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Broken Promise

  He swore on his mother’s grave, but then again he swore on just about everything. “You can trust me, you can believe me. I would never ever lie to you, I love you,” the words he would always claim. I don’t think he knew, or will ever know how much those words cut me. It felt like a knife literally was pierced into my heart and ripped down my body. I wanted to believe those beautiful lies. Every word he said fit into my story tale that I imagined for my future, every word he claimed was believable even though I didn’t want to believe. Understanding where he came from, and why he does what he does, then everyone would understand why I still give him that chance. I constantly give him the opportunity to prove his love to me, and spend every last day at my side. He is the sweetest, mean person I know. He loves me more than anybody I know, yet he hates me more than the world. Why he chooses to contradict himself so much I wish I could answer. As a cause of him, I have to keep a huge secret. It hurts, no, it kills me everyday knowing I’m withholding this information from the world. Knowing I have to hold this information to protect us, and our love. I wish he’d realize I would give the world for him. I doubt the decisions I make everyday, and I ponder if I am doing the right thing. But, at the end of the day the puzzling question for me was always, how do you hate the person you love the most? How do you give up your world?

      I have always known myself as a strong independent woman. I graduated from high school at the top of my class. I went to college and got a degree in engineering. My father was always my best friend, and my mother was my inspirational speaker. Things in life seemed to always come easy to me. I didn’t understand suicide and how people could feel so low upon themselves. How could the world become so troublesome, and how could you feel so overtaken by loneliness? I never got it. I guess it was because of my sheltered lifestyle. I never had to endure pain, lost, or insecurities. I always had what I wanted and needed in life: my close-knit family, best friends, good grades. There was nothing more I could ask for to make my life any more perfect. It wasn’t one of those, everything looks good on the outside but, when you look in everything was damaged. No, my life was literally perfect. I was the team captain, class president, and prom queen. Not only that I was liked by almost everyone in school, I got along with majority of the student body and my authorities. Such a blissful life, I guess that was the downfall in my life. I never knew what the bad things were, and how to avoid them. If you have never seen the ‘bad’ how do you steer clear of it? 

      I met my first ‘bad’ thing after senior year of college. I was on my daily rounds for my internship. I was just about done with that program, soon to be on my way to a solo professional career. I was driving, when I noticed my car was low on gas. I stopped at the nearest gas station; I believe it was the Shell. I was pumping the gas, when I looked over and I saw this stunning man. He was gorgeous and perfect in every physical way imaginable, in my eyes at least. He had a six foot stature and dirty blonde hair sitting roughed up on his head. His build was perfect, almost as if he was carved out just for me. His skin was perfect; it wasn’t pale white, instead it was beautifully sun touched. He had a glow that surrounded his whole body. This mystery mans lips were crafted perfectly and a light pink. Then, I realized I was staring. The embarrassment overwhelmed me. How stupid did I look? I didn’t give a quick little glance; I was blatantly staring at the poor young man. I could feel my cheeks becoming warm, and slowly filling with blood becoming flushed. This gas couldn’t pump fast enough for me, I was praying for a time machine. I remember muttering to myself, “Oh, God take back the moment. Take it back. Take it back. Ohh, please hurry gas.” That’s when I heard soft steps slowly coming towards me. I knew it was him. Maybe he had come to confront me on how stupid I looked staring at him. I was frightened out of my mind. Finally, I heard him say, “Hello, my name is Rob. What’s yours?” Oh, I wish he wouldn’t have come to me. His voice was so perfect, and mesmerizing. I stuttered, like a fool, “ Uh-um E-e-e-lizabeth.” I finally looked up and made eye contact with him. He was even more spectacular up close. He had hazel eyes and beautiful freckles in all the right spots. He had perfectly sculpted eyebrows. He wasn’t overly muscular or, extremely skinny, he was the perfect size. This man, he was perfect and made me feel like I was inferior and a mere child. I lost train of thought in his presence and I could no longer act myself. He smiled a dazzling, perfect teethed, exceedingly white smile at me and asked, “Do you mind if I get your number, I would like to call you sometime.” My heart dropped, how could a man so perfect was me? He appeared above and out of my league. Regardless, of what I thought I wanted and knew this day would start the rest of my life. 

      Our love, started off so blissfully. We would go on romantic dates twice a week; he would send me love notes and flowers to my office. He was the sweetest most intelligent man I ever met. We could talk for hours on end and never have a moment of boredom. I knew, I felt it in my gut I loved this man. I truly believe I would never find anything better, and I didn’t want to look. My life was what I wanted it to be. There were no loop holes, or places of imperfection. I had everything I could ever ask for. I was truly blessed. Me and Rob moved into a townhome together, and we were starting our lives as a unit. All of my friends approved, even my father. My mother, as always needed her time to come around. But, she accepted Rob, even though she had a feeling of doubt. I never expected anything to go wrong though things were too great to fail.               

      Today started off so perfectly, I sat and watched Rob off to work, like every other day. Then I turned and walked back into the house and read my book. I felt so content. Then I dozed off, it felt like only a minute. But, the room was dark, and I glimpsed over at the clock and it said nine thirty o’clock p.m. How could I have been passed out for so long? My mind rushed across all of the things that I didn’t complete during my day. I slept from eight in the morning till nine thirty at night, how could I have slept for so long? I didn’t think I was tired; I sat there puzzled wondering what I was going to tell my boss. That’s when I realized Rob still wasn’t home? Where could he be all this time? So I raced over to my phone, and I discovered that I had no call from him. I ran out the front door to find his car wasn’t placed in the driveway. I searched throughout the house, my love was no where to be found. I picked up my phone and began to call Robbie’s phone repeatedly, all I received was voicemail. For some odd reason, I felt worry. I just instinctively knew something wasn’t right, I could sense that something has gone terribly wrong during my slumber. I ran outside screaming Rob’s name, as if he could here me. I felt an overwhelming sadness take over me, and I dropped to the ground staring out into the darkness. Suddenly I began sobbing my heart out. As if my night wasn’t bad enough, the rain began to pour outside drenching my whole body. I didn’t care though; I still sat in the lawn crying till my heart was content with the pain. I felt so weak and alone at that moment I couldn’t stand it, so, I attempted to get up and pull the little amount of strength I still had and walk into the house. Dragging my soaked feet into the house, I went straight through the door to the coat closet and grabbed my rain coat. Then I began my trek, I didn’t know where my destination was but, I knew I couldn’t be in that house any longer. I didn’t want to be anywhere near that house, especially when my love was five hours past due with no explanation, or answer.    

      “Infatuation, that’s all this is, you don’t love that boy. He don’t love you, you don’t love him. I could give two shits about what you think.” stated my mother. She was constantly lecturing me on what I need to do with my life and how I need to do it. No doubt, more times than none she was correct. But, how could I give up on him. I mean she just wants me to marry a perfect Ivy League man. But, that’s not what I want, I want Rob Smith. He is my world, regardless what he’s done, and regardless how abandoned he is making me feel right now. How could I give up, he might have a very good reason. I haven’t talked to Rob in now six days. How could he do this to me? How could he just pick up and go without a word? My mother was still going on about how I need to give up, and he was no good for me. But, I decided it’s best for me to just blocker her out, she will never understand. She has never ever in her life felt the way I do about Rob. Yes, she loves daddy but, it’s not the same. I don’t feel whole without Rob. He makes me a better person and I make him a better person. “Are you listening child, I am talking to you. All that boy is doing is showing you how much you don’t mean to him. You have only known him for one year Liz, come on hon. He hasn’t talked to you in how many days. Let’s let go, please,” my mother tried pleading with me. I blankly stared at her and walked away into my childhood bedroom. It was covered with the same wallpaper and contained my same childish things. It almost looked untouched. I plopped on the bed with my cell phone attached to my hand. I keep telling myself that I am going to be hopeful and believe he is going to call with a very believable excuse. I dozed off, and suddenly I felt really uneasy in my rest. Then, I jumped up and sprinted to the bathroom throwing up.  

      Nothing seems to be going right for me anymore. Not only has Rob completely disappeared from my life but, now I constantly feel sick and tired. What gives? Is this punishment from God, have I had things go to easy for me in my life and this is my punishment? I slowly wiped my face with a damp towel hoping that would take away all my new sorrows. Then I suddenly heard a buzzing noise. “Oh my goodness! It’s Rob!” I screamed. I no longer for that moment felt sick, I slammed the bathroom door open. I began sprinting full speed towards my door, sliding across the bed, and answered my phone. Panting I asked him where had he been? Why hadn’t he answered my calls? Why did he do this? I repeatedly asked him the same questions awaiting a respectable answer back. But, I got none. All he said back bluntly and almost in a half dead voice, “I need to see you Beth.” My mind began racing, he has never sounded this way. What was wrong? Instead of trying to answer these questions myself I responded quickly, “Okay, right now. Where are you?”

      I sat in the car anticipating on seeing him. I couldn’t stand it it’s been a week without a hug, a kiss, a word. Then I saw his black Impala pull up into the empty parking lot. I leaped out the car and sprinted at him. He slowly got out of his car and closed the door. As soon as I reached him I hopped into his firm arms giving him the tightest hug I could give. I hoped this would make him stay with me forever. In my mind I was pretending my grip was a lock and the key was no where to be found. I never wanted him out of my site again. I was soaking in this moment. I closed my eyes, elated that I was once again with the one I loved most. Suddenly I felt Robbie pealing my fingers from his neck and setting me on the ground. It hurt, but I overlooked the pain and just stared at his beautiful face. “We need to talk; right now isn’t the time to be all lovey dovey I’ve done something horrible. I don’t know if I can ever be forgiven. I’ve tried running away from the fact that I’ve done it. But, I can’t. There is no running there is only facing it. And what I really need to know is, are you going to be by my side. Can I trust your tongue won’t turn on me, on us? We are in this together right? I can depend on you right?” questioned Robert. All I felt was confusion, what is he talking about? What has he done?  “You act like you don’t know that I love you. You act as if you don’t know I love you more than the ground I stand on.” I didn’t care how bad the deed he did was, I just wanted him back in my life. I don’t know why I felt so paralyzed with out him I needed him to make me complete. As I stared at him a little harder I began to notice he looked different from usual. He looked more empty and hard. “Beth, I sure do hope you feel the same after I tell you what I’ve done,” he pleaded as he grasped my arms too tightly, “I raped a girl Beth, my love. But, I know they can’t trace me, I just know it.” 

      Everything I once believed, every way I once felt just crumbled. After he revealed this horror to me I dropped to the ground. My mind ran every scenario possible. My dignity in this moment, I know it disappeared. I couldn’t help but throw my head into my hands, with tears streaming down my face. He said he loved me! But, if he loved me why would he need to touch another woman, why couldn’t he come home to me? Everything I once believed is a lie. How could I be so blind? I was living this false illusion. I thought he loved me more than anything. Then again how do I forget what we once were, how do I overlook a year of happiness and bliss. I know we will somehow get back to the way we were. Do I really believe this? I truly don’t know what to believe anymore. Was it all a lie, or was he just tested, and obviously failed. “So what are we going to do? Are you coming with me or, what? You said you loved me,” Robert whispered. 

