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"...therefore shall a man leave father and mother, and shall cleave to his wife, and they shall be one flesh. What therefore God has joined together, let not man put asunder..."

For the first time in her life, Angelique felt like the king of old who sliced parts of the Bible out until all he was left with was a spine. He paid no heed to the pieces of the scroll being consumed with the fire that kept his throne room toasty warm. If he refused to believe the Scriptures, how could he believe there was a God that would take vengeance on those that knew not Him?

This was one verse she could do without. Come to think of it, all the marriage verses were ones she could live without. 

Angelique had read the verse thousands of times over the course of her life on earth, particularly when she still lived under her parent’s roof.  What should have come across as joyful, something ordained of God to last forever had left her with a bitter taste in her mouth that only worsened over time. 

Celeste removed her fingers from her mouth. Ever since she had cut her first teeth, she was continuously chomping and sucking on them. Months prior she had flung her soother out of her mouth and into the golf course pond, and Angelique and Jean Philippe had never bought her another. She hadn't fussed. At one, she was a big girl now. Sticky lips had flavored her fingers, and her saliva hadn't washed away the gooey. She looked up at her mother and gripped the pages of the Bible that was on her lap, her fingers gluing in place. "Ah, ah, ah."

"Oh, Celeste. What a mess!" Angelique helped unstick her daughter's fingers, quickly shutting her Bible, not thinking that it would cause the pages to glue together. Surely God would understand if they were ripped a little when she opened the Word again. "It's just as well, hmm?" she looked up at the clock. They never knew when Jean Philippe would come home, but it was better for him not to walk in and see her pouring over the Bible. 

Celeste giggled when Angelique swung her up onto her hip. She quietly stashed her Bible behind the row of Jean Philippe's video games.

***
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ANGELIQUE LEAPED AS fast as she could from the couch. She had left the light on all night. She was afraid of the dark. All things bad happen under the cloak of darkness, and yet it was amazing she could sleep at all with that bright of a light. Her eyes still felt swollen as she squashed her fists against them, padding towards the door. Jean Philippe must have forgotten his key, as she caught sight of him, standing there sheepishly.

"Were you out there long?"

"I'm so sorry, babe."

"Sorry's hardly cut it anymore, Jean Philippe. If Celeste didn't need you so badly-"

"I said I'm sorry." Stale alcohol rolled off his tongue.

"Celeste is still sleep-".

As if to make her a liar, Celeste rounded the corner, her hair askew in places, flattened on the other. A smile lit up her face as she quickened her steps, colliding in her mother's leg, clinging to her.

"Well good morning, Princess Petunia!"

Jean Philippe smiled at the two women in his life. "Here, I got you this."

Angelique left one hand atop her daughter's head, reaching out to the long-stemmed single rose that he held out to her. "Oh wow..."

"It's an apology gift."

Angelique inhaled its sweetness as he picked up their daughter.

Maybe he was coming to understand the pain he was causing. Angelique sniffed the rose again. A change was coming. She could feel it.

***
[image: ]


"HONEY!" ANGELIQUE JOGGED down the stairs. “Are you down here?” He had better be. Celeste was nowhere to be found. A moment's respite, just long enough to wash her face and brush her teeth, ripping a comb through her hair was all she had wanted. She tried not to panic.

Jean Philippe didn't reply. They had set up the computer in the basement so that Celeste wouldn't get hurt with the wires that ran everywhere. There was no internet yet, as she had just called to set it and cable up a day prior, so what captivated focus? Solitaire had his glazed-over eyes. The stench hit her nostrils no sooner had she clambered down the second stair. Celeste sat on the beanbag chair, pulling at her big toe, inhaling his marijuana.

"Did you call?" Jean Philippe slowly turned around, the joint between his fingers. A baggie of the drug was ripped open and rolling paper scattered on the desk.

In truth, Angelique preferred this to his alcohol. Marijuana calmed him down to a dope-like-status while alcohol only made his anger flare up at any given thing. But to do this in front of their daughter? "Oh Jean Philippe, how could you?"

She saw red. Perhaps she should have simply removed Celeste, shut the door, and cried out to God from another room. She couldn't. Angelique lunged at the drug on the computer desk, gripping it in her fist as she ran up the stairs, thumping heavily, Jean Philippe's "Hey!" and footsteps right on her trail. She flew into the bathroom and hurled it into the toilet, repeatedly pressing the flush handle. "How could you! How could you!" Angry tears coursed down her face.

Celeste seemingly forgot about, Jean Philippe's face reddened, shoving her out of the way to see if he could rescue his drugs. They were gone and a smile took over her face no matter how terrified and angry she was. Jean Philippe was enraged, his fist flying into her tender skin until she shrieked. And, then, he was gone. He knew where to find the money.

***
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JEAN PHILIPPE CAME home with groceries. That was the thing Angelique remembered later -not the good mornings or the way he still reached for her hand when they walked, but that day when he came through the door with a bag of food she hadn't asked for. Bread. Apples. A small wheel of cheese from the shop on Rue Commerciale that was more expensive than it needed to be. He set it on the counter and said nothing, just unloaded it item by item while Céleste watched from her bouncer.

This was her life. This small apartment in Cabano with its drafty kitchen window and the radiator that clanked through the night. This man. This baby watching them from a bouncer printed with yellow ducks. Angelique had chosen all of it, and standing in that kitchen with the smell of bread and her daughter's breathing and Jean Philippe's shoulder warm against hers as he reached past her for a knife, she could not think of a single thing she would take back.

Céleste made a sound. Not a word yet -she was ten months old, still trading in syllables and declarations -but a sound of opinion, clear as anything. He laughed at their daughter. The kitchen was very small and his laugh filled it entirely.

The apartment was on the second floor of a building on a street she still thought of as new, though they had lived there a year.  She didn't mind not driving. She never had. Back in Pickering it had been her legs and the bus. She knew every crack in the sidewalk between here and Jean Philippe's
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