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When you were young, you were in love. Looking back now, it is hard to remember how you first met, it was 

just so long ago. But in a society of people that never seem to find the ‘right match’ – that always settle for 

something less – you were the exceptions.  

You moved quickly through the gears of dating. Your parents approved of him, and everywhere you went 

people would comment how perfect you were for each other. You had a way of rounding each other’s edges, 

you just seemed to fit; and soon enough, despite your age, you were married. He defined your life in every 

possible way. 

But as it tends to do to young lovers, war soon forced you apart. Your new husband is sent to combat, and you 

are left alone to worry and yearn. All your hopes – and plans of a future together – are stilled; your life paused, 

waiting for him to return. 

After a few years the bombs stop falling, and soldiers start to return. But your husband doesn’t. Eventually 

word reaches you that he is being held as a prisoner of war, and despite the clear change toward peace, the 

war is technically not over; he is unlikely to be released anytime soon. 

The years drag by, and your memory fades. You can’t picture him too vividly anymore, but everyone around 

you keeps making a point of reminding you of your lost relationship, and your shared history. 

Sure, occasionally people will mention it to you in quiet moments, but you can never quite bring yourself to 

move on; to find an identity independent of him. Even if you wanted to start a new life, it would be so hard for 

most of the people around you to accept it; you are scared that they will think you are selfish, and judge you 

for deserting your husband. 

Decades pass, and quite unexpectedly your husband is being positioned for release and repatriation. Despite 

the time apart, you don’t hesitate to welcome him back into the home you once shared. 

At first you are thrilled to have him back, to reconnect the other half of your life, as you see it. Sure he has 

changed, he looks a little different, but so do you. Watching your newly returned husband closely, you notice 

that he likes the same restaurants as you do, and when he gets nervous you see that he has the same habit of 

running his hand through his hair. When you go shopping, he displays a matching taste in clothes and fashion, 

and after meals he likes to take long, meandering walks in the same way as you do. 

It starts slowly, and initially you dismiss it out-of-hand. But as you settle more deeply into your life together, 

irritation begins to grow. You become resentful of his controlling temperament, the way he talks down to you, 

how he casually slips uncomfortable social judgements into normal conversations, and his stubborn, indignant 

resistance to change. 

When he does express himself, increasingly it is to criticise You. He thinks you have become shallow and self-

centred; inconsiderate of the people around you. He is constantly aggravated by your ‘superficial’ worries, and 

the boisterous way that you insert yourself into conversations. Apparently you no longer have the modesty 

that he remembers.  

Hardest of all to swallow, he tells a different story about your years of separation. He thinks you could have 

ended his imprisonment if only you had reached out to him, and tried a little harder. Looking around at the life 

you have built in his absence – and the friends you have made – he accuses you of abandonment, and a lack of 

commitment to him. 

Soon, with very little in common, you are both passing your days in silence, pretending the other is not there; 

wishing that you had never been reunited. But there is no going back now. So when people ask how things are 

in your marriage – not wanting to admit to your regrets – you smile and tell them things are great! 


