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Clark was delighted to settle down and get
married. He had been quite the ladies man. A man that women would
dream to have as their man. He was respectful, humorous, and a good
provider. He worked as Rail Director at the Metropolitan Transit
Authority in Harris County.

His wife Sylvia worked in the medical field
she owned her own Paramedical Company where she performs Insurance
Exams and Wellness Screening's.

Clark and Sylvia met at a Phillips 66 gas
station Houston, Texas. They were drawn to each other instantly.
Sylvia passed near him as he sat in his red corvette a hot rainy
Summer day in July twelve years ago. They married one year later in
Clark’s church where he grew up Greater Mt. Zion Missionary Baptist
Church. They compromised on the wedding location. They agree to
combine their membership a few years down the road and join Clark’s
church.

After one year of marriage Sylvia gave birth
to twins a boy and a girl. Their family was complete Sylvia
declared no more babies. Clark reluctantly agreed because he wanted
at least four children.

When the children turned twelve years Sylvia
became obsessively obligated to the Church that Clark didn’t
understand her putting family second. However, he thought
celebrating their twelfth anniversary would bridge the gap between
them that had developed.

Clark hurried through the front door of his
home about six o’clock in the evening. He wanted to please the
woman of his life. He had expected to find Courtney in the kitchen
preparing their annual dinner. His lips were all positioned to give
her a juicy kiss along with the red roses in his hand.

His enthusiasm didn’t last long. Sylvia was
not home and there was no annual stir fry shrimp smelling in the
house.

The house was rather quiet except for the low
noise of the children in the other room. Clark sat the bouquet of
roses on the table. He followed the noise of his children. He
passed up the kid’s room and continue walking to the end of the
hallway into the den. As he got closer he saw Brittney grab the
mouse on the mouse pad away from her older brother Brian. “It’s my
time,” she said. Brittney gave Brian a mean look.

“Don’t you’ll start okay,” said Clark in a
loud voice. Clark sat down on the sofa next to the end table in the
den he looked over to see his wedding picture facing him. His
attention returned to the children “Where is your mother?”

“She went to church,” said Brittney.

“Church,” Clark repeated in disbelief.

This was their sixth anniversary. Clark
couldn’t believe Sylvia didn’t care about celebrating their
anniversary.

“When mom was leaving she told us to stay in
the house and don’t go outside,” Britney said, she clicks on the
URL address on the computer. Brian got mad folded his arms flopped
his back into the sofa.

“It was my turn,” he said.

The more Clark sat there watching the
children and their interaction the more he thought about how could
Sylvia have forgotten about their special day. He stood up and
stretched. “Okay kid’s it time to shut down the computer and go to
bed right now.”

“But daddy,” Brian said.

“Listen to me you guy’s have got to learn to
get along better.”

In unison they said, “Alright daddy.”

Each one gave their opinion on who was
watching television first as they walked out of the den.

Clark’s forehead frowned with wrinkles. He
thought back to basically when he grew up. His mother would leave
him and his brother at the the house alone sometimes as she went to
worship in church. Unfortunately this lead to his parents parting
union together.

“Have you eaten?” Clark asked cautiously
following the kids from the den.

Brittney stopped and turned to her father,
held her head back, “Uh, uh yes dad. Mom made us a sandwich before
she left.”

Michael said, “Daddy your food is in the
kitchen.”

* * *

What about our needs Clark thought Sylvia
don’t seem to care. Calming his nerves within he confessed The Lord
will work things out. Clark walked into his bedroom. He snatched
his bathrobe and towel from the chair, reluctantly and went into
the bathroom to shower. He sang The Lord will make a way out of no
way… as the water splashed his shoulders and face. His imagination
switched to squeezing his soft wife in his arms as he dried the
drips of water off his solid body. Afterwards he shaved and put on
after shave lotion.

His stomach began to grumble. Clark made a
dash toward the kitchen. He took the utensils from the dishwasher
to prepare his meal. Sylvia left shrimp in the sink that had thawed
out. Carrots, squash, kale, red pepper, onion, and garlic were on
the granite counter top.

Clark didn’t cook often but he prepared a
nice shrimp and vegetable stir fry dinner.

* * *

It was eight thirty when Clark laid down in
bed. Negative thoughts were swarming around in his head. What if
Sylvia is not at church? Why hadn’t she called? Is she cheating?
Clark wanted to shake the negative thoughts from his mind. He stood
up beside the bed and tied the belt tight on his bathrobe.

He decided to watch the 9:00 p.m. news to see
what was going on in the world. He really wanted to pick up the
phone phone and call Sylvia but decided not to. To pass time he did
something else. He looked at his phone he had a missed call from
Rachael his assistant at the office. He didn’t give her call a
second thought. But seconds later he was dialing Sylvia’s cell
phone . The line rung five times without an answer. Her greeting
came on and then said please leave a message. Clark reluctantly
left a message, he put a smile on his face and said “Hi baby, it’s
me, I miss you.” For some reason a nervous sensation invaded his
stomach after leaving the message.

Clark felt a nervous sensation in his stomach
after leaving the message. She’s got to be doing something wrong,
he thought. He got back in bed. He propped pillows behind his head,
crossed his legs and looked toward the television, Fox 26 nine
o’clock news was coming on with breaking news. His concentration
with the news was abruptly interrupted with the sound of the garage
door opening.

She’s just getting home? It’s about time he
thought. Clark removed one layer of pillows from behind his head
while repositioning his legs.

Sylvia walked into the bedroom.

Clark said, “Hi baby,” he looked into his
wife’s eyes.

Sylvia lips parted. She half heartily looked
at her husband. “Sweetheart, I just got your message as I drove
into the garage. I didn’t hear the phone ring while I was on the
freeway,” she said.

“Don’t worry baby. I’m much better now that
you’re home safe and sound. Take your shower and finish what you
need to. I’ll be here,” Clark said.

“Okay sweetheart,” Sylvia said. She sat her
purse and keys on the dresser. She gathered her things she needs
for a shower.

Clark was almost sound asleep when Sylvia
made it to bed. He took her into his arms. Clark kissed her on
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