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Dear Unfulfilled Dreams
 When I walk in the doors of the reunion, a graveyard of what-ifs and regrets,
 I notice her first. You have changed her, since she was the girl
 who the all the teachers nodded at approvingly, murmuring, “she’s full of potential.”  I’m amazed at how much she has changed; 

gone are her sparkling eyes, full of excitement and hope for the future. 
Now she looks tired and worn, false smile plastered on her face.
You’ve gotten to him too— the one they said would make it big with his football scholarship.

Although I know nothing about sports, I doubt it
 as I watch him mow down on a gigantic plate of food, letting the sauce streak down his double-chin. As he bounces a baby at his side, his eyes glaze over as he looks up enviously at the team pictures hanging on the walls.
Next is the girl with no dreams at all, 

who never realized how much you’d wreck her until you did.

She sits alone at the table, fidgeting with her old high school yearbook, remembering when it was enough for her to be prom queen.

As I move through the crowd I see a vaguely familiar face,
a man mopping up the floor, older and more rumpled looking,

 but the same green jumpsuit and embroidered tag. Despite all these years, you’ve never moved him from this old building, I understand as he tiredly mops up someone’s spilt punch. 

You’ve left him cleaning up kids’ vomit 

and picking up food fights for thirty years.

The janitor smiles politely at me and continues mopping.

Last I see you’ve even touched an old friend. 

She sheepishly admits that she 

turned down her out-of-state college scholarship.
“For my boyfriend”, she confesses, looking down at the speckled linoleum floor.
 Is she happy? Was it worth it? 

She pats her growing stomach bulge, and smiles. Because there’s something else here in this stuffy cafeteria, breaking through those what-ifs and regrets:
the hope of a new dream.

