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FACE IT: YOU ARE NOT THE
ONE

 


Commitment? Not going to happen, no
way, no how, never, never, never...

Or not.

Edward puts up his nose. Angry,
dejected, probably a little heart ached - maybe he'll find someone
nicer to love.

"I will never speak to you
again!"

Storming out, my life changes; for the
better or worse, I'm not sure.

"Good riddance."

The man that I have been seeing since
the tender age of 15, when short cropped hair was in and fashion
didn't involved trainers and jeans, walks out of my life
forever.

I pull out a cigarette and light it up
then glance left.

"What are you looking at, old
bag?"

For a good looking guy, I am
exceptionally foulmouthed.

The woman, probably around 70,
definitely not nice, and most likely senile as she doesn't stop
staring, crinkles her lips in that way that people do when they are
about to let go a big one (and I'm not talking about a
fart).

"Sir--"

"I can't smoke here. I know," I butt
in.

The waiter waits respectfully. He will
be waiting a long time if he thinks I'm going to put it out, but
then again waiting is his job. I'm sure that he'll be just fine
doing it.

"Young man..."

I flick some ash at the old lady as
she tries to get all regimental oldster on me.

"Gotta go," I proclaim. "Fun
awaits."

Picking up an expensive bottle of beer
from the table, I stagger/stroll towards the large outdoor
restaurant's entrance, credit card already in hand.

4 minutes and 14 seconds later, I am
in my sports car cruising a solid 10kmph over the speed limit.
That's when it hits me.

"Fuck, I'm going to be alone
forever."


WHAT GAY GUYS TALK ABOUT IN
BARS

 


"So, yeah, you know, I kinda, well,
told him to go find a man slut that would take him."

Harry, tall, grim like the angel of
death, but oh-so-handsome that he'd turn even a straight guy's eye,
does not approve. I can already tell that a talking to is coming
on. That's not why I'm here though.

"Do you think I can get any money or
stuff out of Edward?" I ask. "He's richer than I am. Surely, he
doesn't mind sharing."

Harry is not impressed. This is going
to go badly. I can tell. Maybe I should bail. Yeah, definitely time
to bail out much like a bunch of passengers leaping from a burning
airplane - no parachute in sight.

I stop thinking about parachutes and
how I probably am in a burning airplane of a conversation right
now. By the way he's cracking his index finger's knuckle, I'm
done.

"As your solicitor, I would recommend
against trying to exhort anything goods, services or moneys from
Mr. Henderson."

I wait. He says nothing
more.

"And as a friend?"

Harry's eyes crinkle. Here it
comes.

"I'd go over and make up with the man
right away. You are aware that he is a
multimillionaire?"

I shrug. When you have money, a man
with it loses its luster.

"There's no love."

My friend/attorney gives me a
unreadable look. He bites his lip, which usually means all hell is
about to break loose.

"Honestly, I don't think you can fall
in love. You are 32--"

"31, thank you. My birthday is
October."

"Ahhh... whatever you say." He sips
his fruity non-alcoholic cocktail - a travesty considering we are
in the city's top cocktail bar. "I - honestly - think that you will
never fall in love."

"Never?"

"Never."

We stare at each other.

"Really?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"You are unlovable and cannot love. Do
you even love your mother?"

Mum wasn't home much. Neither was dad.
There's not much to love.

"We have our moments."

Harry's look says it all: 'You are in
denial. It is time to sort yourself out.' I fear that it is too
late.

"Are you going to at least consider
talking to him?"

I think that over.

"Nah. It's done."

We sit there at opposite sides of an
opinion. I sip my drink, not in the least uncomfortable and try to
think of some way to change the topic now that the monetary
potential of suing Edward has been discussed.

"What are you..."

A man walks in with a short lesser
attractive guy. Many a man's eye turn to him admiringly. He is that
noticeable.

"My, my..." I mutter. It is rare to
see a man this handsome.

My friend's hand comes to sit on my
own as one foot edges out towards this rather welcome
distraction.

"Jack..."

I look from him to the man to him and
back to the man again.

"Come on. Look at that guy. He's
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