
His Loss 

She waited.  But why?  She knew he was not coming.  She had known all along.  Yet, like all the 

others she believed their relationship was not the same.  It was unique, one-of-a-kind.  How 

wrong she was.  Feeling a tear brush her cheek, she looked up at the mirror in front of her and 

wiped it away.  The black mascara had run.  Raccoon eyes.  She turned away from the dreadful 

sight. He must come.  He wouldn’t do this, not to her.  But why not? Why was she so special? 

He had done this to the girls before her after all.  He used and left each of them one after another.  

Why should she think their relationship was any different?  A whimper emanated from the area 

of the bed.  The dog, her dog lying upon it.  It was eyeing her hesitantly.  Unsure.  She walked 

over to reassure the dog.  She needed reassurance too.  She should have listened.  Her mother, 

her sister – they had told her so.  Don’t trust him, her mother had said.  He cheated before and he 

will do it again, her sister told her.  Why did she not listen?  But she missed his face, his quiet 

laugh, and his deep blue eyes.  She longed for his embrace and his soothing voice.  She loved 

him.  He was a Jerk.  A knock at the door, her heart skipped a beat.  The dog jumped down and 

let out a single bark with anticipation. It is him! She jumped up bolting for the door. It is not him.  

Her heart sank once more.  The mailman delivered three posts.  A card from mom (it was nearing 

Easter), a bill for the utility company and a postcard advertisement for a discount at the local pet 

store. She looked beyond the mailman searching the area behind.  Is he there in the distance?  He 

was not there.  He’s not coming.  She closed the door and sat down with the mail in her lap.  

Then more tears came.  Then anger. She wondered where he was.  What is he doing?  Is he doing 

what he did to her and all the girls before?  Did he find another? She tried not to think about it.  It 

was dreadful.  She looked in the mirror again.  Her eyes worse now.  Dark bags forming 

underneath. It is no wonder he left.  Her father’s words echoed in her head.  She was a lost cause.  



She grabbed the bar of soap and the rag she left beside the sink.  She scrubbed her face with the 

soap.  The makeup cleared away, her face now clean.  She is not a lost cause.  She is still young.  

She is still beautiful.  She will find another that is much more worthy than he.  She gazed at 

herself for a long time. He is terrible.  He’s not worth it, she decided.  She is better off without 

him.  She is better than he is.  Resolved.  Committed.  She dug out her makeup kit and fixed her 

face.  She will show him.  She will show him of what he gave up.  What he lost.  She found her 

best dress in the closet.  The strapless and long slimming pink sequin.  It still fits her like a glove.  

She admired herself in the mirror for a brief time.  His loss.  

 

 


