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notes

this short story is the perfect Prose interpretation for a ma-
ture, male performer.  the drama mask icons are simply vis-
ible to show the performer where to turn his pages in the 
manuscript.  While this selection does include characters 
other than the narrator, David, avoid vocal stereotypes for 
carol.   a falsetto should not be used to perform carol’s 
dialogue. simply soften your voice and make carol appear 
as honest as possible.  remember, she is a real person.  feel 
free, however, to be creative while performing Mr. Trog.  the 
performer might even want to give Mr. Trog an accent.  While 
the use of an accent for Mr. Trog is simply a suggestion, his 
character should be a nice contrast to David and carol.  Da-
vid should be portrayed with 100% honesty.  think of the 
charm possessed by male leads in romantic comedies, be-
cause the success of this selection will be determined by the 
likability of the performer.

I’ll never forget the first time I saw her.  It would be pretty hard to 
forget.  Her hair caught fire.

I was sitting in this restaurant, Le Maison Blanc, eating this marvel-
ous goose liver pate, and a couple of tables over there was this girl 
leaning forward towards the candle with her ear very close to it, as if 
she was listening to it.  Suddenly, whoosh!  Her hair caught fire.  In-
stinctively I threw an entire pitcher of water at her, and the fire was 
out.  She gasped and spurted a little. 

“Are you okay?”  
“Whew!  That really wakes you up!  Was there ice in that?”

I was staring at her hair, which was now fried and looked uneven.  

“I think you’re going to need to get it cut.”
“Oh, well, easy come, easy go.”

So I walked her down to this very fashionable unisex hair cuttery, 

I had never felt so much love for her.

“Carol, will you marry me?”

She stared at me, and then she looked really funny.

“David, I’ve never been up in a hot air balloon before.”

And then she leaned over the basket…and vomited.  She vomited 
on me.  She vomited on the trog.  When she finished, she looked up 
and blinked a couple of times.

“So, what’s the answer?  Will you marry me?”
“Oh…I don’t know.  We’re all wrong for each other.  David, you’re not at 
all—“
“LOOK, LADY, DO YOU LOVE HIM?

This from the trog.  I didn’t expect that.

“Well, that’s not the issue.”
“IT’S THE ONLY ISSUE, LADY. DON’T KID YOURSELF.  DO YOU 
LOVE HIM?”
“Yes, I do.”
“THEN YOU’LL MARRY HIM.  MAYBE NOW I CAN HAVE SOME 
PEACE AND EAT SOME LUNCH.”

The balloon rose a few hundred feet higher, and we kissed.  It was 
great!  It wasn’t perfect, but considering…

You’re probably wondering what happened after that.  We never got 
married.  I don’t know if I know why.  We had the wedding planned, 
but she insisted on making her own wedding dress.  When she fin-
ished it, and I saw it… Well, we just never got married.

Oh, I’m not unhappy.  I did get married, eventually, to a simply mar-
velous woman.  She’s gorgeous, and, well, she really is the perfect 
wife.
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and we waited.  And while we waited, we talked.  Well, she talked 
mostly.  She told me about listening to candles, and why she did 
things like that.  She told me how impressed she was with me, be-
cause the last time something like this happened to her…the man 
hadn’t been nearly so polite.  I didn’t ask about that.  And then she 
babbled on about animal shelters and how she made her own furni-
ture.  And I remember as I looked at her, soggy and babbling, that I 
knew, suddenly and completely, for the first time in my life, without 
any doubt or hesitancy, that this was the girl I wanted to marry.

You see, I believe that life is a search for perfect moments.  I think 
that life should be well-lived, and that all problems are to be tra-
versed subtley and with great sophistication.  This is very important 
to me.  And yet, somehow, I would up in a love story with the most 
imperfect person I ever met.

Her name was Carol.  She was inelegant, awkward, sometimes ob-
scene, and…I adored her.  I adored her so much…that I decided to 
ask her to marry me.

I picked her up at 7:30, and I took her to the best French restaurant 
in town.  Everything had already been prearranged to a “T.”  From 
the moment the maitre d’ met us at the car, everything went perfect-
ly, and I had never been happier.  The moment finally came.  The 
wine sparkled.  Her eyes sparkled.  Her cheeks matched the rose in 
the vase next to her.
 
”Carol…”
“Yes…”
“Carol, I have something to ask you…”

And then I saw it.  There was this little piece of parsley caught be-
tween her front teeth.  She obviously didn’t know it was there.  I 
mean, it was just sort of…there, this dark green leaf covering her right 
front tooth.

“Yes, David?”
“I…I…”
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 I couldn’t do it.  I just couldn’t ask her.  And I know it seems I didn’t 
love her, that I couldn’t ask in spite of that, but no.  It just wasn’t the 
right situation.

Months went by, and the funny feeling kept getting worse and worse.  
No way was I falling out of love with this girl.  And she’d sit there on 
our dates, look at me and say, “Plenty of time to be subtle after I’m dead.”  
But when you’re in love, I mean, really in love, you just say, “So what.”

Well, I had just gotten up enough nerve to propose again, and this 
time I had managed to perfect on perfection.  I read about the idea 
in a magazine.  For a hundred bucks, you can take this romantic hot 
air balloon flight with the person of your dreams.  Carol fit the bill.

As we drove to the airfield, I didn’t talk much.  I kept having this 
fantasy about the two of us, of her glowing, of the wind playing 
through her hair at a thousand feet above the ground, of my asking 
her to marry me, of her nodding shyly, of spending the rest of the 
lazy day talking about our future, children, and a custom built home 
with lots of kitchen appliances, when Carol said, “Oh, David, look, a 
balloon ride!”

Suddenly we were there, and that’s when it hit me.  There would 
have to be someone in the balloon to run the balloon.  How could 
I not have realized that before now?  Suddenly, this hulking trog-
lodyte ambled toward our car with a gorilla-like gait.  “COME ON!  
YOU’S LATE!  WE TAKE OFF IN A FEW MINUTES!  ALL ABOARD 
LOVER’S LAUNCH!”  My plans were ruined, but I took a deep 
breath and climbed into the basket behind Carol and Mr. Trog.  Be-
fore I knew it, we were high in the air and had left the real world far 
behind us.

The ring was zipped in the inner pocket of my Abercrombie & Fitch 
safari jacket.  The breeze was blowing through her hair, just as I 
imagined it would be.
“Carol?”




