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            Memories of you
   

         
The wind carries the scent of lavender towards me and it reminds me of you. The warm breeze is blowing underneath my shirt, flapping it about. I sense the grass underneath my bare feet. When I walk along the path it tickles between my toes. I follow you slowly. You walk on tiptoe, barely letting your toes touch the grass before you take another step with a graceful movement. You always stop by the lavender bush and caress the purple flowers and grab the stems. The scent of lavender remains in your hands, in your hair and in the fabric of your white kimono wafting on the breeze. The view of the valley is beautiful and captivating, but I scarcely notice it. When you turn around on the path and look at me smiling, the mountains disappear, as do the birdsong and the cypress trees reaching into the skies. When you turn around and laugh, the sweet and spicy scent of lavender becomes stronger. Everything else disappears in a white and dreamlike mist.
I blink a few times, slowly adjusting my eyes to the light streaming through the thin white curtain. The morning sun is warm in the spring, but the air is cool and crisp. I throw my legs over the edge of the bed, wiggling my toes a little to wake them up. It takes a couple of minutes before I stand up. I push my weight into my hands against the edge of the bed, forcing my body to stand up. The first few hours are horrible. No, the first few minutes. The minutes I spend blinking my eyes, adjusting them to the light – adjusting them to the world – those minutes are the worst. It is during those minutes each morning that I realise that you're gone. The night has draped a white and mysterious blanket over the truth. When the light shines through the curtains, forcing my eyes to open, that's when I begin to comprehend. Reality hits me hard and without warning, like a bolt of lightning splitting the sky in two on a warm summer night. You're gone.
The first few hours are almost as bad. That's when I have to decide how I'm going to make it through the day.
My body works against me in ways I never could have imagined when I was young. Thinking back now, I'm not sure I ever gave it a single thought. I never thought about growing old, about my body growing old. I knew I would grow old with you, but I never saw a glimpse of the two of us being old together. I never imagined how it might be. I was busy enjoying what was. For years, I regretted that. I regretted not thinking about us growing old. Sometimes I convinced myself that your death was my fault because I never imagined us growing older. Now I'm grateful for the moments we shared. Those moments have given me my best memories. In my memories, you're clearly present. In my dreams you're real, you're mine. Your lips find mine again. Your tongue is as playful as I remember it. Your demeanour is sensual and curious. Your laugh is so spirited. Your hands are so inquisitive. Your kisses so persistent. Your body so greedy, but also yielding. I feel the warmth of you around my cock. I sense your wet and slippery clit on my fingertips, and I feel how you tighten around me, squeezing me right before you orgasm.
I walk downstairs, open the kitchen window and undo the hasp on the shutters. It's a chilly spring morning. The dew is stuck on the grass in the shade of the trees and will remain there until it's nearly noon until the sun builds up enough heat to make it evaporate. The cicadas are quiet in the morning shade. They will wake up later in the day when the sun is high in the sky and the heat fills the valley. I enjoy the peace and quiet of the morning and the steady routine. Each morning I eat a piece of fruit as I take a walk. I grab an apple and a fruit knife from the basket on the kitchen table. I rub the apple on the sleeve of my jacket and I slowly walk down the path. A few minutes ago, you were running in my dream down this very path and I followed you. Not with old arthritic legs, but with a young and muscular body. A body whose strength and beauty I felt sure would remain forever. I turn down a familiar path as I cut a slice off the apple and put it in my mouth. The freshness wakes up my taste buds and suddenly I'm hungry. I cut another slice immediately after. The juice of the apple is sweet and slightly tangy, just the way I like it.
My body halts in front of the lavender bush. I forget to chew the food I’ve just placed in my mouth. I can’t move. It's as if my body instinctively knows to stop before my head gets a say. I look at the bush. It has spread and become thicker since the last time you touched it. The last time you let your hands dance tenderly over its purple flowers. I approach it sombrely. I let my hand brush over the stems, and I look for the small signs that the flowers are coming.
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