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The Most Beautiful Smile

Do you remember me? It’s been over a decade now, so I understand if you don’t. Maybe it’s even arrogant of me to think you would since we never actually spoke. Yet you left such a mark on me, I cannot help but remember that day from so long ago. In it you showed me a glimpse of goodness unbroken, of a spirit refusing to yield.

The sun shone bright on the clear, vibrant spring day we almost met. Students roamed about in tees and shorts, sundresses and sandals. The trees swayed ever so gently with the breeze as well-fed squirrels darted from one unguarded sandwich to the next.

You must have been just a first-year back then. You had that telltale sparkle in your eyes that nihilism and existential crisis hadn’t had time enough to blot out. I was in my fifth year, morose that all my friends had graduated and gone. By the end of that fall semester, my girlfriend had left me too. My days began to disappear, half consumed by an insatiable slumber each night, but my dreams brought me no comfort. Though surrounded by people, I was lonely and falling ever deeper into a dark abyss that hungered for the entirety of my being.

It was then that you entered my life. We shared nothing but the campus beneath our feet. We had no classes in which to sit beside each other or clubs to bring us together by some happy accident. Yet that shared space was enough that I would occasionally see you walking to some destination unknown. My heart quickened at the sight of you, but my feet would draw us no closer. It was as if the Cumberland River flowed between us. But I wanted to know who you were. What was your name? Your major? Your life’s ambition? Where were you from, and could you ever love toast that had fallen into milk—a milquetoast kind of toast such as me? The questions kept piling up in my head, but they found no outlet, only introspection.

Instead of acting, I stood across from you on the opposite bank, watching quietly as you passed me by. In the stillness that followed, only a pounding in my chest and a tightness in my airways proved you had ever been there. In those ephemeral moments of nearness, though, I saw in you a tranquility at odds with the hustling throngs of overly caffeinated college students rushing around you. As they scurried, you sauntered, your blonde hair gently swaying in the breeze against your pretty sundress. In the rapids of campus life, you moved through its current unperturbed like a commodore at the helm.

My final semester, a time that should have been spent in excitement and apprehension about what comes next, slipped away instead into an ongoing nothingness. My walk to the post office on that spring day was supposed to be just as forgettable. Then I saw you walking towards me, and I realized only an intersection separated us. If you went straight through it, you would have walked into all the classrooms of Buttrick Hall. If you took a right, you’d be facing a questionable back alley to Greek Row. But if you turned left—the path I knew very well led to the first-year dorms—you’d have to walk right by me.

My poor beating heart—you turned left and it verged upon rupturing. Long had our river seemed too wide to cross, but now with every step we took, it became that much narrower. As we neared collision, our eyes met, and I felt something in your gaze the masses could not give me: recognition—to finally be seen. No longer just ever-shifting silhouettes moving through a crowd, we were instead far removed from the trivialities of college life and in a space all our own.

Fearless, you acted. With unflinching confidence, you planted your Lofstrand crutches firmly into the bustling walkway we shared. You sealed away those sparkling twin sapphires that you charmed with, and gave instead a gift from your lips—a smile that I didn’t expect, a smile that has yet to leave me.

So small and delicate, you were barely half my size, yet so colossal, towering over me like the belfry of Kirkland Hall. I felt in the warmth of your smile’s glow your happiness spilling over into me. With the flex of just a few










