Never Had A Dream Come True

--~--

A Disney’s Tarzan songfic. Song is S Club 7’s.

--~--

The ship would be landing in a few days and she dreaded its 
arrival.

Suddenly it seemed that the wild African jungle blooming 
along the coast was her home; London paled so sickly in comparison, 
however much she missed the petty luxuries of the university campus 
she lived on with her father.

But it wasn’t the jungle that called to her soul, held her 
captive and allured.

It was the brown wild man, with his burning green-blue eyes 
and tangled dark hair. At one moment he seemed brash, but he 
remained childlike throughout it all; innocent and naïve, yet tried 
and lonely.

She was going to miss her lithe, curious jungle man. 

*
Everybody’s got something
They had to leave behind.
One regret from yesterday
That just seems to grow with time.
There’s no use looking back, or wondering
(or wondering)
How it could be now, or might have been.
(or might have been)
Oh this I know, but still I can’t find ways to let go.
*

Her sketchbook lay open on her coat in her yellow tent, the 
loose pages fluttering in a soft breeze that managed to sneak through 
the untied tent flaps. Drawings of charcoal were scattered and, 
clucking her tongue at her forgetfulness, she bent over, gathering 
her papers up in a messy, disorganised pile. ‘Silly me,’ she scolded 
herself, red underskirt and loose grey undershirt rustling in the 
same breeze. ‘I really should remember to close my tent more often. 
I must have been daydreaming’.

About what, or; more correctly, whom, was an absurd 
question. Him, of course.

She paused in her motions of cleaning, a sketch page in her 
hands, covered fully with drawings and etchings of him, intense and 
roughly drawn.

She truly was going to miss him.

*
I never had a dream come true
Til the day that I found you.
Even though I pretend that I’ve moved on
You’ll always be my baby.
I never found the words to say
You’re the one I think about each day
And I know no matter where life takes me to
A part of me will always be with you.
*

‘Are you quite all right with our leaving so soon, my dear?’
her father asked, standing stoutly in the open front of her tent.

Cheeks red, face flustered, she quickly hid the drawings of 
the jungle man in her sketchbook, clutching the blue book tightly to 
her chest, chestnut hair framing her flushed face and long neck.

Her father smiled knowingly, leaving her to her confusing 
inner turmoil and thoughts.

*
Somewhere in my memory
I’ve lost all sense of time
And tomorrow can never be
Cause yesterday is all that fills my mind
There’s no use looking back, or wondering
(or wondering)
How it should be now, or might have been
(or might have been)
Oh this I know, but I still can’t find ways to let you go
*

She could feel his eyes sometimes, boring into her back 
before he would leap into camp, on his knuckles and arched feet, back 
curved in his gracefully animalistic movements. She sagged down onto 
her cot, curling her toes into the rich soil forming the floor of 
both the tents and the African jungles.

It was so very strange to her; she had only known him for a 
few weeks and yet she was already reminiscing over the precious gems, 
memories she had of the strange man.

He seemed so genuinely interested in learning of the human 
culture he had been separated from for so long, so interested that 
she felt guilty, thinking that perhaps she was destroying his only 
world while he eagerly, unintentionally aided her.

*
I never had a dream come true
‘Til the day that I found you
Even though I pretend that I’ve moved on
You’ll always be my baby
I never found the words to say
You’re the one I think about each day
And I know no matter where life takes me to
A part of me will always be
*

She felt something wet in her eyes and, startled, she brushed 
at her dark blue eyes with the back of her hand, surprised and a 
little afraid of her throbbing heart to see a dab of a tear on her 
wrist.

‘I really shall miss him’ she admitted with a resigned, 
quietly sad sigh. ‘I only wish’

She stopped, self-conscious. What did she wish? What did 
she want? To spend more time in Africa, to see the gorillas.

And to continue to spend time with the beautifully dark man, 
who couldn’t speak English, who behaved like a gorilla. Ate like 
one, talked literally like one, lived like one. He loved his 
world and, no matter his appearance, he was one if not by blood, 
than by heart.

She would not begrudge him that belief.

*
You’ll always be the dream that fills my head
Yes you will, say you will, you know you will oh baby
You’ll always be the one I know I’ll never forget
There’s no use looking back, or wondering
(or wondering)
Because love is a strange and funny thing
(and funny thing)
No matter how I try and try
I just can’t say good-bye, no no no no.
*

She couldn’t tell him fare well and then ride across on a 
rowboat to the ship, back to London where she had always belonged.

If she told him good-bye, it would be so final. She knew the 
odds of her being able to come back were slim and, even if she did 
manage to return, society would have wed her off to some stuffy rich 
man who would expect her to sacrifice all her free will and 
enthusiasm so she could bear children and tend a household.

That wasn’t the future she wanted. If only she could 
convince him to come to England with her. They could be together. She 
blushed again, mortified at the direction her thoughts had taken.

And yet that was what she wanted.

He and her father treated her like an equal instead of a tool 
for birthing infants and performing menial chores dutifully.

She would be happy, being with him, even if it meant 
returning to dull London.

But, she realised, her sketchbook forgotten, would he be 
happy?

*
I never had a dream come true
‘Til the day that I found you.
Even though I pretend that I’ve moved on
You’ll always be my baby.
I never found the words to say
(never found the words to say)
You’re the one I think about each day.
(you’re the one I think about each day)
And I know no matter where life takes me to
A part of me will always be
*

She wanted him to be happy.

A delighted sound came from the common ground in the centre 
of the clearing and she slowly stood up, moving out of her tent.

He was there, mimicking her father with a delicate 
preciseness most would envy. Her father, of course, was highly 
amused, knowing he wasn’t mocking him.

He looked up at her, the brown man did, and he smiled, saying 
her name happily.

She smiled back, letting her worries fade as she and her 
father led their apt and willing pupil to the telescope for another 
lesson on the heavens.

*
A part of me will always be with you

*
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