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A Flash of the Past 

 

Winter is a brutal season, especially in the middle of February. The frigid air is biting, 

and temperatures in the teens offer no comfort yet my trek to the old neighborhood grant 

me solace. Frozen snow is everywhere, painting a wonderland of cold beauty. 

The residential district changed with more university students inhabiting the territory. 

Many local businesses and restaurants occupy the main roads. Crowds of people are 

traveling through the area in search of indoor relief from the chilly climate. In spite of the 

cold, the snowman perched before a familiar Victorian dwelling greets me with warm 

coziness at the end of my journey.  

The old house stands magnificent in a coat of dark-green paint on the sidings, and a 

stark shade of white for the front porch. A different look, but still, the same home I 

remember. As I walk towards the three-story structure and climb the stairs up to the 

main door, the memories assault me. Similar to water, the floodgates open, and now I am 

swimming in fond memories of college and the love of my life.  

His name is Scott, and this house belongs to him. The Henry Family home is where I 

spent the majority of my college years. I can almost hear the guitar playing in the 

background once I enter inside. In a flashback to my sophomore year, the faint music of 

Scott on guitar makes me smile.  

The layout is altered from the original design. His parents are retired and have long 

since moved to Florida. This house is under Scott’s name. He would not sell his childhood 

home nor could he afford to keep it. The sensible choice was to rent out the place.  

So he remodeled the structure into a two-family dwelling. The main level became a 

two-bedroom apartment, and the second floor was also converted into a studio 

apartment. At the present, the first floor and basement are occupied by two college men. 

What can I say about Scott Henry other than love of my life? I met him during my 

second year at Rutgers University. Calculus was a requirement for a science major, and I 

struggled with the subject. I missed a class one day due to illness. Upon return, barely 



 

recovered, I learned of a test scheduled for the week’s end. In a panic, I begged the 

student sitting next to me for his notes. He agreed graciously and offered to help me 

study.  

Scott is spellbinding. A handsome gentleman with dark hair and the kindest brown 

eyes, I want to fall into his arms every time he looks at me. He has a brilliant mind and a 

creative soul. I was smitten by his endearing ways.  

Scott’s true talent is music, and jazz is his specialty. I remember rushing to this house 

almost every day just to see Scott and listen to him play. The groovy sounds are so 

enchanting. I couldn’t resist singing to his songs. Comparable to forgetting all your 

worries and problems, the tunes are contentment for me.  

Eventually, Scott and I fell in love. We were dedicated to one another. I would attend 

every gig Scott played. Any local bar or lounge he performed, I was there to show my 

support.  

He was mesmerizing to watch. Scott lured you into the music and kept you wanting 

more. I couldn’t get enough of him and I was always thirsty for his love.  

Years passed by and graduation arrived. Scott pursued music, and I continued on to 

medical school. To part from him was heartbreaking, although we needed to follow a 

different path of life. He supported my decision to become a doctor, and likewise, I 

encouraged him to be the best in the jazz circuit. 

Scott became a successful musician playing and recording for many bands and singers. 

As for me, I am a Board Certified Dermatologist. After medical school, I met and married 

a man named Russell. We settled in South New Jersey and raised two sons with the 

addition of another boy.  

The early years of marriage and family were blissful, though a part of me always 

wondered about Scott. Then one day, I stumbled upon him during a visit to the Franklin 

Institute. He is still the same charming and handsome gentleman. I was elated to be in his 

presence.  

My heart holds a special place for Scott. When he peers into my eyes, the desire to fall 

into his arms rises again. Similar to our college past, I yearn to delight in his music and 



 

love. However, I’m married and those emotions should not exist. The encounter stayed 

cordial and controlled.  

During our interaction, I divulged my eldest son’s interest in the guitar. Scott was 

sincerely ecstatic and offered to train him. He owns a music studio in Philadelphia and is 

a guitar instructor. Therefore, I consented to the proposal.  

My son excelled under Scott’s tutelage. Nevertheless, I wrestled with my feelings for 

Scott. Gradually, the love I buried away for him emerged. Moreover, my marriage to 

Russell deteriorated. Russell and I fell out of love with one another, and filed for divorce.  

After the newly found freedom, I abstained from running into Scott’s arms for he was 

in a committed relationship. In fact, he and his girlfriend have a daughter around the 

same age as my youngest son. Months later, I dated a few men yet none of them 

compared to Scott. I was doomed to pine over an unforgettable and unavailable man.  

Time moved on and so did Russell. He remarried, relocated to Georgia, and now has a 

daughter. I am truly happy for him. Russell discovered love again. Nonetheless, I’m sad 

for my own predicament. The one I desire does not reciprocate the affection for me.  

Regardless, my sons need me to stay strong, and I strive every day to be reliable and 

persevere. Being a divorced single parent is difficult, but the boys are dependable and 

loving. We adjusted to the changes well.  

Then one night, Scott and I have a casual dinner together. He admits to the troubles 

with his girlfriend. Finally, he confesses the reason for his failed relationship: me. As a 

result, I’m shocked, unable to respond.  

Scott continues to relay his sincere feelings. His love for me didn’t stop, and he wants 

to rekindle our romance. To hear those words, to feel his touch, and to say, “I love you” 

again is a dream come true. I fall into his arms and relish the night with him. From that 

moment, I never let him go, and likewise, he keeps me by his side. 

Indeed, this old house is different in appearance, though it is still the same. Long after 

the structure crumbles in age, the memories endure the test of time, and love will remain. 

I stand inside the dwelling now to find the next generation of music and to check on two 

of my beloved men. 



 

My name is Cathlyn Davis, and I am the mother of Ryan and Kevin. 

 

*** 

 



 

 

A Fly on the Wall 

 

I miss the boys and worry over their well-being. So I often wonder where they are and 

what they’re doing. My imagination is wandering. In other words, I’m curious about a day 

in the life of Ryan and Kevin. 

At this moment, I imagine the living room is empty and quiet. Kevin and Ryan are still 

in class, and this is a good opportunity for me to snoop around. Yes, I know all about 

invasion of privacy, but they frequently recite the same answers anytime we talk on the 

phone. As a mother, I sense they’re hiding certain aspects of their lives. 

At least, the place is somewhat clean for bachelors. You would be surprised at the 

pigsty they inhabited in the past. Expired newspapers and magazines crowding the coffee 

table, half-filled glasses and mugs propped on the end tables, and books aligned on the 

floor nearby the couch. Decaying food left on the counter, a stack of messy dishes in the 

sink, empty soda cans and snack bags beside an overflowing garbage container.  

Don’t get me started on the bathroom, and the bedrooms were atrocious. There were 

dirty clothes on the floor, wrinkled linens and crumpled sheets over an unmade bed, and 

balled up socks next to the closet. I’m unsure on whether the socks are fresh or soiled. 

How hard is it to throw dirty shirts and jeans in a hamper or make your bed in the 

morning?  

I swear these men were not raised to be such slobs. The temptation to clean the 

apartment is immense, though my limitations restrict me at the time being. Especially in 

the bedrooms, opened packets of unmentionable items are screaming to be thrown away 

in the wastebasket. There are just some things a mother should not view and the 

wrappers are at the top of the list. Nevertheless, I am relieved over their safe practices. 

Despite the reprimand of an unclean home, Ryan and Kevin learned a valuable lesson. 

Lazy and messy gentlemen are unacceptable to women and that significant issue 

dampened their sex life. So the boys cooked and cleaned while balancing school and 

social activities. Of course, their dating scene improved considerably.  



 

The sight of a vacuum cleaner, broom and dustpan, cleaning solutions, and regular 

garbage separate from recyclables bring me joy and satisfaction. The punishment suffered 

were also examples valued. My sons are grown-ups and responsible members of the 

community.  

Kevin also appears happier about his living arrangement. Ever since his sister left a few 

years ago, he always felt misplaced, similar to an abandoned child. Although Kevin 

considers me, Ryan, and Corey (my youngest son) his family, he misses having a “real” 

home. Therefore, Scott permitted Kevin to make changes to the apartment, and render it 

his own. A place Kevin can call “my home.”  

Extra income earned over the summer break was invested into home improvements. 

Ryan and Kevin labored over the decor of the apartment. The carpets were removed to 

expose beautiful hardwood floors. They replaced the outdated kitchen tiles with updated 

linoleum flooring and resurfaced the cabinet doors. A new stove-top oven, an efficient 

dishwasher, and microwave under the hood were installed. The entire bathroom received 

a complete makeover with brand-new overlays, fixtures, accessories, and vanity. 

In truth, I chipped in for half of the expenses, the living room, and bedroom sets. If 

Kevin and Ryan insisted on upgrading the place, their home should reflect more 

sophisticated furniture. I added a feminine touch by hanging a mix of green, brown, and 

beige drapes for the living room windows. The boys refused any curtains in their 

bedrooms; they preferred plain window blinds instead. 

While inspecting the bathroom for cleanliness, I recognize the voices of young men 

entering through the main door. I’m ecstatic Ryan and Kevin are finally here. It is time to 

be a fly on the wall and observe their natural, everyday routine. Now the fun begins. 

The men seem older to me, even though I last saw them a month ago during Christmas 

break. Their change in appearance is noticeable. Kevin’s build is massive and his stance is 

intimidating, yet the attitude indicates character and dignity. Moreover, the facial stubble 

and messy strands imply a mature and hardworking man.  

Meanwhile, the eyeglasses Ryan seldom wears and groomed hair reflect a more refined 

gentleman. His tall and athletic frame is also imposing. Even so, the demeanor of his 



 

posture denotes pride and self-confidence. My boys have grown up to independent and 

respectable adults.  

In addition, their older appearance and conduct signifies experience. Evident by the 

beer bottles in the refrigerator, the men’s fitness and health magazines fanned over the 

coffee table, and the box of condoms inside the bathroom medicine cabinet. Regardless of 

their young age, I am pleased with their upbringing and outcome.  

After Ryan and Kevin drop off belongings in their rooms, they grab a snack and soda 

from the kitchen and settle on the couch. The TV is clicked on, and Ryan flips through 

the channels.  

Kevin comments, “Don’t forget to do the grocery shopping. We need another jug of 

laundry detergent. I wanna wash my sheets tomorrow.”  

Ryan answers, “We just did the laundry last week.” 

“Ry, Beth was in your room last night. Did she or did she not cum all over you?” 

Ryan replies, “How is that your business?” 

Kevin dictates, “If you want her coming back to your bed, then you better wash the 

sheets and keep your shit clean!” 

“Speaking of cumming, who was that girl with the big boobs the other night?” Ryan 

inquires. 

There are certain exchanges a mother should not overhear, and this conversation is 

one of them. I understand men often converse in this manner, but to witness my sons 

speak crudely is horrific. I’m appalled, and the reflex to shout, “Be quiet and go to your 

room” is mounting. 

Kevin admits, “She did have an awesome pair of jumbo titties. One of the guys from 

work invited me to his bachelor party at a strip club. There she was, tits and shiny thong, 

dancing. So I had a few singles to spare, and she entertained me all-night.” 

Ryan chuckles, “Sounded like she did more than entertain you the other night. Her tits 

must be a mouth full. You practically need two hands to handle one boob.” 

“Her fake tits hardly bounced, but who cares, she let me do all sorts of fun things with 

her.” 



 

Laughter erupts, as well as a nauseating stench.  

Ryan is disgusted and grumbles, “Kev, did you have to fart up a dead skunk? Dude, I’m 

eating!”  

“Look who’s talking! You just burped and it smells like shit. Do you fart out of your 

mouth Ry?”  

Enough already, I’m leaving! Kevin and Ryan are laughing, burping, and farting. My 

sons are pigs, and if they wish to stay healthy, I need to go right now before I beat them 

senseless. The topics for discussion are sordid and offensive. 

“Fuck you, and never mind about the gas problems! What are we gonna do for a song? 

We can’t let Elle write most of the album.” Ryan gripes in return. 

I am ready to depart when Ryan mentions Elle. The subject immediately switches to 

her, and this holds my attention. Elle seems like a fascinating young lady. I adored her 

from the moment Kevin and Ryan told me of the new girl in their band. I did not 

personally meet her, yet from what I’ve heard, Elle is remarkable. She was a pleasure to 

speak with over the phone on Christmas, and I’m sure a joy to meet in person one day.  

Kevin enquires, “Got any ideas?”  

Ryan answers, “She loves the bracelet we all gave her.” 

“I wanna write a song for Elle.” Kevin responds with eagerness. 

Ryan is chuckling, “You really have it bad for her.”  

Kevin slams a soda can on the coffee table, irritated by Ryan’s comment. In spite of 

this, Ryan glares towards Kevin’s direction unconcerned.  

Kevin mutters, “Listen Ry. I see the way you look at Elle. You probably think of her as 

much as I do. At least, I don’t hide the fact.” 

“C’mon Kev, there’s no denying Elle is beautiful. I can’t help but notice beautiful 

women. She is in the band, and it’s not right to stare at or flirt with her the way you do, 

especially in front of Jay and Drew. Don’t forget she has a boyfriend.”  

The focus of this conversation is interesting. I’m eager to know the juicy details. Ryan 

and Kevin did not share anything else regarding Elle besides her talent and skill to me. 

They are taken by her beauty.  



 

Kevin relaxes on the couch again after changing the TV channel. “How can I forget 

about the lucky man Elle loves so much. Speaking of Drew and Jay, what’s their deal with 

her? I get that they are family, but they’re not related. If I grew up around Elle, I’d 

definitely notice how gorgeous she is and throw the sisterly thing out.” 

Ryan crumples up his potato chip bag into a ball before responding. “I spoke to Elle 

about clearing up their history. They all consider each other as family. They love one 

another, but they are not in love with each other.” 

Loud laughter explodes from Kevin. The explanation seems humorous. “Ry, do you 

really believe that? Jay is overprotective of Elle, always making sure he knows where she is 

at all times. I don’t know how Drew deals. When Sean is not around, he holds her hand 

and hangs out with her alone. Drew always gives in to Elle for everything. Don’t tell me 

they weren’t or aren’t in love with her.” 

Ryan chuckles in response to Kevin’s keen observations. “Their interaction around 

each other is suspicious. I don’t understand why Jay or Drew didn’t make a move on Elle 

in the past. But I believe the overprotection is because they are good friends.”  

Kevin responds, “Yeah right.”  

“It’s not a good idea to mess around with her Kev. Things will get complicated for the 

group. Elle is not the type to mess around anyway. We all find her attractive, but we can’t 

kiss or touch her because we feel like it.” 

Kevin widens his smirk and taunts, “Finally admitting you want to kiss and do more 

than touch her. I knew it! You have the hots for her as much as I do. What do you like 

about her other than her looks?” 

This discussion is quite intriguing. Ryan and Kevin are both attracted to Elle. I’m 

impatient, waiting to uncover the possible reasons for their attraction to this young 

woman. The curiosity is building; I am discovering certain matters they have been 

concealing from me. 

“Kev, I admit Elle is hot, but I have a girlfriend I can kiss and do more than just touch. 

Don’t forget about all your other women who are really hot.” 

“But they ain’t Elle.” Kevin replies. 



 

Ryan adds in, “Yeah, she’s pretty but don’t forget she can be a bitchy brat sometimes.” 

Kevin nods his head in agreement, chuckling. “I know, especially when she doesn’t get 

her way. She’ll just nag and nag on the reasons why her way is better, almost to the point 

where you have to give in so she’ll shut up.”  

“Except for the whining, Elle is nice to hang out with most of the time. She’s the only 

girl I know who’ll sit down and watch football with us. She’s easy to talk to about almost 

anything. She really listens to my problems and gives me good advice.” Then Ryan 

chuckles out another statement. “Remember when she made us lunch one day and 

‘jacked up’ the grilled cheese by accident.”  

Kevin frowns and winces at the same time, rubbing his abdomen. “Don’t remind me. 

How the hell do you mess up a grilled cheese sandwich? She left the flame on too high 

and burnt one side. Then guilt tripped me in to eating it. My stomach hurt for the rest of 

the night.” 

Ryan laughs again, holding his stomach. He’s probably recalling the taste of this 

inedible lunch. “When she wasn’t looking, I ate the side that wasn’t burnt. But I wrapped 

the rest of the food inside a paper towel to throw in the garbage.” 

“You’re an ass for lying about an important phone call, leaving me in the kitchen with 

Elle. I couldn’t think of an excuse not to eat the food. Elle kept smiling and looking at me 

while she served the sandwich with the nice side up.” 

Both are chortling at Elle’s horrible skills in the kitchen. After they reminisce over the 

spaghetti in watery meat sauce she prepared for dinner, Kevin changes the subject. “So 

she’s a spoiled brat who can’t cook anything decent. Besides that, she does have some 

good points.” 

Ryan leans back against the couch cushions to ponder Kevin’s response. His eyes 

brighten, and the lips turn upward into a huge grin. “Alright, Elle has talent, intelligence, 

humor, and guts. She is loyal to her family and friends. Did I say Elle’s an awesome singer 

and musician? I could listen to her sing all-day, and those light eyes are...”  

Kevin stretches out on the couch and props his feet on the armrest to sigh. “I agree, 

and you are right on about her singing. Those lips are so juicy. I wonder what it would be 



 

like to kiss them. When she performs, I wonder what it would be like to have her play for 

me alone. She’s a great dancer, the way she moves her body, it drives me crazy. Elle is 

more than gorgeous; she is sexy, fun, and feisty. I can stare into her beautiful eyes all-

day.”  

Ryan places his feet on the coffee table and crisscrosses his arms while relaxing on the 

smaller couch. “It’s almost like you’re under her spell. You would do anything she wants 

and everything for her.”  

Kevin is grinning, “I would do anything to make her want me. Let’s write a song for my 

little bad-ass.”  

Ryan’s facial expression is familiar. The sparkle in his eyes and the crooked smile 

convey an idea is brewing. “We’ll use the bad-ass point for her song. Remember when we 

first met her? You called her that and said you think you like her. I agree. She is sassy, and 

I like her for being brave enough to take you on.” 

In accordance with the suggestion, Kevin sits up to relay, “Let’s write about what 

makes her so bad-ass and sassy.”  

I am excited over their project. The enthusiasm displayed by Kevin and Ryan is 

contagious. I enjoyed discovering more about Elle despite her negative aspects. The hour 

is late, though I am unable to leave without learning the result of their composition.  

Within thirty minutes, the lyrics are complete. Every positive attribute of Elle is 

described in the song. The comical remarks between the two boys are entertaining. Ryan 

and Kevin go back and forth answering one another’s comments. Ryan begins the first 

line of each verse, bridge, chorus, and fade of the song. Kevin answers and ends every 

section of the musical piece.  

 

 

Sassy 

 

She’s got sass 

A little bad-ass 



 

I think I like her 

That style and grace 

No one can replace 

I know I like her 

Yeah, she’s classy 

Damn, she’s sassy 

 

With her dark hair and those gray eyes 

They strike me down and hypnotize 

With that quick wit and smooth charm 

It’s quite a hit to do me some harm 

But I want her 

 

With her pretty face and those full lips 

Have you seen the way she moves her hips? 

With that confidence, she’s strong and tough 

She’s too sexy and I can’t get enough 

I gotta have her 

 

With her sultry voice that gets me hazy 

Sweet like honey to make me crazy 

With that hot attitude when she dances 

It’s all over for me, what are my chances 

To be with her 

 

The way she sings and what it brings 

The way she plays and walks and sways 

The way she looks and then I’m hooked 

The way she smiles and it drives me wild 



 

Just by her touch that I like so much 

She’s so classy 

She’s too sassy 

And I need her 

 

She’s all sass and fun 

I know she’s the one 

I can’t resist and turn away 

So I insist that she stay 

Because I love her 

 

*** 

 



 

 

A Mother’s Reflection 

 

Ryan and Kevin are close, similar to brothers, although they are not related. Best 

friends since childhood, they grew up together and nothing can separate them. Sure, they 

have their typical disputes, competitions, and bickering, yet the ties between them are 

secure. 

In the past, one circumstance threatened to sever that bond. She was Ryan’s first love. 

This girl was manipulative and callous. She also possessed a beauty which lured men in to 

doing anything she desired. Eventually, Kevin and Ryan saw through the facade and 

prevailed over this girl’s treachery. I hope Elle is nothing like her.  

As a mother, I will forever worry about my boys. The instinct to protect them from any 

harm is ceaseless. However, they are young men, old enough to choose, execute their 

decisions, and accept the consequences. All I can do is provide the constant support, 

guidance, and love as their mother. 

To be a fly on the wall and imagine my sons in their everyday life is an enlightening 

experience. I miss them terribly, but I know they are well and safe. Because of the 

arrangement of Sassy, I fear Elle is a force to recognize. Her grand influence is notable, 

and I wonder how Ryan and Kevin will handle their budding affection for this young lady. 

In my experience, I did not fight over a particular man among other women. I simply 

fell in love with an amazing gentleman who became the love of my life. Elle may be the 

one for either Kevin or Ryan.  

Yet life is full of challenges and even injustices. I dread any day when my sons are 

anguished. The song might become a big hit on the radio airwaves, though the impact to 

one man’s heart is substantial. My concern for the heartbroken boy is unfairly happiness 

for the other who attains the adoration of one girl. Her name is Elise Martins.  

 

~~~ *** ~~~ 
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