Short-story inspired by the painting “Nighthawks” by Edward Hopper
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Nighthawks

by Nina

They had been sitting at the same place for more than an hour without talking. She finished sipping her coffee a long time ago, and just continued staring at her cup.

The thought of the fight they had wouldn't escape her mind. It was nothing, if she really thought about it. It was a stupid, childish thing to have a disagreement about. It was always the stupid things they argued about. Like the way he left his underwear lying on the ground, or the way she had looked, just for an instant, at another man. Or, like today, the way he hesitated after she asked him if she looked pretty enough in her evening gown.

The things she had sacrificed in the past, just to be with him. Her family, her college degree. She just wanted an apology, was that to much to ask? And once again, she questioned their marriage, because if you fight over things like that, it must already be too late.

She looked at him for a while. His pointed nose, his jet black hair, and the little heart-shaped mole on the left side of his chin, which she  once so adored. But today, it looked more like a deformed wart to her than anything else. It didn't have a hint of the cuteness she used to see in it. His facial features seemed sharp and melancholy and he had a deep crease between his eyebrows. Time had passed so quickly. She could remember the days when they were young and madly in love, when nothing really mattered, except for their love.

And while looking at him, she saw a tear in the corner of his eye. In that moment she knew that he still cared. That she still cared. And that it wasn't too late, because as long as you still care, things can be solved, even if it's not easy.

Another example of a short-story inspired by 

The Smile

He pushed the door open and stepped in the room,the light was dim and some soft music played in the background. The room was filled with the acrid smell of

cigarettes. Samuel hated the smell of cigarettes .The bar was empty, except for a tall man in his forties who is sitting at the counter with a beautiful red head. Samuel walked around and sat on a stool at the other end. The old barman finished wiping the table and walked toward Samuel.

"The usual" he noted, the bar man nodded and turned around. Samuel came here every Friday. Friday after Friday, week after week for the past six months. He wasn't sure why he actually came to this particular bar, maybe iti5.the fact that there are hardly any people; or because it is so much different than where he usually spends his day.

As soon as the old man served his beer he took a big gulp, hoping it would wash off  the big lump in his throat. Hoping it would make it disappear, but it didn't help. He -put the bottle down and started to stare at it. He was exhausted; it had been a long

day and a long week, he wasn't sure whether beer would really help him feel better, and forget the day. He sighed and sunk in his seat.

Suddenly the couple sitting on the other end caught his attention, not because they did anything to attract attention, or because they were talking, nol it was on the contrary. Neither of them has said a word ever since he came here. They were sitting separate from each other but somehow it was obvious that they were together, just as if there was an invisible connection between them.

He continued to think about who they could be while he was still examining hem. The man was an average man in his forties, tall, broad shouldered. The woman slim, very pretty, in fact attractive.

Suddenly, as if she knew she was being watched the woman lifted her head and threw him a typical "I caught you" glance. He let his eyes drop to his bottle, embarrassed.

A few minutes passed, the music changed to some country song. He couldn't stop thinking about the woman and he looked up, ready to avert his gaze any second if she caught his glance, but this time, he caught her peeking at him! Immediately, she looked aside, flushing just as he had before.

Smiling to himself he looked away thinking that they were kind of "equal," The lump in his throat also disappeared with that smile.

Torn Up

a short story based on ,Nighthawks' by Edward Hopper


by Nadja

Michael hates moments like this, with that uncomfortable silence and deep inside he's more than eager to know what his date is thinking. He doesn't get this a lot, because usually people are dying to go on a date with him and women would never ever dream about wasting meaningful time by ignoring him. He knows that he's a very successful and exceptionally good-looking business man. Normally he wouldn't waste his time with women like her, but something made him stay around longer this time. There just seems to be something that attracts him to her, but he hasn't figured out what it is yet.

She's spoken very little since they got to the bar and he would love to know what's up. For the first time in his life, he actually feels worried, that he'll get dumped.

She seems deep in thought and he's never seen her like this before.

He's trying to stay confident by thinking that maybe he's just making a big fuss out of nothing. Every now and then Michael glances over to her, until finally he gives up and lets loose a deep sigh. To his astonishment she didn't even react to that, instead she just kept on staring at her glass, still deep in thought.

Why does this situation bother him so much? He could just get up and walk away. There are plenty of girls out there that are a thousand times better-looking than her, dying to get with him, but somehow he just can't get himself to leave.

All he's really waiting for, is for her to talk and explain herself.

A woman has never been on his mind for such a long time and kept him so occupied before. It seems to him, as if she were a magnet and he couldn't help himself but be attracted to her. What is it with this woman that makes her so amazing?

Little by little Michael begins to understand. He thinks about all those cheesy romance movies he's seen so far, that other women forced him to watch, and realises that he feels exactly the same way about Sarah, as all the guys in those movies he has seen, feel about their

sweetheart. Could it really be possible, that he, the guy you would least expect it from, has fallen in love with Sarah Parker, the most classy women known in this town?

His face turns pale and for a moment he's speechless. In exactly that moment, Sarah glances over to him, because she noticed his change of expression.


She opens her mouth and finally starts talking Listen...I don't want to beat around the bush. I like you and all, and I had a lot of fun with you the past few weeks, but we both know, that this is nothing serious between us, so I think it's time to end this.' She gets up, gives him a kiss on the cheek and walks away, gracefully. 

And there, for the first time in his life, he felt like somebody had stabbed a knife into his heart, ripped it out and tore it into a million little pieces. Just then and there, he experienced the worst feeling of his life. And he promised to himself, that he would never let this moment repeat itself and that he would never fall in love again. What he didn't consider then and there, was that he cannot control who he will fall in love with the next time and maybe, just maybe, the story will repeat itself all over again.

Nighthawks 

An Inner Monologue by Lily

This situation is ridiculous. He's finally made the right choice; he decided to leave them, to let them down, his wife and children. But to act upon a mood is what he's been doing all his life. I don't believe he'll hold out. Did I really think that he will leave his family to be with me, for good? No. Even though it's what is best for him, I don't think he will be able to handle it. He'll miss them too much. And I can't give him what he needs. I'm just a woman — not a whole family. However, what he wanted and needed to get away from, was his family. It ruined him. All those times he came to me to search for shelter, safety, warm. I know how he felt. The wife broke him. I pulled him out of the dark hole he had fallen into. Yet, that is not something to be cherished, let alone even be proud of. I know he declared a hundred times that he loved and wanted me. I don't believe it anymore. Now, after he did what should have been final evidence to me that he loved me, I don't believe a word anymore. He will go back. He never really did appreciate me, did he? He always had his tempers and I chose to live with his changing moods, but what if our whole relationship is just one big emotional blow? No, he won't love me. Not like he meant to love his wife. He will leave me too. And he will seek his pleasures somewhere else. With all those other women.

Nighthawks 

Short-story by Lily

It was very early morning, so early, night hadn't yet left town. He poured her another glass of the usual. She never ordered anything else. In fact, he couldn't remember one time where he saw her drinking something other than Gin Tonic, even though he knew her for quite some time now.

Sitting in silence for almost an hour now, the couple at the bar seemed like paralyzed. Neither of them spoke — they simply sat. The man's facial expression was serious, but the corners of his mouth showed a slight hint of relief. He was staring into some different world with a smirk. His glass was half full, as if he was too occupied with something much more significant. Was it the long anticipated friday that put the grin onto his pretty face?

The woman drained her glass in three sips. Elegantly, enjoying the cool beverage flowing down her throat slowly. She wasn't longing for its effect. She was just as put, if not even more rigid, as the man. As if she was immobile, her hole body seemed attached. But she wasn't calm. It was her eyes that were alive. If you looked beneath the polite façade, spread across her face, you saw that she was furious. Her eyes were screaming with anger. Or was it just the reflection of the bright neon lights illuminating the bar? He wouldn't know, he only poured another glass.

Hanna 

Short story : Nighthawks

When he entered the bar, it was already after midnight. The room was almost empty, except for two clients and the barkeeper. Quietly he sat down, right opposite of the two strangers and immediately examined them. The woman had short, blond hair, artistically formed in regular waves on her head. Her face had fine features and was carefully rouged, maybe a little bit too much for his taste, but still not too much to be judged as cheap. She was probably in her thirties, the shape of curves well visible under the elegant, black cocktail dress she was wearing. The man next to her, was probably seemed to be a bit older than .his attendance, but was also dressed in a quite tasteful manner. He also wore a coat, but made out of black leather and seemed to be lost in thoughts.

· "What would you like to drink, Sir?" the bald barkeeper asked the newcomer politely.

· "Eh-Hem, I'd like a beer, please!" he stammered, slightly reddening in the face:-The woman eyed him up with a flickering of curiosity in her eyes, but turned away, after throwing a quick glance at her company. The man hadn't noticed anything and was nipping on his glass, while staring straight ahead.

The newcomer was fumbling around on his jacket, trying to get off the dirt from his

pockets and greedily drank out the whole bottle, when the barkeeper served him his drink. He combed through his hair with his fingers, trying to get a bit of order into his hairdo and shyly looked at the lady. She on the other hand, seemed to be far too occupied with admiring her thoughtful attendance and didn't give him a second glance.

-"I'm sorry, but we are closing now." the bald barkeeper interrupted the young man's attempt to contact the unknown lady and asked everyone to pay.

The older man paid for the lady and him with a big bill and let the barkeeper keep the change as tip while the younger man hastily took out some coins that he could find in his pockets. While he was collecting his money together, the foreign couple had gotten up from their seats and when the woman tottered past him, she whispered into his ear: "fifty bucks per hour".

