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“UGH,” ELLA GROANED and threw a plate toward Colin.  

Ella never reached her target, even though she practiced at it often. After all, she had broken enough plates, using Colin as target practice. 

However, she hoped she would stop missing and hit him one of those days. The man wasn’t such a tiny target, after all.

“Come on, baby! You have to understand,” Colin pleaded with his puppy eyes and an imploring gesture; he was a master at doing that. 

Ella rolled her eyes, although she felt like skinning him. He would always do that. He would leave her waiting for him like that and take off to be with one of his friends. 

She wanted to scream in frustration. In her book, the definition of a boyfriend was eons away from what he offered to her.

Her sister had been right when she said that she had to lose Colin and fast before it was too late. Ella had to find something better soon. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have any dishes left in her cupboard. 

Last week, she had finished off the beautiful dish set with tiny flowers painted around the rim, and she had loved that set. Ella had bought it during one of her exhausting trips through several antique shops, and she had worked hard to put her little hands on it. Then, she had broken all of them in only one evening like a stupid cow. It was harsh, but that was the truth. 

Huh! Well, enough was enough, and Colin could hang. She had better things to do than wait for him and practice her non-existent target skills.

“You know what?” Ella put her fisted hands on her hips and confronted him. “I’ve just had enough. Go and play with the boys, Colin, and forget you’ve ever known me, jerk!” By the end of her tirade, Ella had been shouting at the top of her lungs.

Colin cringed when her voice reached the highest note. Yep, she could yell just fine. Her lungs worked well, after all. So, she could scream. So what? 

Ella was sick and tired of Colin and his lame excuses. She had accepted Colin’s apologies far too often in the past, and now, she regretted her weakness and lack of judgment. She felt like kicking herself, ashamed that she hadn’t woken up earlier and seen the truth.  

At least, she preferred to think that her behaviour had resulted from temporary blindness and insanity. She would be more intelligent in the future. Otherwise, the only thing left for her was to pull a bag over her head. She wouldn’t deserve anything else. 

Ella decided that it was high time she had cleared her head. She needed to get out of the sick routine she had been wallowing in lately and grow a backbone. So, that would be the day when she would reclaim her future and love life back. 

It wasn’t like she would get any younger. She was past her prime. That was what her grandma had said when they met last month. Ella would reach the big forty soon. It was just there, a few years away down the road. 

Ella needed to re-think her life. Stuck in that so-called relationship, she had stopped feeling anything. The woman wasn’t happy or even somewhat content, so Ella had to let go and look for greener pastures. She couldn’t do worse than Colin. 

“You can’t be serious, baby. Come on! You don’t want me to leave. You love me,” Colin said and smiled, opening his arms. Once upon a time, his smile made Ella shiver, but not anymore. She felt nothing, and that shocked her.

Suddenly, awareness dawned in—a cold shower for her pride. She had already stopped having any feelings for Colin, if she had ever had any. The man was just one more mistake to count in her life.

Ella didn’t feel anything for him, but anger and anger didn’t qualify as a feeling. Besides, it wasn’t healthy to be angry all the time. After a year of missed dates and lonely evenings spent by herself in her apartment, waiting for Prince Charming to arrive on his white horse, she had nothing left for him. 

Yep, Prince Charming was tarnished, Ella mused, watching Colin pensively. Maybe she needed a regular guy to play house with him and build a nuclear family, she thought. 

Nah, that wasn’t for her either. Ella reconsidered after just a few seconds. She needed sparks and excitement in her life, and she knew now that she wouldn’t ever have that with Colin.  

Ella still remembered last Christmas. Too embarrassed to call a friend or visit with family, she had spent both Christmas Eve and Christmas Day alone because he couldn’t make it. She knew what people would have said and that they had offered tons of advice. 

And Colin had gone ice fishing. Or, at least, he had told her so, she frowned, remembering his words. Nevertheless, he wasn’t the man to go ice fishing, so she had doubts.

A slave to comfort, Colin wouldn’t have spent time at under zero temperature, the wind howling through every crack of a shabby hut. He would pass the time with friends and a few bottles of wine anytime if the conditions were right. Ella could see him in a cozy cabin, fitted with a fireplace and a bar. 

However, Colin wouldn’t enjoy staying in a rough shed, fishing in a hole dug in the ice. So, that was fishy enough to raise questions, and she hadn’t seen it at the time, damn it. 

Still, Ella had just gone along with his lies. God knows how many others Colin had fed her along the time. Now Ella knew that she had lost judgment entirely for a time.

Calm, very calm, as nothing had mattered anymore, Ella replied to him, “Yes, I’m serious, Colin. I want you to leave now, and I don’t want you to come back ever again.” 

Colin’s eyes measured her with irony, and the corners of his mouth turned up. Ella understood that the man didn’t believe that she was serious. Her eyes narrowed to slits, and she looked straight into his eyes. She tilted her head with determination and held her chin high. 

“If you do, I’ll accuse you of stalking, and you won’t like the consequences, Colin. I can assure you,” Ella said with confidence. She worked as a paralegal, and she knew the law well. 

At his turn, Colin knew that Ella had never changed her mind once she had made a decision. He had even chanced to hear Ella’s father saying that the woman was as stubborn as a mule. 

Ella might not have agreed with her father openly, but she knew he was right deep down. She was his daughter, after all, and a mule would know a mule when they saw one.

Besides, Ella’s voice told Colin that she wasn’t joking. That did widen his eyes, and that pushed Ella to give him a firmer nudge so that he would get out of her house. She went to the front door with measured steps and opened it.  

“Adios, muchacho,” she said in a sarcastic tone of voice.

Colin stared at her with disbelief. He was still riveted to the same spot, unable to move. 

Ella’s right eyebrow went up, and she pointed toward the corridor to encourage him to move.

“You know you’ll regret this, baby. You will, but I’ll wait for you to call when you get back to your senses. Because you will,” Colin said resignedly. 

He went out of the door, his shoulders hunched as if the entire world weighed on him.

“Don’t stay glued to the phone, Colin,” Ella shouted after him. ‘You weasel!’ “I won’t call you. Once I close this door behind you, I’ll forget you have ever existed in this world.”

“Your loss,” Colin shrugged with indifference, although he still couldn’t believe that she risked throwing him out of the door. 

The man had always been sure he didn’t have to worry about the future of his relationship with Ella. He had thought that he had already bagged it, and Ella’s reaction had come as a huge surprise to him. 

Colin didn’t recognize that new Ella, but he knew the old one very well. Yes, she would throw dishes at him, and she would shout. He admitted that she had the lungs for that. However, he had never felt that he should worry about anything in their relationship or that he had to work on it. Ella was a sure deal. At least, that was what he believed. That new woman he saw disconcerted him, especially because she was ready to cut off her ties to him. 

“Maybe,” she replied and shrugged with indifference. “But it’s definitely yours, baby,” she continued, snapping her fingers. After that parting shot, Ella shut the door in his face. She locked it and also latched the chain for good measure. 

Ella wasn’t afraid that Colin would come back. Still, she needed a final gesture, something symbolic, a final burial of their relationship. Ella was big on signs and symbols, after all.
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ELLA TAPPED HER FOOT nervously. She wasn’t entirely satisfied with herself. The young woman disliked how she had handled the breakup with Colin. She had made a mistake showing too much emotion, and that thought bothered her. However, she had already done it, and she couldn’t change anything. She shrugged and looked around. 

Her eyes fell on the shards scattered all over her living-room carpet. With a sigh, she started picking them up. 

‘Oh, God, how many times have I done this? Stupid, stupid cow!’ It had taken her too much time to learn her lesson. 

Ella shook her head in dismay. She couldn’t believe that she had been so blind for such a long time. A week is one thing. All right, maybe even a month or two, but not so many months. That wasn’t acceptable.

Colin and Ella had been together for over three years now, the two of them. So, three years went down the drain that evening, and only because she had kept her mind in a cloud. She could feel a sort of constriction in her throat, and she feared that she would start crying if she had tried to clear it. 

Ella didn’t regret that she had shown Colin to the door, but she did regret that she had wasted three years of her life with that selfish jackass. 

Colin had just taken her for granted. And why wouldn’t he? She was always there, faithfully waiting, whenever he came back to her. 

Ella would express her feelings, and quite strongly sometimes. That was true. But then, it wasn’t as if he had cared that she would scream like a banshee or throw dishes, aiming at his head. 

And the clock was still ticking. And here she was, almost thirty-seven, childless and husbandless. 

‘Ugh.’ Ella threw the slivers in the garbage bin and remained standing there, her fists on her hips, looking out the kitchen window. She didn’t see anything but just stared into space. 

Suddenly, a thought crossed her mind. Ella hesitated for only one second, and then, brimming with anxiety, she ran to the phone and started dialling Joan’s number. 

Ella and Jo had known each other for ages, even though they weren’t very close. Sometimes being different could do that to people. 

“Hi, Jo, it’s me, Ella. What are you doing tonight?” she asked in a cheery tone of voice.

“Hi,” Jo said hesitantly, and then, a long pause ensued. 

Ella didn’t blame Jo for being circumspect. She might have had a bone to pick up with Jo now and then, but she couldn’t be unfair. 

Ella hadn’t called her friend for ages to ask about her evening. Her call had come like a thunderbolt to poor Jo. She had failed in being a good friend, but she had her reasons. 

“I ... don’t know,” Jo’s reply came with some hesitation.

“No plans?” Ella asked, always with enthusiasm in her voice. 

Another pause followed, and Ella recalled that Jo was a bit slow when someone surprised her. That was one of the reasons she didn’t like to call Jo. She had other reasons, but that one topped the list. 

Now Ella needed Jo, though, so she patiently waited for Jo’s reply. Jo liked well-thought plans. She didn’t like doing anything on the spur of the moment. If someone asked her to make plans for earlier than three days, she would overthink those plans and the person’s reasons for eons.  

“Why are you asking?” Jo asked after a while.

“Well, I’ve been thinking, you know. We should go out to a bar or something,” Ella chimed in, happy like a magpie. 

She had to act like that. Otherwise, she would cry her eyes out, thinking of how stupid she had been, and that wouldn’t do. Nothing would make Jo balk faster than someone crying. Ella understood Jo’s motives. Both Ella and Jo had problems when it came to comforting someone. Neither one knew what to say or how to react in such circumstances. 

‘Yep, another pause,’ Ella mused. 

Jo took her time to dissect the sudden invitation. Ella decided to wait patiently, although she felt a sharp pain in her arm. It wasn’t comfortable to hold the phone in the same position for so long. 

Ella enjoyed brief and efficient phone conversations. If she wanted to linger over a discussion, she would do it in a place where she could have some coffee or whiskey.  

She wasn’t one of the fans of that beautiful invention, the phone. Her phone calls didn’t go over three minutes, and that only if she had to talk to her mother, who wouldn’t accept anything less and would call her on that. 

“But what about Colin?” Jo asked with hesitation. She sounded as if she feared asking the wrong question or hearing the answer, and Ella understood Jo’s reaction too well. 

It wasn’t a mystery, after all. Jo wasn’t one of Colin’s supporters, and she had never made a secret about it. Everyone knew that. 

Anyway, Jo wasn’t the only one who couldn’t stand Colin. The Colin anti-fan club was large enough. If Ella thought better, no one among her family or friends rooted for Colin but her mother. 

‘The piece of... Okay, not now.’ 

Ella needed to take care of some more pressing things right then, and she couldn’t enjoy trashing Colin. She had to persuade Jo that he wouldn’t bother them ever again, and they could have fun together. 

If she failed, her plans would follow the route of her broken relationship. They would also go right down the drain.

“You shouldn’t worry about that, Jo. Colin’s got his ticket,” she assured her friend, always in that joyful tone of voice that sounded slightly artificial in her ears and left her with a sour taste in her mouth. Nevertheless, she crossed her fingers, hoping that Jo would buy it. 

“What kind of ticket?” Jo asked with bafflement, and Ella could imagine her wide, shocked eyes. Her friend’s voice revealed Jo’s bewilderment.

“I meant that I broke up with him for good, Jo. Now, I want to go on a hunt, and you’re my wingman or girl or whatever!” Ella shouted cheerily. For a moment there, she could imagine Jo cringed. Of course, another pause followed in their conversation. 

‘Come on, Jo, live up a little, girl! Maybe we can go out before we’re fifty. At least, that was my plan,’ Ella thought.

“What do you want to hunt?” another hesitant answer came, and Ella felt like grinding her teeth.

Jo needed to go out more and mingle with people more often. She didn’t have any imagination and never understood a metaphor. 

“A man, Jo. What the heck else? I want to hunt a man. A regular man to have children with,” Ella shouted, forgetting that she needed to be tactful to make Jo cooperate with her plans and go out with her. 

She had talked too fast, so Ella had to stop and breathe. That helped her reconsider her prickly attitude, and she promised herself to show more patience. After all, Jo wasn’t to blame that Ella’s plans for the future had crumbled.

Now Jo decided to chime in. “Now? You want to make children now?”

“No, you... you, Jo!” Ella spluttered, unable to find her words. She forgot everything about tact and patience. 

“Not now, like in right now. It’s not like I’m going to a guy and say: ‘Make me a child or more if possible!” she practically shouted, losing the last threads of patience she had. 

Jo could drive her mad with just a few words. That never changed. 

“But I want to find a man with whom I could have children. Let’s say sometime next year,” she continued in a more reasonable tone of voice. 

“Oh, I see. I see. And what can I do?” Jo asked her.

“I don’t know!” Ella shouted and thought, stupid, stupid, stupid. “I suppose you could come with me to a singles bar. That would be a start in my hunt.”

Pause at the other end of the line, of course, what else. That pain in Ella’s arm became sharper, and Ella mentally sent an arrow in Jo’s direction. She visualized it, piercing Jo straight through her heart. No, better through her brain. Jo’s heart was in the right place most of the time. Her friend’s brain caused the damn problem. 

“All right, Ella. When?” Jo finally accepted her friend’s invitation. 

‘Next century, you dummy!’ Ella thought unkindly. Nevertheless, she replied sweetly. “Tonight. I’ll come and get you at eight, okay?”

“I suppose,” Jo hesitated.

‘Damn, she’s slow!’ Ella thought. However, she
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