
 May 1st, 2010,


 Later this afternoon, the Safeway packaged grapes I bought for lunch tasted as 

though they'd just been plucked from the field. I was reminded of my childhood, growing 

up on my Grandmother's vineyard. The ocean view had grown stale and every moment 

was nothing more than a still from a painting - waves captured in perfect inaction, 

prevented from crashing, prevented from scaling to their grandest heights. 

 I'd never met Vanessa before, but even then she was my second cousin. Her taxi 

arrived at the gate, but Grandma had no tolerance for, "such filthy contraptions." She 

sent the carriage to bring Vanessa to the house. A grand gesture anywhere else, but 

here it was commonplace.

 The sun glinted off of her blonde hair, blinding me to her approach. Momentarily, 

she became the very personification of warmth. By the time I laid my eyes on her, the 

waves were crashing on the nearby shore and the wind resumed its song of summer.

 I hadn't realized until recently how numb my youth made me to beauty. Vanessa 

visited again, every summer for the next six years, always to diminishing returns. 

Beauty, I've learned, is a gift - and if we don't grab ahold of it immediately, it wilts before 

our eyes.

 During our seventh summer together, shortly before I was to attend university in 

the States, Vanessa stopped the cab at the gate and walked her luggage to the house.

 My grandmother had passed away. 

 Grandma's wine had always been the best in the region, and now the duty to 

uphold that standard fell to my father. I'd long since lost the taste for wine and I wouldn't 



turn 18 for another two months. The edginess of a glass with dinner had faded even 

before my father had packaged it into a box and sold it by the pack.

 That summer, Vanessa introduced me to absinthe. Every night, for two weeks 

straight, we drank the absinthe. We drank, we laughed. We drank, she cried. We drank, 

and never - not once - did I confess the feelings I'd built up for her over the past seven 

years.

 She was different with the bottle in her hands, as though it gave her the power to 

control time. One night, we snuck out to drink in the vineyard and stargaze. We laid, 

head-to-head, North and South, and she reminisced with me all her fondest memories 

of this place.

 "I'm really going to miss it."

 I sat up, placing myself between her and the heavens, and gazed down upon her.

 "Thank you," I said.

 "For what?"

 "For playing this song," and that night we fell asleep to the wind howling and the 

waves crashing.


