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What A Smile Can Do
contains a descriptive scene of intimate pleasure enjoyed by an
adult which is inappropriate to children and may be offensive to
some adults.
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Note to the Reader:

 


The principal elements of this story were
previously released under a different title by Glynn Glenn who
requested that this writer rewrite and release this story under his
own name.
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It was a typical Saturday morning with a family trip
to the grocery store. As usual, I was sent to get two gallons of
milk since my younger siblings are unable to carry two gallons at
the same time. I opened the display door, pulled out one gallon
with my right hand, held the door open with my right forearm, and
reached back in to get another gallon with my left hand. There must
have been some extra moisture on the handle or something because as
I pulled the milk carton off of the shelf, it started to slip from
my hand. I quickly tightened my grip on the plastic handle, but by
the time I was able to stop the falling milk carton, I was
partially bent over.

I felt embarrassed at almost dropping the milk so I
quickly looked around to see if anyone had seen me. Somebody had
seen me but before I could flush with embarrassment, I noticed that
the person was gently smiling at me with sympathy as though he
understood and had maybe even experienced something similar
himself. As I stood back up, it just seemed right to smile back at
him and he seemed to smile just a little more brightly, recognized
that I was in control of the milk cartons, gave me a brief nod of
his head, and pushed his grocery cart on down the aisle.

I looked after him for a couple of moments then
carried the milk cartons to the grocery cart which my mother was
pushing and put them inside. I briefly debated a little because
even though I’m legally an adult, I’m still living in my parent’s
home while I’m going to college so I said, “Father, I want to let
you know that a man smiled at me.”

He quickly turned his attention from the grocery list
to me and asked, “When?”

“Just a few moments ago when I was getting the
milk.”

“Did he say anything or do anything?”

“No, Father, he just gently smiled.”

“Do you know why he would do that?”

Now I did feel some embarrassment as I admitted,
“When I was getting the milk, one of the cartons started to slip
from my hand but I was able to stop it from falling to the floor. I
looked around to see if anyone had seen me and I saw the man gently
smile at me with sympathy as though he had experienced something
similar. When he saw that I had control of the milk cartons, he
turned and walked away.”

“He didn’t say or do anything else?”

“No, Father.”

“Is he of the faith?”

“I seriously doubt it.”

Father briefly thought about it for a little while
then asked, “Would you recognize him again if you saw him?”

“Yes, Father, he had a rather unusual
appearance.”

“Since you’re of marriageable age, I want to make
sure that someone inappropriate isn’t taking an interest in you.
Wife, continue with the shopping.”

“Yes, Husband.”

“Eldest Daughter, let’s go find him and see what his
intentions are.”

“Yes, Father.” As we went to look for the man, my
younger sister tagged along since she will seldom leave Father’s
side when we are out in public. We had to look down several aisles
before we spotted the man and then my Father understood why I would
be able to recognize the man.

Father paused a moment or two to get his thoughts in
order then walked towards the man, stopped in front of his grocery
cart, and said, “Excuse me, sir, but what are you intentions
towards my daughter.”

The man looked up at my father in surprise, glanced
towards my younger sister who was standing next to him and the man
seemed a little indignant as he said, “I’m sorry, sir, but since I
don’t recall ever meeting or even seeing your daughter, I don’t see
how I can have any intentions towards her.”

My Father saw where he was looking and said, “Not
her, my eldest daughter,” and he pulled me from where I was
standing partially behind him.

When the man saw me, the look in his eyes seemed to
soften, but he didn’t quite smile at me before he turned back to my
father and said, “If I remember correctly, I saw her near the milk,
but I have no intentions towards her other than treating her with
respect as a fellow human being.”

I don’t know why, but my heart seemed to feel a
little sadness as though I had hoped he would think of me as
someone more than just another person.

Father asked, “Then why did you smile at her?”

“She seemed to have a little difficulty with one of
the milk cartons and I tried to express my sympathy and
understanding without speaking to her or intruding further into her
life.”

“Usually when a man smiles at a woman who is of
marriageable age, there is an understanding that he is interested
in her.”

“I’m sorry, sir, and I hope I haven’t offended either
you or your daughter,” he briefly nodded his head towards me, “but
I’m not interested in marriage to anyone and especially not to
someone I don’t know. I was simply trying to be courteous and
respectful towards another person who happened to be your
daughter.”

The man’s answer surprised Father who seemed to
become a little defensive and asked, “Are you suggesting that my
daughter isn’t worth marrying?”

The man seemed confused at that question then said,
“I don’t mean to offend you, sir, and especially not you, young
lady,” he almost smiled towards me, “but I have no idea whether or
not your daughter is worth marrying because I don’t know anything
about her other than maybe being able to guess at her religious
orientation simply by the manner in which she’s dressed. Before I
would begin to consider marriage towards any woman, I want to get
to know the woman first as a person and then as a friend.”

When the man didn’t say any more, it seemed as though
Father was unable to understand what the man had said because it
was so outside of his own belief system that it just didn’t make
sense. Finally, he said, “Thank you for answering my questions.
Have a good day.”

“You, too.”

Father turned away and I started to follow and I’m
not sure why I did it, but I briefly turned back and winked my eye
at the man. He looked at me in surprise then gently smiled as I
turned to follow my father and sister. I suppose that even though I
didn’t say a word to him, I felt some sort of connection with him
as though our brief shared moment near the milk linked us in some
way.

As we arrived near where Mother was putting items
into the grocery cart which were on the grocery list, Father
stopped, turned, and said to me, “You will marry someone who will
improve the future of our family and not some . . . old hippy you
saw in the grocery store.”

Now it was my turn to feel indignant, but I tried not
to let it show too much as I said, “Of course, Father, I never had
any other intention.”

He nodded his head and said, “Good.” He didn’t say
anything more about it and soon it seemed as though he had
forgotten the whole incident. Yet, at the same time, I also knew he
thought about it from time to time because he still hadn’t received
what he had considered an acceptable marriage offer for me. For my
part, I haven’t seen the old man with the gentle smile since then
and I did try to forget about him, but every once in a while
something would remind me of that moment in time.

 


* * * * *

 


Compared to most of the young women in my college
classes, my upbringing has prepared me for the possibility of being
offered in marriage to an older man. However, it’s usually after
he’s been widowed or if he can afford it, for a young woman to be
his second or third wife which typically means being a slave to his
first wife. Of course, if a young woman ends up being married to an
older man and he dies, she could be destitute unless he planned
ahead and set money aside for her future financial support. Even
being married to a man my own age can run that same risk.

Personally, I hope I can finish my education and get
a decent job for myself and not have to rely on a man for financial
support. Thankfully, we’re living in a country where that’s
possible even if Father still thinks and acts as though we’re
living in the homeland where women are seldom allowed to go outside
of the home. I don’t know if it’s a part of my personality or if
it’s a result of being raised in this country, but I couldn’t live
like that. I have too much curiosity and have never been satisfied
with being told ‘that’s the way we’ve always done it’. I do my best
to be and sound obedient to Father, but it seems like he’s also
been careful to not push me to my breaking point.

I’m quite sure that for all of the men who Father
might consider as acceptable for me to marry, I would be little
more than a slave or someone to produce and raise their offspring
so they can brag about how many they have without lifting a finger
to actually raise them. It’s those kinds of thoughts which remind
me of that old man from the grocery store. If he spoke truthfully,
and I have no reason to think he didn’t, then he wants to be a
friend with the person he marries. The freedom and respect which I
have to assume would be a part of that relationship . . . just
about blows my mind compared to what I’ve been taught to expect and
accept.

I know I shouldn’t, but sometimes I can’t stop myself
from wondering what a relationship with somebody like that would
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