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A View To Remember

“You were staring at the delivery person’s ass, weren’t you?” Eliza asked as I walked back into the room.

“It was a nice ass,” I shrugged as I placed the food on the large table.

“You were always an ass man,” Eliza shrugged.

“It’s how you got me isn’t it?” I replied.

“Yup, there is more of it these days,” Eliza said as we ate.

There was silence for a while as we didn’t know what to say.

“I am going to miss this,” Eliza said, breaking the silence.

“Me too,” I nodded.

Eliza and I were getting divorced; we decided to meet out of town one last time, just the two of us. Mainly to sort things out so we wouldn’t have to go to court. We didn’t want to put our kids through all of that. It wasn’t fair to them to see their parents battle it out.

There were no hard feelings between the two of us. It was something that happened; people fell apart. There was no cheating involved, no backstabbing, or anything like that. It was just the end of a good relationship.

I worked in a fast-paced corporate environment and was always out of town, staying weeks, sometimes months away from home. 

Leaving Eliza home with three kids, which I had to admit I hardly saw, I would usually come home for a few days and be gone again.

Robert, Candy, and Lisa were all in their teens, with Robert heading for college the next month and Candy, his twin sister, going to the Air Force. Lisa was sixteen and already had vast plans of being a veterinarian. 

I missed a lot of their lives.

Robert was good at sports and had a basketball scholarship. Candy was brilliant at math, science, and many other things. Lisa was excellent with animals and often brought stray or wounded animals from around the neighborhood home. Neighbors would find or bring them over or even their pets to Lisa.

For the strays and wounded, Lisa got them all healed with shots and everything, then either got them permanent housing elsewhere or released them.

Eliza was my wife, my first love, and my best friend. I should have seen the signs that she wasn’t happy, but I was so busy with my job and chasing the next promotion or getting the raise or that colossal bonus that I never looked carefully at our marriage.

She never cheated online or off. Sure, she had male friends, but Eliza looked me in the eyes through tears and said she wanted a divorce. I knew those eyes very well, so when she said there was no one else, there was no one else.

“So, what do you have planned?” I asked. “After Lisa goes off?”

“I don’t know,” Eliza smiled. “I am thinking of moving back home.”

“Missouri?” I nodded with a smile.

“Oh, don’t do that,” Eliza shook her head after wiping her mouth.

Eliza loved spicy food; her favorite was a buffalo chicken burger from the restaurant down the road.

“I just don’t see how you can call that place home,” I shrugged.

Eliza was from a small town in the backwoods of Missouri. We visited there when the twins were born. It was the definition of a small town. 

One main road, with rows of stores on it, where everyone met and said hello. They all knew each other’s names and family and everything. Then, that main road branched off and formed other minor roads. It was dead and silent.

“I am thinking of opening a sandwich shop,” Eliza nodded with her blonde hair tied back.

“Like your mom,” I nodded as I gathered the Styrofoam containers and put them near the trash.

“You?” Eliza turned to look at me.

I turned and looked at her. “Steve,” she said, “You’ve been doing the same job for over twenty-three years. Don’t you want a change? A little excitement?”

“This is me,” I shrugged. “I don’t have anything else.”

“I see,” Eliza said as she dropped her head.

“But, it’s okay that you do,” I smiled. “That’s why I will not fight you on this, or anything else.”

We held hands over the table as she stared at me with those blue eyes. It was what got me so many years ago, from her blue eyes and blonde hair to my green eyes
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