
Parting 

 The half-empty glass of beer still bubbled slowly, refreshing the razor thin head as 

he nursed the drink.  It was his sixth, or seventh; maybe his eighth.  Around the table, the 

party of ten that had come to the bar after work was thinning out; now it was down to 

four, and was about to get even smaller. 

 “Good luck in France, Jessica,” Donna said, standing up and stretching her arms 

out for a hug.  Jessica got up and returned the embrace. Donna’s husband, Tim, rose also 

and moved towards the door, letting the women get through the emotional good-byes. 

 “Thanks.  I’m so excited.  This is such an incredible opportunity!” 

 “I know,” Donna replied, “but you’ll be outstanding, as usual.”  She pulled on her 

windbreaker and moved towards the door.  “Travel safe, and let me know when you 

arrive.” 

 “Will do,” Jessica called, her warm smile lighting up her face as she waved.  She 

flipped her wavy black hair away from her face and behind her perfect neck as she turned 

and sat back down. 

 Then there were two. 

 “Charles, you’ve been quiet tonight,” she said, picking up her own drink.  He 

didn’t know what it was—some girly drink or another.  It was her sixth.  He sipped at his 

beer and avoided her gaze. 

 “What’s the matter?” 

 A slight shrug of his shoulders was all he could give.  All he could ever give her. 

 She checked her watch:  eleven-fifteen. 
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 “It’s getting late.  I should really think about getting home,” she said, but she 

didn’t make a move to leave. 

 “It’s going to be different when you’re gone,” he finally said, never taking his 

eyes off his beer.  “You make coming to work everyday completely bearable.” 

 He didn’t know whether it was the alcohol or the compliment, but Jessica blushed 

deep red like a high school girl.  It should have seemed odd for a twenty-seven-year-old 

woman with an MBA, who’d had men falling all over themselves to talk to her her entire 

life, but on her… 

 “Are your parents ready to say goodbye?” he asked, interrupting himself. 

 Now she stared into her own drink and got quiet. 

 “Yeah, they’re as ready as they’re ever going to be, I guess.” 

 He didn’t ask about anyone else, because he knew there wasn’t anyone else.  Jess’ 

luck with men had been terrible for a long time.  Her long-time college boyfriend had 

broken it off just after graduation, and her social life had just never seemed to work out 

after that.  A string of short relationships—if you could call them that—never went 

anywhere, and became a source of increasing frustration for her.  Charles knew.  She’d 

been working at the firm for six years, moving up the ladder, from intern to associate, 

while she finished her Master’s work.  And now— 

 “How’s April?” she asked, defusing his line of thinking. 

 “She’s great.  Still playing lacrosse, still breaking hearts—” he winced.  Too 

close. 

 “She looks like her mom.” 
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 She did, Charles thought.  April had Crystal’s eyes, deep blue, but had somehow 

wound up with Charles’ rather pedestrian brown hair.  Crystal had never let him live that 

down, always asking why April couldn’t have gotten her blonde hair. 

 He took a drink, a big one, and said “Sixteen going on thirty.” 

 Crystal hadn’t lived to see April’s sixteenth birthday.  A rainy day car accident—

t-boned by a semi four years ago.  Two days before April turned twelve.  Charles had 

been lost, finding himself a single father of a burgeoning teenage daughter, who looked 

every bit her mother, a dagger through his heart every time he saw her, but the only 

reason he managed to drag himself out of bed every morning. 

  

 


