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I first laid eyes on her near a bus stop one fine winter morning and as soon as I did, I knew with every fiber of my being that my life would never be the same again. Somehow I knew, just from that single glance, that her introduction into my life would change it. Permanently. Irrevocably. 

At first, it was only a glance from across the street but of their own accord, my legs slowed and eventually stopped walking altogether and that simple glance changed to outright staring as the long seconds bled into minutes. I was well aware of the fact that I was staring at her and furthermore, I knew that if she happened to look my way, she would notice it in a second and get all creeped out but I simply couldn’t help myself. 

She was without a doubt the single most beautiful creature that I’d ever set eyes on. She was perched on the edge of a bench that had been conveniently placed next to the bus stop for weary travelers to sink down upon and rest their feet while they waited for the bus. From the looks of things, she seemed to have been sitting there for quite a while. The bright morning sun lent her full-black hair a flowing sheen that resembled sunlight flashing on water. Believe me when I say this but I could go on. I could describe her eyes and talk about how they reminded me of the stars that freckle the sky at night. I could describe her face and how perfect it seemed to me or her body and what I wanted to...well, you get the idea, but I won’t. Why would I want to bore you with those niggling details? They don’t really matter in the least. All that truly mattered was that I had finally met Her. I had been looking for Her all my life and here She was; I knew that I would spend the rest of my life with her. 

She gave off an impression of alertness and awareness of her surroundings while keeping about her an aura of nonchalance. Her attention seemed to be almost completely absorbed with the process of nibbling on a slowly diminishing piece of bread that she held. As absorbed as she seemed to be with that task, it’s no wonder that she didn’t notice me still staring at her from across the street. It was inevitable though...you get a prickling feeling down your spine when you’re being watched. She probably felt it just as the bus was turning the corner and heading to the stop where she sat. 
She looked up and for the first time, our eyes met. Now I won’t say that it was love at first sight. I’ve never believed in such garbage. I mean, how could anyone possibly fall in love with someone at first sight? It’s absolutely ridiculous. In reality, I’d say that it took us a good ten seconds before everything just clicked. 
We stared at each other from across the street that winter morning. I could see heaven so clearly in her eyes and in that crystal clear, frozen moment, I could see the rest of our lives together. I could see us getting together today and getting to know each other better. I could see us meeting together more and more often as the days, weeks and months went by. I could see us living together, spending the beautiful days together and the nights, falling asleep cuddled in each others warmth. I could see us raising children, loving them and teaching them about life and how to enjoy it and far enough down the line, I could see us growing old together...eventually dying cuddled next to each other in our sleep one night to head to whatever lay after this life together.
The same thoughts must have gotten to both of us at the same time, even more of an indication that we were meant for each other. She stood, letting the piece of bread she had been nibbling on fell to the snow covered ground without her notice. What could such minor concerns possibly mean in the face of true love? She started towards me across the street and without a conscious thought, my legs got me started towards her as well. We would meet at the center of the street and walk off together into the rest of our lives. 
A loud, slurred screeching filled the air and from the corner of my eye, I could see a hulking metal titan bearing down on us. THE BUS! My mind screeched at me. THE BUS! This can’t be happening. THE BUS! A numbness filled my mind and body. THE BUS! I couldn’t move to save her. THE BUS! I had to do something. THE BUSTHEBUSTHEBUSTHEBUS...
I managed to take only one step before she was gone, erased from this world by the hulking black tires of the bus, leaving behind nothing of her perfection to this world but a bright red smear on the slushy, snow covered road. 

Wouldn’t you scream? If you were witness to the most perfect of all of God’s creatures getting erased from existence like that...wouldn’t you scream? Would you blame me if I did? I opened my mouth, ready to give vent to the most horrible sound in all of existence; that of a living being that had lost his one true love. 

Or...that was the plan. That’s what would have happened had not the tires of the bus, still swerving over the slippery road, drifted over and crushed me while my mouth was still trying to articulate my horrendous sense of loss. 
I knew nothing more. 

Alas, such is the fate of two squirrels in love.
