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In the beginning…

The traffic light froze on red for what it seemed like five minutes, but was actually more like two. The sun was out and shining bright, but the air outside was stiff and muggy. It was the kind of weather that makes you think seriously about taking a shower that day because you know once you step outside and the air hits you, your body will immediately be drenched with sweat. I took a shower on this particular day, of course, and I happened to smell like a bed of roses.

One wouldn’t know it though by judging the distance between where I sat in the driver’s seat, and where Marcella sat on the opposite side.  She stared out the window most of the time while I drove, holding her purse gently in her lap, and turning her head in my direction only if I asked her a question. Even then all I received were quick answers, and then the pleasant sight of the back of her head again. She was nervous; I was nervous. I compensated by trying to make jokes. I think that my attempts only made the situation more awkward.

***

Marcella and I met one late evening in the summer of 2001 in front of Nueva Esperanza United Methodist Church in Dallas, Texas, where youth groups from various churches in the Rio Grande Conference gathered together before heading off to camp in New Mexico. I do not remember exactly what she looked like that evening, but I do remember she had dark hair that partially came over her eyes, and she wore glasses. I stood outside with my mother and my aunt Suzie talking about the trip and their memories of the camp when they were younger. Every once in a while my cousin, Raymond, would come over and chat with us, but he was too busy talking to all the girls to stay for very long. Finally, around midnight we all packed our luggage on the charter bus and took our seats. It was a long, difficult drive across East Texas, but I slept most of the way, only to be woken up periodically by some idiota playing crappy rap music. This was my first year going to camp, and I was excited about spending a week in another state. I did not talk much to Marcella at camp.

***

I know her mother gave me directions and I am looking at them right here in front of me, but I do not see this street here. Oh, what the hell, I will just turn here and hopefully I run into that Jack in the Box she said was at the corner.

***

I turned my head slightly to the right and asked Marcella why she was sitting practically out of the window. She shrugged, and told me she didn’t know. The light turned green and I pulled onto the freeway. My mother had been given some tickets to Six Flags and I asked Marcella if she would like to go. She said yes, of course, and there we were sitting in my truck.

“Do you even feel like going to Six Flags? To be honest, I really hate that place.” I hate all theme parks in general.

“Well, we don’t have to go if you don’t want to. I don’t like theme parks all that much either.”

“Alright, so what do you want to do now?”

We had been driving for almost fifteen minutes, and were about five exits away from the Six Flags in Arlington. I exited the freeway and turned around in the direction of where I live.

“We could go to the mall and just hang out.” I suggested that we also go see a movie. At this point, I was basically winging it as the day rolled on.

***

I didn’t see a Jack in the Box, did you? Nope. Why am I talking to myself? There is no one else in the truck. I followed her directions verbatim. Hmm. I never get to use that word too often. I guess I will turn around. Maybe I will give her a call to clarify these directions a bit more, because I sure as hell don’t know where I am going.
***

We knew each other for about a year before we went on our first date, though we were not close friends. I would see her at church early Sunday morning for Sunday school, and occasionally we would chat over the internet. I remember she smelled like a fresh shower and flowers, mixed with a dash of fruit. Her long, dark hair fell to the middle part of her back, and she always wore pantyhose with her black skirt. Every time she would walk near me as we headed downstairs for the service, I would catch a whiff of her aroma as she flung her hair to the opposite side of her body. I do not think she ever knew about my obsession with her hair or the way she smelled until a year or so passed into our “official” relationship. Her deep brown eyes hid behind the glare in her glasses every time she would look up at me as I attempted to make a joke, or gently flirted with her by pushing her shoulder, or pulling her hair. I was never quite sure if she really liked me, or if we were just engaging in a little harmless flirtation, and I do not think she knew if I really liked her. In any case, neither one of us had it in us to ask each other out.

***

(I so do not know where it is I’m going. Maybe I’ll give her mother a call right now.) “Hey, Norma, this is Gerald. Yeah. Hi. Uh… well I followed your directions but I am having trouble finding Fort Worth Avenue. I turned left before this big hill because the street I was on ended and … oh … I was supposed to continue going straight. Inwood turns into Hampton? (They should mark that more clearly) I didn’t know that. I go over two big hills. (Dang, where do they live off the side of a cliff) Oooh… I see. Gotcha. At the top should be the Jack in the Box and a Shell station on the left, right? Okay. Tell Marcella I will be there soon.”

***

I pulled my truck into the front of the Shell gas station right next to the public telephone. I thought surely Marcella would see me sitting there in my big, navy blue Chevrolet. I waited there for about ten minutes, glancing every once in a while down Fort Worth Avenue, looking for Marcella to come walking up the street towards me. I do not remember the exact reason why, but her mother did not want me to pick her up at their apartment. Regardless, I figured she was still getting all dolled up, so I bought a Drumstick and decided to wait it out a while longer before I gave her apartment another call. I nibbled the bottom part of the cone so I could eat the chocolate hidden there, but I forgot that I did that fifteen seconds later and vanilla ice cream dripped onto my jeans. ‘Oh, well,’ I thought.

I called Norma and asked her where her daughter was and if she was okay.

“Marcella left about fifteen minutes ago. Is she not there already?”

“No. I haven’t seen her. I have been looking down the street but all I saw was some homeless man. She would be walking up from the Wendy’s, right?”


Norma told me she would call if she heard from Marcella. We hung up the phone and I waited some more. Including the tour of Dallas that I took before finding the Jack in the Box, and the time I had spent waiting in the parking lot of Shell, our date had been postponed at least twenty to thirty minutes. I glanced over at the Exxon across the street.

***

“You think she is over there waiting for me? Nah…” I spoke out loud as if someone were right outside the window. (I specifically remember her saying to meet her at the Shell station on the corner. I need to quit talking to myself. It’s unhealthy.)

***

Marcella and I wheeled into the parking lot behind the theater around 2:00pm. The walk was a little bit further away from the entrance, but the wide, overhanging branches from the oak tree above provided enough shade for a pleasant transition into my truck once we decided to leave. The mall was busy, as usual, and there was a little boy screaming and crying at his mother because she got him the wrong flavor of ice cream. Marcella and I looked at each other and smiled.

We walked into the dimly lit Gameworks facility and watched some middle school-aged kid shoot at goblins with a blue plastic revolver. He advanced pretty far in the game, but after a fat, bearded zombie sliced him up with a saw, the kid replaced the gun in the holster and walked away. (If he would have shot him in the head instead of the gut he might be still playing right now.) Marcella and I did not talk all that much, except for our occasional relapses into reminiscent mode about our time at camp. Mainly our time was spent relaxing on red leather sofas on the second floor, watching little kids run away from their parents and into the photo booth not three feet away from us. I tried to convince Marcella to take a picture with me, but she wasn’t that into it. Around 4:30, we headed to the theater. Ocean’s Eleven was the very first movie we saw together.

***

“Hello? Oh, hey, Norma.”

“Gerald … Marcella just called and she said she has been waiting across the street at the Exxon! She called and said you didn’t show, and I told her you had been waiting at Shell.”

“You know, I kinda thought that, but I convinced myself it couldn’t be true. Oh wait … I see her. She is inside talking to the cashier. Thank you for calling me back. Bye.” (Dang it, Marcella! Silly girl. I could have swore she told met to meet her at the Shell.)

***

Marcella smiled a little bit when I pulled up next to the door at Exxon. Her hair was gently flowing across her face as the wind lifted it into the air. I forgot to unlock the door before I stopped, and I placed Marcella in an awkward waiting position as I fumbled to press the unlocking switch. “How long have you been waiting here at Exxon?” I asked her as she sat down and closed the door, trying to make a pleasant conversation.

“I don’t know; probably about as long as you have been waiting across the street.”

“How are you doing?”

“I’m okay. And you?”

“Just peachy.”

Marcella looked at me kind of weird and turned her head away with a tiny grin plastered on her lips. (Get out of the freakin’ way you idiot! Damn!) An old, white Buick with twenty inch chrome rims crept slowly across in front of me as the driver looked for an open gas pump. “You know, I bet those rims cost more than what he paid for that car.” I looked over at Marcella for some sort of reaction to my comment, but she didn’t respond. She just watched the man wheel around the pump and get out of his car; I was waiting for oncoming traffic to pass.

I drove my truck out into the street and nearly got hit by a little Honda pulling into the gas station. I could feel the tension in the car mount as I muttered some obscenities at the driver. I raised my eyebrows to a pleasant level and took a deep breath, and I apologized to Marcella for the use of my language. She confessed it was okay, and she continued to look out the window. The sun was out and shining bright as we rambled down Fort Worth Avenue. All I could think of were ways to try to make her comfortable; I was unsure how the rest of the date would go.

The End.



Author’s Afterward

This article serves to represent the whole of my work in this class because there is a strong rhythm which I try and incorporate into each of my pieces. Also, the texture and depth of the article in terms of content and detail sums up the style that I take into consideration each time I sit down to write. I work most vividly when I incorporate strong descriptions that in turn facilitate (I hope) a good mental image that the reader can use to his/her advantage to firmly place themselves in the scene(s). 

I chose my first date with my current girlfriend of three and a half years as the focus of this narrative because she is one of the most important people in my life, and our experiences together have not only shaped who we are but have brought us closer together in a way that I am supremely proud of. As you read my narrative, I want to offer you a quick glimpse into the beginnings of my relationship with Marcella, without going too far into personal detail. The main idea behind my narrative was to touch on some common ground that I feel a lot of people share when beginning a fresh relationship. Obviously, five to seven pages do not do any justice to my relationship or any relationship that you are engaged in, so condensing our time together into one special moment was difficult. I just hope you get the sense that we have all been in the same boat one time or another, and it is these experiences that sometimes turn out to be the most endearing.

