulders, just like a bird covering its young nestling with its wings. And as they approached the apartment, Quinsy reciprocated by cradling Tommy with her soft, warm hands.

An eloquent silence suddenly crept in. in the prevailing silence, they both stole glances at each other. They did it once, twice and as they were tramping into the elevator. The elevation itself was swift and in a brief moment, they were in Quincy's tenement flat.

As they entered the door, a lot was gyrating in their anxious minds. Neither Tom nor Quinsy had an idea of what lay ahead.

She locked the door, put on some low lighting as they began chatting in low tones. Quinsy served Tommy
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