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By Faraaz Siddiqui


“Wow,” I thought to myself.


I was just standing there, arms crossed, leaning against the wall of the venue, staring across the dance floor.  


Bodies were everywhere, hundreds of 20-somethings jumping and twisting their bodies left and right to the booming bass and melodic beats coming from the massive speakers on the stage.  Surely the club had exceeded capacity, but it was only eleven o’clock.  


And yet, with all the commotion around me, I couldn’t stop staring at her.


Only a couple hours earlier, I had officially and most certainly blown my chances.  We had run into each other.  I had been waiting for this moment, this opportunity to finally meet her.  A nervous excitement coursed through my body.  She was perfect.  Her silky-smooth, auburn colored hair framed a smile that could melt even the coldest of hearts.  Her caramel colored complexion perfectly complemented the sexy black dress she wore.  But what set her apart was the look in her big, hazel-colored eyes, a mixture of loving warmth and compassion with a twinkle of mischief and energy.


I had replayed this moment over in my head hundreds of times.  I would casually say “Hello” and then play it cool like Brad Pitt or something, maybe make her laugh a couple times. By that point, she would probably fall in love with me, simple as that.


Of course, things don’t ever go as planned.  


Instead, my mouth got dry, my hands became sweaty, and my heart raced faster than Seabiscuit.  


“Maybe I could pretend to get a phone call and she’d turn around?”


I started to reach into my pocket, but it was already too late. 


“Hi!” she said, her beautiful eyes perfectly complementing her radiant smile. 


“Err . . . Hi,” I awkwardly stammered back.  “How . . . are you?”


“I’m great,” she said.  “I’ve seen you around a bunch, but I don’t think we’ve ever officially met.”  


“Yeah, you’re right,” I said.  And then, my biggest fear came true.  I froze.  “Uhh . . . uhh . . .” I started to look around as she patiently waited for me to say something, anything!  I stuck my hands in my pockets, turned my head toward the ground, and then nervously smiled toward her.  Awkward silence.  It had only been a couple seconds, but it felt like hours.  I prayed for something to break the tension.  Nothing.  


I tried to think of anything I could say, but before I could get the words out of my mouth, I looked up and she quickly said, “Well it was nice meeting you!” still as polite and enthusiastic as ever.  Before I could say anything else, she turned around and headed back toward her friends.  


I just stood there.


“Fail. Fail. Fail.” I thought to myself.  “I blew it.”


So here I was, lamenting over the catastrophe that had just occurred.  If someone stood up and yelled fire in the crowded club, it wouldn’t have compared to the chaos that was going on in my mind.  Hundreds of thoughts flooded my head: What does she think now?  Why did I freeze?  Will she ever speak to me again?


I turned away.  I had to get my mind off of her.  Just as I was walking away, I noticed something out of the corner of my eye.  


Amidst the commotion on the dance floor, I looked back toward her and her face was white with fear.  A tall, burly man walked toward her, rage in his eyes.  I recognized him.  


He yelled something at her.  Her face wrinkled in confusion.  They were arguing.  I gazed onward, wondering what was going on.  Suddenly, he cocked back his hand, and with an open palm, his grizzly hands swung forward across her face.  Her head swung to the side and she immediately grabbed her left cheek.  My jaw dropped.  I looked around in amazement.  Had anyone seen what I had just seen?  The bass of the speakers continued to blare.  There was no record screech.  There wasn’t even the slightest indication that something so shocking had just occurred.  Nobody noticed?


I could feel my mouth getting dry, my palms getting sweaty.  I started to feel a pain in my stomach.  Nobody had seen that?  


I had to do something.  I summoned all the courage I had in my body and walked toward them.  I pushed my way through the bodies of college students dancing with each other.  I couldn’t just let that happen to her without doing something.  


Tears streamed down her face as she looked up at the behemoth looming above her.  What a monster.  Fear replaced the warmth and enthusiasm I had seen in her eyes only a little while before.  


I clenched my hand into a fist and with one swift motion, struck the big man’s face.  I winced as the pain coursed through my hand.  His body slumped to the ground.  I knocked him out cold.  I turned my attention toward her.  She looked at me in amazement.  I was her prince charming.


But none of that actually happened.  


I rubbed my eyes, and stared on in amazement.  I had been daydreaming.  I stood there motionless, paralyzed by what I had just seen.  I did nothing.  


She quickly got to her feet and ran out of the building, only looking back to make sure he wasn’t following her.  Her assailant’s face had changed.  He couldn’t believe what he had just done.  He stared at his hands.  They seemed almost foreign to him. 


He looked around, embarrassed at what he had just done, and for a moment, our eyes met.  He knew I knew.  He knew I had seen everything.  I could see the fear in his eyes, pleading for me to keep quiet.  


And all I could do was stand there. ©
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