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One Starry Night

Chapter 1

Carlie watched the front door of her house slam shut. She couldn’t help it. She hurried toward it and flung it open again. She saw the male figure walking quickly toward his truck. Carlie grit her teeth and refused to call him back once more. 

But try as she might to control her body, she couldn’t control the tears that started to stream down her cheeks. He got in his truck, slammed the door shut, and gave her an angry look before starting up his vehicle and squealing away.

“No!” Carlie said. She went in her house and curled up on her couch. This had not been the way it was supposed to go at all. Carlie had been suspected he had been cheating for the last two months, but she had tried to shove her suspicions away. They had been together for two years. She had thought there was no way he would actually cheat on her. She had never thought about cheating on him. Wasn’t he just as loyal?

The problem was, what Carlie thought didn’t change the facts. Her boyfriend had started yelling at her for snooping on his phone. He hadn’t apologized for anything. He said he loved the other girl more anyway. It was just easier to keep Carlie than go through the whole break up. His words echoed through Carlie’s head, and the sobs wracked her body again. She felt as if her whole world was falling apart.

“I can’t believe this is happening!” Carlie cried in anguish. “I would never do anything like that to him. I thought- I thought he loved me.” She shook her head. Her tears would begin to edge away, then a new memory of a comment he had made would flash through her head. “I can’t do this,” Carlie said pitifully. She wiped her tears away and collapsed on the couch. 

Her tired eyes roamed over the living room restlessly. The first thing that caught her eye was a picture of the two of them at their one year anniversary. “No!” Carlie said, grabbed the picture frame and throwing it to the ground. Angry, Carlie threw her heel into it. Then, she turned and walked into the kitchen.

“I don’t need him,” Carlie said. She thought she had done all her crying when she had first begun suspecting that her boyfriend was cheating, but the sadness still washed over her in waves. “I should get out of here. I need to do something,” Carlie said. 

She grabbed a canteen and filled it with the hot chocolate she had been making for the two of them. She plopped in a few marshmallows and grabbed a blanket. There was a special spot at the end of the neighborhood. Carlie thought spending some time out under the stars might be good for her soul. 

Doubling back into the kitchen, Carlie grabbed her coat from the back hook and put it on. It was promising to be a chilly night, even though it wasn’t quite November. Carlie hiked down to the end of the neighborhood. The cold air felt fresh on her face, and she felt determined to enjoy the evening. She was free now. She didn’t want to spend the rest of her life with a cheater anyway. It was better that she find out now then later down the line. That would be even more difficult. 

Carlie tried to imagine a break up being even more difficult, but she couldn’t. Carlie decided to push him out of her mind. She was going to look up at the stars, and. . .

Carlie tried to look up at the stars at that moment, but the street lights were too bright for her to see past them. “I’ll see them soon enough,” Carlie said to herself. 

After about ten more minutes of walking, Carlie reached the end of the neighborhood. The street lights faded behind her as she stepped over the construction tape and climbed a mound to the grassy knoll. She always wanted to come out here and take time to enjoy the beautiful natural surroundings, but in her busy life, she never had time. 

Carlie spread her blanket out on the hill and settled onto it, pulling the hot chocolate canteen close to her for warmth. She looked up at the stars and smiled. There were a lot out tonight. Carlie drank a few sips of the hot chocolate but found it was still too hot to drink. She lay down on the blanket and studied the sky. She tried to see if she could find any constellations, but she had never been very good with that sort of thing. 

She smiled to herself as her eyes blinked sleepily shut. Suddenly, Carlie was wide awake. She was never sure if she fell asleep or just been drowsy, but she was awake now. Carlie swallowed slowly. What was she doing in the middle of a field? Oh yeah, now she remembered. But, why had she woken up?

Carlie slowly sat up and saw a man standing a few feet away. She opened her mouth and screamed.

Chapter 2

The shadow whipped around to her, and Carlie skittered back a crawl and a tumble. The man’s shadow got smaller as he detached himself from another shape that she determined to be a telescope. Carlie studied him as the man came closer. 

“Didn’t mean to startle you,” he said. “But I didn’t think I was that ugly.”

His attempt at a joke was ignored by Carlie as she sat up and studied him. “What- what are you doing here? Who are you?” When he got closer, Carlie could see that he was quite normal looking. He had glasses and was dressed in long pants and a long collared shirt. 

“I’m Matthew,” he said, extending his hand. Carlie shook it and invited him to sit on her blanket, never taking her eyes off him.

“Carlie,” she said. “I don’t you think you live in this neighborhood. I would have met you before, right?”

Matthew shrugged. “I’m from the next neighborhood over. I’m doing some research of the night skies.”

Carlie smiled. This guy seemed like the kind of person who would have been called nerd in high school but then grew up to make something of himself. “What are you looking for?”

“Right now, I’m hoping to see Venus and Saturn when they cross orbits.”

“Wait, what? Planets cross orbits?” Carlie laughed for the first time since her boyfriend had entered the house that night. “Sorry. I’m not very knowledgeable about that sort of thing. I thought those planets were pretty far apart.”

“It’s okay,” Matthew said. “I’m an astronomer. I want to capture the moment, but I think it might be a few more hours.”

“You’re going to take a picture?”

“Yes, my telescope can take pictures. This is a fairly common occurrence compared to some others, but I’ve never been able to see it before. Sometimes, the night is too cloudy or the weather just isn’t clear enough for me to catch a glimpse. It looks like tonight will be the night. Sorry,” he paused. “I’m just babbling on to you about astronomy, and you’re probably bored to death.”

“No,” Carlie quickly replied. “I don’t mind at all. I think it’s cool to learn about new things.” 

“What did you study, if you don’t mind my asking, Carlie the mysterious woman who sleeps in the grass?”

Carlie laughed again. “I’m actually an English major.”

“Really?” Matthew said. “What do you do?”

“I teach fourth grade. I love kids, so that’s my kind of thing,” Carlie said. “I thought I might do something a little more aspiring, like be a published author when I got out of school, but that doesn’t pay a livable wage.”

Matthew leaned back on his elbows. “What would you write about if you could write?”

“Well,” Carlie paused. “I do write, actually. I just don’t. . .publish it.”

“Why not?” Matthew asked. Carlie felt odd that this stranger was so interested in her life, but he seemed nice enough. He wasn’t trying to harass her; he was just trying to pass the hours until his special moment came.

Carlie shrugged, taking the time to evaluate why she wasn’t pursuing what she loved. “It’s a hard world to publish in. I’d have to pay an agent, and then companies could still reject my manuscripts. Besides, I don’t know if they’re really anything someone would want to read. They’re more like things I write to help me process what’s going on in my life.”

“Like a journal,” Matthew added.

“Sure, like a journal, except,” Carlie’s voice caught, and she muffled the sound with a sip from her hot chocolate. “Things always end happily.”

Matthew looked at her. “Wouldn’t that be great if life could always end just like we wanted it to?”

Carlie nodded. “In a book, no matter what hard times characters go through, they are still happy in the end.”

“You know what’s terrible,” Matthew said, making Carlie look at him sharply. Matthew was the kind of guy who made you want to listen to what he was going to say. “In books, the story always ends just as characters are getting to that happy place in their lives. You see that as a good thing. I don’t. I think it’s better if they get to live out a bit of that happiness and not just have it in the end. It’s like the eating the worst food you have ever eaten to be rewarded with a big chocolate cake in the end. But you only get to have half a bite.”

Carlie laughed and lay back on the blanket. “Wow, you’re going to make me think you’re crazy. I never looked at it that way before.”

“We’re always in search of a happy ending, so busy looking for that happy ending, that we don’t take the time right now to enjoy the happiness we already have.”

“Where do all of these brilliant ideas come from?” Carlie asked.

Matthew laughed, and Carlie liked the sound of his laughter. It was deep and genuine. “My many, many years of experience.”

Carlie looked around at him. “Oh, you’re not so old. How old are you?”

“Twenty-nine,” Matthew said. Carlie nodded. He was three years older than she was. Matthew pressed his watch, and it lit up. “I think it should happen in another hour.”

Carlie smiled, but a little bit of her didn’t want to end their conversation. She was having such a great time trading ideas with him. 

“What brought you out here tonight?” Matthew asked. “You know what I’m doing, but I don’t know what you’re doing.”

Carlie shrugged. “Sometimes, I just want to be close to nature and enjoy its beauty.”

Matthew raised his eyebrows. “Alright. I’ll assume you know how to do that while sleeping, then.”

Carlie laughed and pushed his shoulder with her own. “Stop it! I didn’t mean to sleep. That just happened. Besides, I had plenty of time to enjoy nature’s beauty before I fell asleep.”

Matthew smiled. “I’ll be right back.” He went over to his telescope and adjusted a few things, then he grabbed his bag and brought it over to the edge of the blanket. “Are you hungry?”

“That depends on what you have,” Carlie said. “If it’s something delicious, then I’m always ready for some of that.”

Matthew smiled and took out a bag of chips and a container of fruit salad. “I don’t know if this is what you would consider delicious, but it's junky
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