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Even in rooms where the sun floods, where
hints of laughter from other rooms can be heard, there is a silence
that runs deep, runs hard, under it all. He sits for hours, days,
in semi darkness, a darkness that is as much interior as it is
exterior. In his mind, some sort of cinema of what has happened,
what has been done, what has been seen, plays in an endless loop
and only he is watching. Only he is absorbing the images played
again and again. There is no one to turn to. No one in a seat next
to him that he can lean to, whisper, ask, did that shit really just
happen? No one he can leave the room with, sit and drink coffee
with, exchange the feelings with. He is alone in the crushing
cinema of repetitive hell. Day after day.


When friends come to visit, they walk on
eggs made of the thinnest glass. They laugh too hard and smile too
much. They pat his back, recall old times, remember the funny thing
that this one said or that one did. They work hard. When they
leave, they pause at the door, look her in the eyes, lie that he
seems better, that it will be better, soon, soon. They give her
tentative hugs and solemn hand shakes.


She agrees with them, says she sees the
difference, tells them that their coming by means the world. She
drops iron shields behind her eyes because tears would confuse and
make them uncomfortable. There is already too much confusion and
discomfort, she doesn’t want to add to it. That’s not her place.
Her place is moving forward. Her place is making the meals, going
to work, coming home with smiles and filling the ever deepening
void with words. Talking, talking, talking. At him, for him, around
him. Sometimes, good days, perfect moments of yes, there he is, she
talks with him. But only sometimes.


She had learned, hard earned this lesson,
the three questions never to ask; How are you? Are you okay? Can I
do anything? Those are the standards, the big ones, the never
changing ones. Others, questions that may elicit a bad reaction
range from; did you want something to eat to, I’m doing a load of
whites, do you have anything to put in? And all manner of questions
in between. She never knows. She never knows because he never
knows. So, they move around each other, neither knowing.


There are the fears she has now. Walking
into the house, calling his name, getting no response. Then, the
rush of the heart, the fear in the mind. She checks the driveway
through the front window, did she see the car, maybe he’s gone out
to... No, car is there. Now she runs the rooms, bathroom, is he
there, on the toilet doing normal human things. She knocks, no
answer. Is he not answering because he is in the tub naked, wrists
slashed, face blue from pills killing his ability to breath? She
pushes the door open, no resistance so his body isn’t on the floor,
blocking the door. Down stairs, kitchen, no. Basement, no.


She stands, hands to head, looking around
the main room. She hears music, she looks out the back windows and
sees him. He is in the back yard, radio on, attached with an
extension cord to the socket by the flower beds. He’s listening to
music and raking leaves. Just raking leaves like anyone does on a
Saturday. She puts her hands to her mouth and pushes, pushes the
cries back down her throat. Fights the tears back. Shakes, her
body, shaking so hard she swears she can feel the bones rattle
together. She stands, holding herself, calming herself. Thanking
God, blaming God, hating God.


When she is calm, when she is together, she
casually steps out back, gives him a wave. He waves back, smiles,
gestures around the yard, showing off his work. Showing the bags of
leaves, the clear lawn. She steps off the porch and walks down to
him. He leans his face forward and she kisses him. Like old times,
like the times before he left and came back and bought that cinema
ticket in his head. He tells her what he has left to do, branches
to trim, turn the soil in the vegetable garden, going to grow
tomatoes this year. Then, mow the lawn. He is flushed and ruddy.
His eyes are clear.


She sees him, the him she saw at a state
fair, at a community dance, at a baseball game. She sees him and
she can feel the ache, starting at her toes and rolling up her
body. She smiles, tells him she’s going to raise his allowance and
he jokes he wants to take the car that night and meet the boys. She
asks if he’s done his homework and they play this game back and
forth. He seems fine with it, he seems happy in it.


She feels at the edge, watching all the
corners, not completely in it, waiting for the demons to come, to
pull him away from her. But, for the moment, the demons are sitting
somewhere, recharging and he is her husband, doing yard work. She
is his wife, going to put groceries away, going to make a pasta
sauce. He asks if they can stand over the pot of sauce and just eat
it with chunks of bread. She laughs, says yes. Inside she reels and
turns, she knows what he is speaking of but, she wonders, does
he?


The first apartment. The first base. She had
shopped and made a thick, meaty red sauce. He had come home from
training, going to be a sniper. Going to be a hero. He was so
hungry, so full of energy and hope and pride that they had stood
over the pot on the stove, breaking off chunks of warm bread,
dipping them in the sauce and eating them. No plates, no bowls, no
pasta, just bread and sauce and his passionate stories and her
heart pounding because she had never loved anyone or anything so
much in her entire life.


The hands ripping bread, the sauce dripping
down chins. Wiping it with cloth, then licking it with tongue, then
falling to the floor, in the kitchen, in military housing and
making love. His strength, passion, flooding into her. Holding her
down, picking her up. Her body feeling ravished, taken, filled,
cared for, loved, desired. Spent and sweating, the pot of sauce
between them on the floor, crumbs on their naked bodies. This was
perfect. This was who she wanted and what she wanted life to be.
Then he went, returned and got a season ticket to the cinema in his
head.


Yes, she tells him and leaves him to his
yard work while she goes and makes the meaty red sauce he loves so
much. He leans in and asks for another kiss which she gives gladly.
Inside, she chops, dices, sautés, ever now and then checking out
the window. He is still doing his Saturday chores. He moves with
that grace she loves, the muscular control, the ease, the bright,
unforced sexy that made her eye look to him every time he walked
into a room.


She concentrates on the sauce like it’s a
magic brew, a witches potion that will rip back the current scene
and behind it will be the what was and how nice and
this is. She wonders if the sauce and the bread will lead to
the floor. Sex, touch. Things she hasn’t had since he returned
almost eight months ago. She is patient. She has been instructed to
be so. She is wanting, needing, wishing, but she is patient as she
has been instructed to be so. She looks out the window, into the
back yard and doesn’t see him.


Again, the rush, the heart... No, there he
is, the wheelbarrow full of rich, dark soil. She follows him with
her eyes as he wheels it to the back garden, dumps it, spreads it
and steps back. He is still. Stillness, that’s always a tough
thing. Stillness can be good. Stillness can be horrible. Horrible
when it starts and goes, doesn’t turn, doesn’t change to action or
statement, it simply remains, still, straight, never ending. She
watches, waiting to see what kind of stillness this is.


Then, he snaps, moves quickly to the shed,
comes back with slats of wood and places them in the new soil. What
is he doing, she wonders. Graves? Memories? She puts the sauce on
low and steps outside. Checking herself first, holding tight,
making sure she is calm. She crosses the yard and stands beside
him. He is looking at the slats, his attention on them. She stands
beside him, raises her hand, almost touches his back but stops,
hand hovering inches from his thick work shirt. Must not touch, not
when he is staring, still. She learned that quickly, day three of
his return. She had found him in the hallway, staring into a closet
full of coats and boots. Standing still, staring, straight ahead,
silent. She asked if she could help him find something, at the same
time placing a gentle hand on his back. How does he move that
quick, she remembers thinking in the second before his hand was on
her throat and she was against the wall, hard enough to crack the
plaster, hard enough to cause a mirror with candle holders to fall
and shatter on the ground. How does anyone move that fast, she
wonders and why do they? So, her hand hovers over his back, her
instinct to touch being beaten down by her memory.


She misses, in moments like this, touch. She
asks what he’s got going. She has learned new phrases to replace
how are you doing, are you okay. What have you got
going, she asks and he turns, present, smiling. He puts his arm
around her shoulder and pulls her close. She hears nothing for a
moment because all she does is feel, safe, loved, real. She slowly
comes back to reality and listens as he explains the plan for the
garden, the tomatoes, squash, cucumbers. Each slat marking a place
for the specific vegetable that will occupy the rich soil in the
coming
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