
Scarlet

This story starts while I was a member of the USAF.

The time was late 1972, and the location was Kingsley Field, an Air Force base in Klamath Falls, Oregon.

A small group of us would travel to Medford, OR, and hang out at the Medford Hotel on our time off. This is where the real-life story begins.

The gang would head out to party, and party we did!
The catalyst was a young lady named B. We all met in the hotel lounge and had a grand old time.

B was the life of the party, and there was always something new and crazy with her.  One guy had a local girlfriend, Trish, and she hated B. B. gathered my attention because she loved to cut up and clown, but Trish would always get on my case about her, calling her a barfly. Trish said that I was too nice a guy for trash like B.

One night, we were all partying. Trish told me about her girlfriend, Scarlet, and offered to bring her to the hotel lounge to meet. Week after week, the meetup never happened, so I called her out. She told she would go and get Scarlet, and that I better have my black ass at the same table when she returned. Trish's G.I. boyfriend told me that Trish was pissed Trish off big time.

When Trish returned with her girlfriend. I damn near collapsed after seeing this gorgeous young lady. Scarlet was slim, about 5ft 6" tall, mid-length, brunette hair, approximately 115 pounds, and a student at S.O.C.    ( Southern Oregon College ) in nearby Ashland, OR.

It was truly love at first sight. Even though she is white, and I am not, we were very comfortable in each other's company. We spent every moment we could in each other's company, enjoying the simple pleasures of life.  
Our relationship was so pure that we were wrapped up in each other. We believed we were getting it right the first time.

We often walked, hand in hand, through Lithia Park in Ashland as the sun set. We would look at the wildlife on display, the scenery within the park, and even the full-sized, outdoor Shakespearean Theater at the park's entrance. We even went dancing in the lounge at the hotel, and out to dinner all over town. When we wanted to be alone, we had our special spot.  Never was a relationship better!

During one of our romantic evenings, we discussed our families. She told me that she frequently spoke to her mother about me. I asked what Mother thought, and Scarlet told me that Mother was thinking we were going to elope. She also said that Mother said she wouldn't like us eloping, but she could live with having a Black son-in-law. I told her that Mother must be cool, then asked about Dad. Scarlet then told me that Dad said that he would shoot my black ass if he saw me anywhere near his house.   OH BOY!

We continued to date, and we were happy doing so. She never, ever, disrespected me when we clubbed. I became very protective of her and my space, wherever we were. Every bit of me wanted her. When she finally found that to be ok, all she asked of me was not to take her to a cheap hotel. She said she would feel like a ho if I did. We settled for her dorm room at S.O.C. Away we went, but along the way, I passed a fellow USAF friend on the side of the road. His vehicle shut down. I stopped, took about 10 minutes to help him get going, and the night changed. Her mind changed, and she asked me to wait a bit longer, even though we had been dating for close to 6 months.

Then disaster struck our lives! 

Scarlet told me, while she cried in my arms, that our problem wasn't with her parents, but her grandparents. She, in an unsettling manner, stated that it was more with her grandfather. 

 The reason for those tears came out!

It was the Thanksgiving season, and her parents went to another town, some distance from Medford. They planned to spend the holiday with the grandparents.  I went to Medford to spend the holiday with Scarlet. I found her having dinner in the hotel restaurant. Her head was down, and she was crying her heart out. I asked her why. She responded with an astonishing statement.  She was acting out of selfishness because it specifically referenced her grandfather. I asked her not to feel that way.

She went on and on about not listening to her father. Had she, according to her, what happened may not have happened. I became the dartboard for many of her statements that followed. I was the catch basket where her finger pointed. The blame was directed at me.

After this, our relationship rapidly deteriorated. Dates were made,  but broken, and phone calls went unanswered. I would show up for many of our dates, but she was nowhere to be found.  I was dying emotionally inside. This went on for about a month, and then we both decided to try again. We worked on ourselves, realizing that our relationship could be repaired. Even though we loved each other so much, the relationship changed enough to make it different than what it was before.

While on a factual date, another man whom I knew saw us together. He was a GI from the same base. Once he saw Scarlet, he became my competition. He went far enough to hit on her in my presence. I put a stop to his actions.  My actions prompted a fight back at the base.

I confronted this man, standing my ground. When reasoning failed, tempers flared, punches were thrown, and I beat the man up.  I didn't
escape battle scars, including a cut below my left eye. This man planned to
move in on me and ruin the relationship that Scarlet and I had.  During winter snowfall in the mountains between Klamath Falls and Medford, the pass would close to traffic when the snow was too deep. 

Scarlet decided she was going to surprise me. She traveled from Medford to Klamath Falls to be with me. The mountain pass was closed due to heavy snow. She knew it would be, so she came the day before, with pans to spend the weekend with me.  When she arrived at the NCO Club on base, I was in my room at the barracks. I couldn't reach her by phone because she was on her way to be with me. The guy I beat up told her that he saw me, with others from the base, at a downtown bar chasing women. He said that to get back at me. Scarlet and I promised each other that infidelity would end us without question. I never knew she was in town till she returned to Medford. What we had, and what we were rebuilding, deteriorated. In my mind, I watched the plans for my life vanish from my sight. 

Heartbreak doesn't have to hurt, and if it does, should it hurt so bad?

If I could write a letter to her, this is how it would read:

Dear Beautiful Lady,

Many years have passed by, but thoughts of you are kept in a sacred place inside my heart. Those thoughts will be protected to my last breath. 

I tried to find out where you were when I left the Air Force. If I had, I would have stayed in Oregon. The love I got from you is still a guiding light, a warm spot that I still feel.

We all have/had something we hold on to. I don't have you, but I have the memories we created. They are so precious, so warm.  Wherever life has taken you, I hope you took a piece of me with you on your road through 
life. When we were together, we taught each other what love is meant to be.

Well, I still remember the night I last saw you. Beautiful was the night. We shared it at our favorite spot in Medford. As we sat in my car, you across my lap, the stereo was playing a song by whom you said was your favorite artist. The artist's name was Joe Cocker, and the song was " You Are So Beautiful ". Then you returned your car, and I opened the door for you. Before you got in, you turned back towards me, placing your right hand on my cheek. Then you took me into your arms, looking up at me and said: " Larrie, I've never met anyone like you. You are not of just one specialty, but part of many. That is why I love you so much! ".
Then we smiled at each other. We kissed like never before with tears in our eyes. That kiss was the most powerful kiss to cross my lips.

Damn if I wasn't happy!

That night, I noticed a stop/brake light was out on your car as you drove away. I got you to stop. You got out to look. I got the light working while you stood there looking at me with eyes sparkling like fresh-cut diamonds.

I never saw you again, but damn it, why does this hurt so much?

From me to you, Beautiful Lady, wherever you are, whatever is going on with you, be reminded that I still have you in my heart. I pray that you have found happiness once again.  It's worth the price I pay.

Always Yours,
Larrie D. Green
USAF Kingsley Field
Klamath Falls, OR 97601
(1972 -1974)
