
On the rocks 

 

I don’t want to kill him. 

But I do want to make him suffer. Then perhaps he would understand the pain I felt every 

time he lied, every withering glance he threw at me, believing it to be clear communication. 

On his best days I was ignored and made to feel invisible and irrelevant. His silence cuts like 

a knife into my soul and words fade on my lips in the vacuum where love should live.  

Our home is now an abyss of emotion as he eats, sleeps, and exits, leaving me to tidy the 

detritus of our daily existence. I carefully, almost lovingly, fold used towels discarded on the 

bathroom floor. I know how they feel. I make our bed, a superking size wasteland where I 

cling despairingly to one side and he sleeps deeply on the other, unaware and unfeeling. 

I dust our wedding photos, two happy people looking towards a bright future. I just don’t 

recognise the joyous features captured by a lens. I don’t know who they are and feel 

unbearable sadness for that broken dream, of a shared future wasted.  

Before you judge – of course I have tried! I have worn beautiful clothes, sexy underwear and 

kept my figure. I have cooked and cleaned for him. I have laughed at his jokes, supported his 

career and bought him presents whenever he mentioned a new hobby or interest. I have 

loved him to the moon and back. 

I wish I could pinpoint when it all went wrong. There was no massive argument. If anything, 

we agreed on everything and have no financial worries or family problems. Our life together 

moves along slowly but efficiently like a broad river. I didn’t always notice the numerous 

tributaries that sprung up and took his attention, diverting from me in the main channel. 

Were these other, more interesting women or men?  

We have never talked about feelings with anything approaching honesty. When did ‘I love 

you’ stop being a punctuation to our days? I didn’t notice the depth of the water changing 

and the rocks appearing making our interactions shallow and sporadic. I must do something 

before this river, our marriage, hits the open sea and I drown, disappearing for ever. 

It's our tenth wedding anniversary and I have reminded him that I’ll cook his favourite meal 

tonight: filet steak with pepper sauce and all the accompaniments. I don’t want a present, 

just him, home on time. I cried as I explained how important this evening is to me. My tears 

seemed to soften him and he replied that of course he will be home and is looking forward 

to it.  

He’s lying and he still didn’t kiss me or even wave goodbye. It’s OK. I am resigned to this 

loveless marriage, but I think he needs a reminder. The rat poison I added to the pepper 

sauce should do it. 

480 words 

 



 

 

  

 


