










in transit 

Deidre Conn 

First Place Poetry 

on the map five borders from me, 

in my mind he lives no more 

than a page of an atlas away, the road 

a liquid ink that took me north. 

one hundred miles to indianapolis. 

in the car his flame hair leaps 

with the window open. 

I drive away from that world, 

his lutheran family and minnesota life, 

toward warm kentucky hills 

that soothe his atheist heart, 

a place where children will imprint 

like ducks to us, 

follow our wonder, our disbelief. 

he and I will live like ancestors 

(we want to believe that, 

surrounded by concrete and electricity) 

in the shade of trees, the shadows of smokestacks. 

his fingertips play air-music: 

invisible notes dancing 

on a keyboard of mind. 

that mind of his works like a mozart, 

a beethoven, a bach: 

he speaks of things in terms 

of measures, beats, and tones. 

his bavarian mother haunts him 

in aherthoughts, exposing mistakes, 

revealing flaws to her Son: 

he lapses sometimes into 

german, words sharp as chisels, 

and thinks I can catch those language waves; 

I ride them and absorb them like water. 

his life is renunciation; 

the words, a tangible mist, envelop him 

in the passenger seat. 

the buzz-cut corn rows 

streak past the windows like rain, 

provide more comfort than words 

after a time. 

the conversation ebbs away with the dusk 

and oncoming traffic, 
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following the tide of passing hours. 

we have the same eyes: 

vast as oceans, sparkling surfaces. 

full of creatures 

lurking beneath. 

I cannot say that I am without god 

when those eyes. clean as rejection, 

look to the road ahead. 

fihy miles to go 

and the words stop flowing: 

while crossing that last river 

his eyes sank. drowning in sleep. 

fifty miles to indianapolis. 

his head slowly bobs to the surface 

before sinking back into dreams. 

forget about gods, forget about language, 

clear my mind of the boy next door, 

focus on smooth paved black waves 

leading me inland. 

the city is not far now, 

ribbons of traffic glowing, lead 

like undersea parades of the deepest life. 

lighthouses of steel and glass 

guide this ship to shore, 

and as we enter it feels 

like a friendly open port. 

time to remember, shake out the siren 

song, look to the right 

toward my passenger; 

on the seat he is a human smudge, 

so tangled in shadows he is part of them 

with eyes closed, head bowed 

reverently toward me. 

three small words escape like breath 

over him, out the window, 

and into the city. 

he misses the arrival, the departure, 

busy wading the currents of dreams; 

those instincts control his mind 

and I know that. for now, god is dead. 

our destination is marked on the road ahead. 

that thought calls to me, for it is my dream. 

I keep going because we're close to home. 

Et Cetera 
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Premature Nightfall 
Alan Fairchild 

Third Place Poetry 

The horizon coughs up a crescent of light. 

A cerulean jay yawns 

And leaps from the arm 

Of an initial-riddled, backyard oak 

To take a skinny dip 

In the enormous bacterial glow. 

The horizon's level appearance fails, 

Distorting and disfiguring, 

Bringing from the distance 

A horde of sloppy, swimming painters. 
The dark cloud, like an ominous fog or mist, 

Shadows out the far, now full, globe 

And floats closer. 

I hear murmuring. 

As the minions cry out, 

The land instead of darkening, 

Develops an off-white tint 

As if this summer day has been determined 

A day of winter. 

And as the darkness seeps closer and hovers overhead, 

I realize it is actually not only blue, 

But feathered. 
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The men in khaki 

Translated by: 

Marina Primo Busatto 

They are easily recognized 

For their uniform color, the same 

For all of them and only for them reserved. 

Thomas Morus The Utopia 

The men in khaki 

get out of Huxley's Brave new world 

and wait on the morning sidewalks 

-not poetized in the inclemency.

Engulfed uniforms by classicist buses

are lost on the streets and corners

memorized by computer

all with the same destiny.

All in the same bus

buying the same newspaper

reading the same news.
What do the men in khaki do?
these men in khak.i

is life khaki?
In the afternoon the men in khaki

get off the same buses

go to the same apartments

spend the same salary

live the same ordinary life

-The Brave new world

unknown new dream.

Oh! the horizon closes itself of tiredness

Over this silly life, my goodness!
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Os homens de caqui 
Luiz Busatto 

(Brazilian author) 

Efes sao reconheciveis facilmente 

pela car de seu uniforme, igual 

para todos e so a eles reservado 

Tomas Morus A Utopia 

Os homens de caqui 
saem do Admiravel mundo novo de Huxley 
e esperam nas calcadas de manha 

-despoetizados na intemperie.
Engolidos uniformes por onibus classistas
perdem-se nas ruas e esquinas
computadorizadamente memorizados
todos com o mesmo destino.
Todos no mesmo onibus
comprando o mesmo jornal
lendo as mesmas noticias.
Que fazem os homens de caqui?
estes homens de caqui
a vida de caqui?

A tarde os homens de caqui

saltam dos mesmos onibus
vao para os mesmos apartamentos
gastar o mesmo salario
viver a mesma vidinha
-o Admiravel mundo novo

desconhecido um sonho novo.

ai ! o horizonte se fecha de cansaco
sobre esta vida besta, meu Deus!
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December 

Jason Frye 

The dog at your house, 

Mickey, a big dog, played with us in the back yard 

and we tied a rope to the fence 

and shook it to make waves. 

Mickey jumped and barked, 

we jumped and laughed. 

Your mom gave us cookies 

and I held your hand. 

I did not want to see you lying there 

with tubes and needles 

and monitors and clean sheets 

and your mother's tears. 

I wanted to grow up, 

your hand in mine, 

and kiss you one day. 

The kiss came that day 

on the cheek at the bus stop 

with a hug 

and a mutual tear goodbye. 

Why did we both cry? 

You knew that was your chance 

your chance to become the sun 

your chance to tell me you love me 

your chance to stay here. 

Did you know? 

Did you know you were leaving us? 

Mother and father and brother & sister 

and John and Glenn and me 

left standing 

or pacing or sitting 

or slumped against a wall, mouth open 

and eyes wet, 

or huddled with our arms about our shoulders 

looking for that moment of waking. 

Waking never comes, 

sleep brings demons for us 

and dreams for you. 

I wanted to lie beside you one time and put my arm around your middle 

and find sleep there 

sleep and dreams. 

Blue Heaven in your eyes 

I saw it dancing there 

like I saw you, angel, 

waiting for the bus. 

The bus doesn't come 

like the wounds are never healed 

because you never knew I love you. 
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Cardboard Companion 
Jillian Barger 

With beckoning arms outstretched and 

eyes glazed with compassion, 

you stepped into my universe-

oblivious to your bold impact. 

A soothing embrace welcomed and 

curious eyes finally understood, 

i stepped closer to you-• 

naive to what you'd become. 

Our foreign hearts intertwined and 

sealed with valid honor, 

we walked alongside each other-

seekers who'd found a treasure. 

Chimes in a summer breeze, 

we danced 

and strolled 

like lovers 

sprinkled with the moon's glitter. 

Like fools 

overcome with the fine wine's spirit, 

we laughed, 

while as openly as children 

we cried-

together ... 

Then one day, 

you fell: 

Fragile heart shattered again and 

eyes drained of hope, 

you stepped away from me-

into your cold, desolate shell. 

With deep sadness sensed and 

a warm caress offered, 

i moved closer to console--
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only to be pushed away. 

Our battered souls unraveled and 

stripped of sacred trust, 

we ran from mutual understanding-

friends who'd lost one another. 

A puppy frightened by thunderstorms, 

i shivered 

and pleaded 

like victims 

beaten with their husbands' hand. 

Like lunatics 

encaged by solid steel bars, 

i raved, 
while as hopelessly as mourners 

grieved--

alone ... 

until one day, 

realized: 

You are not the Sun; 

the earth does not revolve around 

you. 
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Home place 
Tim Robinson 

Poetry Editor 

This is the place of my father where 

clapboard walls of the bedrooms 

have collapsed over foundation stones, 

where moss-covered slats 

lie in a sodden heap 

near a tree bearing the notice: NO HUNTING. 

When I was younger, 

sifting through dirt or 

shifting 

configurations of boards 

taught me history through remnants 

uncovering 

onyx colored doorknobs, glass buttons, 

stoneware. 

This is the place 

where a world began, 

where I untangle vines from treelimbs 

to make the wreath of all forgiveness, 

where rains erode almost everything 

as leaves are driven from the sky 

where a shadow circles above 

calling 

to the one secret we hide from ourselves. 
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Leaving 
Marsha A. Blevins--Fiction Editor 

Thunder rumbled across the darkened sky, followed by a quick flash of blinding light. 

For several seconds I refused to move, then moving my head, I looked at the clock beside the bed. 

Large red digital dashes formed the numbers 2:45 and a small red dot glowed beside a.m. 
Without realizing it, I held my breath as I listened to the rain beat down on the parched 

pavement below his window. It would take me almost an hour to get to home from this side of 

town. I removed myself from his bed with slow, easy movements so I would not disturb him. 

Using the fleeting flashes of lightning to locate my hastily discarded clothing, I prepared myself 

to leave him. 

My uncooperative clothing allowed several long minutes to pass before I could slip out of 

the privacy of Drew's bedroom and go to my car. The sound of the bedroom door being opened 
echoed in the sudden stillness of the room. Light from the hallway poured into the room to 

caress his warm skin. I paused for a moment to watch the smooth rise and fall of his muscular 

chest before closing the door. Drew's youthful body called me back to the warm comfort of the 
bed in ways his soft, loving lips could not. He told me he loved me several times; each time I 

laughed and told him he did not know what love was yet. God help me, but I did not want to leave 

him. As I turned to walk down the hallway I noticed a small coffee stain on the sleeve of my 

white blouse and felt dirty. 

The rain continued to fall in fat, thick drops like the tears that wet my flushed cheeks as 

I ran to my car. I struggled to see the road, I turned the windshield wipers to a higher speed. I 

had to get home quickly, but I could not see the road two feet in front of my car. Fearful of 

having an accident this far from my office and home I slowed the car to a crawl. I spared a 

hopeful glance at the green, glowing numbers of the clock on the car radio. The small digital 

numbers mocked me as I tried to navigate the car through the rain-slicked streets of my 

hometown. A half hour had passed since I abandoned the burgundy, silk sheets Drew loved. He 

probably discovered I was gone by now and I wondered if he was angry with me for running away 

from him again. Startled to find I had driven onto the shouider of the road, I concentrated on 
driving. I became frantic as I glanced at the taunting green numbers. It was 3:50 in the 

morning and I was still approximately fifteen minutes from home. As the rain slowed to a fine 

mist, I saw my chance to make up some of my lost time so I pressed on the accelerator. 

Twenty minutes later I pulled into the driveway. Methodically, I searched the house for 

a light that would tell me if someone was awake. The house was dark and I hoped my extended 
absence would go unnoticed. If I could just get inside and slip into my lavender night dress no 

one would know I had just gotten home. I could say I was having trouble sleeping because of the 

storm. As I got out of the car Martin bought me for my birthday last month, I caught a glimpse 

of my reflection in the rear view mirror; I did not recognize the face of the woman in the 

mirror. I asked myself when I began making up lies to answer Martin's questions before I was 

confronted. 

The clicking of my own front door seemed louder to me than when I opened Drew's 
bedroom door to sneak out. Cleverly, I slipped off my shoes as I entered the hallway to make my 

track through the house quieter. I strained my ears to make sure I had not disturbed Martin's 

sleep. 

"Glad to see you finally made it home. " a deep male voice greeted me from the shadows of 

the living room. 
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"The storm was really bad," I replied coolly. 

"Did you get everything caught up at the office?" 

"No, I might have to stay late 'one or two more nights to get it all done. I don't know how I 

let so much paper work pile up, but I did." 
"I called your damn office and nobody answered the phone," he stated in a calm eerie 

voice. 

A chill racked my body as I quickly searched for a believable excuse. Martin waited for 
my explanation as I shoved the wet strands of my graying black hair from my face. I ran my 
hand down the front of my blouse to smooth out the wrinkles before I looked at Martin again. 

"I turned the ringer on the telephone in my office off so I would not be disturbed. Did you 

need something or did you just miss me so much you had to call me?" I asked hoping the sarcasm 

of my comment would mask the nervous quiver in my voice. 

"How come you're so damn late?" 

"What the hell is this, Martin? Why the third degree? I was working at the office. I 
had a rough day; I was tired. I guess I must have fallen asleep. When I woke up it was raining. 

It took me longer to drive home because the storm was so bad. Would you like to know what I had 

for lunch or how many times I went to the rest room today, too?" 

"Why are you getting so defensive? Is it so wrong for a man to wonder where in the hell 

his wife is? Shit, for all I know you could have been dead or something." 

"No, you'd like that too much," I accused before exiting the room. 
My explosive homecoming only served to make me feel worse. Martin had every right to 

be angry. How could I be so foolish? Thinking he wouldn't notice my long absence bordered on 

insanity. The more I thought about it, the more convinced I became that I was crazy. Working at 

the office had to be the oldest excuse in the world, I knew Martin wouldn't be fooled for long. I 

knew I had to tell Martin our marriage was over. There were a few times I had tried to tell him, 
but I backed out because I thought things would get better between us. How could I tell my 
husband of 20 years I did not love him anymore? 

I stood in the middle of the bedroom we shared since our wedding night looking as if the 

answers to my problems would magically appear upon the walls. Where had we gone wrong? 

We were so in love when we first got married, but that seemed like a lifetime ago. We would 

spend long, romantic weekends at a bed and breakfast upstate. Martin took me on a trip to Paris 

for our tenth anniversary. Later that same year Martin was promoted and the romantic trips 

stopped. He worked longer hours and took extended business trips. I grew lonely as each trip 

Martin took lasted longer than the one before it. About eight years ago I took a job out of 

boredom. The communication Martin and I shared disappeared. I began to cry again as I tried to 

count the times we had talked, really talked, to each other in the past year. Twice. 

"I'm sorry," he said as he stepped behind me. 
"Forget it Martin." 
"Sarah, come on. Don't be like this. I was just afraid that something had happened to 

you. When nobody answered at the office, well I didn't know where you were." 

"Martin, I'm tired. I want to go to sleep," I replied as I turned to go to the guest bedroom. 

Martin stood in the place that I vacated and watched me walk away. I wanted to stay 

wrapped in Martin's arms, but I wanted the Martin from the first years of our marriage. He 

loved me back then, but now he pushes me away every time I try to get close to him. I 

remember the business dinners I went on with him. The other businessmen's wives always 

commented they could tell Martin and I loved each other by the sparkle in my eyes. Soon after I 

quit going to the dinners with Martin, he began buying me diamonds, rubies, sapphires, cars, a 
house, and other expensive trinkets. 
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I spent the rest of the weekend avoiding Martin. He would enter a room where I was and I 
would mutter some excuse to leave. I tried to ignore my problems with Martin by calling every 

friend I lost contact with over the last couple months. Arrangements were made for me to meet a 

couple of my friends from college for drinks after work so I could avoid coming home to Martin's 

indifference. My job provided me with more excuses to stay away from home. I completed more 

work in five days than I normally did in a month. By combining my renewed interest in my 

friends and my job I managed to avoid Martin and Drew for a week. 

An annoying sound awoke me from a restless night of sleep. I voiced my disgust as I 

realized that my alarm was signaling me to start my day. Pulling myself into a sitting position, 

I brushed my hair back from my face with a groan as I noticed another gray strand. As I glanced 

around the guest bedroom, a slow frown creased the skin around my mouth and eyes. I could see 

my hair brush lying next to a half empty bottle of perfume on the gold trimmed dresser across 

the room. The door to the closet stood open and my business suits had found their way inside. A 
pair of beige low heeled pumps rested near the door to the guest bathroom where my make-up, 

toothbrush, hair dryer and bath robe now made their home. My personal things should not be in 

here; they should be in mine and Martin's room. My thoughts were interrupted by a faint knock 
at the door. I did not answer because I knew it was Martin and I wondered what he would do when 

I did not reply. 

"I thought you were still sleeping," he said with a boyish grin on his face as he walked 

into the room. 

held. 

"I just got up. What are you doing?" I asked nodding my head toward the tray Martin 

"I brought you breakfast." 

"Breakfast?" I asked as if it were the first time I had heard of breakfast. 

"I brought enough for both of us. I was hoping we could talk." 

"Martin, I have to go to work." 
"I called your office and told them you weren't feeling well and you wouldn't be in today," 

he admitted. 

"You had no right to do that, Martin. I have things to do today, things that can't wait until 

tomorrow. What made you think that I would even want to stay home?" 

"Sarah, I thought we could talk for a while. I can tell that you haven't been sleeping well. 

You need to take some time off and rest." 

I looked at the man standing before me in amazement. We barely spoke to each other for 

a week. During that time, two days passed without us even seeing each other. Still, here he was, 
standing in front of me with a breakfast tray in his hands telling me we could talk and I needed to 

rest. From somewhere inside me hope came rushing forward. Maybe he realized he was 

ignoring me and he wanted to make things good between us again. A small smile touched my lips 

as I indicated that he should sit down with me on the bed. 

We talked of unimportant matters as we ate. Martin told me about the new clients he was 

dealing with now and his boss had mentioned another promotion. I commented on the clients and 

replied I was happy for him. I told him about my meetings with my friends. He asked several 

polite questions about two of the ladies that he knew. Martin and I realized we did not have 

anything to say to one another when our conversation turned to the weather. We both stopped 

talking and looked at each other. I could feel the hopelessness clouded my eyes and he tried to 
pull me into his embrace; I stopped him by clasping his hand in my own. 

"Martin, let's go somewhere. Maybe we could go upstate. We haven't gone anywhere 

together in so long. I can get a couple days off work. I know you wouldn't have any trouble 

getting time off. It will be good for us to get away," my voice was desperate, but I did not care. 
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"I can't, Sarah. I am leaving for San Francisco in the morning. I'll be back before the 
weekend. We could go then if you want," he said in an apologetic tone. 

"No, that's all right. It was just a thought. I better go to work anyway," I said as I 
walked out of the room. 

The next morning I waited until I heard Martin leave before I got up. I got ready for 
work in less than a half hour so I wandered into the kitchen to read the morning newspaper. My 
thoughts were scattered and I could not concentrate on the article I was trying to read. I tried to 
focus on the words on the page, but it was impossible. Finally, I became so agitated that I 
crammed the newspaper into the gaping mouth of the trash can. As I scooped up my keys I 
removed my coat from a peg by the door. My hand closed over the door latch when the telephone 
rang. I glanced at the clock on the hallway wall, enough time had past for Martin to arrive at the 
airport. Assuming it was Martin calling, I opened the door and left. 

There was nothing for me to do at work. I sat in my chair staring at the wall for the 
better part of the morning. My paperwork had been completed yesterday. There was not a paper 
clip or pen out of place anywhere on my desk. Each drawer of the large oak desk had been 
straightened at least twice. I allowed my thoughts to drift to Martin. I started thinking about 
the first years of our marriage. Eventually, I began to compare those first years with Martin to 
the last several years with Martin. Alice, my secretary, intruded upon my brooding to announce 
a call for me on line one. 

"Hello," I said after pressing the small white button below the number one. 
"Sarah?" 
"Yes," I said, confused because I did not recognize the voice of the caller. 
"Are you all right? You don't sound like yourself," Drew said. 
''I'm fine, Drew. You caught me at a bad time. I'm really busy right now." 
"I just wanted to hear your voice. You haven't been over lately and I missed you. I kind of 

hoped that we could get together for dinner or something tonight." he stated hesitantly as if he 
were afraid I would refuse. 

"I'll meet you at the coffee shop on the corner of 8th and 32nd around seven." 
"I'll be there. I'm going to let you go so you can get back to work. I love you, Sarah." 
I hung up the phone without making a reply. 
The rest of the day passed uneventfully. I sat through a meeting with a potential client 

half listening and thankful my assistant was in charge of this particular account. I ordered 
lunch in my office because I could not face the world. My assistant brought in four folders of 
papers for me to look over and sign; I finished them in under an hour. Out of desperation for 
something to occupy my time, I called my mother. As I hung up the receiver, I made a mental 
note to add the phone call to my list of mistakes. Alice came and went all day long, bringing me 
papers, notes, and inter-office messages. I managed to lose myself in a file on an account from 
three years back, the numbers did not come out exactly right. As I concentrated on the columns 
of numbers, time slipped by without my notice. At a quarter till seven, Alice came in to let me 
know she was going home for the night. 

I walked out with Alice. Deciding to walk the three blocks to the coffee shop where I was 
to meet Drew, I refused Alice's offer to share a cab. The walk refreshed me after hiding myself 
in my office all day. I could see the coffee shop within minutes and I felt myself getting nervous. 
I wanted to end the relationship, but one look from Drew and I lost my ability to think. He was 
waiting for me in a back corner booth. 

He stood up as I approached the white speckled Formica table. Drew took my coat and 
briefcase while I slid across the light blue plastic of the booth's seat. He plac_ed my things beside 
him as he sat down across from me. The smile on his face made me feel worse than I imagined 
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possible. He began telling me how much he missed me the last few days and he told me he loved 

me. 
"Sarah, I have something really important to ask you." 

"Oh, Drew, don't do this. I've told you a thousand times I am not the right person for 

you," I said as he reached across the table to hold my hands in his. 

"Sarah, I miss you. I want to us to see each other more. I know you have to work long 

hours, but I have found a solution." 

"What solution?" 

"Would you consider moving in with me?" he asked as he slid his thumb over my 

wedding band. 

"Drew, we've discussed this before." 

"Don't you think it is time for you to let Martin go. I know you loved him, but Sarah, he 

is gone." 

"Drew ... " 

"No, Sarah. Martin has been dead for two years now. You still won't stay overnight at 

my place. I don't even know where you live. You forbid me to call your house because you are 

afraid I would call when your mother-in-law is visiting. It is time to let go, you can't grieve 

forever. You deserve to fall in love again, Sarah." 

"Martin isn't dead, Drew." 

"What?" he asked as his left eyebrow arched upward. 

"Martin isn't dead." 
"What do you mean he isn't dead?" 

"I lied to you, Drew. I don't know of a nice way to explain it, but I lied." 

"You could've told me that you and Martin were divorced, it wouldn't have mattered to 

me, Sarah." 

"Drew, Martin is not dead and we are not divorced. I am a married woman and I am 

cheating on my husband." 

"You have lied to me for two years! I tried to do everything I could to help you get over 
the loss of your husband. How many other men are you sleeping with? God, how in the could I 

have been so damn stupid? Do you fuck me then go home and fuck him or is he first?" his voice 

grew louder and louder with each word. 

"Drew, you are making a scene. Would you please lower your voice?" 
"No. I can't believe you. What the hell were you thinking? You came to my apartment at 

least three nights a week, crawled into my bed and let me make love to you while your husband 

sat at home waiting on you to come home from work." 

"Drew, I'm sorry. It wasn't like that. What do you want me to do? " 

"I want you to leave me the hell alone. I don't want to ever see you again." 

"Drew, wait," I pleaded as he stood up to leave. 

"Oh, here take this I won't need it," he said as he tossed a small square box on the 

speckled table top. 

I picked up the black box and opened it. A soft black velvet ring box slid into my hand. 
could barely control my shaking hands as I opened the small box. A marquee cut, half karat 
diamond engagement ring sparkled in the coffee shop light. The simple ring made the jewels 

Martin bought for me look like jewelry from a bubble gum machine. Drew had bought me this 

ring because he loved me. I looked up at Drew, but he was not there. A quick glance around the 

small shop told me Drew was gone. My glance slid back down to the ring. I sat in the booth 

crying for nearly an hour and I did not care who saw me. 

I kept the ring for three days before I placed it in a larger box. I wrote Drew's address 
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on it and placed it in the out-going mail basket. I thought about including a note, but in the end 
decided I should not. Martin called me at work to let me know that he would be home around 
eight that night. After he called, I told Alice I was taking the rest of the day off and that I could 
be reached at home if there were any problems. 

Martin found me in our room asleep when he came home that night. He told me about his 
trip and I listened with half-hearted interest. For the rest of the weekend he tried to talk to me, 
but I would say as little as I possible could. I knew I had to tell him about Drew if I was ever 
going to get my life back on the right track. 

"Martin, we need to talk." 
That understatement was a poor way to start the conversation I intended to have with 

him. I found him sitting at the kitchen table reading the Sunday sports section of the newspaper. 
For several weeks now I thought about the reasons I wanted out of my marriage with Martin. To 
my surprise, I realized I did not necessarily want to divorce Martin, but we had a lot to work 
out. I had agonized for several days over how to explain my feelings to Martin. 

"I have tried to talk to you." 
"I know. I wasn't ready to talk until now." 
"What if I'm not ready now, Sarah?" 
"You don't have to talk. All I need you to do is listen." 
"Sarah, whatever the problem is, 1·m sure we can work it out. We just need to take 

things slow and talk things through." 
"This is exactly what I want to talk to you about. I told you I needed you to listen to me, 

but you can't do that. Instead of listening to what I have to say, you start a lecture on how easily 
our problems can be solved. Martin, it is not that easy. We have been married for 20 years and 
I have been alone for half of those years. You come home and most of the time you don't even look 
at me. You stopped showing me any kind of affection. I began to feel like a bothersome pet you 
didn't have the heart to get rid of. I feel as if you don't love me," I let the words flow out of my 
mouth before I could think about them. 

"I don't love you! Where did you get that idea? I have worked my ass off for the last ten 
years to give you everything a person could want. If I didn't love you do you think I would buy 
you a fancy car and this big house. I have bought you every piece of jewelry you have ever 
wanted," he shouted as the newspaper fell to the floor to rest beside the leg of the table. 

"I am a middle aged woman with no children and a husband that ignores me. Was I 
supposed to be happy with this big empty house and all that expensive jewelry you bought? I'm 
sorry, but I never wanted those things. I wanted you, Martin. We never go anywhere together 
unless it is one of your business dinners. We used to waste entire days loving each other. I want 
you to love me," I finished in a whisper as a tear fell from my aging brown eyes. 

"Sarah. you are making this all seem worse than it is." 
"I've been seeing someone else, Martin," I whispered as if I did not want him to hear me. 
He did not reply. He looked at me for several stunned seconds before he stood up. I took 

an involuntary step backward. It crossed my mind that he was about to hit me for the first time 
in my life. I tried to sink into the floor to escape the unrestrained anger I saw in his hazel eyes. 
As I watched the flames of hatred burn in his eyes I wished I had not told him about my affair. 
He was face to face with me before I could move any further. Martin just looked at me before he 
released a cry of disgust. 

"In addition to not loving me you must not know me very well either. I would never 
intentionally hurt you, physically or otherwise," he whispered as he walked past me. 

I heard the front door slam followed shortly by the sound of a car pul_ling out of the 
driveway. Martin had left me. 
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