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Bobbie suffers heartache from a messy divorce. His life is stuck. He wastes his free days alone in a diner, constantly wondering where it all went wrong.
Then, a meeting with an old friend sets Bobbie’s existence on a path to ultimately change forever, in a way Bobbie never expected.
A comical yet poignant short story from S. H. Miah, set in the scenic town of Blueridge that readers love.
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Old Crutches


Blueridge Town springtimes always carried the scent of promise, of sweet peppermint laced with a hint of bitterness that slipped like fresh seawater from nose to tongue. Despite being three months overdue, the radio behind the British restaurant bar attempted to dazzle the soft, cherry lights overhead and still, warm air with the remembrance of Christmas past. The bartender whisked away another glass with a clank, jigging along as the soft tune picked up. 
Bobbie sighed, the sound more desperate than release of tension, and thought perhaps that ghost of Christmas past would come to haunt him as he scrooged in his seat.
The restaurant floor was wide as a stable on the farm back in Lancashire and tall as Blueridge Church with the cobbled spires reaching to the heavens, with wooden chairs dropped in from the fifteenth century and scuffed tables that had seen more wear and tear than Bobbie’s past marriage. The sun dipped in like a teenage Bobbie seeking trouble and dashed its rays across the tables and, annoyingly, over the centre of Bobbie’s eyes.
He sighed again, the noise shuddering, and attempted to rub the light away by almost clawing at his vision. His food languished before him like a carcass, as if the beef of the hamburger with hash browns on the side hadn’t even been skinned, let alone cooked. The savoury smell was both intoxicating and repelling, akin to the end of a construction project at one of the sites—knowing you’d built something extraordinary, yet the next week would bring the troubled search for a new client.
Bobbie felt anxiety dip itself into his stomach acid, coated like French fries in steaming oil, before attempting to climb his throat. He swallowed the sensation back in, letting it bubble for a while longer, before resting his cold hands against the warm, sun-battered oak of the table. Life swung in the balance of yin and yang, troughs and peaks like Bobbie was on a mountain trail through Lancashire’s deep, hiking to a destination he couldn’t fathom.
The sound of a bell chiming raised his head. Something now blocked the light, granting Bobbie a temporary reprieve. The reprieve was short-lived, however, like a fish out of water. Bobbie’s eyes widened as he traced the illustrious blonde hair that had captivated him once long ago, framing a face that glistened as if replacing the sun, and his heart jumped ten hurdles like he was seeing her again for the very first time.
His ex-wife, Brenda, stood in the doorway, and her eyes fell right on him.
Bobbie sighed and almost shoved his head down into the hamburger and hash browns. She hadn’t seen him, right? But Bobbie was only kidding himself. She hadn’t just walked into the same diner as him for no reason. She’d done it intentionally, since she was a woman of intent more than anything else, so her purpose behind entering the establishment was the real thing tearing at Bobbie’s mind.
What could she want from him? She was the one, after all, that had walked out on their marriage because the love between them wasn’t flowing as well as she’d first envisioned. And now she was back, in his life once again, trying to change things the way she’d uprooted his life in the first place.
After all, it was the fallout from their divorce that placed him in this diner, attempting to find some comfort in food. At least hamburgers couldn't reject him the way Brenda had. 
He buried his face into his food as he watched Brenda from the corner of his eye. She sauntered over to the counter, asked for a drink, before directly facing him, looking him in the eye.
There was no escaping the fact now—this wasn’t a chance meeting, a coincidence. Brenda had entered with the intention of confronting him.
Bobbie attempted to show that he was unaffected by her presence, when in fact his heart was racing as if this was the first time they’d met all over again. The same sensations in his chest, the butterflies, the nerves, the earth-shattering anxiety. It all surfaced again as if some dormant volcano within his chest was erupting once more.
“How are you, Bobbie?” she asked, suddenly close to him. Too close, with her drink wisping away in hand. 
Bobbie didn’t say anything, instead shuffling over in his seat to make space. Another chair scraped the ground, sounding oddly like fireworks going off mixed with the squeak of a chalkboard, and perched itself beside him.
The ambivalent spirit of the diner had disappeared, the bittersweetness of their marriage now souring into something far more bitter than sweet.
“I know I swore to never see you again,” Brenda said, sitting beside him, her perfume of lavender way too close and pungent and reminiscent of the past Bobbie still adored a lot more than he was meant to. “But I’m worried about you.”
Bobbie’s mother, who was likely at home gossiping about something or other with one of the neighbours, had said the same thing. That Bobbie was slipping into a shell of his former self. That he was losing his way, losing his direction in life.
But what did they expect from him, exactly? For him to just weather the divorce like nothing in his life had changed, like the love of his life hadn’t just up and left when he needed her the most?
“You’ve got a victim mentality,” his mother had said, and perhaps Bobbie could see where her thoughts were coming from.
After all, instead of chasing after the world and attempting to do something with his life, he was in a run-down diner of all places, in the middle of Blueridge, reminiscing over a past he couldn’t retain.
“Worried for what?” Bobbie replied, mind flashing back to the present. Brenda sat beside him, hands in her lap, and from the corner of his eye Bobbie clocked her hands clasp themselves together. The drink was on the table, besides the hamburger and hash browns, lying idle, lying dormant.
“I don’t want you to keep thinking about what could’ve been,” Brenda said. “You come in here every day—”
“How do you know that?” Immediately on the defensive, immediately trying to deflect anything remotely close to an attack. His mother had pointed that out, as well. “Are you spying on me or something?”
“That’s why I left you,” Brenda said. “Because you didn’t have it together. and I wanted someone who did.”
Bobbie sighed. He was too free spirited for Brenda, had too much boisterousness about him, had too much swazz—at least, that’s the way he saw it. She saw it as too much energy, too burdensome, and she wanted someone as serious as her.
Bobbie had tried to be that person for her, had attempted to mould himself into the model husband in her mind, but it was never enough. The suits and ties and corporate nonsense the other drones at her workplace embodied just didn’t fit him. Like an adult attempting to tug on children’s clothing. Or perhaps the other way around.
Well, he was being a victim again, shifting the blame to Brenda instead of shouldering it himself.
“You need to go somewhere in life,” Brenda said, pulling Bobbie from his thoughts like a lifeguard pulled out a drowning child. “You need a vision, something to tether you. Otherwise…you’ll just drift at sea.”
“Why are you telling me this?” Bobbie asked, finally raising his head to look at his ex-wife, to look at Brenda, and he saw slivers of compassion in her eyes, a compassion he thought she was incapable of after their divorce proceedings were over. “And why now?”
“Just because we divorced doesn’t mean I want to see the worst for you,” Brenda said. “You might’ve been upset with me, but that never meant I wanted anything less than the best for you. And the best is that you find that why in life and hold onto it.”
“I’ll find it,” Bobbie said, a ray of sincerity piercing him as the sunlight from outside dimmed and shone over the two of them. Two souls alone in a stray diner of all places, in the middle of the day, as if nothing outside them existed in the world to focus on.
But Bobbie was only kidding himself. His old love would never take him back, and that was a reality he had to accept. It was over between them, as much as he wished for the memories to resurface. It was impossible, after all, to construct buildings from the rubble of the previous one.
Instead of waiting for her to walk out on him a second time, Bobbie returned the hamburger and hash browns—his appetite was gone anyway. Then, he left the diner without a word, entering the soft yet harsh sunlight dazzling and dazing the cobbled yet smooth roads of Blueridge. Wind buffeted him in a warm, cool glow, and he felt a lightness in his chest, as well as the levity of what had just occurred. 
And all the while, those words from Brenda brimmed in his mind, and he wondered what the hell he was supposed to do with them. 
[image: image-placeholder]Home was always a place where Bobbie found a safe haven. Not necessarily because of the house itself, since the building of his childhood home wasn’t as picturesque as most southerners viewed Lancashire to be. Peeling wallpaper half tacked on and half-broken heating characterised Bobbie’s childhood, not to mention an odd smell of mouldy cheese mixed with rotten vegetables perforating through a broken window—the trash hadn’t been taken out, again.
Rather, the people within the house, the family surrounding Bobbie, was what really transformed the brick structure with a broken front gate and chipped walls into a place of comfort and tranquillity.
Of course, that was after his father had left. The problems were in his wake, after all.
Now, though, especially after the divorce that had wracked his life, Bobbie felt home slip into those old patterns before the police had lumped his father off to prison and out of his life.
A nervousness overtook him every time he slipped into the green, slightly rusty yet sturdy gate and walked to the brown front door. Whilst Blueridge held homes picturesque, his more stood out like a sore thumb.
His mother would open the door, her wrinkles only widening the smile she'd give him before bundling him into the living room so they could chat about whatever gossip she'd gathered throughout the day. She even made him dinner some days when her back wasn't so bad, which was nice since he could relax somewhat when he came home.
That was, until, his mother had exhausted all the day's gossip and turned her attention to the only other object of discussion—her son.
And that day, after Bobbie returned home and his mother finished regaling him with stories of Bessie from the bingo club, she flicked her focus to Bobbie himself.
"How was your day today?" she asked. "Did you spend it at the diner again?"
This time it was Bobbie’s turn to almost sputter over the tea his mother had brewed for him. He set the cup down on the living room table—mahogany with a cream patterned design along a chipped top.
"I did spend it at the diner." Bobbie then paused, resisted the urge to grab the cup of tea again, and then decided to tell his mother anyway. "Saw Brenda there again. Never thought I would."
His mother lurched in her seat, as if the excitement within her was about to throw up.
"You met Brenda?" she said with wide eyes. She leaned forwards. "Tell me
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