At Sunrise

The annoying buzz of my alarm clock is just enough to wake me from my dream state. I hate leaving my wife each morning when my eyelids peel open. She looks more gorgeous than ever and the crisp autumn air blows her white locks gently out of her face. Her soft fingers weave between mine as we stroll together along the boardwalk. When the sun rises, I miss her. 


Maintaining my daily routine as if she never left my presence, I put on a clean white shirt with a perfectly pressed collar. I opt for my favorite navy blue sweater vest. Bonne bought it for me on the east coast last fall. It has been over a year now but the salty smell of the Pacific Ocean still between its wool strands. I only leave the house when I pass inspection. She always makes sure I’m clean shaven and presentable to the world. 


Our table in the center of the food court is spotless and untouched as if forever reserved. Karen at the A&W greets me her usual wide toothed smile and has our order prepared and on the side. Like clock work she offers me the change knowing full well it’s her in the end. I carry the coffees slowly and with ample care as I take a seat. The smallest tasks are more challenging for me these days but I welcome them graciously with age. I flash a mall employee a smile and she is hesitant to return the gesture. In mere moments I realize I am twenty years older than I remember. Is it too much for people to look past my thick glasses and wrinkle covered skin and see Orville? The real me that she sees? I bow my head and busily work on Bonne’s crossword puzzle. Now and then, my hand reaches across the table hoping to find her hand but I am regularly disappointed. This doesn’t deter me from trying. Leaving the mall her coffee goes untouched and I return home ready to do it all over again tomorrow. The only thing bringing me back day after day is the notion that every moment spent alone is a moment closer to being with my wife.

Another Difficult Choice


The rectangle behemoths surround me, reminding me with their high-resolution faces of the testing task at hand. It may have seemed as if I was overly embellishing the complexity of the situation, but television shopping truly was proving to be a grueling experience for me. It was the prospect of having to make a choice that caused me a great deal of anguish, as I had been unable to make one for the entirety of my life. Even during this morning’s breakfast, I had been torn apart like a binder at its susceptible seams, unable to select between corn flakes and raisin bran. 


As I stood in the electronics aisle though, I couldn’t help but contemplate that perhaps today I would overcome my struggle with decisions and emerge a more mature individual. This transformation, however, would prove to be complex. Currently, all aspects of my life provide evidence of my inability to make choices, even my attire. Each morning, I donned an unadorned black t-shirt, bland blue jeans, and simple brown sneakers, evidently lacking variety like a grey-scale printer. Even when it came to dying my hair, I was frozen at crossroads, unable to make a move like a terrified burn patient in a restricting body cast. By now, I possessed a head full of steadily graying locks, falsely giving me the impression of being a wise individual. 


Clearly, it would be and unprecedented feat to alter these habits in a mere day. Nonetheless, I was appalled by my present lifestyle and prepared to progress my views. Motivated by this absolute disgust, I began walking down the aisle, meticulously peering into each television’s soul and searching for any hints of imperfection. Failing to detect much variation, I then proceeded to inspect each television’s information card, hoping to make sense of the technological jargon. Again, however, I was unable to make significant progress. 


Feeling utterly defeated, I decided to phone my seventeen year old son, praying that he could aid in narrowing down the choices on my platter. To my dismay however, and in an odd correlation with the day’s events, he didn’t answer. I was now completely alone in this task, left to awkwardly roam around the shop in attempt to further delay the decision. Hands buried in my pockets like shovels in moist clay, I began observing completely unrelated objects, hoping to clear my mind. 
Feverishly, I also glanced at my watch every few minutes or so, searching for any time related excuse that could relieve me of the day’s arduous duty. At one point, I actually approached the threshold of the entrance with my fists clenched in frustration, turning around at the last instant. After twenty minutes of hesitation, however, I was unable to tolerate the pressure any longer. I was aware of what was ultimately required of me and gave myself a quick, invigorating pep-talk to prepare myself for the ensuing, life-altering experience. I breathed in tremendous gulps of air in an effort to further soothe myself, resembling an asthma sufferer after an endurance run in the process. Finally, I approached the sale associate and softly uttered, “I’ll take this one”. 

