
The Valentine Date 
                                                                      

That night was long ago, yet I remember it so well. It was on the night of 

Valentine’s Day. I was pacing just inside the door of my apartment, in suit and bow tie. I 

was clutching a bouquet of sweet roses and a heart shaped box of chocolates in my 

clammy hands. The fragrance of Old Spice scented my neck and chest, and the smell of 

mint was on my breath. Beads of sweat clung to my forehead. I was nervous, no denying 

it, for tonight was the night that I would make my dream a reality. 

 I heard her car come down my road, for it had a distinct rhythm: vroom—vroom, 

vroom—vroom. Panic began to build inside of me. I wanted to run away and hide under a 

rock, bury myself with fear and anxiety. Then, I touched the token in my pocket, and it 

gave me new strength to battle the trial that lay before me. 

 Her car came to a screeching halt. I took a deep breath and slowly let it out to 

regain my courage; the bell chimed. With a trembling hand, I slowly opened the door. 

There she stood, with a gentle breeze blowing her scarlet hair and rippling her ruby dress. 

My nostrils welcomed the scent of her strawberry perfume. I greeted her with a shining 

smile and she greeted me with a surprise gift upon my cheek. I gave her the flowers and 

the candy; I could see the delight in her eyes. We then embraced. 

 I took her black coat and hung it in the living room closet before I escorted her 

into the candle-lit kitchen for a special meal. Soft music echoed from the radio, which 

lulled the room with an orchestra of soothing delight. I pulled out a chair for her and 

gently pushed it in when she sat down. I then walked to the stove and took the lids off 

two, black pots. Fresh steam evaporated into the air. I scooped the noodles onto two, 
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china plates and decorated them with sauce and meatballs. Carefully, I balanced them on   

the palms of my hands and placed them beside the napkins that had been folded into 

triangles. 

 I uncapped a green bottle and poured the dark violet grape juice into two, fancy 

glasses. I gave a toast to the lovely lady who sat before me, before I took a sip of the 

Welch’s Sparkling Red Grape. 

 Unfolding the decorative napkin, I placed it upon my lap and twirled pasta onto 

my fork. I munched on the noodles as she told me about her day. We talked and laughed 

throughout the meal, but I was still nervous. My thoughts kept drifting to the beloved 

trinket in my pocket.  

 After she had placed her fork on the table, I disposed of the messy dishes. I then 

served a sweet treat of ice cream drizzled with chocolate, and topped with a ripe cherry. 

 

 We moved to the couch and sat in front of a roaring fire. I wrapped my arm 

around her as we cuddled closer together. We did not say a word; we only gazed into 

each other’s eyes. They were beautiful, and held no lie in them, for eyes are stained glass 

windows to the soul. Her bright blue eyes held the truth of her love for me. It was an 

elegant gift that had bonded us together with a friendship throughout time. 

 Then, as a knot knitted itself in my throat, I knew that the time was now. I kneeled 

on one knee and took the gift that I had hidden in my pocket—a small, black box. I 

opened it to reveal a gleaming, golden ring with a twinkling diamond. With a heavy voice 

I said, “To you my love, my blooming flower, the fire that will never die. To you my 
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love, my radiant butterfly, the glow that will never fade. You are beautiful, beyond words 

that I can utter. 

“I am lost without you, and I need you in my life. So Lily, will you marry me my 

blooming flower?”   

 Her eyes were filled with tears, but her mouth was empty, speechless of all words. 

The fear in my heart took hold as the room became silent. After an awkward and frightful 

space of time she whispered, “Yes.” 

 My head was dizzy, and I almost jumped into the air for joy. I slid the ring onto 

her thin finger and looked into her eyes. My hand swept a stray hair before it rested on 

her cheek. My lips puckered as we moved closer. Our lips inched towards each other as 

we drew closer and closer until they finally met. My eyes closed and sparks flew from 

my lips. I could feel magic as bells chimed and fireworks roared. 

 

 That kiss was like no other—it marked the beginning of a beautiful future. For to 

this day we are happy together. For my love has not left me; she has made me complete. 

 

 


