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THE FIRST KISS

by Camille Ross

The cool air calmed my heightened senses as I stepped out from my parents' SUV. The 

drive to the bed and breakfast in Wisconsin felt long -- longer than it was when my mom and I 

first visited in January. Of course, I knew why. The excitement and anticipation of the day was 

growing at a rapid pace.

Much to my joy, the sun shone brightly without a cloud in the sky. We were all worried 

that summer had come to a fast and rainy end, but the clear skies that morning was a sure sign 

that the day was going to be cool but pleasurable.

My friend bounded out from the bed and breakfast with determination. Her blond, curly 

hair bounced in the strong breeze as she held up her gray shawl, hoping to shield it from my own 

hair. I believed that with all the hairspray my hairdresser used it would be a miracle if my hairdo 

ever moved again.
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I turned to see if my mom needed help carrying anything, but I was given a quick shake 

of the head and was pulled along by my friend. A photographer held up her camera and I waved 

with an ear to ear grin. We then ran up the stone steps to the bed and breakfast and hurried inside. 

I was greeted by the hostess with a warm hug and was shown to my dressing room.

All the while I felt the excitement of the day coursing through my veins. I could not 

believe that this wondrous day had finally come.

My wedding day.

It was Labor Day weekend -- a crazy weekend to have a wedding. I was not sure how 

many of our friends and family would actually come to see us married. When the RSVPs came 

in, though, I was pleased to see that my favorites were coming. Those that declined I nodded and 

smiled to, commenting to myself that I understood.

Our dating relationship was long distance and we knew it would have its own challenges. 

However, we were not expecting that he would be going on a seven month deployment the 

following year. I already felt somewhat prepared for the separation. After all, I hardly saw him 

anyway. The biggest adjustment for us would be the phone calls. If I were lucky, he told me, he 

would call while he was pulled into port in some eccentric country I had only read about.

We all expected him to propose over Christmas, since that would be the last time I would 

see him before deployment. It was the topic of conversation between his family and mine for 

months. Yet, when he dropped to one knee in front of my parents' Christmas tree, the thrill it 

gave me was stronger than I had imagined. I was so happy that I left him on his knee longer than 

I should have, grinning as if I had all the time in the world to treasure the moment. He did not 
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have a ring for me at the time, but showed me the one he picked out, hoping I would like it. I 

think I would have loved any ring he had at the time, but this special ring was unique to my taste. 

How lucky I was, I thought, that I'd have a man who could capture my desires so precisely.

Saying goodbye to him less than a week later was the hardest thing I had ever done. How 

much I cried on the way home from the airport, and in my room that night, was immeasurable. 

All I knew was that I had repeated it over and over again during the following seven months.

I peeked outside my dressing room's window, even though I had promised myself not to. 

My Sailor was so secretive about his dress uniform that I felt like a kid on Christmas morning. 

Just one peek was all I wanted, but my mom and my maid of honor caught me. I was chided for 

trying to peek and was hustled to the wedding flowers laying out on the bed.

I never had a favorite flower until I received my first bouquet from him, celebrating six 

months of dating. I discovered that day that not only was I falling in love with him, but that lilies 

were the most beautiful of flowers in the world. I had chosen white lilies for my bridal bouquet, 

with blue dyed orchids. The florist had captured my taste with the arrangement.

I took my time getting into my wedding gown; a simple white halter dress with no train. 

The wedding was to take place down a long lane behind the bed and breakfast, in front of a small 

river, so a train would have been in danger of getting soiled.

I knew that my fiancé and his family were already at the ceremony location and were 

getting the last details ready. But I wasn't concerned about that. I wasn't concerned about 

anything that morning. When I woke up -- the last time as my parents' little girl -- I had an 

overwhelming sense of peace. Everything was right with the world. All I could think about was 
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how happy I was and how happy I was going to be.

My Sailor had planned for at least two weeks for our honeymoon. The simple idea of 

being with him day in and day out, without a single moment of separation, was worth all the wait 

we endured during the long months of deployment. I felt so alive that morning to be at the end of 

my heart's agony.

His e-mails were what I held onto the most during his deployment. They came in almost 

every day, sometimes even multiple times a day, due to his job in communications. We had a lot 

to discuss and plan, but even working out the dull details for our wedding was special to me. I 

held onto anything, fearful that it might be the last thing I would ever see from him. 

I sent him love letters every Saturday. I would sit at my desk in my room and carefully 

form every word. I knew that the ship did not have mail call every day -- if the Sailors were 

lucky, they would get their mail once a week.

Each month was difficult to get through. I strived to not count the days and weeks and 

tried to stay busy. I knew that our separation would not last forever. Our hearts would be together 

again and the ache we felt to be at each other's side would soon fade.

His return from deployment finally came, only weeks before our wedding day. I flew 

down to Virginia for a few days to welcome him home. Our time together, though, was short due 

to his duty shifts on the ship and my stay at a friend's house. Yet, we knew, that in only two 

weeks we would be wedded and it would be worth every minute of the waiting.

My sister-in-law sat me down so she could apply makeup. My maid of honor propped my 
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feet up and began carefully painting my toenails. We did not talk very much, but there wasn't any 

need for talk.

I checked the clock only once during my preparation. Mom and I had determined to give 

me plenty of time in case anything did not go according to plan, but there was no need. My shoes 

were put on, my necklace -- a birthday gift from my Sailor -- was latched around my neck, and 

my earrings were put in place. The photographer snapped photos of me and then hurried out to 

catch more.

It was at this time that everything came into focus. With my excitement and calm still at a 

record high, I realized that I was getting married. Looking at myself in the mirror I saw the 

complete picture. I was the blushing bride, prepared for my groom. In just moments I would 

walk down the lane on my father's arm, on my way to be married to the man I agreed to spend 

the rest of my life with.

I trembled with overwhelming happiness.

My dad was waiting for me. He looked handsome in his suit but all I could say to him 

was that I was getting married. He smiled at me with those misty eyes every Daddy's girl sees 

and then nodded. I took his arm, and with my maid of honor at my side and my mom next to my 

dad, we began walking towards the lane.

The pastor who counseled my fiancé and I prayed over our little huddled group before 

returning to the ceremony location. My mom soon followed to be seated at the front by my 

brother. My dad and I took our places at the top of the lane, just out of sight from all our guests. 

My maid of honor began the trek down after getting the signal that the ceremony was beginning. 



6

I held onto my dad's arm, trembling with excitement, and laughed with him over our little jokes. 

My ears, though, were completely tuned into the faint sound of the processional music. We had 

picked the song only a few weeks prior, but already I knew it by heart.

The cue was there and we began walking down the lane. The trees along the side shielded 

the noon sun and gentle breeze. I saw my brother standing to the right of the white archway and 

then the rows of white chairs. Our guests were all standing and admiring me, the bride, and 

though I was naturally timid, I didn't notice them any longer than a second. 

My handsome Sailor instantly took my attention. He stood at the front with his best man 

and our pastor around him, and stared back at me with the look of love that I would soon come to 

know intimately. I did not hear anything else but the music, and I did not see anything or anyone 

else. Everything faded but him. I hardly even noticed my feet treading on the uneven ground.

When my dad and I reached our places, I noticed with pride that we were exactly in step 

with the music, but that was the last thing I noticed other than the man I was to marry. He stood 

in military stance, tall and straight. His eyes -- the windows to his soul -- spoke everything to me. 

I knew deep within me that he was my forever.

I was soon handed from my father to my husband-to-be, and our special ceremony began. 

Our pastor had carefully crafted our vows to each other, and when spoken I could feel the 

meaning deep within my heart. Our rings were brought to us by our two nephews. My celtic 

engagement diamond, fused with the wedding band, and his simple dark band fit our fingers 

perfectly. 

Then, the announcement of husband and wife was made. Being unable to withhold my 

smiles all day, I felt like I could burst from within. I felt everyone's joy surrounding us. Our 
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marriage was true and final.

The wait of the seven months of deployment and the year of a long distance relationship 

was gone. A new chapter of our lives was being written. We were wedded and we were happy. 

For the first time we kissed. And our first kiss was in celebration of our marriage.


