THE FATAL GLANCE

Faul slowly turned the knob of the door which led to the
backyard of the house where ¥athy lived. He looked around to
see that no one was watching. Then he opened the door and peered
into the narrow alley. He heard the blast of a radio, which he
figured to be from the house next door. He deeided it safe enough
to proeceed to hls destination. He closed the door and stood erect
in the dark alley, his heart beating excitedly.

He thought n% the Tirst time he met Kathy, that is, when he
first fell in love with her. Even though he somewhat krew her
during ehildhood, he had never thought of becoming familiar with
her, nor did he have any perscnal interest in her. In short, she
was just a good friend. But one Sunday, after a long absence
Kathy came to ghurch. Paul was suprisﬂé to see her sitting alone
in the dimmed room next to the sanctuary. At first he didn't
recognize her. He stopped and serutinized her.

"Kathyl! What 2 surprise! What brings you here? Where have
you been for so long?"

"Oh, I decided to see what's going on arourd here. Haven't
been around for months."

"You haven't come to ehurch since I came back from college.
That Sunday you ranm up to me and kissed me right on the cheek in
front of all those people was the last time I saw you. I'll never
forget that day."

"I hope you weren't offerded by what I did. I was so glad
to see you. You know, you were gone for two years, and I hardly
heard about you."

"Well, I really didn't mind that kiss at all. In fact, I
rather enjoyed your vigorous enthusiasm, and especially that
glea ing smile of yours.”

"It's only natural for me to be like that. I believe that
life should be happy, and people should enjoy themselves."

"That's quite different from what you thought before. Put
I'm not too aequainted with your thoughts to make snappy Judgments.
About all I kmow about your thinking are those several letters
that-?ﬂu wrote." .

'I'm still interested in knowing why all of a sudden you
became interested in correspording with me?"

"I really don't understand it myself. It must have been
that double date wher you were with Dave. T wos impressed with
those risky ideas about life, religion, ard God that you expressed.
I didn't realize that a girl could do that kind of thinking. oOf
all the girls that T have ever talked with, you are the only one
who thinks and talks open-mindedly, with the ability to tolerate
unconventional ideas. It almost sounded as if you were an ieono-
clast, rendy and willing to destroy your own values and traditions
and help correct other's views so as to construct your own world,
a world of the individual, a world where a person could follow his
intuitive nature and at the same time feel responsible only to his
own consclence. But enough of that talk. T don't want to get
philosophieal row. By the way, what are you doing nowadays?"



"I'm living with 1y next door neichbor, a young woman with
a five-year-pld boy. I've beern living there for about two weeks
already since my father kicked me out of the house."

"Kicked you out of the house? What for? How did it happen?"

"It's a long story. It's been building up to a elimax for
about three months. My Dad's gquite a drinker. He usually comes
home from work with ocozy eyes, wine-smelling mouth, and smoke
stained elothes. Hs just s ells filthy. I try to keep away from
him, but he's always calling for me anc blames me for every wicked
fault that he imagines. He's been calling me a prostitute, a
whore, and even a biteh. You know how that hurts a zirl. I tried
to keep away from him, but then he condenns me for avoiding him.
It's impossible to please him. Inwardly, he despises women, even
though he makes love to them, and so he %akes it out on me and
my mother. I feel sorry for my mother. She was thinking of leaving
him but now that she has another elild, It's too hard for her.

She needs some support for the child. Fut what happened with me
surprised me then and I'm still araged at how it all happemed.

"I was droning my clothes one evening, getting ready for
school the next day, when all of a sudden my father burst irto the
room like a hungry wolf and started cussing at me for no reason
at all. T guessed that he was drunk again, so I just shut my
mouth and eontinued doing my work. He thought I was purposely
avolding him, so he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around.
was shocked at his visciousness, but I ealmly told him to leave
me alore. He answered with vulgar words sayi:g that I was treating
him like a dog. He was playing on my nerves and I couldn't stand
it too long. I asked him arain to leave me alone. When I said
thati he took & hold of my sweater and almest ripped it off. I
didn't know what to do. I was in panie. 8o I swung the steam
iron and banged it agalnst his skull. It didn't knock him un-
conselous, but he was stunned a little. I wasn't going to wait
for him to regain his senses, so I ran out the door., into the
backyard, eclimbed over the ferce and ran into my friend's house.
She was willing to help me for a while, and since that day I've
been living there. I've been keeping away from home. Put I do
get to see my mother when my father isn't home."

"What an experie cel You really have to 1ive through quite
a few things."

Paul sat next to Kathy thinking of the first letter he
received from her. He was wonderirg whether he should become
frierdly with her. After alli| she was quite an a-azing person.

Her first letter said: "I was very pleased to receive your
letter. At first, I eouldn't believe my own eyes. 1 guess I
never did expect anything from you. Your letter kind of shocked
me. I really wouldn't mind at all if you are getting friendly
with me. I also mean it from the bottom of my heart by saying



that I would never mind your friendship.

"You said a lot of nice things in your letter. Should I
take it as & compliment or shall I ignore it? 1I'm not used to
reading anything like thet. You are t'e first person that really
understands me in so rmany ways that no one has. I gquess I never
had to tell you about myself, but you already knew about it. You
don't make me feel 1like 2 big sinner vwhen I talk with you.

"You know, I completely agree with you about the erewd being
like a dead log. I alsc agree on the point of love. Thers are
few people who love spiritually, through the soul. They always
confusze physiesl love with spiritual love. I feel that love
through the soul is stronger when it is used in the right direction.

"ot many people know that livineg realistieally is a much
better life., When a person pretends in 1life, he will never krow
for what purpose he exists in this big cruel world. The world
iz =20 cruel in so many ways because people make it cruel.

"When a person lives by his own thinkine and fefuses to
listen to what peopls say, the society to whieh he belongs
Judges him and condemns him because he éidagrees with them about
how he should lead his life. It is a2 hard strugzle to survive in
this world, especially if a person wants to make something im-
portart through his existence.

"Well, I guess I said erough about everything. Our existence
would be great if people saw life like you do." _

Kathy reslly did have strong views about life. No doubt she
constantly brooded over her unforturnate position irn life as a
daughter of an uncornsiderate father. But it must have been such
hard times as she experienced at home that led her to think ser-
iously about life. Paul didn't really feel sorry for Kathy's
situation. It wasn't out of intense coneern or pity that he was
attracted to her. He didn't exactly lkmow what it was. It was
a mystery that he felt should be discovered, a riddle that neaded
to be solved, an experierce that had to be 1lived through in order
to be understood.

Her seeond letter revealed more of her fabulous mind:

"Your letters impress me very much expecially your feelings and
attitude toward life. I think tha% life should be lived by each
individual, and not by the mob. T don't think that a men can

fail. He can always accomplish something in his life. We can't
live our lives in vair. Sure, there are a lot of disappointments
in 1ife, but you can't live without having sore disappointments.

I don't think a man should try to excape himself. When he does,

he will find himself to be a fallure. In one sense, We are failures
because we don't try to discover why we are here.

"Is happiness sin? Is there a difference betweenr plezsure
ard happiness? Of course, there are Jiffarent kindg of pleasure.
But do some people realize it? Somehow, some people just can't
get used to this modern world and this modern environment. They'll
always believe that something new is wrong., And then glsn, no
individual has the right to say that he is better than arother,
beeause no one is perfeet. I muess T'11 Just have to live the
way I live right now. It's not too bad. After all, everyone
has diffienlties in 1ife."

Paul decided that it would be arusing to find out how this
intriguing character lived, acted, and berawved in everyday life.



He casually glarced at her besutiful face in the semi-darkness.
He could distinguish the hazel brown eyes peerirg from behind
heavy black eyelashes. He smiled at her and marveled at her
soft dimples that barely shown on the eorners of her mouth. Her
skin complexion was very fair and smmoth like tte tender skin of
a young echild. It would be challenging and adventurous to be
with her.

After a long sllence and muech deep thought, Panl again looked
toward Kathy and asked her, "Doing anything tonight?®

"Wot egpecially."

"How about goiny out with me to a nice cozy restaurant? I'm
guite starved, end I thought maybe you'd like to keep me company."”
"Well, I don't have any plans for tonight. I guess your

proposition i=s accepted.”

"We'll take off right after ehurch, 0.K.?"

"Sure."

"I'11 meet you eutslide.”

*Paul shivered with excitement as he stood outside, waiting
for Kathy. It was urbelievable how readily she accepted his
offer. So unexpected. He didn't lnow what to think. Somehovw,
he wasn't sure of her and of her troughts or actions. He re-
collected one ambiguous letter that she wrote:

"You tell me that a person sh-uld never be afraid to stand
up for personal rights. I agree with you, but what happens when
those rights are considered to be sinful? For example, my friend
and I were planning some day to take a long trip. My pareants
believed such a thing to be immoral, because T will be missing
church, and then, I am too young. éa what am I supposed to think?
When I thought of working as a stewardess, my mother was opposed
to the 1dea, because I would meet differert men, and T might do
something wrong, if you know what I mesn. T was telling her that
not all men go fnr 8 girl with only "sex" in mind. It may be the
main thing in this modern sceiety, but it is nothing to be asha-ed
of. heymake 1t look so ugly thaé I feel sorry for them. GCod
erented us with erotions and with passion. Why should we make
ourselves afraid and ashamed of 1t? It just has to be with the
right person and in the right place."

Such a letter eould lead a person to indecent thoughts, but
Paul realized that there was more to Hathy than just her# femininity.
While telking with her, Paul felt Kathy to be an impetuous person,
but yet he considered *his to be a very important trait in her.
She wanted adventure, and s'e needed so eone that eould lead her
through an adventurous 1ife. She was like the ocean that never
kept quieseent, it was always in motion. Fe recalled the last
letter that she wrote to him:

"You see Paul, T don't 1like to do the same things day in
and day out. Suma%hing in e always urges me to do things that
are different. I do them when there iz a Teeling for that ecertain
thing. Whenever I have a strong feeling to read, I read; if J



have an urge to go somewhere to look at the beautiful nature, I
go. There are so many beautiful things in this world if you are
only interested in beanty. Just aeross the bay there are beau-
tiful, greer mountains. When you look down from them you can ses
the water of the ocean splashing agail: st the roeks. And when you
look up, heaven seems very close to you and to your heart. That's
how T fael."

That first night with Kathy, Paul felt heaven extremely close
to him and to his heart as he embraced with Kathy. The arrow of
love pilerced his heart on that warm summer night as the two of
them stood under the full moon by a plaeid lake. Paul's t!'oughts
goared above the hemisphere and high into the starry sky where
they dispersed into vain air. He never felt this way before. He
wns ready to devote his entire life to love the oprecious treasure
that he discovered straying in the whirlpool of life.

What an event to remember, thought Paul as he inched his
woy down the dark alley, feeling with his hands agairst the
walls of the building ard softly scraping his feet along the
ground in case of any irterfering obstncles. The damp air stunk
with the odor of dead fish. The paint on the walls of the build-
ing was peeling and t' & wood was beginning to rot. There must
have been at least a dozen rats in such an unkept house. FPaul
almost stepped on one as he tip-toed toward the backyard door.

He noticed the garbage sprawled out on ‘he top of the wooden
stairs. The lights were turned off in the living room and in the
kitchen. Bitier no one was home or else everyone was sleeping.
He gnessed 2t the latter. The backdoor squeeked as he slowly
pushed it oper. He hoped no one heard the almost incorspicuous
sound. He was more careful in closing the door.

Paul looked up at the lighted room. He was overjoyed.
Imowing that he'll be able to see her tonight. He stepped back
into the small yard that had several exhausted rose-bushes planted
along the fenee. The rest of the yard was showered with dead
leaves from a tall esucalyptus tree which stood in the left corser
of the yard. Wild weeds had cutgrown the former greer grass, and
dirt was piled up in small bunches on the cemented area. Paul stood
behind the protruding part of the basement wall and loocked up again
into Kathy's room. The time he esught sight of a moving shadow
which he supposed to be Kathy. The blin‘s were up and part of %he
lighted room could be vividly seen. The bed stood directly in
front of the window and right against a wall on one side. Tha
other side was invisible.from where Paul stood. The velvet our-
tain, which evenly clung to the left side of the window, hid the
view of the rest of the room. The closet was packed with rumercus
dresses, blouses, and coats. Paul noticed it in back of the bed.
He evaluated that Kathy was probably sitting at her desk, doing
:ima school work, or else #he was spending time ir front of the

Fror.

Paul was Impatiemt to talk to Kgthy. He stooped over the
ground and selected a soft round piece of dirta which he twirled
in the palm of his hand before he finally decicded to hurl it agalnst
the window. The soft dirt splattered into pieces upon impact with



the glass. The sound which it produced was 1like a faint knoek
ggainst a hollow plece of wood. WNothing stirred in the room.
Thinking that she didn't hear the soft thump, Paul chose a tiny
rock and sent it flying into the window. This time the sound
was hard and guite audible. The-glass vibrated with a soft
ring 1ike a chime bell. When Fathy didn't answer again, Paul
concluded that she must have gone out of the room, probably for
a midnight smack, or maybe to wash up before going to bed. Fe
deeiced to wait till she returned and then to try again. Meanwhile,
his thoughts drifted to the two day week-erd w!ich he spent to-
gethser with her at the Saeramente State Fair.

Before that trip, Paul had already made up his mird that
there was an intrinsic magnetic force that pulsated with her
every move. He visualized her mind 22 being engrossed with
energetic vibrations of universal concepts which penetrated
every minmate part of her and which comTanded a strict, meticulous
consistency within her life. He plainly understood that she was
a rebel, not of revolutionary fashion, but of the uncomprorising
manner. Her whole belng rebelled against the disorder of soclety
that was forced upon her. Because of the indifferent treatment
that she was faced with at home, at church, and in society, her
whole body and soul reacted repulsively. HNostalgla for frierdly
love and a comfortable home life gripped her heart aré tore her
soul into agonizing torment. Seeking to find a position in exis-
tence and finding none, she attempted to impose a position of non-
existence by self-extermination. Preserved by fate, she continmued
her struggle for dignity by solitarily living in sair—pity and
sorrowing for her uneertair future. Findirg no comfort at homea ,
neither with friends, she sought for consideration from the mundane
affairs in 1i‘e. But seeking for love (or was she seeking for love
= and if not for that, what was she seeking for?), she could find
it only in the company of such that love. These were some of the
conclusions that Paul came to after being with her a few times
prior to the trip.

Paul came over Kathy's house lote in the morning. She was
ready, as usual, and they rspidly were on their way out of the
blg eity, over the bridge, and seross the bay. Their conversation
broached on theology.

"You lmow, Pail, I'm bored with religion. All those tradi-
tions and ritnals -- they don't seem resl to me. It looks like
it's just a game, scmething that people play for a while and then,
all of 2 sudden, they just throw it off and continue being just
another person. They're not themselves. It's hynoeritical. T
can't understand it and that's why I don't want tn be part of it
haeauﬁﬁait looks so unrealistic." A

thy, I think you've hit one of the major points in reli on
that 1t 1s mainly something that people have %n 1£$a in spite n%i ’
themselves. To me, I've always thought that religion has to be



an sdoration and a worship of God. Put what it mainly amounts
to, it's just a worship and an adoration of oneself. Instead
of worshipping God, we begin to worship ourselves; we begin to
uplift our own spirits, and put ourselves high above others.”
"You know something? Sometimes I try to pray, and it's so
hard, because I don't seem to be able to reach out to God any-
more. He just doesn't seem to be there. Onece in a while I feel
lbnslyi and I think back to my childheod days when at times like
that I'd get down on my knees and I would Teel the presenca of
sone almighty spirit, the presence of some divine inspiration.
And T would feel so happy and so good i-side. But now I'm be-
ginning to think that, as a ctild, I needed something like that,
because 1 was afrald. I didn't krow what was coming in life.
But now I feel that I'm mature and I know what's coming in life.
1 know that it's a miserable existence. I'm begitning to live
according to the principle of taking 1ife just as it is, instead
of trying %o reform 1life. I'm just accepting it the way it is."
t sometimes you have to take religion seriously, Kathy.
Personally, I don't believe that Christianity should be a religion.
I thought a lot about it and I've come to the conclusion that
Christianity is a life. You remember before Christ ecame to earth?
It was quite a different life from the one which he innovated.
People were always gathering together as nations -- the Jews, the
Greeks, the Homans. It was always as a nation, like a huge mob,
that people acted and lived. But after Christ camne, he intro-
duced the 1ife of the individual, where there is neither Oreek
nor Jew, neitter white flesh, nor blaek flesh. 0Of course there -
Was , tut T believe he meant that people should no longer live
with deperndance on others. Life had to be individually, with
each person responsible for his own fate. A person had ‘o stand
by himself.m
., "That's what I've been trying to do. But every time T think
of God, I just don't seem to be able to actually believe im him,
prahabiy because I can't comprehend him nor eam I fathom his mys-
terious wonders, that is, if it's he that does everything. Before,
I could almost feel his hand guiding me. Why is it 1iie thats
Why can't I really believe in him anymore?®"

"You started to mertion before that religion was, somehow,

a game. T think vou've baeome siek of that game. You don't want
to play in it anymore. You want to play another kind of a game.
And then also, you want to get out into real 1ife, to get inte
the swing of %hings. In order to do that, you have to throw off
the old traditions and former tenets of belief and piek up new
ones. Instead of being = follower, yeu become a leader, a leader
of your ownself, knowing how to ruie and eontrol your own emotions,
passions, and desires."

"But why is it that some people make things, which are really
cleani look so sinful, so repulsive?"

Don't forget that they all have guilt feelirgs about their
1life. TWo doubt, in their childhood they spent many days in blas-
pheming God and living in debauchery and spendirg their life wan-
torly. And now, they've come to realize that the only meaningful



1ife is to just be holy and righteous in the sight of God.

And so they look down on all the things that they used to indulge
in. Don't worry, they know what most of 1ife iz about. Maybe
not all of it, but at least most of 1t. And sc they're trying
to save you out of that same sinful 1ife, at least that's what
they think it is.™

"But I don't look at it as sinful. I think that i$ is part
of our life, something that every person must experience in order
to know the fulness of life, to lmow what life is really about."

"In order to do that, you must continually think of others,
80 as not to become egolstic. Once you become selfish, you start
obtaining whatever you want through any manner, through all kinds
of means, whether they're good or bad. After & while, a person's
consclence fades away, and he no longer feels anything good or
bad, he just does something out of necessity. He becomes an op-
porfunitist, who grabs the thing that he feels is best for him
not worrying about what is best for others. And that is what 1
believe true religion is — living for others."

"You're right. Everytime I make somebody happy, I fesl
happy myself. It's as if I just came ont of the water, washed
clean, and the water itself being elearsed. And then everything
is so bright. Oh, it's such a wonderful feeling. I really enjoy
malcing peopnle happy. I feel 1ike that's the main duty in my life."

"I think you'd be a tremendous persom if you'd thirk like
that all your life. Within a short time you've made me so happy
-~ 1 can't explain it. It's something personal, within one's
own souls PBut everytime I talk to you, you seem to alwavs elucidate
some divine essence. You know, it's as if you wers some kind of
an angel that distributed blessings upon every person.”

You're becoming too idealistic, Paul. I appreciate your
worthy praise, btut I don't want to be regarced in sneh & manner.
I'm nothing to be worshipped. BEven thouzh a person scmetimes
wants to be highly esteemed, a1l I want is to be respected.”

At the fair, Paul and Kathy really lived it up. They
played one game after another, throwing nickels dimes, ard
ever quarters, just to enjoy the pleasures of 11f& and knowing
that just 2 few moments in pleasureful living could seem so wone
derful. They walked by several booths were pecple were laughing
and throwing money into little sguares. Once in a while, someone
would yell with exuberance, because they won a prize. Paul too
won several poodles, a pink and a blue one, but it was all in the
gare of making Kathy happy. They went up the gisnt wheel, riding
up te the top, from where they looked down on the whole eity,
acroas the fair ounds, and into the dark blue sky. They saw
fireworks spreading ﬂui into hundreds of different colors -- pink,
blue, wyellow, oranse, green, purple, red -- every imaginable
color. It was a splendid night. There on top, Paul put hi= arms
around Eathy and whispered, "Kathy, it's wonderful to be with
you." Then he kissed her. As they flew through the night sky,
their e otions whirled within their own 1ittle world, thinking



how they could make 1ife more meaningful.

They spent the night at her unele's house. The next morming,
Kathy, smelling fragrantly with perfume, woke Paul up with a tender
¥kiss on his chesk. They spent the day at a lake nearby. They
swam together, laughed together, talkied together, sang tomether,
and were jolly together. By the lake, they lay down on a blanket
and enjoyed the torrid sunshine. Paul smoothly glided his hand
across her back and felt the comfortable, soft skin of a woman.
Later on that day, he felt the softness of her breasts and the
responsiveness of her lipd acain.

Paul's thoughts weres interrupted by the arrival of the same
shadow in Eathy's room. He noticed the shadeow moving toward the
eloset. He could barely see the top of her wet heir as he noticed
that she was hanging her dress on a clothes-hanger. He stood
watching. He didn't see her moving anymore zfter she sat down at
her des He supposed that she was either reading or maybe
writing. Fe wasn't sure, but he thought he'd wait a while longer.
He wanted fo think some more before he made his move. He wanted
to think once more about the trip they took to Russian River and
about how their lives almost parted there.

It was on a Saturday afterncon and they had arrived at the
river's end, down by the ocean. They sat in the ear ard watched
the ocean waves splash violently and vigorously against the hard
rocks. The rocks never budged. They resisted every move that the
waves made against them. It was so realistic as Paul thought of
Kathy's character and of her firm stand and her intrarsigent spirit.
Later on they rode to a favorite camping place, where they decided
to build a fire. There by the fire they sat enjoying each other's
company again as they read storiass to eaeh other and talked about
life in general. Paul watched Kathy as she stared at the swift
river ard sang her favorite song con River.”®

"Dream maker, you heart brealker

Wherever you're going, I'm going with you

Going to see the wnrlé, there's such 2 lot of werld te sae.
We're after the same rainbow's end,

Waiting round the bend.

My huckelberry friend, Meoon River and me."

But that evening as they sget watehing the hot, erimson flames
crackle and rise into the starry sky, Paul felt Eaihy going into
one of her unexpected, melancholy moods. He always felt that she
Was an unprecdictable girl. He never knew what she would S8y oF
do a2t the next moment, just like the sky, which can be calm at
one moment, and then éring on & bolstercus storm at the next mo-
ment. He watched her red face glisten in the lieght of the red
fiie and noticed an unsmiling face. He thought he'd brealt the
silence.
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"It's wonderful beirg out here you know, Kathy? Makes me
think of the beautiful nature and how it is splendid to live
where life is guiet and placid, where man can think of himself
and of others."

"I suppose so. That's probably what it's making me do
HDW-"

"What are you thinking about?®

"Oh, nothing. Just thinking."

"I've been wanting to tell you for a long time that you're
guite a lovely and marvelous girl. T really do like you a lot.
In faect, sometimes I think that maybe I'm Betting into the position
where I might be falling in love with you."

"Paul, let's not talk about that. I don't 1like to talk
about things persornal like that, not really."

"What's the metter? Are you afraid of love?"

"Wo. It's not that. Sometimes T don't feel that I have
the capacity to love someone.™

"Haybe that's because you've never given yourself the chance
to love."

"Yell, mainly that. But also, I've never found soreone that
I ean honestly love."

"l guess you're excluding me wher you say that."

"Paul, I've come toc really trust you and confide in you 2 lot.
But to tali you frankly, I don't love you. You're a great friend.
But that's as far as it zoes."

Paul not only felt insulted and rejected, but he felt like
a €omplete failure. He had been trying to overcome his doubts
and fears concerning her love. But deep inside himself he knew
thaf, all along, this girl had no geruilne love for him. But yet
he had a faint hope, that he would keep fighting, being brave and
demanding, and would overcome the obztacle that stood between them,
whatever it was. Hg lay reticently on the flimsy sand and glanced
at the flames, imagining an arising spirit, z spirit theat would
bring them together. FHe imagined a dint&ni utopia, a2 place where
they would meet, their hards would clasp, ard they would be re-
united. Where that somewhere was might have been just in = dream.

He watched the flames slowly disappear and almost felt as if
his entire heart had been consumed ard there was no more love
left for anyone. He felt that his love for Kathy had withered
avay, as if all the former love was unreal, devoured and burned
up, and only ashes of memories were left.

On the way home, Paul tried to be exuberant.

"You know, Kathy, if I was somebody else, I probably would
have bawled fy heart out or gone into a rage. It actually is a
sad ending to the love I shared with you. BPut then, I have learrned
how to think positively. Thers are numerous times in lif'e when
a person ecan't have things go the way he warts them to. And he
must just accept them the way they are. Yet, no matter what
happens, he can sfill continue trying. I have no regret for
our friendship, and I hope it won't terminate tonight."



"0Oh no, I always want to be friends with you, Paul. You've
been a grea% help to me. You're always near me to talk with me.
Somehow, I can tell you some of my problems, wiieh I just can't
tell others."

"I'11 always be glad to hear from you. Actually, I den't
want to ever forget you. You're too outstanding an individual
to forgat.”

"Let's not start that again; Paul. I don't want all those
compliments thrown at me. I don't believe T deserve them.®

"1 just wanted to let you know how I felt."

As Paul stood in the yard thinking, he almost shed a tear-
drop. Al11°hé wanted now was to see her., even though he didn't
love her intensely anymore. He was stiil thinking about her when
he noticed that the former shadow reappeared. He stared at the
wirdow and watehed. The next moment, he saw her climb on the
bed, stand on it, and raise her hand to pull down the shade.

He saw her face and her body. She was stark naked. Paul trembled
at what he saw. It was the most beautiful sisht he hed ever
witnessed. He was hypnotized by the beauty of the breasts, the
thighs, the belly, and by her whole body. There was not a plecs
of clothing on her, and he saw her in her rure, natural form.

It was as if today was the day when God toolk her and created her
out of a rib of Adam. Bhe stood there as beautiful as the first
creation of God. And as Paul's eyes trailed her hand slowly pull
down Ehe blinds, he stood paralyzed, as if he was glued to the
ground.

She wds gone. She turned off the lights and pulled the
covers over herself as she tock herself into her personal dream
world. Paul couldn't believe what he had seern, It was 1ike a
dream. To him, it wes .the fatal glance of passion. Wow he
really wanted her. But he realized that he could never have her.
She was beyond his reach. She was uneconquerable.




