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Strangers

 

 

 

I had always planned everything in advance. Since I was a little
girl I knew what job I wanted to have and where I was going to
study. Even when i met James, the guy who was going to be my
husband, it took us years to get married because I really wanted to
think everything through.

 

Six years after our wedding, I found out that I was pregnant,
and soon after that we had the twins; Bobby and Tom. Of course we
had also planned to have children at that time. What we never
thought about was how fast the time would pass.

 

Before I knew it, our children had grown and were already eight
years old. We were now both over 40 years old, and everything was
different than before; we were so busy with our jobs and taking
care of the kids, that in the last few years we didn't have time to
talk anymore. Even when we went on holiday, twice a year, all we
could talk about was where we should take the children next or if
we should buy them that toy they wanted. We had grown apart, but we
didn't realize it. On advice, we tried couple counselling, but it
seemed pointless. Why should we waste time talking to a
psychologist who was only telling us we need to communicate
more?

 

So, as a gift for our 15th anniversary, my sister suggested a
crazy idea. She and her husband thought we deserved a holiday
alone, so she offered to take care of our children for a week and
told us we had to drive to the airport the next weekend and pick a
random flight to a city farther away than 1000 kilometers, that we
had never visited before.

 

We obviously wouldn't have accepted, and she knew it, so she
asked in front of our children, who immediately started to jump of
joy at the thought of spending time with her. She knew they adored
her; just for the fact that they were allowed to eat ice cream in
the evening and stay up 30 minutes more when they were sleeping at
her house. That's why we had no choice, the decision had already
been taken before we could politely refuse the offer.

 

The week passed as quickly as always and soon it was time for us
to take Bobby and Tom to her place, and then drive together to the
airport that was 300 kilometers away from the little town where we
lived. In the meantime I had started to become excited at the
thought of spending a whole week just with him, without having to
take care of our children. I knew we needed that time together and
I couldn't realise why no one had thought about doing this before.
We were finally going to spend time alone, something we hadn't done
in eight years . We had a whole week to talk about things we hadn't
talked in ages, and to make up for the time together we had lost
along the years. So we dropped the children off at my sister, who
ran directly inside the house, stopped at a fast food to get ice
coffee for the trip, and drove away.

 

As we were leaving the city, he started to talk about his work.
He told me things I thought were boring, he used words I had never
heard him say and soon I realised I wasn't even listening to him.
Then I told him about my job, and in spite of his nodds and the
looks he gave me, I knew he was feeling the same. I had the feeling
that nothing was going to be like before. Eight years had passed,
eight years in which we hadn't really had the time to talk to
eachother. I thought about changing the subject and wanted to ask
him about a guy he used to work with years ago, but i couldn't
remember his name anymore. At the beginning of our relashionship we
had met eachother's friends and gone to restaurants or movies
together. But time had passed, and we both lost old and gained new
friends. We hadn't realized that none of us knew the other's
friends anymore.

 

He noticed I had nothing to say and started to talk about the
weather, to fill the uncomfortable silence. The clouds on the sky
were very thick and it seemed that it was going to rain. I realized
that, when we weren't talking about the twins we had nothing else
to talk to eachother about. Even hearing him talk about the clouds
was like talking to a stranger. I looked at the time and saw that
only 15 minutes had passed since we were alone. But it seemed like
a lot more. Soon I couldn't even tell what he was talking about or
if he was talking to me at all. Eventually he noticed it and
stopped saying anything. He had stopped in the middle of a
sentence, and I could tell that by his tone, but he wasn't going to
finish it anymore.

 

It started to rain, and soon all we could hear was the sound of
the car and the rain. At some point he stopped at a gas station and
went inside. I didn't ask him what he did inside, I didn't even
look at him. I just waited quietly until he came back in the car
and started the engine again. As the rain started to form puddles
on the ground and to hit the car more and more violently, we
weren't even looking at eachother anymore. We were like two
strangers; away from home we had  nothing in common anymore
and we weren't even able to talk about the weather. I never knew it
had become so serious. I thought this happened to all couples. But
I had never heard of any who weren't even able to talk about such
things. I realised that our children were everything that had kept
us together all this time, and without them we didn't know
eachother anymore.

 

He was driving, I was waiting. We were just two people who had
once known the other better than anyone else. We had lived together
for 15 years but we had been so far away from eachother that we
never even noticed it. Now we knew nothing about the other anymore;
except the past. Two people and the ghost of their love in the same
car, at the same time. but heading to different destinations.

 

As we finally reached the airport, he parked and locked the car.
 We each took our luggages from the trunk, went inside the
building and started to read the list of the flights for that day.
Then, without speaking one word, we looked at eachother for a few
seconds. We didn't need to say anything. Everything had been lost
and there was no way we could ever get it back.

 

We went away from eachother. I walked to queue in line for the
flight that was leaving in two hours to Brazil. I don't know what
he did, but he didn't come with me. I never looked back and didn't
feel anything; not even the indifference people usually feel
towards a complete stranger.
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