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Unforgotten Love

A young woman stepped out onto the front porch of her primitive abode into the cool 
November air, her hands in the pockets of her skirt.  Like her house, her clothes were nothing to 
brag about.  They were plain and simple.  The way she had always preferred.  Even her long 
silky auburn hair was worn in a simple bun.

Her hazel eyes roamed around, gazing at the fall foliage that not even a postcard or a 
photograph could capture.  Eyes that once contained a fiery stubbornness now were dull and 
tamed.  She sighed.  

She used to the love the fall as one loved the summer.  But that had all changed that day 
in mid-November, when she received the letter. 

A letter that contained information all women whose men had a desire for action and to 
serve one’s country feared.   It was a letter that held the course of their lives in a single, straight-
to-the-point paragraph written on a white piece of paper.  Looking back, it was as if the Three 
Fates of Greek mythology had cut a thread off her life the moment the letter fluttered to the floor.

She knew this wasn’t true.  But how else could she explain the sudden emptiness inside 
her after she had received the letter?  How else could she explain the part of her that was 
missing?  That part of her that died with the words on the page, telling the news of her beloved’s 
disappearance.  

Even now after two painstaking years had gone by, she still mourned him.  She still 
longed for him to pick her up off her feet as his strong arms could do.  An embrace she longed 
for at night, but was gone. 

Many of her friends, at the sight of her, shook their heads, with that look.  Their eyes said 
“quit mourning and get on with your life.”  But life had not been fair to her.

At a distance, she remained unchanged by her grief, still a beauty.  But a closer look, 
anyone could see she had not aged gracefully.  Streaks of grey plagued her auburn hair and 
wrinkles from restless nights already occupied their uninvited place under her eyes.  Signs that 
should not have appeared to someone of her mere thirty years.  

But not many women of thirty have gone through what she had.  The loss she had to deal 
with—still dealt with—these past two years.  Her heart ached again as her mind seemed to relive 
all those fond memories shared with her husband under fall’s reign.  Memories that made her 
dread the autumn months that happen each year.  

At the sound of pebbles being shuffled in the dirt, she glanced up, shielding her eyes from 
the glaring sun.  A man slowly approached her.  But she could not tell who he was.  He was too 
far away and hidden in shadows.

She slowly stepped away from the safety of her home, the prison she had locked herself 
in since she received the news her husband had gone missing, and walked over to the white gate.  

As the man grew closer and closer, she noticed he was not just an ordinary man looking 
for a hot cooked meal and a place to rest his head but someone of importance.  He wore a navy 
blue uniform and a green duffel bag hung over his shoulder.

Stepping into the sunlight, a gift God in heaven above gave to His beloved children, he 
paused.

The sunlight illuminated a face lined with years of turmoil and pain.  His chin was hidden 
behind a dark bristly beard.   She gasped as she gazed into his eyes.

Those eyes.  Those clear blue eyes.
She had seen them before.



- 2 -

All Rights Reserved to Author, Gabrielle Emmons

With a firm push, she shoved open the gate and ran into the soldier’s outstretched arms.  
Even though she had not recognized the man’s face, she could never forget those eyes—eyes that 
belonged to her dear husband.  Finally after two years, he had come back to her.  He had come 
home.

After a moment, the man placed her on her feet and smiled down at her with a look of 
tenderness a mother showed when she held her child for the first time.  He brushed away her 
tears with his thumb, cradling her head in his calloused hands. 

“You’re home,” she said.
He nodded.  “Yes, I’ve finally come home.”
“I’ve missed you.  Why didn’t you come sooner?”
 “I would have but something…” he paused and sighed. “An unforeseen event prevented 

me from returning to your arms,” he answered, a look of horror in his eyes.  He opened his 
mouth to continue but she placed her finger on his lips, cutting him off.

She tenderly stroked his cheek.  “I’m glad you’re home.”
“I thought you would have forgotten me.  That you would have moved on with your life 

seeing as it has been two years since I left you.  I was afraid I would find you happily married to 
another man who provided you with children.  But I could not bear not seeing you.  I had to-”

Still stroking his cheek with her hand, she shook her head, her finger gently resting on his 
chapped lips.  “I could never forget you, dear husband.  Nor could I forget the love I have for 
you.  A love I could never find with another man.”


