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Tom put on his old dark brown moccasins and
walked down the hall like a bulldog on steroids. The extra large
sweatshirt was cut off at the elbows and his sweatpants were cut at
his knees. His wife and daughter were playing Hearts at the kitchen
table and couldn't even pause to say good morning -- the ingrates.
She must still be pissed from their last fight; he'd accused her of
seeing someone, again.

When was he going to stop being so jealous?
It must be the damn steroids. Jenny always said it was the damn
steroids. When was he going to learn?

There were only two place settings on the
kitchen table. They must have eaten some time ago; the leftover
eggs and bacon looked hard and cold. Strange he couldn't smell it
and hadn't smelled the bacon frying. And most mornings she made
enough noise to wake the dead. When did she learn to make breakfast
silently? She couldn’t do anything quietly. She must've worked at
being quiet to let him sleep a little later.

He plodded down the stairs to his workout
room. Inside were enough weights, a bench, barbells and dumbbells,
to keep him in shape. Usually the room was ice cold, but today it
felt almost warm. He smiled, thinking how Jenny said he loved his
workouts more’n her. Jenny must've turned up the heat. She was
really trying to get on his good side. Not willing to admit he was
right, but smart enough to know she'd better appease him if she
knew what was good for her.

He lay down on the brand new bench press and
gripped the chrome barbell at shoulder width. He raised the barbell
from the lift-offs and held it straight up. Then he lowered the bar
to his chest and raised it up; he did that ten times. At the end of
the set he put the barbells back in the lift-offs. The metal bar
clanked when it touched the lift-offs. His right shoulder felt
pretty good, not as stiff as usual. But just because it wasn’t
stiff didn’t mean he was going to overdo, no sense in reinjuring
it. He didn’t want to visit Doc Fitz again. The guy had hands like
a cold fish. He’d had a bad shoulder ever since the car accident.
Jenny had wanted him to get it operated on. Finally he had it done
and wished he hadn’t.

In half an hour he finished and was sitting
on the bench resting when his wife came in the room. She paused in
the doorway a moment in her black blouse and skirt. Why was she so
dressed up? She looked so pretty in the morning without makeup
hiding her freckles and her short red hair disheveled. She didn’t
smile at him, and he guessed things were still not right between
them. Then he noticed that when she breathed he could see her
breath. He breathed out, but he couldn’t see his own breath. Why
could he see her breath, but not his; must be he was used to the
room temperature.

She looked around once and sobbed, then
turned off the light and left.

“Hey!” he shouted but she didn’t respond,
just turned off the light and walked away like he wasn’t even
there. He shook his head, going to be another one of those days; a
long silent siege. Whoever gave in first; lost. Jesus, when would
the games stop?

He went up the stairs. Jenny and Bonnie were
still playing cards. He watched Jenny wiping tears from her eyes.
Bonnie looked tense trying to focus on the cards.

“Is something the matter?” he said, standing
not ten feet away, but they kept on playing like he wasn’t there
and hadn’t said anything.

He sighed. One of those, huh? Turning into a
real nasty fight. A drawn out siege. What was she so pissed about?
He’d barely hit her, this time.

He went into the bathroom and rinsed off. As
he was drying off, Jenny walked into the bathroom and looked right
through him. If she wanted to play the silent treatment game, he
could play too. He stood perfectly still like she wasn’t there.
He’d teach her and he wouldn’t lay a hand on her. He’d beat her at
her own game.

She walked past him and looked into the
shower. What the hell was she looking for? Except for him, the
bathroom was empty. Even a blind man could see that. Then she took
hold of the water faucets and twisted them, as if there was a drip.
And she still said nothing. He shook his head. It was going to be a
long drawn out nasty one this time. Well, he could fight that way
too. As she left, she turned off the light.

“HEY!” he shouted, but she continued walking
down the hall as if he wasn’t there and hadn’t said anything.

Damn her. What was her problem? He would put
a stop to that as soon as he got dressed. He dressed quickly and
stormed into the kitchen.

“Stop with the damn lights already,” he said,
but Jenny and Bonnie ignored him.

“Hey, I’m talking to you,” he said, his anger




















































cover.jpg





