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“When one door of happiness closes, another opens; but often we look so long at the closed door that we do not see the one which has been opened for us.”

—H
ELEN
K
ELLER


“Love is a feeling, marriage is a contract, and relationships are work.”

—L
ORI
G
ORDON,
American marriage therapist, family therapist, relationship coach and entrepreneur founder of PAIRS
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Day of Reckoning

T
he clock sat quiet on the nightstand, its green fluorescent numbers shouting out three a.m. Heavy breathing was muffled under the layers of bed linen draping the large mass that lay in the middle of the bed. Every now and then the large formation would shift and a new pattern would occur.

In an instant, the still formation erupted—the mass tossing and turning under the bedcovers that rustled as the silk fibers rubbed against each other.

“No, don’t go, please don’t go,” a voice cried out in the darkness. Then quiet.

The dreams were coming again, and Sylvia St. James let them play in her subconscious.

“What did you say, Adonis? I know I didn’t hear what I thought I heard.”

“I want a divorce, Sylvia. I can’t say it any plainer than that.”

“But why, Adonis? When did you decide this? I didn’t know that our marriage was in trouble.”

“That’s the problem with you. You’re always too busy to notice what’s going on right under your nose. Too busy trying to kiss the boss’ behind. Too busy trying to be something you’re not. Think you’re better than everybody else, and—if you remember before we got married, I told you I didn’t like fat women.”

“I’ll get on the treadmill tomorrow, I promise, but can we talk about this…try to work it out? We have invested so much of our lives into this marriage. Our daughter, what is she going to think?”

“Sylvia, I’m unhappy. I’ve been unhappy a long time, and now it’s
my
time. I’ve got to go.”

“But…but what about me?”

“What about you? Look, Sylvia, the love slipped out of our marriage a while ago. Of course, you were too busy to notice. I don’t have a lot of time left on this earth, and I’d like to enjoy a little happiness before I go.”

“Time left on earth?” Sylvia muttered. “What are you talking about? Where are you going? No one will ever love you like I do, Adonis.”

“Sylvia, please don’t sound so desperate. You’ll do fine. You always do.”

“Don’t go, Adonis. Don’t leave me like this. Nooooooooooooo!” Sylvia screamed.

The cream-colored silk comforter slid to the floor as Sylvia rolled from side to side, caught up in her dream-memory.

“Nooooooooooo!” she screamed once more into the early morning. “No. No.”

Pulling her hand from underneath her, Sylvia began to beat the pillow on which her head rested. She pounded the soft down until her arm tired. She peeled her eyes open then sat up slowly, sweat pouring from her brow. She scanned the dark room, her eyes out of focus. After a moment, she was able to make out the outline of the “T”-iron that Adonis had left behind: his winning golf club that he had nicknamed “Tiger.”

Sylvia slowly brought her hands to her face to catch the stream of water that ran from her eyes and threatened to soak her nightgown. Her breathing was labored as her sobs, soft at first, became loud wails. She sobbed and sobbed, then grabbed her throat to keep from choking. She wrapped her arms around her chest and shook herself from side to side.

“Why, Adonis, why? Why did you leave me? I loved you with all my heart and soul. Why, why?”

Finally, there was quiet…an occasional sniff. Sylvia unfolded her arms, drew her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around her legs. She laid her head on the bend of her knees and began to rock back and forth, willing her dream to recede. She sniffed again.

Sylvia lifted her head and turned toward the nightstand that held the clock. It was three fifty-five a.m. She threw her legs over the side of the bed and stood up, almost slipping on the comforter that had fallen to the floor. She moved to the bathroom and relieved herself, washed her hands, then looked into the mirror.

Almond-shaped eyes, which were framed by high-arched brows, stared back at Sylvia. She circled her eyes with her fingers. Even in the dim light, her skin seemed blotchier than it’d been the day before. Her face was discolored something awful, and the older she got the more defined the blotches became.

Sylvia’s reflection stared back at her, daring her to speak.

“You don’t need him.”

Sylvia put her hand to her mouth, not sure whether it was she or the reflection that had spoken.

“Yeah, I don’t need him. Get ahold of yourself, girl, and grab the world by its axis. It’s time to take my life back and leave this pity party at the doorstep.”

Sylvia was sure this time that the reflection in the mirror wasn’t talking, but the face that stared back meant serious business.
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