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Marital on

stop. | was so wrapped up in my 0

although even if | did have a gha

rude though. Anyway, things to think about than being polite to some

stranger on theroad. Little ow that “it" may have already happened...

just one more drink. Don’'t be such akilljoy’. Rupert was always up for
‘onem [ then a@mother one and even another after that. Well, | had nothing much to
to stay and have that other drink. There were many such evenings like
thisone work. That was our pattern, me and the lads going down to our locd to have afew
drinks before heading off home...

I work in an office with a nice bunch of lads. It'safunny sort of office because there are

no women but it seems to work well and everyone gets on with their job and we all have laughs

in between. We provide computer support to different companies so if anyone is having
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problems they give us aring and we take lots of calls and help to rectify their technical problems.
Yes, it'sas easy asthat. If only everything in life could be as easy.

Most of the lads seemed to have good lives, or at least lives that they were content with.
They dl lived at home with their girlfriends or wives and when they went home there would be a
nice dinner waiting for them. Some had kids and wouldn’t come out for a

often but everyone respected that because we were al pretty decent like

out. At home | had a wife, yes. Did she put dinner on the table for me? she'd"do that

sometimes but | wouldn’'t get any peace at home. All she did w , hag? | mean, she

literally wouldn’'t stop moaning. It sometimes got so | would drink”more at home and

then we would have arguments. Sometimes th she would throw things

having for tea tonight, Eric’, John asked me.

know. We might get a takeaway’. | knew that from the row we'd had this
morning | was unlikely to get anything for my tea.
"Why don’t you cook something for her? A romantic dinner for two!’ | suppose there

was something in what John said. It might placate her and improve our relationship which was



going down the toilet fast. | decided to leave the pub quickly after downing my drink. | said
goodbye to the lads and headed off to the supermarket to get a few things before getting the bus.
In the supermarket | bought different vegetables which we wouldn’t ordinarily have had. |

contemplated a nice bottle of wine but thought better of it considering that we both drank rather

too much and a lot of our arguments probably stemmed from that. | decided, , on anice
cream cake. For once, | was quite looking forward to going home and us bot ething

nice to eat. | knew that we had some candles and | decided that we wou it at the table

properly and eat rather in front of the telly aswe usually did.

‘I’'m home love', | called, as | opened the front ilencey, Maybe she's popped out,
athough it was unusua because she was aways zzie worked in the local
Marks and Spencer and she loved it there, i same as me with my job. |

decided to get on with making dinner and su

cook dinner $8metimes and stay in with her. | began to think that | hadn’t really been a very

good husband after all and maybe it wasn't al her fault. | was now looking forward to her
walking through the door. | was going to give her a big hug. | never did that. She would be

surprised al right. She would smile and we would eat dinner in peace for a change.



| looked at the clock. Eight o’clock. Where was she? | tried calling her mobile and it rang. |
heard it ringing in the house...my heart suddenly started racing. | could hear it in my ears. |
sprinted up the stairs into the bedroom and there on our bed was her mobile. How come she
hadn’t taken it with her? She always takes it everywhere with her. | called her friends from her
workplace. She only had two friends there. They were friends she used to tal n her mobile
in the evenings.

“Hdllo, Jill? ThisisEric, Lizzie's hushand'.

"Oh, Eric, hello, how areyou? How isLizzie? She sound
"She’'s fine. Well, you saw her today at work di
before Jill answered,

“Lizzie s not been at work for afew

had been different. OhL e run away? The wife | couldn’t stand to come home to.

The woman w my h ery single day of my life. The arguments, the abuse, the
broken cr ere still husband and wife. We were till a married couple. We still

ng together albeit in silence. My wife, my Lizzie. Where was she?
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| stood up and went to her wardrobe. | was too afraid to open it.
Eventually 1 gid and what | saw didn't surprise me. It was empty. She had taken most of her
things. The things she had |eft were things | had bought her over the years.

The day when | thought our lives could change forever was the day my Lizzie had

decided to walk out on me. The arguments, the lack of support, my disinterest in our marriage



had taken its toll and had been too much for her. Why had she not told me, though? Why did
she have to run away like that? She was the one who had been constantly moaning. Wasn't she?
I mean, | hadn’t been a bad husband. | admit I'd hit her once or twice but then most men do that,
don’'t they? | mean, she had bruises but she never had to go to hospital and we had both been

arguing...

And so, it had already happened. It's now been five months since Li walked on me.
When she left she took the light with her. My Lizzie. The woman |

shadow of the man | once was. | never appreciated my Lizzie. No is.gone fofever and all |

feel is pain and regret. %



A Mother'sLove

It was almost time. She could feel the baby moving and knew that he wanted to get out in the
open, into the world. A new being in the world, a new beginning...

She knew that she would get some help to deliver her baby. She had done this before five times
in five years. To carry her babies was a hopeful experience but she learned that nothing was
perfect and the pain of loss would aways follow. She pushed. The pain was excruciating. She
could feel warm liquid oozing out of her and trickling down her legs. After much pushing, which
came natural to her (she'd had practice) the baby came out. He was covered in the membrane still
and there was blood which she started to clean.
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She revelled in the beauty of her baby boy. He was so soft and warm and his smell was
beautiful, of sweet innocence. She nudged him, caressed him, fed him, kept him warm,
whispered sounds of comfort to him. He was happy, warm, fed, loved. Innocent eyes. They
enjoyed being close to each other, mother and baby. Three days of bliss. There were voices
outside, talking and laughter. Then it happened. They came in, two of them, and snatched her
baby from her, pulling him by his leg. He screamed, the look of terror in his face just too much
to bear. She also screamed, a lamenting and haunting sound which, if anyone with a heart had
heard, would be impossible to forget.

She never saw her baby again. She didn't IZnow what became of him. The pain of
separation was excruciating. Every day she grieved and longed for her babies. She knew that
others were also in the same position as her. She also knew that this would not be the last time.
They would come again and rape her. She would carry her baby and then they would take it
away after a few days. The first time this happened she was in such shock that she expected her
baby to be brought back to her but she never saw him again. The second time she feared the
same thing would happen The third time she knew what would happen. Eventually, she would
get too ol d_and they would_ also drag her away and torture her even more and her pathetic life
would end. But then this is the life of millions like her. Will this ever end? The terror and horror
expérienced by her ki nd”

g,

Thisisthelife of acow.
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Secr et Despair

The room was bright and airy. A light breeze entered the window and delicately moved
the lace curtain. The playfulness of the waltz, a contrast to the silent figure sitting at the table.
There was no movement except that of the music, three beats to a bar...the woman gazed at the
bright pink carnations in the vase on her table, yet she didn’t appear to be looking at the flowers
but somehow beyond — not beyond the flowers but as if she were gazing into a different world,
perhaps a different life. Her nails meticulously painted blood red and her fingersgvere decorated
with colourful rings on three fingers of both hands. Her left hand suppor chin as her
fingers gently touched her cheek, her face in silent repose. Her colourful rj reflection

could smell the scent of jasmine which she had applied delicately b
slender ivory wrists.

Her other hand caressed a photograph frame which lay le in"front of her.
Within the frame was a picture of a man who gazed at h ful eyes. Hers,
despite some youth, were aging with every second th Id continue to age while
his would remain forever young. The radiogr was uninterrupted by
anything in the room and oblivious of the cup

whitewashed wall and which had been rude he dirty brown liquid — broken
crockery lay on the wooden floor beneatk re and apparent serenity hid
despair. Eyes apparently calm now gl ] [ e windows of the soul threatened
to open their curtains. A storm had b and ligltening had struck to the detriment of

the wall and the cup but maybe it wés be Way .. .then came the rain which left two
rivulets that threatened the mask. adfess. Had a dam broken?

The music ended. '
within the woman ther i which could never be heard by anyone. It could
it. She stroked her hair which was piled high on her
he mirror on the wall she glanced at the destruction she

ing her handkerchief from her sleeve she patted her face
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