Vanity Mirror


She turned her head from him and looked out the pickup truck window at the cookie cutter neighborhood lawns with their tombstone brick mail boxes. As far as she could see down the street there was the same yard one after another. Each one of them was an ideally groomed, more perfectly cloned version of the previous one.  All this turned blurry as her eyes swelled with the familiar heat of coming tears. She shut out the image of the street and yards and mailboxes by letting her eyelids fall down until her lashes met. As she did she felt the first two streamlets of a good cry fall down the front of her cheeks toward her chin and quickly turn cold as they began to evaporate.  She chose not to wipe them away. 

He noticed a shuddering in her shoulders and only then did he realize that the weight of the conversation had landed squarely on her. His first reaction was to touch her. He placed a hand on the nape of her neck, nearly on her shoulder. It occurred to him that perhaps she was only crying for attention that he hadn’t provided yet.  It did come on so suddenly after all. 


She felt a firm and warm hand familiar from a time, nearly a decade before, sliding over her neck. For a moment she began to succumb to a warm nostalgic fuzzy memory. “What am I doing?” She asked herself, as she snapped to and resisted his embrace momentarily. She was strong. She didn’t need a man to fix her. She had been patching up her own leaks for a very long time now. There had been plenty of lonely tears, and indifferent lovers too for that matter. She had survived all of it and come through stronger each time. 
She knew she could work this one out as well without any help.  But still he was there, in the breathing flesh, and he was a good man. She knew that at some point he had really loved her. It was easy to feel the genuine and honest nature in him. Remembering his words from the past she accepted that he still had a warm spot in his heart for her and yielded to his attempts to sooth her. 

He was confused at first when she seemed to refuse his very warm invitation to come across the bench seat, and nearly withdrew his hand. His want was to comfort her as much as possible. Then he felt a change in her, her acceptance came suddenly. She acknowledged his hand, his arm, and as she entered his embrace she laid over and placed her head in his lap. His palm went flat and he ran his hand over the space between her shoulder blades allowing his fingers to drift over the various hills and swales that made up the topography of her fit back. His other hand fell easy into her dirty blond hair. It all came easy, the ancient familiarity was overpowering. He didn’t have to think, memory and the present merged.  His hands, like the needle of a compass, were drawn to action by an invisible yet irresistible force.

She allowed herself to give in and she let out the first few good sobs. It was liberating to cry in front of him. It seemed that she had forgotten already the reason she had begun crying. Now she cried for something else.  She wept for the moment, letting everything out. She was speaking a sort of cryptic language, baring everything, letting go. She was addressing him directly but of course he couldn’t understand. How could he? Her sniffles and sobs, the way she struggled for breath were all a parlance that he was not unfamiliar with but were indefinite and indecipherable, the way one can recognize a language as French or Italian without being cognizant of what is being said. She was well aware he could not understand and it gave her the freedom to cry all the harder.

He could feel the moist warmth of her tears soaking through the faded black tee-shirt he put on that morning. He listened close, half expecting some words as she sniffed deeply and let out a relieved sounding sigh. He took note of a change in atmosphere inside the cab of the pickup. Something rather difficult to define had happened; it was invisible but definitely present. Whatever it was the mood had certainly been altered, and as soon as he had made himself comfortable consoling her she was done.  He watched her closely as she sat up and scooted back over to the passenger side, sniffing and wiping her nose and eyes with her palms and the back of her hands. 
She did so carefully, trying not to use the same part of her hand twice. He was wishing for eye contact, to maybe get a better idea of what was going on behind those reddened eyes. He wasn’t even granted a glance and went on panging for even a humble peek through the apertures of his companion’s light green eyes.  For now though he had to content himself in silently watching her fix her mascara in the vanity mirror. He didn’t ask, he knew from experience the answer wouldn’t satisfy him, and that nothing he could say would mean much now. 

They could be seen sitting this way for some time through the foggy widows of the truck.  Their movements were so minimal that an observer couldn’t perceive if they were talking or merely sitting quietly together.  It was a deceivingly sunny day out and an energetic breeze rattled the tops of the leafless trees. The turbulent twigs of the topmost limbs swayed in contrast to their steadfast trunks. Looking out from inside the truck it almost seemed balmy, but the wind had a bite in it, and a hand or cheek placed against the bitter cold windows dispelled any false notions that the winter had waned off. When would summer arrive? 


