The Adventures of My Stranger

-

Today she is wearing a light gray sweater

Over her usual dark blue shirt

A very plain outfit, nothing remarkable

Doesn't stick out in a crowd

But somehow I always see her

This is the fourth time today

I know I've never met her

But I'd recognize her anywhere

Short, blonde hair, barely to her neck

Nervous eyes, high cheekbones, very pretty

Always seems to be smiling

Even when she isn't

And here she is again

-

Sometimes people become repeating patterns

Her face is burned into my memory

Like a path, worn into stone

By centuries of footsteps

Making the same journey

We seem destined to always cross paths

So I resign myself to her passing figure

Thinking about her on quiet days

Smiling at her on good days

But never making contact

That might disrupt the balance

-

Today my Stranger sits on a bench

Not very far from mine

She is mostly obscured by a concrete post

Talking to her friend

Who is leaning against it

I try to ignore her, and eat my lunch

But I keep getting distracted

By peripheral flashes of sun on hair

I glance up, and catch her staring at me

Maybe she blushes, maybe I imagine it

I wonder how I look to her

And whether she ever thinks about me

I wonder if my silly mood is affecting her

Or if she even notices

I watch her walk away

-

She passes by a little bit later

And I'm still in a silly mood

So I pull my coat over my head

And hide from her, without looking up

I hope she isn't offended

I imagine her laughing at me

And the thought makes me smile

I hear her footsteps fade

And I crawl out of my cave

Feeling a little more serious

-

I think I've disturbed the balance

By reacting so obviously to her

And that maybe she'll haunt someone else now

But then, a couple hours later

As I'm getting ready to go home

I see her at a pay phone

She looks vaguely disturbed about something

Like someone whose ride is late

I want to go talk to her

But I know I won't

Because she couldn't be my Stranger then

And I kind of like her this way

Because children are taught to fear Strangers

And I'm not afraid of her

-
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