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​The Woman on the Bus - Part 1

​Love Letter
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HELLO THERE,

I noticed you were not on the bus today. It is now twelve days and counting. I am starting to come unglued, mixed in with despair. I hope you’re not unwell.

But I will strive to think happy thoughts. Perhaps you are on a well-deserved vacation somewhere warm—sun-kissed destinations where the snowbirds go, or maybe even further south to the pristine beaches of Hawaii or the South Pacific.

I feel oddly deflated. I ask myself why. You were supposed to be just one of us: a tired, grumpy commuter on route 189 back to the suburbs every day. 5:30 pm sharp. You were always there at the same stop, on the same bus. Same old faces, every single, ordinary day. And yet, for the past six months, this tiresome journey is no longer tiresome, no longer mundane.

All because of you. Because you are different, and you made me notice.

It’s not your looks. I wouldn’t call you stunning. There are others who command that kind of attention, but usually for the wrong reasons. There’s something about you that made me look, made me care. It’s your demeanour, the tone of your voice, the grace in your actions, and the noticeable emptiness when you’re not there.

We’ve never spoken, but I can still hear your sweet, melodic voice in my head. It was November 10th. The sky was grey and it started to drizzle. You opened your lavender-blue umbrella while waiting for the bus. I was right behind you, muttering under my breath, cursing the bus driver for being late. Again.

The rain began to pour, and you tapped the shoulder of the gentleman in front of you, offering to share your umbrella. He gladly accepted, nodding his thanks. You sheltered him from the rain as the droplets continued to fall on your own shoulders. When the bus finally came, you got on along with the rest of us. Unlike you, we were all mumbling complaints at the driver. You merely smiled, greeted him with your usual salutation as you tapped your farecard.

Two stops later, another senior citizen got on, and you offered her your seat. You did it so gracefully, so effortlessly and nonchalantly—no awkward moments, no fanfare. And again, I noticed.

We always got off at the same transfer point. You’d go to your usual spot by the lamppost, pull out your Kindle, and read. I’d steal glances in your direction, and once, you caught me staring. You held my gaze and gave me a smile—one that made my heart swell. I secretly hoped our buses would be late, just to prolong our moment a little longer. You’d get on the 45 while I’d take the 47. My short-lived crush would have to wait for another day.

Just like an old pair of shoes, you became a habit that grew on me. You were always there. A breath of fresh air. Someone to look forward to, someone to brighten my dreary existence, someone to invade my thoughts.

I must have rehearsed a thousand opening lines in my head, but none of them ever sounded right. Maybe I just took it for granted that you would always be there. Six months came and went, and just like that, you’re gone. And, I miss you, dearly.

I wish I knew your name. I wish I’d had the courage to say hello.

Am I too late?

Adam
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​The Surprise

[image: ]


“ADAM, ARE YOU COMING to Jolene’s ‘Sizzle It Up’ Valentine Party this Saturday?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“For starters, I don’t have a date. And in case you missed the fine print, the invitation says ‘bring a date.’”

“C’mon, I’m sure Jolene can hook you up. Her penthouse is in the heart of Yaletown! I hear it has a spectacular view over False Creek.”

“Please don’t. I’d rather be at home watching reruns of the Big Bang Theory than sit through an insufferable blind date.”

“You’re no fun. Half the office is going, and I hear the two new interns from Media Relations will be there. Those girls are smoking hot.”

“Joe, for the record, I’m not a hormone-infused sixteen-year-old anymore.” Adam turned back to his three monitors and jammed his headphones into his ears.

Joe was the newest addition to the team of software engineers at TechPoint. Single and definitely mingling, his cubicle, one row behind Adam’s, was proving to be a pain. Constantly socializing and chatting up anyone in a skirt, Adam often wondered how Joe kept his job. While he was busy working the room, the rest of the engineering team had their heads down, firing out code as if their lives depended on it.

Ninety percent of the employees were male, typical for a tech startup. The remaining ten percent—with the exception of the two "smoking hot" interns—were either married, spoken for, or, literally, "one of the boys."

And then there was Jolene. A savvy thirty-one-year-old marketing whiz, she had single-handedly thrust their startup from obscurity to front-page tech news in eight months. Hailing from Silicon Valley, rumor had it that James Lee, TechPoint’s CEO, had lured her north with promises of stock options. No one expected her to stick around, especially with the Canadian dollar in a tailspin. But so far, there were no signs of her leaving.

As for chatterbox Joe, at least he had his charming Italian good looks and networking prowess going for him. Four months in, with very little actual output, he’d managed to keep his job.

“Suit yourself. You’re the one missing out,” Joe grunted and walked away.

Adam shook his head. Enough time wasted. He turned his attention back to his work. As if on cue, his favorite song, “All of Me,” came on his playlist. He turned up the volume, and his mind drifted back to that rainy day—the first moment he’d noticed the woman on the bus.

For six whimsical months, he had watched her, mesmerized by her grace and simple beauty amid the chaos of the evening commute. To this day, he couldn’t explain why he hadn’t said hello.

Now she was gone, disappeared into the horizon like the glow of the setting sun.

All that remained were the memories: the angelic face, the melodic voice, the lavender-blue umbrella in a sea of black. Why couldn’t he forget? He didn’t even know her name.

He shook his head, skipped to the next song, and returned to his code.
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Power-chewing a half-bitten panini, both hands busy debugging, Adam almost missed the Zoom notification flashing on his screen.

Jolene. What the heck.

Jolene: Hey Adam, I hear you don’t have a date for my Valentine’s party.

Mumbling, he almost choked on his sandwich. He saved his work and ran his hands through his disheveled light-brown hair. Glancing back, rage simmering, he saw that Joe was nowhere to be found. He rolled his neck, took a deep breath, and replied, aiming for nonchalant.

Adam: Hi Jolene. It’s true I don’t have a date, but I’m not looking for one. I already have plans for Saturday.

Jolene: I’d love to have you. It beats watching reruns! And we can’t have our star engineer miss this. There’s someone I want you to meet. Please say yes.

That weasel! Joe better not show his face for the rest of the day. No one said no to Jolene. Sensing a losing battle, he made one last attempt.

Adam: For the record, I love BBT. The party’s not a company event, right?

Jolene: Officially, no. But James and Darla are coming.

Yeah, right. Name-dropping was Jolene’s specialty. It would be career suicide to back out now.

Adam: Let me think about it.

Jolene: Sure! But it’s not just any party. It’s a chance to spotlight the Dream Team. I’ve invited John Takaki from the Sun. He’s going to write a piece on you guys.

Adam: Got it.

He hit the return key harder than necessary and leaned back. Jolene was a master of persuasion. There was no way out.

***
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The dreaded Saturday arrived. Hoping to minimize his time, Adam timed his arrival for nine-thirty, just before the CEO was scheduled to appear.

Walking from the Yaletown-Roundhouse station to the high-end building on Marinaside Crescent, he checked his phone. The mild February weather was unseasonably warm. The upscale neighborhood buzzed with live music and packed restaurants.

At twenty-nine, Adam was doing what he loved. He was in no hurry to settle down. Not after her; no one had come close to capturing his interest since.

The penthouse at 1199 Marinaside was already buzzing when Jolene opened the door. Her eyes narrowed.

“Adam! You were supposed to arrive an hour ago.”

“Sorry, Jolene, I missed the connecting bus,” he lied.

“Well, at least you showed up. Time for the fun to begin.” She linked her arm through Adam’s and dragged him into the living room.

The penthouse had been turned into one big dance club, complete with disco balls, lava lamps, and a chandelier made of glow sticks. A dozen or so couples were dancing to a remix of nineties music, while others were seated on couches spread along the inside wall. Adam recognized some faces from work: and there, in the middle
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