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Chapter 1—Deceived

“You used me,” Jon said matter-of-factly. His swivel rocking chair creaked as he shifted his weight a little and turned his gaze away from the pelicans and gulls on the lake to look at Emma. It was a beautiful evening. The air was crisp and still, not a hint of a breeze. 

Emma said nothing, despite her surge of guilt. Not yet. Many years of counseling had taught her the importance of listening—had taught them both the importance of sharing. At this point in their marriage, they could talk about anything without fear of reprisal, and most of their talking was done out here, on the back porch hung with flowerboxes, while they watched birds flock to the birdfeeder or the local squirrel eat its daily meal of peanuts. 

“I guess that’s where the hostility I sometimes felt towards you came from,” Jon continued, his voice still measured despite his accusation. “When we were married, you used me. I knew our getting married was wrong, but I didn’t realize what your parents, or you, were doing to me.” 

“I’m sorry,” replied Emma, staring out at the sunset—the melon, pink and blue colors reflected in the water. “I’m sorry my parents used you.” 

“You did too.” Jon sighed. 

“Yes. I guess I did.” 

* * *
“Jon’s a good boy and he likes you,” Emma’s mother had told her all those years before. “Even if you don’t love him, in time you will grow to love him.” 

Even then, Emma had known that marrying Jon was the wrong thing to do—that her parents were just looking for a way to get rid of her. She had always felt like a burden to them, just another of four children her mother never really wanted. Children who distracted them from their work on the farm. Children whose needs were met physically, but whose emotional needs went unnoticed. 

She had known, even as young as she was, that her mother was wrong. Emma was still carrying a torch for another, and her anxiety attacks were getting worse. It was wrong, all wrong, but something inside her cried out, What choice do you have?
* * *
“You used me as a lifeboat.” Jon took a sip of coffee. “You were drowning and the only way to save yourself was to climb into my boat. Your parents dumped you on me and abandoned you. When I found out, I can’t tell you how much I hated them. I felt trapped.” The gentle honking of Canada Geese interrupted their conversation. Jon and Emma paused momentarily, watching the birds scramble for a position on the fallen tree in the lake. The wildlife that graced their home made Emma and Jon feel close to nature, more real, more relaxed. 

“My parents always said your parents used people,” Jon continued. “That they never had friends just for friends, always for what they could get out of them. I realized on our wedding night that you didn’t love me.” Jon paused and ran a hand through his hair. “There was no passion. You had climbed into the boat and now you had to the pay the ferryman—pretend you loved me.”

Emma’s eyes were watery and her hands were knotted in her lap. He was right. She looked over at him sorrowfully. There had been no passion, not like she had felt for her former love. Back then, she hadn’t even thought this marriage would last. Her only hope had been that Jon would save her life. And he did.

Chapter  4—Betrayal

Lord, take this little girl

so lonely and forlorn.

Surround her with your love,

like a blanket, keep her warm.

From “Pain” by Emma

When the coffee cup emptied, Emma stood and walked to the coffee pot to refill it. Outside, a hummingbird hovered at one of the colorful flower-boxes on the porch, and Emma watched as she took a sip of coffee. Taking the cup with her to the porch, she knew she had not yet faced the real problem—not yet returned to the place where the anger and isolation started. She rested her head against the back of the chair and thought back to sixty-two years ago. 

* * *
Emma felt the weight of the boy above her, but small as she was, she did not struggle. She’d had four years to get used to this, sometimes she even felt aroused by it. But today … today was different. Beneath her, the dampness crept through her clothes, the coldness mingling with the warmth that flooded her from above. 
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