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In a crowded bus station in Denver, a young man named Devin waits alone in the night.

Trying not to think about her. About Monica. How he could always make her laugh.

That, and nothing more.

Just four more minutes now. Before he leaves this city behind him forever.

A bittersweet story of unrequited love, teenage obsession, and what happens next when love doesn’t conquer all.





Crags in the Sunset



She was walking away, like she always had. With a half-born smile over her shoulder, she turned, and her thin hair fluttered around her neck as the grin soured. He stood, alone, twisting the keys in his pocket as he watched her and Lynn leisurely and irrevocably move away, gaily chatting, talking about everything but him. He tried to think of something to say, something funny that would make her laugh and come back. He could make her laugh. That was all he could do. And as she turned the corner, he saw Lynn, who really wasn’t that pretty, look at him, and say something to her. She grimaced playfully, and laughed, and he heard her laughter echoing through the hall, as he walked away for the last time.



“Denver to Chicago, eight-fifteen. Eight-fifteen. Four minutes.”

The thin, squeaky, dispassionate voice filled the room, amplified and strange, jarring in his ears. The young man looked at the shrunken lady behind the glass, hunching forward to rasp into the microphone, her gnarled hands clenching the counter top, so close that her lips touched and, for a flashing second, seeming like a horrid outgrowth sprouting from the little black microphone. Four minutes.

He lifted his hand to look at his watch, struggling to turn his wrist with the bulky duffle bag in his hand, as he backed into the doors to the lobby. He felt a chill hit his neck as he shuffled in, making the sweat tingle. He looked at his watch again. Three minutes.

Clustered around a table in one corner of the cramped room, there was a small crowd, or so it seemed, laughing, joking, shoving each other, flirting, loving, hating. They couldn’t have been much older then high school. Maybe college. College was like that for some people. He looked at them, and moved to the other side of the little lobby. There were a few empty seats, orange, oddly glimmering in the single light-bulb that burned in the dark room. As he sat, he felt the light blind his eyes for a moment, and then he was in the dark. The light cut across his lap, and shone on his hand, bringing it to life and killing it in the same pale glow. He pulled it away quickly, and glanced at its shadow in the darkness. He arranged his bags about him, shifting in the seat, and hunching forward just out of the light. He looked at the building through the dirty glass front into the night, out into the empty street. It was dark, and there was no glimpse of headlights in the distance. He looked at his watch again. Two minutes.

He leaned back, and abstractedly reached into his pocket for his keys. He twisted them in his fingers, to crush them in his palm. They grated against the skin, but he didn’t notice. He was looking for the bus. “It’s better this way,” he repeated half audibly to himself. He had said that many times that day, and it was an involuntary response.

“Denver to Chicago. Eight-fifteen. Arrival in one minute. Please prepare for departure…”

“Prepare,” he murmured, sardonically. He gripped the handle of his backpack tighter, the thin hairs on his knuckles standing on end, and he slowly, unconsciously, rubbed the polyester with his thumb, digging into it with his nail.

He looked at the magazine stand, a forlorn table in the center of the room. The covers gleamed painfully beneath the light, making fantastic patterns on the once-attractive covers. They were piled haphazardly, and one on the edge nearest him was gradually slipping towards the floor. He half-rose to peruse one, as he invariably did near a magazine stand, but decided, as always, that it wasn’t worth it.

An old man, who had been watching him out of the corner of his eye as he rose, jumped forward, reaching, trying to stretch to the table without actually walking forward. The glossy paper crinkled as his wrinkled fingers, bluish and freckled, grasped the cover of a magazine. The man sat back in his chair, gripping the sides of a once-familiar TIME, the blue-veins standing out on the pale white skin. His bald head jittered, bobbing with every word he read, his thin lips moving as his teeth clicked. He stared at each person in the room, and as his steel-gray eyes settled on the young man who had just come in, his tight face stiffened, then relaxed, then stiffened again. The old man kept staring at him, his little arms in his gray suit coat shaking, ever so slightly, the magazine rustling involuntarily, until the man who had come in finally turned his face to meet the stare, his countenance suddenly flaring into the light.

In the electric flame which abruptly illuminated his visage, the young man looked strangely fierce. His black hair, encrusted with gel which shone a greasy white, rose in waves which barely touched his thick eyebrows and cast a shadow over his dark eyes. In the glaring light, the shadow blended with his pupils to blacken his eyes into indistinguishable caverns in his face, inscrutable. He squinted back at the man behind the Time, and the wrinkles of the squint were deeply cut into his temples, and frozen there. The shuddering gaze of the older man jerkily moved on.

The man in the chair also looked away, then realized that there was no one else in the room. He stared at the other corner, moving with life, then at the little clock behind the glass with the old woman. He couldn’t make out the hands, but they seemed close to the time. Very close, but he checked his watch anyway. It was 8:15. He looked at the old woman. She was fingering the microphone, moving it back and forth in her ancient fingers. Why wasn’t she saying anything? Was something wrong with the bus?

Maybe their clock was different. Maybe his watch was fast. He remembered that someone had said something about his watch being fast last week. He shifted in the chair again, and chafed his thigh with the keys in his pocket. Nervously, unconsciously, he lifted the huge backpack to his lap, unzipped it, and tried to balance it on his legs while he pawed through it. He was getting out the ticket. Chicago, one-way. Even though he had trouble seeing, he didn’t move forward into the light. He was trying to find the ticket, but he didn’t want that light. He was thinking about where, exactly, he had put it. He remembered he had had the ticket in his hands when he left that evening, he remembered seeing it in his palm, creased and recreased and barely recognizable as he moved it in his hand. He had been standing, on the street, and then he had wanted to put it somewhere safe. He had taken his backpack down, and shoved it in… no, he had taken out the book, that’s right, and put the ticket inside the jacket pocket on the side where it wouldn’t fall out. As he thought this, he saw the familiar graphic of the cover of Hard Times, and eagerly yanked it out of the bag.

The ticket wasn’t there.

“Oh, God.” The backpack rolled off onto the floor, and he stared at the empty book. His stomach wrenched, and slammed into his ribs. He stared at it, stared past it. “Monica.”

“Ladies and gentleman,” came the loudspeaker. Dully he stared at her little face as it painfully articulated the words. “Denver to Chicago is five minutes late. Five minutes late. We sincerely apologize.” Her voice broke off, and she was human for a moment, her voice laden with the stale humor of a situation which had clearly become a regular part of her life. “Should be here any minute, folks. Calm down.” She probably said that every time.

The Group in the corner rippled, and the man in the chair dimly heard a joke about the bus never getting there. He started, and looked again at the empty book. Maybe the bus would never get here. He blinked, in a state of denial, then furiously gripped his backpack, ripping through it, yanking out clothes and books and papers. He shifted the bag, emptied it onto his lap, and sifted through the decaying garbage and old papers that crinkled onto the floor as he pushed them off. He was clawing through them, desperately searching, until the pile was suddenly over and it was only his lap. Briefly he looked through his other luggage. It didn’t matter. “Monica,” he said. He closed his eyes, and sank into the chair.

It didn’t make sense, after all this. He talked to himself, telling himself, like he had so many other times, that it was right, that it was the best thing he could do, for her, and more for him. He would transfer, and forget everything. Mom had wanted him to go to State U., anyways. It didn’t make any sense here anymore. He stared at a crack in the wall, his eyes slowly following it as it wound and twisted its way over the filthy ceiling. As his eyes followed it, he saw it get dirtier and more engrimed, its windings getting more and more severe around the cracking paint and the decaying ceiling. The little line grew wider and wider, splitting and shattering into short-lived tributaries, little wispy arms reaching into nowhere and ending in oblivion as they reached a hole. The real crack itself, however, didn’t seem to stop, but wound on, across the whole ceiling really, until it was suddenly out of the dirt and in the clean space above the desk. There it stopped. The man looked down at the desk. “And the bus is late,” he said.

He breathed in, slowly blowing out like he half-expected imaginary cigarette smoke to curl around his head. After all this, he thought again. And he lost the ticket. Now what? He looked absently on the floor, and the papers lying around. He picked one up, as he thought, and unconsciously folded it, creased it, over and over again in his fingers. He shaped it, like origami, then abruptly creased it down the middle and did something else. Only once did he even glance at it, and realize what he was doing. Then, without warning, he ripped it, shredded it, and dropped it on the floor, putting his face in his hands. It couldn’t be like this. He tried to think it through clearly, pressing against his skull with his warm, sweaty palms. If the bus got here soon, he could probably talk to the driver. Maybe he could pay when he got there. He didn’t have any more money, but maybe he could give the driver some sort of security. Maybe. He clenched his teeth. Maybe not. Maybe the bus never would get here, for him.

His thoughts were suddenly broken, as a shrill voice pierced the false brightness of the air. He looked up at the Group. They were almost all in the dark, and the few that stood in the light were humiliated and ashamed, and you could see them, hands in their pockets, the light catching every wrinkle of their sweaters, trying to elbow their way out of it close to their peers. These were a shuffling, teeming mass of arms, legs, and faces, laughing and smiling in the darkness, their eyes brightly catching sparks of light as they flashed at each other, in constant movement. The voices blended together and yet pursued their own ways, harmonizing and ringing discordant with every word that was spoken. Most of them were laughing, hard and loud, and the few who laughed to themselves were not noticed. The high voice spoke up again, and in the oblivion, the lone man could barely make out who had spoken. As he identified her, he noticed how familiar she looked. Looking at her as she twisted and laughed, her mouth opening wide in the blackness, he could almost see Monica again, he could almost hear her laughing at his jokes, the way she used to…






*    *    *







… he was standing in the lobby by the paper-mache steer, mascot of Longhorn High. The last bell of freedom had just rung, and the students had poured out in droves at the cry of emancipation. As they stampeded, they formed clusters, little clusters and big clusters, settling throughout the lobby like bacilli in a dish.

He had gotten here before anyone else, and stood, as he often did, abstractedly running his hands over the the rough surface of the statue. He picked at the little clippings, still barely distinguishable in the mass, and tried to make out the headline of an old article that people said had been layered, whole, onto the statue in the making. He was looking at the people, really, and waiting for her.

Occupying the center of the room was the Circle. It was mostly Seniors, talking and laughing and edging closer together, although there were a few Juniors and a couple very attractive Freshmen girls. He knew most of them, he went to class with many of them. He stayed in the corner.

Hector, a senior, had just made some joke, and they were laughing. Clean-cut, with a hint of masculine five-o-clock shadow, he was smiling and turning and winking at Kara, a freshman with large eyes and sensuous lips. She giggled, and shifted her backpack on her back. Mitchell, her quiet boyfriend, had been staring into space, but he looked at her and helped her get the load in place, quietly offering to take it. She refused, quietly, smiled, and looked back into the Circle.

Rich started talking loudly, his
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