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Description

What do you do when you no longer want something? You discard it, right? Which is exactly what happens when Keith gets tired of his wife. But there are signed contracts and someone hasn’t read the fine print.
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~ Things Broken ~

Keith paused, studying the photo his wife had presented to him on their first anniversary. It was a professional glamour shot of her in stiletto heels and skimpy French underwear. There was a delightful ‘come-hither’ twinkle in her smile and pose. Damn, Moira had looked hot back then. He still fondly remembered how the evening ended. Nine months later Matthew was born.

In disgust, he shook his head. She’d let herself go in their twenty-eight years of marriage; had gained ten pounds, wasn’t as firm, and wrinkles were appearing on her face. He was ashamed of her.

He tightened his tie and strode out of his dressing room into the bedroom. It was becoming increasingly difficult for him to pretend he was happy. This place was his home, but it had Moira. It was Elsbeth he wanted to wake up beside, with her firm flesh, Kerry-blue eyes and long straight black hair. Her body was perfection, and the creative way she showed her affection... He adjusted his trousers and changed the direction of his thoughts. He couldn’t get away from obligations until later tonight. Moira had a charity art auction at eight, and he wouldn’t be missed until close to eleven-thirty. It was a good thing the condo he bought for Elsbeth wasn’t far away. Keith hated that he had to steal time to be with his sweet confection but the prenup he’d signed so many years ago for his own protection had become a burden he couldn’t easily be rid of.

His thoughts drifted back to when he and Moira had decided to combine their talents. Lust, then love grew between them, and the document was created. It was intended to protect the monetary assets he brought to the relationship and demonstrate she wasn’t after his money but wanted the man. The business and the marriage had been structured so they were partners with both sharing the assets equally after they made their second million. Each kept their surnames, Keith Rand and Moira Cormer, and the name of the business reflected the merger: Cormerrand Enterprises. To Keith’s surprise, over the years, it was her smart business savvy and engineering skills that made the company flourish well beyond his one million dollar nest-egg contribution. 

Now he was faced with that unfortunate clause which stated that if one of the two partners wanted to dissolve the marriage, the other partner had to buy them out of the business: half of fair market value. That was beyond what he had in loose change. His investments hadn’t done well, and he’d borrowed to purchase the condo and gifts for his precious Elsbeth so it wouldn’t show on the business books as a draw. If he took everything he had, it might be enough to buy Moira off and be free, but then he would be penniless. 

For all he disliked how Moira hadn’t kept toned, she was healthy and he couldn’t expect her to drop dead any time soon. The concern had him frowning. If he were in front of a mirror it would have shocked him to see what lines that expression etched into his face. 

***

John rolled over, groggy from the cheap booze he had consumed the night before. The alcohol was his method of anesthesia to keep the nightmares at bay but it didn’t always work. Opening one bloodshot eye, he looked around to see where he had crashed for the night. The concrete overhead and the graffiti on the walls were familiar, as were some of the sleeping bodies sprawled in cardboard shelters. He was in the shadow of the 42nd street overpass. He slowly sat up and held his pounding head. This had to stop. Not only was this place in a disputed zone between two rival gangs but it was also frequently targeted by teens bent on sick mischief. If he were in top form he could defend himself and others here. Between two tours as a Navy SEAL and eighteen years working for the CIA as a sniper, his training was more than adequate for the job even though his PTSD had eroded that.

He shoved his hands through his grimy hair but was careful not to shake his head, fearful the headache would cause him to vomit. Slowly, he pushed to his feet and got his balance. Now he recalled why he happened to be here. There was a shelter and soup kitchen a few blocks from here. He could shower and wash his clothes there once every three weeks. Today was his day. John began to walk, and after the first twenty steps or so he was moving fairly well. Focusing on getting to his destination took most of his energy. 

At last, he was in sight of the place and dug his wrinkled pass card out of his pocket. The nun at the door smiled at him and greeted him by name. The small recognition and kindness soothed a raw spot inside, and he nodded his thanks. First stop was getting clean. He shucked his clothes and put them in the basket. Old man Toby would take them to the laundry room. John had an hour before they would be done to wash and shave. He smiled, thankful he had found Merlin City where this service was available for the homeless. 

By the time the he was back into his worn but clean clothes he was more than ready for the nourishing meal, which was next on the agenda. John closed his eyes in thankfulness and began to eat the hot vegetable soup, sandwich and coffee, taking care he didn’t eat too fast. They would serve seconds but the homeless vet wanted to keep the food down in order for his stomach to consider another helping. The ex-CIA man was half-way done with his sandwich when a shadow moved across his plate and one of the nuns sat down across the table from him.

“Mr. John, it is good to see you.” She looked into his bloodshot eyes and noticed the circles of fatigue beneath them and the general pallor of his skin. “Still haven’t heard from the VA?” 

John shook his head and took another bite. After he finished chewing and taking a swallow of coffee, he cleared his throat. He hadn’t talked much in days and hoped his voice was still working. “You have a good memory. I haven’t been here in three weeks. Thank you for the service you offer. The food, shower and clean clothes make me feel almost human.” Having run out of things to say, he took another bite as he watched the kind face framed in black.

She smiled. “It is a skill that comes naturally to me, thank you. But it isn’t perfect. I have forgotten your last name, if you’ve ever shared it, but do remember you saying you were a SEAL in Afghanistan and have worked in a similar but non-military position after that. I can surmise you are now homeless due to your PTSD?” She looked at him for confirmation and waited until he gave a curt nod. “The wheels of the VA move very slowly. Too slow for the people who need help. I also have noted, when speaking to you, that you are intelligent, educated, and I know the longer you stay on the streets the greater chance you have to die early. It would be a real waste.” She smiled and patted his hand. “Son, I’ve some news for you. A new clinic has opened its doors. I’ve watched them to see if they are legitimate and to see the quality of their care. It’s called The Destiny Clinic, and it is going through the paperwork to be recognized as a VA-affiliated treatment center. Instead of cash, the price for treatment is to help the community in whatever capacity you can, and if that is beyond the patient receiving services... it is free. The funding comes from a local company who made its money making prosthetics and body armor. This is their way of supporting the wounded veterans.” She handed him a card. “Here’s the address. It isn’t far, and they have several treatment programs and therapy strategies. The day is still young. You can go there after your meal. You’re a good man. Let them guide you back to us. Our city, our country needs quality people like you.”

He looked down at the card and back up into the kind eyes. “You don’t know me or what I have done, what I’ve seen. Those things return in my nightmares and in sudden sounds. Terrible flashes of memories. The military and later...” John’s voice dropped to a near whisper as he lowered the coffee mug to the table. “The CIA gave me a structure and purpose until I became broken and a liability to them. But you’re right. Living on the streets and under the overpasses is a game of Russian Roulette. Thank you for your kindness.” Pocketing the card, John picked up his empty plate and cup. He stood and looked down into the lined face of the nun. “Sister, I don’t know your name.”

“I’m Sister Mary Rebecca.”

“Thanks, Sister Mary Rebecca. My name is John Easton.” He gave her a nod of respect, then with a small smile he touched his forehead in a salute. He left his dishes in the pan beside the kitchen and stepped out into the late spring day.
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