Distance Past


His heart knew her immediately; after 30 years it still skipped.  She did not recognise him in the café queue, stirring his memories as well as soup.  His eyes traced olive skin, her arm rising and falling, the little birthmark still beckoning from her sleeve.  
He had never understood how the unbridged space between them could ache.  Now he felt it more than ever but she, wearing a ring, and he one of his own, was still untouchable. 
“Lentil or Tomato?”
Holding to the thought that, if she knew, she would love him back, he took Lentil and walked away.
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