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The Dialogue Of Romance

He:  Come away with me tonight…

She: Let’s go. I’m ready.

He:  Tonight, when it’s dark, when the moon is full…

She:  I don’t want to know where we’re going. I just want to go…
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He:  It’s a special place I have in mind, a place where we can be alone, a place where time stands still…

She: Love has no place for Time…

He:  It’s by the ocean, and right now the water temperature is 70 degrees, just right for swimming, a chance for a warm bath in the sea…
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She:  Love has no place for anything that’s Cold…

He:  There are palm trees, and waving sea oats where we are going. There are huge boulders just fifty yards offshore that make our special place even more secluded, even more private…

She:  Just the ocean, and the warm sand, and the two of us…that and nothing else, because nothing else matters…

He:  It’s there, right now, waiting for our arrival…
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She:  Will we be there soon?

He:  So soon that you won’t even know where the time has gone. But first we have to make a couple of stops along the way…

She:  Such as --?

He: There’s a restaurant where we absolutely must go, located in the hills just before we get to the coast. It’s an isolated place to eat, but it’s a place unlike any you have ever seen.
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She: I’ve seen plenty of restaurants, so you’ve got your work cut out for you.

He: It’s in the hollow of three hills, with a waterfall nearby, and a trout pond where the willows hang casting their shadows on the sleepy surface of the water.

She:  I love ponds, especially secluded ones…

He:  There’s a verandah out front, with patio tables and large yellow umbrellas. We can sit and watch deer pass by as we eat bacon-wrapped scallops and drink glasses of Merlot.
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She:  I shouldn’t think the deer would venture so close…

He:  The deer out that way are accustomed to being treated kindly by the residents, so they have no fear of people…and they have even less fear of couples.

She:  Hmmmm…scallops….

He:  Then we’ll be back on the road, and you’ll see the coast come into view perhaps twenty minutes later…

She:  The beach!
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He:  But we still have to make one more stop.

She: With such a view, why not?

He:  Exactly. There’s a lookout point about three miles before the road begins to descend. Standing at the edge, and looking either right or left, you can see for a good forty miles. Looking straight out, you can see a vast expanse of ocean. Some say that from here you can watch a dream unfold, you can see a vision of what you will be doing ten, twenty years from now.

She: That will take my breath away….
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He:  A lone freighter passing slowly in the distance, heading perhaps for the Azores, perhaps for equatorial Africa.

She: If I look down, I may be able to catch a glimpse of two sailboats riding the wind, leaving whitecaps behind them, leaving a trail of where two lives once came together, where two people fell in love and put out to sea, searching for a distant coast…..

He:  The wind will be cool, but balmy, soothing to the skin. We will want to spend the night dangling our legs over the edge, talking about what we see in the distance, about the future we see moving, like that silent freighter, towards a quiet, tropical port.
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She: Our hands will be joined, locked together so that nothing can pull them apart, and we will feel that energy of Love fill our hands, our wrists, our arms, our souls…..

He: And then we will jump to our feet, because we will hear the beach calling us…

She:  We will see the surf from high above, but we will want to hear it, to touch it, to get close to it.
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He:  That smooth arc of beige will look pretty from up above, but we will want to feel the sand under our feet, to feel it running between our fingers like the sands in an hourglass, to feel the warm wet sand give way as we walk along the shore.
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She: Yes, we can almost hear the ocean from the high coastal road as it winds through the hills. But we will want to hear more. 

He:  By now we will be intoxicated with the longing to hear more, with the desire to touch and feel and hear more.

She:  We won’t have to go much further.

He:  No, we’ll  be rounding a curve, passing a grove of misty poplars, when suddenly the whole sky will open up before us, when suddenly we will emerge into the light. And the ocean will be there, just ahead…
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She:  And when we roll down the windows all the way, we’ll begin to hear the pounding of the surf against the stones.

He: And then we’ll be there, and the water will be a deeper shade of blue than we’ve ever seen before.

She: We’ll spill out of the car and onto the beach, holding hands, nearly running, and the wind will ripple your hair so that I will want to touch it.

He:  And your skin will glow in the golden light, and the distant whitecaps will be reflected in your eyes as you gaze out at the freighter that is still passing, or at the tanker that is returning from Central America, flickering like a mirage.
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She:  We’ll run up to where the sand meets the sea, where we can throw off our shoes and wade into the bits of shell as they are carried inland by the tide.

He:  We will then hear the majesty of the ocean as it foams and bubbles around us, as the wind rustles our clothes.

She:  And then I’ll turn and look at you, at only you.

He:  And I won’t see or hear the ocean any more.

She:  I’ll realize that all of the beaches in the world mean nothing if there isn’t a special someone to share them with.
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He: I’ll realize that the warmth I’m feeling isn’t from the sun, or from the sand, but from the love that is radiating from you, the aura of love that is surrounding you.

She:  And I’ll want to hold you close to me, to hold you, my anchor, my love. 

