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Chapter On​e: After The Game
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“What do you mean you are benching my son!” Robert yelled.

He had run down the stairs of the bleachers to confront Luke, the coach of the little league football team.

“I said what I said, Rob!” Luke shouted.

“Desmond is the best quarterback you got!” Robert got angrier.

Luke didn’t listen; he kept walking away.

“Don’t walk away when I am talking to you!” Robert followed, then he grabbed Luke’s shoulder and pulled.

Luke shoved my husband, and Robert threw a punch, which missed, and Luke punched him. My husband fell to the ground.

“Robert!” I ran down the stairs and onto the field. Robert wasn’t moving. “Call the paramedics!” I yelled as I got to my husband.

Luke just stood there. Other people crowded us, and I tried to get my husband to open his eyes.

“He shouldn’t have done that,” one of the guys said. 

“Your husband started it,” another woman pointed out.

I didn’t care; I only cared that my husband wasn’t responding to my calling him.

The game had stopped, and everyone was waiting to see if Robert would wake up.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“He is awake,” the doctor at the hospital smiled. “We are keeping him overnight for observation, but he is awake and responding well.”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

It had only been two hours since we left the field and came to the hospital, but it felt like an eternity.

“Go on,” I told our three kids.

They rushed towards the room to check on their father.

The doctor smiled at me. “It’s just for the night; we expect him to be just fine.”

“Thanks again,” I shook his hand and walked into the room.

The kids were all over him as he lay on the hospital bed. “I am fine,” he hugged them. “Just had my lights turned out, that’s all.”

He looked at me and mouthed an apology.

It wasn’t the first time Robert’s anger wrote a check his body couldn’t cash. “Go get something from the vending machine,” I told the kids as I gave them some change. “I need to talk to your father.”

The three of them rushed out of the room.

“I am sorry,” Robert apologized.

“It’s little league!” I closed the door behind me. “Desmond doesn’t even like playing quarterback he likes to play running back.”

“I know,” Robert sat up.

“Why would you try to punch Luke?” I asked as I sat down beside the bed. “He is a big man!”

“I don’t know, I just got angry at him for benching Desmond,” Robert shrugged.

“You do know Desmond asked to sit on the bench, right?” I stared at him. “He told us he wants to play runnin...”

“I know, Daphne, I know!” Robert got aggravated. “You don’t have to keep repeating it! I told you I just got angry!”

I took a deep breath. This was the normal thing with Robert. He got mad quickly.

“Well,” I stood up. “Since you seem to be back to normal, I will take the kids home and get them ready for bed.”

“Daphne, I am sorry,” Robert apologized.

I had heard that way too many times. Too many times, to count. My sister kept trying to tell me to leave him. He had never hit me, but he had yelled and made me feel small. He had yelled at the kids as well.

I held onto the door just before I opened it. I sighed.

“I want a divorce,” I breathed.

It felt like a weight had dropped off my chest.

“What!” Robert shot back. “You’re going to divorce me because I lost my temper?”

“No, I am doing it for me,” I turned to face him. “I can’t keep doing this,” I stared at him. “I keep asking you to go to anger management or something to get your anger under control. Desmond is turning thirteen next year. What if he gets on your nerves or says something you don’t like, he is already...”

“He is my son!” Robert shouted. “I won’t hit him for no reason.”

“You made him cry the other day because he wanted to stay out late in the driveway with his friend playing basketball!” I fired back. “What about Lucy, she left her doll at the park, and you told her to buck up!”

“It’s a damn doll!” Robert shouted.

There was a knock on the door, and the doctor came in. “You will have to leave if you...”

“I am leaving,” I walked past him.

Instead of going home, I took the kids to my sister’s house.

I put them to bed in her guest rooms.

“Thanks,” I smiled as I sat down in the living room.

“My house is your house,” Shirly smiled.

I didn’t want to be home right now. I knew Robert’s temper, and I was sure he was going to sign himself out of the hospital and go home.

“He really swung on Luke Barret?” Shirly asked.

“Yeah!” I answered. “If I didn’t see it myself, I wouldn’t believe it either.”

Luke was a large black man; he was built like a bodybuilder.

“He asked for it then,” Shirly smiled.

“They are all sleeping,” Mark joined us in the living room.

Shirly and Mark had been married since they graduated from high school. They didn’t have kids, but they had a big house.

“Robert swung on Luke,” Shirly told Mark.

“I heard,” Mark grinned at his wife.

Mark worked for the city, so I was sure someone had told him his brother-in-law had been taken to the hospital.

“Of course you did,” Shirly smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~
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Later that night, after many texts between Robert and me, none of which were good. I finally got to lie down.

My phone went off again, and I thought it was another text from Robert.

‘I am sorry about your husband,’ the text read.

It was from Luke.

‘He swung first,’ I replied. ‘And you only hit him once.’

I shouldn’t be talking to the man who knocked out my husband. But I felt like it. For some reason, I felt like talking to someone other than my sister.

‘I am sorry he yelled at you,’ I texted.

‘I probably should have talked to him about it first, but Desmond wanted to sit out, so I put Matthew in,’ Luke responded.

‘You’re the coach of the team, and Desmond already told us he wanted to play running back,’ I sat up in bed. ‘Robert overreacted.’

‘Well, I just wanted to apologize. I hope he is okay.’

I stared at the text for a while. I should put the phone down, turn over, and go to sleep.

“Hi,” Luke said as he answered the phone.

“Hi,” I replied.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: ​Moving Forward
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I had been home for less than a few hours, and I already wanted to go back to my sister’s place, or anywhere else but here.

Robert kept trying to start arguments, trying to make me angry. I told him what I had said was how I had been feeling for months, possibly years. I was tired of the on-and-off arguing, the constant fear of him losing his temper and one day hitting the kids or me.

Robert had never hit me, for which I was grateful, but there was always that one time that would open the door to other times.

I was doing this for the kids more than I was doing it for me. I had to get them away from him and his attitude. I had to get them somewhere where they felt safe, where they didn’t have to worry about which father they were getting, the nice, friendly person or the angry, mean one.

“Look at me when I am talking to you!” Robert yelled as we stood in the kitchen.

“What?” I turned from the kitchen sink where I was washing dishes that he had used. “What!”

“Talk to me,” Robert pleaded with those eyes. Those steel blue eyes that made my insides turn to mush so many times. But they did not affect me today, none at all.

“About what Robert?” I slammed my hands on the counter. “How many times are you going to hit someone when you get angry? What happens when the person you hit files a complaint or tries to sue you?”

Luke hadn’t filed a complaint or threatened to sue. He felt bad for knocking Robert out. Our talk last night had lasted much longer than I initially intended, but I liked it, and although my phone was in the other room, I was dying inside to check it to see if Luke had texted me or left a message.

“I told you,” Robert stared at me.

“It won’t happen again,” I repeated as he said it to me.

“You’ve said that how many times now?” I asked, staring at the man I used to love.

I loved Robert once, but now it was just a need to be with him; more than anything, it was familiar, which I told myself I would never do. My father had stayed with my mom far too long, and I saw what it did to him in the end.

“I will go...”

“To anger management,” I nodded.

He had said that before, and it lasted three sessions before he threw a fit and launched a book at the therapist.

“When are you going to face it?” I asked, staring at him. “You’re not happy, you’re not happy with me, you’re not happy with the kids, and you’re not happy with the direction your life is heading.”

I shrugged. “Robert I am giving you a way out, take it.”

I had seen Robert at the bar or hanging out with some of his single friends, he was a different person, laughing, smiling, joking around, he wanted to be like them carefree, without any responsibilities.

I knew that’s what he wanted; he just didn’t want to say it out loud.

I reached for his hand. “Take it,” I grinned. “I will be fine.”

I had a great job and a good support system behind me with my sister and friends. I wanted Robert to find his happiness, so I didn’t have to hear that one day his anger got someone killed or got him killed.

“Okay,” Robert nodded.

“Good,” I smiled and released his hand. “Now get out of my house!” I smiled at him.

“Yes ma’am,” he bowed his head.

When the kids came home, I broke the news to them that we were separated and would soon be divorced. None of them said anything; they didn’t even act surprised, which I found both settling and disturbing at the same time.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“They look happier,” my sister smiled as we watched the kids play outside in the snow.

“They are,” I agreed.

It had been months since the divorce we were happier without Robert in the house. We didn’t have to step on eggshells or wonder when the next tantrum was going to come. Sure, it was difficult at times, and downright painful at others, but we were good.

I saw Robert now, and then, in passing, he seemed happier, like a weight had been lifted off his shoulders. Most recently, I saw him with a younger woman; she was wrapped in his arms. I was glad he was moving on. I knew some women wouldn’t like seeing their exes with another woman, but for me, it was a breath of fresh air.

“So, what about you?” Shirly asked.

“What about me?” I answered.

“Please, you’ve been staring at your phone every ten minutes since you got here,” Shirly grinned from ear to ear. “Who is he?”

“Just a friend,” I responded.

Luke and I had been talking nonstop since that first night. I felt like I was a teenager again. He texted or messaged me first thing in the morning and the last thing at night. We talked for hours on the phone, and when I didn’t hear from him, I got anxious.

“Just a friend,” Shirly nodded with that sarcastic tone.

“I am not...”

“Ready,” Shirly completed my sentence.

“Well, I am not,” I shrugged.

What we had was comfortable, stable, and it felt good, but I didn’t feel ready to commit again.

“You’re playing it safe,” Shirly turned in her seat to face me. “You want to be in that safe zone where everything is controllable and low risk and its safe. You don’t hurt him and he doesn’t hurt you.”

I hated when she was right. I liked that it was in the place where there was
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