
Unconventional Love Story 

 

 

If it wasn’t for the boots, Althea would have floated away a long time ago. They’re steel-

toed, they’re heavy. She has to make an effort to move in them and as a result, each step is more 

like a stomp, and each stomp is filled with purpose and control even when she’s lost. Each step 

makes her think of August and his large hands and unwavering acceptance of her, faults and all. 

 August is solitary, sultry, passionate, and sometimes seems to last forever. He tells her 

that if he ever becomes president, she’ll be his Second Lady. He’ll be his own First Lady on 

those occasions when he feels like dressing in sequined evening gowns and stilettos, something 

that he’s only done publically a few times, but vows to do more often when he’s president. He 

tells this to everyone he meets. 

 “I’m going to change the world!  One dress at a time!” August shouts as they cross 

campus on the way to their shared eighteenth century literature class. He’s drunk again and, 

Althea, laughing, leads him up to the third floor, where they nearly collapse into their seats near 

the door. “So we can leave if we have to,” August tells no one in particular. He takes out the 

battered rust-brown covered book. “Why can’t I remember the name of the dog in The Rape of 

the Lock?” The frat boys in the front glare at them, and the serious girls with their hair pulled 

back into sober-looking buns and their intelligent and bohemian-styled clothing (the stuff that 

says “I’m funky and full of myself, and I’m far superior to you,”) roll their eyes. 

 Althea spends most of her time reading and writing and trying to give off an air of not 

giving a shit about what anyone else thinks. But she’s still not good at it. Her hair is a scary mess 

of blond with a few blue and red streaks thrown in. Her jacket is a worn MC that she had her 

brother run over with his Harley a few times before he moved out west to Portland. If she doesn’t 



think about it, she can go almost an hour filled with confidence, but that’s only if she doesn’t 

have to speak to anyone in a non-theoretical context.  

 “She’s as socially inept as a bowl of canned peas,” her cousin Jenna (the one with the big 

head) says about her, thinking Althea can’t hear her in the bathroom. If she was truly socially 

inept, she figures, she’d have peed on the seat, called Jenna a bitch and walked out. Instead, she 

comes out and hides behind blackened tired eyes, taking solace in being hung over from a night 

of insanity. She has a vague recollection of fucking August in the corner overlooking the row of 

urinals in the graffiti-covered brick bathroom at CBGB’s while some guy puked his guts up in 

the toilet next to them. Her biggest regret in the past twenty-four hours isn’t the drunken sex, nor 

is it the exhaustion that gave way to her sleeping with her boots on when she walked in at 

4:30a.m., but rather showing up to Jenna’s house for some good old fashioned subtle familial 

abuse.  

 August surprises her on her birthday a few days later in a sparkly emerald green gown, 

black Doc Martens laced up to his knees and his signature black MC jacket. Althea can’t help but 

find him sexy, even when he’s not in torn jeans and t-shirts. He reminds her of a Scottish warrior 

and they spend the hours between classes discussing The Rape of the Lock and the vanity 

prevalent in high society and the huge deal the rich make over inconsequential crap.  

 “Are you a willing Belinda?” August asks, taking a pair of child-sized safety scissors 

from his backpack.  

 “I am,” Althea says. “Take me, O Baron.” She bends over her steaming coffee so her hair 

tumbles down over the sides of her face. He reaches across the table and picks up a lock of her 

hair, the tips of his fingers grazing her left cheek. August’s dress glitters in the fluorescent 



lighting of the cafeteria. He holds her hair, fingering the blond and blue strands and brings it to 

his lips. Althea’s hazel eyes reflect her smile. 

 “Physical beauty is fleeting,” he says as he brings the blades of the scissors to her tresses. 

“It’s a bourgeois convention.”  He places the lock within a folded page of his sketch book and 

returns it to his backpack. A few people stare in their direction. He takes out a skinny box of 

Cracker Jack and passes it to Althea. The flaps have been folded into each other. 

 “Did you take the prize already?” 

 “I left it for you,” he says. “I’ll always leave it for you.” 

 “Probably just a tattoo,” Althea says. 

 “You can never have too many.” 

 Althea reaches into the box, fingers searching through the sticky smooth caramel corn 

until she feels something inedible. She pulls out a tiny black suede pouch. Inside it is a double 

twisted serpent ring, with alternating bands of gold and green. It has piercing red eyes and its 

forked tongue is caught in a silent hiss. She fingers the snake and puts it on the ring finger of her 

left hand in a gesture of traditionalism. 

 “I thought you were lacking direction,” Althea says finally. 

 “I’m done with it,” he says, running his fingers through his shoulder length black hair. “I 

don’t want to be alone.” 
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