	There once was a girl that would have told you beauty was foolish. That, by definition, beauty was something--anything--that brought pleasure to the senses. Hardly a reason to fall in love. Hardly a reason to give yourself up voluntarily to absolute pain.  But snow falls in the most contingent places, the meaning of such random landings completely unforeseen. Just closing her eyes she could still see it drifting blithely through the inky-black night. So untouchable. Those glittering white messengers. What angel in heaven was crying away all of her feathers this night? They would dance above her ... swirling and toying with her breath until they finally decided to descend peacefully and find their dying place nestled in his black hair. The snowflakes in his eyes ... those were the inescapable ones. Such a coruscation of mystery and, yes ... beauty. From his eyes the enchantment continued to his lips. Those incredible bearers of heat. Her eyes traced the curve of that flawlessly soft mouth and she could feel nothing but that sinful tingle somewhere low in her belly that took her breath away. Between those eyes that sparkled and demanded her surrender, those lips that said without words that she was


already his for the taking, and that voice that entered somewhere through her soul and reverberated throughout her entire being ... she was completely lost. 


	They sat there in the park across from each other, straddling the bench on one side of a picnic table. Sometimes the words were meaningless and carried away by the cold, unforgiving wind. Sometimes they contained no sound at all ... just the slow motion of lips that smiled and spoke and smiled again. She was intensely grateful for the frigid night that gave her every excuse to move without a moment's hesitation into his arms. And those arms were heaven in every possible way for her. Solid and warm, the mold of his body to hers was immediately comforting ... like home. She buried her face into the curve of his neck and knew in an instant that his scent ... that faint mixture of cologne, skin, and shampoo ... would not be forgotten for as long as she lived. An inexorable burning swirl of emotions and desire began its mission to conquer her senses and her judgment. Red-hot and slow like honey, it spread through her until nothing ... absolutely nothing existed outside of his arms. 


	Beauty is a double-edged blade. On one side: lust. On the other: love. Love creeps towards you slowly with downcast eyes and lays its hands at your feet. Love is the master of all charades. It deceives you with its innocent, wounded facade. Draws you in with its wispy promises. But most of all ... it captures you ... enslaves you ... with its beauty. Once thoroughly enchanted, you become blind to all sense of reason and logic. And just when you are subdued by your addiction to his eyes and those breathless moments... Love moves in for the kill.  


	She sits alone now. Remembering those moments long ago. The snow turned to rain. The rain to spring and from spring to sunshine. She tries to forget the way he looked that smothering summer day. He kneeled next to her, his eyes red and his dark hair slightly tousled. He fought hard to maintain his weak smile for her sake. She could see right through it but she smiled for him anyway. She fixed her eyes on his face, attempting to remember every small line and curve. He just watched her carefully. Not wanting to question but wondering all the same what she could have been thinking. In her mind the words chased themselves in a continuous circle. Sometimes overlapping in whispers sometimes screaming so loud she was afraid he would hear them. "This is goodbye. You're not mine anymore. This is goodbye." The minutes passed and she couldn't take her eyes off of him and he couldn't seem to move. She was out of control ... just a movie character stuck on play-repeat. Trace the line of his eyes to his lips. Stop. Stop and take a moment to fight back the tears. Let your eyes rest on that thick, black hair ... remember what it feels like between your fingers. What is that pain in my chest? Oh God. Breathe. You forgot to breathe. Deep breath. Stop screaming. Stop screaming. Just whisper. "You're not mine anymore." Take a moment and fight back the tears. 


	There once as a girl who would have told you love was foolish. But love is just a lost boy with black hair and green eyes. Love is a pain above anything humans could ever overcome. Love is melting inside his embrace. And even though his love is gone, to this day nothing exists for her outside of those arms.


