Deserted


I'm standing in the middle of a desert.  The hot sun scorches all my exposed skin.  The heat is so dry sweat evaporates before it can even bead.  My clothes are dirty and torn from my journey.  I've been searching for what seems like forever, now I've found her.


She lies motionless in the sand.  Some angelic sleeping beauty.  When I draw near her eyes flutter open.  She instantly recognizes me, relief floods her face.  Suddenly she grimaces with pain.  I ask her if she's alright.  She doesn't have much time.  She is dieing, right hear in my arms and there's nothing I can do.


Her raven black hair, pulled back in a pony tail is filled with grains of sand.  Her face has some dried blood from a few cuts that have now scabbed over.  She looks undernourished, but aside from her frail appearance she looks beautiful.  Her slim frame fits her face, she does not look too much different, even though she is practically dead from starvation.  I held her hand while she ate and drank as much as her energy allowed her to.  I lean over her to provide a little shade, but it does nothing to combat the heat of the desert.


Her high cheek bones are more prominent, having sunk in due to starvation.  Her eyes no longer shine like they once did, they now are dull, and do not hold any luster for life.  I held her in my arms for hours.  The sun never dimmed, there were no breaks from they tyrannical heat.  Her deep blue eyes reminds me of the ocean, or the sky just after sunset.  Her iris are much larger then normal drawing even more attention to her eyes.  I found myself getting lost in those eyes.  I began softly humming songs to her, hoping they might distract her from her misery.  Hoping they might distract me from her misery.  In those songs we could both find comfort.


I sat there for many hours, just holding her while humming.  She closed her eyes, never to open them again.  Never again will the world be graced by those eyes.  That day she broke my heart.


I wake up with a sharp inhalation of air.  I'm drenched in sweat.  You wake up at the suddenness and the sound of my gasp.  You ask me if I've had a nightmare.  I can't get the words out at this moment, so I just weakly nod yes.  She asks me if I want to talk about it.  I explain to her, “I had that nightmare again.  I was in the desert, and she died in my arms.”


She leans closer and whispers in my ear, “Don't worry, I'm right here.”  Unfortunately, you don't realize, that's not good enough.

