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Elevator stopped at the 9th floor of the skyscraper' I was working in and in
walked the queen of my hearts. She didn’t have the features of a supermodel by any
means, except for her dark black eyes. They were as sharp and piercing as a needle
and had the depth of an ocean. They had an eloquence of a master orator?. Otherwise
her beauty was very elusive and it was quit a mystery as to why she had such an eye-
catching presence. Probably it was the way she looked at you, or just the way she
carried herself. She obviously didn’t have a fetish for wearing good clothes, but she
had that unusual quality of coming out as a comfortable and confident individual no
matter what she wore. She was not born with a silver spoon in her mouth, nor could
her clothes be compared to royal gown by any means, but she had a grace of a
princess in her walk. As I looked amazed at her, I almost grew oblivious of my
existence.

Suddenly I realized that we both were alone in the elevator. This was the
moment I had been waiting for, indeed praying for, for quite a for months now. But
now that it had arrived, I was dumb-found. I tried hard to gather all the courage I
could and speak to her, to tell her what I felt about her, but my voice failed me. It
was the month of May, when summer is at its peak, but my body was actually
shivering®. My hands and feet turned cold. I could not believe it, for I knew it was
“now or never”. This was the first time that I was alone in her company, and if I do
not tell her what I felt about her, I would never ever be able to.

I still remember the first time I saw her, of all the places, in my bosses cabin. It
was her first day and the boss was introducing her to the office norms. She listened

with apt attention to all the ‘dos’ and ‘don’ts’ as if they were commandments
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coming straight form the creator’
s mouth. Then she left to assume
her duty.

I was so mesmerized by her
charm that I was transported to a
fantasyland®, and did not hear a
word of what the boss told me.
The next I saw her was in the
office canteen. There she was
sitting all alone in one corner
having her lunch. If one were to
search for a trace of nervousness
in her face, he was in for a
disappointment. She had a cool
and ‘calm composure’, so
confident that it would deter® a

potential prankster think twice
before making his move. Unknowingly I began heading towards her. As I was at a
distance of a couple of metres from her she got up, having finished her lunch, and
walked out of the canteen at almost a lightning speed. I had failed in my first attempt
to get introduced to her.

Since that day I had given all the hopes of me daring to play with fire ever
again. The romantic inside me withdrew in the shell of my dreamland. Thereafter I
often saw her in the office canteen, at the bus stop, in the corridor and just about
everywhere. Now her grace appeared as assertiveness to me, her confidence more of
arrogance. As day passed by I grew more and more sure of my incapacity to express
my feelings to her.

Suddenly I got a jerk, which transported back to the present the liftstopped at
the 15th floor. An old couple entered the elevator. I cursed myself for letting an
opportunity go unused. As I starred at my dream girl, the old couple starred at me as
if they were her guardians trying to protect her from an untrustworthy Romeo.
Surprisingly the girl was totally oblivious of my stares. Probably she did not even
remember having met me before let alone talked to me. I decided not to care about
the old couple and decided to confront her. As I made an effort to move lift my feet

and walk towards her, the elevator stopped and the door opened. Out walked she and
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the old couple followed her. There T stood staricg ia infinicy, nve bolioving tat 1 nad
missed yet another chance, probably the last one, to speak to her. How right I was, for
it indeed proved to be the last opportunity chance had provided me. That was the last
I saw her. On making an enquiry, I was informed that she had left the job, and indeed

the country, for her marriage with an NRL

HUBAFEE T RBRSE LR IR IE R E KA FTEMRER . XA, Bk
SREHR— AT M B RO B R L F ) B, iR AR
B ELAth AR 5 R LR 5 A, IR KT — R TR . AR — A R 1Y
HRIE o BRILZ A1, P St S A A8 , L A TG4 15 | AV I 41 3
SRk, AR BRI R A AR BRI R AR Y
Ak (B B SRR R SR, TG T AR K IR S 4 A —
R AR IRRSE . M TRt A B3R, A HEm A< IR , (8Lt 5 3 1
BEMBRERAHE . BAMTE R, ELICT A CHFLE,

AR, BRI A E AR, X8 RRAY TR
2 MBS E BRI IR, AR T . o551 85E B xRS, 5
HIEFFH . WAHNEEE AR RWEA , RE PSR B O 0 Bk R,
FHBAGKE . A, RN THMEENILEN . XERITE— R
FHIE , ARBAEAKHIF O A3 , LUS A B R B R A T,

BAE , ASRETE T M ICAHEEAR DA B B — R W A% 5 . AR R4
FIERIEE—K , EARIETE M A 328 R AT A R o 2o 5 v ooy 25 70 e
AT LM "R “ANTT LU S, shan IR S R v ) 3 O P R AR
J&, i A TAET o

KPR R T, (5B BOE R T B2 H  IBR B R BLIER



peak 1
g thRYoLr Love

—MFRBEWTE] B RS A LR TEA RIS, i 3 — AL TEF
EBIZE TR WARER MR b 8] — 22 a4k, I8 — & R
UbAFA B —FPIR T L UTER BB, MERURF H BB IF B M A A
FE AN , L — S BB R = AR ) i 2 o BRTERE I — K
ZIERIHTT  RIGFRZSE TR, OB B T B A . BRIXRE S —UAR [ itk 1
RAZRFZHRZIX AR YL

MR , EFR AN Co P RS T AN KA K o IO (TR B33 156 e e
FEREZ . MWL — EBREE I, B3 AN GE----- 14 J
RER) UTAERE R — R A 19 B 45, T B4R 2 A K, BEERHE— KK
M, PR M 2 A OB Mk I TR A O R T

—FEREULJE , BEAE T+ IR, R ] T HSE XA, —XH4ETE
HIRIESE TS, %, B A xR Z— M HLa TR E, R—H
ATE R A B )L, AR R0 i R I IR T 25 3, ATt an R 40 3% L.
RISFAPE — IR RS BT £ 3 — AN TR A A B LE Rz At
R AR L LR AR B E BRI, WP R SR , 3R UL 38
R o ThE, WIENFBURARXT KA X H AL 24T IEE [ 4t
SEATR, RABREIE T Rk 1T T e 7t 2 kst 2 R B R . &
AR AR A F AT 2, AHME B O R A T — RIS, B B
RIS B E — IR T o FAFEIAH, ML LUS , AR A W E. J5k, &G
A B T X AR, B U R B T S R , A — AL B SE U
£7T.

NERARETIULAREE H. SREREANITHBILRONSH, RERERMES, T
BATHET . MRB—RE, RURBOITEIAE, NTEK—EMRR, B, BRI RAER
BN, RRRE TR A RB 1 (8] 3 75 RIAVRA B R, B, R4 S5k B A9 %o



Most people need to hear those three little words “I love you”. Once in a while,
they hear them just in time.

I met Connie the day she was admitted to the hospice' ward, where I worked as
a volunteer.

Her husband, Bill, stood nervously nearby as she was transferred from the
gurney to the hospital bed. Although Connie was in the final stages of her fight
against cancer, she was alert and cheerful. We got her settled in. I finished marking
her name on all the hospital supplies she would be using, then asked if she needed
anything.

“Oh, yes,” she said, “would you please show me how to use the TV? I enjoy the
soaps so much and I don’t want to get behind on what’s happening.” Connie was a
romantic. She loved soap operas, romance novels and movies with a good love story.
As we became acquainted, she confided how frustrating it was to be married 32 years
to a man who often called her “a silly woman.”

“Oh, I know Bill loves me,” she said, “but he has never been one to say he
loves me, or send cards to me.” She sighed and looked out the window at the trees in
the courtyard. “I’d give anything if he’d say ‘I love you,” but it’s just not in his
nature.”

Bill visited Connie every day. In the beginning, he sat next to the bed while she
watched the soaps. Later, when she began sleeping more, he paced up and down the
hallway outside her room. Soon, when she no longer watched television and had fewer
waking moments, I began spending more of my volunteer time with Bill.

He talked about having worked as a carpenter and how he liked to go fishing.
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He and Connie had no children, but they’d been enjoying retirement by traveling,
until Connie got sick. Bill could not express his feelings about the fact that his wife
was dying.

One day, over coffee in the cafeteria, I got him on the subject of women and how
we need romance in our lives; how we love to get sentimentall cards and love letters.

“Do you tell Connie you love her?” I asked (knowing his answer), and he looked
at me as if I was crazy.

“I don’t have to,” he said. “She knows I do! ”

“I'm sure she knows,” I said, reaching over and touching his hands rough,
carpenter’s hands that were gripping the cup as if it were the only thing he had to
hang onto  “but she needs to hear it, Bill. She needs to hear what she has meant to
you all these years. Please think about it.”

We walked back to Connie’s room. Bill disappeared inside, and I left to visit
another patient. Later, I saw Bill sitting by the bed. He was holding Connie’s hand as
she slept. The date was February 12.

Two days later I walked down the hospice ward at noon. There stood Bill,
leaning up against the wall in the hallway, staring at the floor. I already knew from
the head nurse that Connie had died at 11 A.M.

When Bill saw me, he allowed himself to come into my arms for a long time. His
face was wet with tears and he was trembling’. Finally, he leaned back against the
wall and took a deep breath.

“I have to say something,” he said. “I have to say how good I feel about telling
her.” He stopped to blow his nose. “I thought a lot about what you said, and this
morning I told her how much I loved her... and loved being married to her. You
should a seen her smile! ”

I went into the room to say my own good bye to Connie. There, on the bedside

table, was a large Valentine card from Bill. You know, the sentimental kind that says,

“To my wonderful wife --- I love you.”
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One night T was sitting in my kitchen half listening as my 15 year old brother
Tommy antagonized my 12 year old brother Kevin. I didn’t pay attention when Kevin
charged up the stairs with the hurt on his face.

About 20 minutes later, as I was walking upstairs I heard Kevin crying inside
the bathroom. I bit my tongue to stop myself from saying, “Come on Kev, don’t be
such a baby.” Instead, I knocked on the door and asked, “Hey Kev, do you wanna
talk?” No response. '

I tried again, “Hey why don’t you come out of there?”Again, no response.

So, joking around, I grabbed a stack of index cards and a pencil and wrote, “If
you don’t want to talk, we can write notes to each other.”

An hour later T was still sitting on the floor outside the bathroom with two stacks
of index cards in front of me. One was blank and one was cards from Kevin on which
he had translated all his yucky feelings into words for me. By this time, I don’t care
about the rings of my precious phone and Dawson’s Creek show downstairs. As I read
one of Kevin’s notes, tears came to my eyes. It said, “Nobody in this family cares
about me. I’m not the youngest, and I’m not the oldest, and I’m not talented. Tommy
thinks I’m a wuss and Dad wishes he had the other Kevin as a kid because he’s
better at basketball. And you’re never around to even notice me.”

Tears came to my eyes as I wrote back to him. It was true what he had said
about me. I wrote back, “You know Kev, I really do love you and I’m sorry I don’t
always show it. I am here for you and you are loved in this family.”

There was no response for a while, but then I heard a tearing sound coming from

inside the bathroom. Kevin, who had run out of index cards wrote on a torn up paper
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