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1 A Beautiful Smile

by Barbara Mather

My biggest fault is that I fall in love too easily.

When asked during ragging' in my freshman year what turns me on?, I had replied
innocently “A smile.”

“Then you must be getting turned on a lot,” a smart alec® senior had remarked.

“Not everyone has a beautiful smile,” I retorted.

But I never understood my own definition of a beautiful smile. Is it a perfect set of
pearly white teeth peeping through a pair of lips open just wide enough to create a tiny
dimple on the cheek or is it a wide end to end smile that covers the entire face?

Before I could find out, and way* before I saw him smile, I fell in love with him. He
was the serious type. Young, ambitious and mature way beyond his years, he carried an aura
of self importance that ensured everybody gave him the level of respect he demanded. I was
told that he wasn’t in the category of what one would term “friendly creatures” and I kept
my distance.

But fate had other plans. Our paths crossed often and not all meetings were God
created.

My roommates and I had invited him and some other close friends to dinner one night.
I wasn’t much of a cook, but my contribution — rajma (kidney beans®) were at the center of
the table that night. He seemed to enjoy them and mentioned it once briefly.

He was the quietest of the group preferring to just watch us and let his friends carry on
the conversation. Somewhere in the middle of dinner, he got a call from a friend and spoke
to them at length about a cute waitress he’d met at this Indian restaurant he’d been to. It
seemed to cheer him up considerably and when he returned to the living room, he launched
into® a verbose’ explanation of the events that had let up to his receiving that call. We all
listened carefully at his delight and embarrassment at being teased about liking the waitress.

As dinner drew to an end I realized that I was still evaluating the kind of person he was
and wasn’t quite sure what to think. As he was the only one who lived across the road to us,
the others got into their cars and left. My roomies® and 1 decided to walk him to his house.
He was embarrassed and asked us not to do so.

“Come on it hardly matters — we were going to go out on a stroll anyway.” I stated.

My friends fell two steps behind and he and I walked silently down the road.
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All of a sudden he turned to me and said, “Can I ask you something?”

Though I said “Sure” with a high degree of confidence, I realized that my heart rate
had increased drastically.

“What perfume do you use?” he asked out of the blue®.

“Poison,” I replied amazed at when he had possibly gotten close enough to smell me and
worried whether he had liked it or not. “Why?” I continued not sure if it was a good sign or
a bad one.

“No reason,” he replied flatly.

I thought about it all night long. Was he being nice' and inquisitive' or was he making
a pass at me? I hadn’t the foggiest idea. I just knew that I was considerably shaken by the
question.

Over the next month, we spent a good amount of time together. We’d become part of
this huge gang and went out together a lot — movies, pubs, dinner, even games of Uno.
Life became predictable.

Until I saw the smile. As expected, it was most unexpected.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked him one day as we sat in his car waiting for our
friends to join us.

“Sure,” he replied oblivious'? at what was about to hit him.

“Are you attracted to me?”

His first reaction was a muffled laugh that showed his shock as well as his amusement.
Luckily he didn’t snicker too long. Instead he looked at me and the slightest little smile
appeared on his face. It was almost like an I’m not sure I should smile but I feel like it smile.
I was flirting and he liked it. 1 was watching him closely and he liked that too.

“What do you think?” he asked back unnerved'.

“That’s not an answer,” I said impatiently as I turned away embarrassed.

He seemed to think for a moment, the tiny smile still remained on his face and I began
to get irritated.

“Either tell me or say you won’t,” I said rather rudely not enjoying the heavy silence.

Then the smile began to broaden. Naughty, seductive™, amused and definitely pleased.
I could see so many feelings in it that I was amazed at how revealing a smile could be.
Unfortunately I couldn’t find it in me to smile back because I was so anxious to hear what
he’d say next.

“Why? Are you?” he asked me, grinning now, an eyebrow arched rather high,
curiosity taking over his usually poised exterior.

“I asked you,” I said, harassed now and agitation beginning to set in'® as I saw our
friends walking towards the car. The conversation was over.

I spent another restless night, thinking. I was convinced it was a bad sign and I lost

count of the number of times I derided myself for doing something so foolish.

4



N T\
A Beautiful Smile e

R, fb¥k@ T e, "sEEReILEIL?”

REFRESENGSLETE "BR", TREZRBOXL2RINE,

“RATABTFHEK? LT T i E,

‘BN, RETNBERTMONRREEHRFIE, HEHTRNOKE, mMAEREE LM
BERXKIE, "AHARZXN?" REER, RNHEEUTE I ERFEERER.

AATA" HRKBEE,

REIIBRIFBTEE—K, hRARENER. ERERRRRE? ERERFEHARE? BF
BRb—RILBBERE, RAKEES CHXGENEFE T,

BETRA—TA, BNXRKA-—BEITREEHHK, RAOBEBRTX-—ABAPHRR, &
FEHEG—FEE, BBE, BE, EE5 Uno i, —BEXEZ P,

HEREDTBIK, EWAR, XMMKESRHEN,

“BEERRILBE? —XRBENEAALEMAFEESRRNBRN-EBENNKR, RIF
Bt o

“EE,” EE, MR ABM—THEM, HEERR,

RERIRIG?”

hE-—RYREBERHA K, REHEBERXBHRR, £, EHHRAX, H0F
BH REBHEREMN—LKXE. BRB/LFBRBEAYR "BETEZRTZK, THREBK"S
BERE, 2R, RFROHREEMR, BOER,

“REGUE?" A E B)iE,

‘BRAREE," B—BAWMOR, —afgRBthiidkE,

IAFRET —2 )L, BLHBNXBKBEBEMNEK L, RFBESWR,

"BAEBRRER, B4AERRTER." BAERXNHNRE, TRIEERESRD,

HXBENEFERLBRET, KPBEFRAR. BB, L, BELAREEEE. BHEF
EXWMKPEBEAZAZHER, —THEXRTRARAFENRIN, HUEROCAWLE, #IBH
REEZILBCHUBNBEMNREK, BEABRFRATHEMEERRLEM L,

"7 fROE?" ME[EIER, LRNBANEBRRBENMK, —LNBEERTES, HFHFRRT
I REE B ENIR,

“BERER" R, HEMBEL LMY, BIPRNETEXDERN, EXFREF
Lo MIEBRXHERT o

BEXBEXELS T —MRERMNKSE, BBEBF2NMERL, REHTBAMT Wit
ENEmMERZLE T,

‘g.,



I reached office at 10 the next morning to find an email that I’d received at 6 am. There
were only three words in it.

“Yes I am.”

“So what are you going to do about it?” I typed back and pressed send.

“Nothing,” it came back.

“Why?” I pressed send again.

“There is no reason,” he replied.

He smiled a lot more after that. He smiled when I told him he should buy the book
Tuesday’s with Morrie , he smiled when 1 joked about my cooking and he smiled when we
went bowling. Each smile was different. Some showed affection, some showed amusement,
but none was as sensual as that one had been.

The movies, dinners and outings continued. The questions didn’t. We parted several
months later and continued to be close friends.

I received a call from him a year later, full of excitement at having just gotten engaged.
He’d called to invite me to his wedding, which was in a couple of months. After several
minutes of Congratulations and questions about his fiancé, followed by stock taking of all of
our friends and what each one was upto now, there was suddenly a moment of silence.

“Can I ask you something?” I broke the awkwardness of the moment.

“Sure,” he replied.

“How come you never initiated anything with me? What was wrong with me?” 1
asked, the question still nagging' my soul.

“You don’t make good rajma,” he joked.

“Come on, tell me seriously,” I pestered?®. He was quiet for a moment.

“Well to be honest,” he said finally, “remember that day when we were chatting in the
car?”

“Yes,” | remembered only too well.

“It was going so well, but I was surprised that you just didn’t smile. And you know,” he

continued, “nothing is as beautiful as a smile.”
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2 The Rose

by Logan Pearsall Smith

The old lady had always been proud of the great rose-tree in her garden, and was fond
of telling how it had grown from a cutting she had brought years before from Italy, when she
was first married. She and her husband had been travelling back in their carriage from Rome
(it was before the time of railways ) and on a bad piece of road south of Siena' they had -
broken down, and had been forced to pass the night in a little house by the road-side. The
accommodation was wretched of course; she had spent a sleepless night, and rising early had
stood, wrapped up, at her window, with the cool air blowing on her face, to watch the
dawn. She could still, after all these years, remember the blue mountains with the bright
moon above them, and how a far-off town on one of the peaks had gradually grown whiter
and whiter, till the moon faded, the mountains were touched with the pink of the rising sun,
and suddenly the town was lit as by an illumination, one window after another catching and
reflecting the sun’s beam, till at last the whole little city twinkled and sparkled up in the sky
like a nest of stars.

That morning, finding they would have to wait while their carriage was being repaired,
they had driven in a local conveyance up to the city on the mountain, where they had been
told they would find better quarters; and there they had stayed two or three days. It was one
of the miniature Italian cities with a high church, a pretentious piazza?, a few narrow streets
and little palaces, perched, all compact and complete, on the top of a mountain, within and
enclosure of walls hardly larger than an English kitchen garden. But it was full of life and
nose, echoing all day and all night with the sounds of feet and voices.

The Cafe of the simple inn where they stayed was the meeting place of the notabilities
of the little city; the Sindaco?, the avvocato*, the doctor, and a few others; and among them
they noticed a beautiful, slim, talkative old man, with bright black eyes and snow-white
hair — tall and straight and still with the figure of a youth, although the waiter told them
with pride that the Conte® was molto vecchio®— would in fact be eighty in the following year.
He was the last of his family, the waiter added — they had once been great and rich people —
but he had no descendants; in fact the waiter mentioned with complacency, as if it were a
story on which the locality prided itself, that the Conte had been unfortunate in love, and
had never married.

The old gentleman, however, seemed cheerful enough; and it was plain that he took an
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interest in the strangers, and wished to make their acquaintance. This was soon effected by
the friendly waiter; and after a little talk the old man invited them to visit his villa and
garden which were just outside the walls of the town. So the next afternoon, when the sun
began to descend, and they saw in glimpses through door-ways and windows, blue shadows
beginning to spread over the brown mountains, they went to pay their visit. It was not much
of a place, a small, modernized, stucco villa, with a hot pebbly garden, and in it a stone
basin with torpid gold-fish, and a statue of Diana and her hounds against the wall. But what
gave a glory to it was a gigantic rose-tree which clambered over the house, almost
smothering the windows, and filling the air with the perfume of its sweetness. Yes, it was a
fine rose, the Conte said proudly when they praised it, and he would tell the Signora’ about
it. And as they sat there, drinking the wine he offered them, he alluded with the cheerful
indifference of old age to his love-affair, as though he took for granted that they had heard
of it already.

“The lady lived across the valley there beyond that hill. I was a young man then, for it
was many years ago. | used to ride over to see her; it was a long way, but I rode fast, for
young men, as no doubt the Signora knows, are impatient. But the lady was not kind, she
would keep me waiting, oh, for hours; and one day when I had waited very long I grew
very angry, and as I walked up and down in the garden where she had told me she would see
me, I broke one of her roses, broke a branch from it; and when I saw what I had done, 1
hid it inside my coat, so, and when I came home I planted it, and the Signora sees how it
has grown. If the Signora admires it, I must give her a cutting to plant also in her garden; 1
am told the English have beautiful gardens that are green, and not burnt with the sun like
ours. ”

The next day, when their mended carriage had come up to fetch them, and they were
just starting to drive away from the inn, the Conte’s old servant appeared with the rose-
cutting neatly wrapped up, and the compliments and wishes for a buon viaggio® from her
master. The town collected to see them depart, and the children heard a rush of feet behind
them for a few moments, but soon they were far down towards the valley; the little town
with all its noise and life was high above them on its mountain peak.

She had planted the rose at home, where it had grown and flourished in a wonderful
manner; and every June the great mass of leaves and shoots still broke out into a passionate
splendour of scent and crimson colour, as if in its root and fibres there still burnt the anger
and thwarted desire of that Italian lover. Of course the old Conte must have died many years
ago; she had forgotten his name, and had even forgotten the name of the mountain city that

she had stayed in, after first seeing it twinkling at dawn in the sky, like a nest of stars.
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