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Dedication by Chris H. 

This issue is for anyone who has ever wondered or sought after the meaning of life. What should  

one value here in this life, and why? How are we to view the current moments, whether they bring  

the purest ecstasy and joy or despair and misery? For anyone who is need of inspiration, or a  

reminder of what life is about or should be about, this issue is for you. 

 

This issue is a call to take even just a few minutes to consider what you truly value and want in  

Life. 



What does it mean to be alive? By Judy Bullard 

For me to be alive is about being in the very present moment. In the now! To see each new day as  

a gift and one to enjoy through the things we do and how we make a difference in the world. 

 

The quote “take time to smell the flowers” is what being alive  is about!  Breathing fresh air,  

walking at the beach and hearing the waves and birds or feeling a cold breeze on your face on a  

wintery day, these are examples of being in the present moment and being alive. To me being  

fully alive is when my senses are awake. 

 

Connecting with a friend, truly listening to what they are sharing rather than focusing on one’s  

cell phone waiting for someone to call or text you. This is what being alive is for me. 

 

All living things must eat to be alive! Taking the time to prepare, appreciate, smell and savor the  

taste of our food helps us get the nourishment from what we are eating. Being conscious of what  

we are doing is being alive. 

 

Life is precious, to be alive is a gift, treasure each moment, those closest to you, appreciate all of  

nature’s beauty we are given a bounty of beauty. Enjoy being fully alive! 



The Path of  Life by R. Lincoln Harris 

The path of life is never smooth, 

or direct, 

or free from detours along the way. 

 

But still we move along it, 

always hopeful 

that we're on the right path. 

 

Where does it lead? 

How will it end? 

And would we want know the answers, 

even if we could? 

 

The best we can do is make our way, 

always smiling, 

with our hearts and minds open 

to the new things and people we meet. 

 

Only then can we say 

that it was all worthwhile. 



I Thought We Had Time by Chris H. 

I thought we had time 

To play in the fields 

To watch the clouds pass over us,  

Floating across the sky 

To watch the sun set 

 

I thought we had time 

To contemplate the meaning of life 

To not worry what tomorrow would bring 

To live how we want 

Without concern for anything else 

But each other 

  

We lost our way 

Time slipped from us 

The sands are laid across the desert, 

Barren and no stable foundation 

 

We got so caught up 

In striving for contentment 

That we've become restless now, 

Searching for our identity 

Searching for what we did 

  

But, in retrospect,  

I don't think I would've  

Changed anything about the way  

We lived our life 

 

For, what we gained is experience 

And the opportunity  

To enjoy the present 

And the realization, 

That the meaning of life 

Is not the same for all 

 



Checkmate by Karen Conner 

Allison wanted to play a game.  She and her best friend, Marley, had just drained a bottle of  

Sauvignon Blanc with their chicken kebab entrees, and although it was only 9:00, she was  

growing tired of the same old chit-chat.  How long could you talk about your kids or your  

husband, anyway?  She was excited for what she knew would be was the most amusing part of  

the evening.   

 

All the women in Blossom Trails, the upscale neighborhood where Allison and Marley had lived  

for years, knew that Allison was obsessed with playing games.  They frequently laughed about  

the number of books of crossword puzzles, sudokus and word searches she devoured in a week.   

But, Allison didn’t care. She played Lumosity on her computer daily, and boasted to all the  

women that years from now when they’re drooling in their wheelchairs, unable to remember the  

names of their kids, she’d still be able to quote the titles of each book in the Fifty Shades of Grey  

series.  Talk about shutting those bitches up!  Allison thrived on competition, but she lived in a  

community where she could never win at anything.  Winning meant her opponent would end up  

losing, something that would probably make them feel badly, and contributing to anyone’s  

feelings of inadequacy and misfortune was a strict neighborhood no-no. 

 

Allison assumed that everyone who lived around her and Marley had a similarly substantial  

household income, otherwise how could they possibly afford their lavish CEO-style homes and all  

the goodies that came along with them:  the schools; the obsessively manicured parks; the Whole  

Foods; the art galleries; the Starbucks bursting with moms sipping lattes after driving the 

morning carpool. The women had all been educated at colleges like Williams, Columbia and  
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Middlebury, and worked in diverse fields: one was a fundraiser for the Chicago Symphony; one  

was an architect; one owned a wine store; another was a  pediatrician. 

 

To prove to the world  - and to themselves - that they were serious, substantial people  

who did more with their privileged lives than working at fulfilling jobs, exhibiting textbook- 

worthy parenting skills, hitting the gym for spinning classes and meeting friends for coffee, they  

all devoted at least two full days a month to bettering their community by volunteering at  

organizations such as the Chicago Chapter of the American Cancer Society, the Gay Pride  

Initiative or the Feed the Children charity. 

 

It wasn’t envy over things, but envy over the intangible that made these women harbor  feelings  

of inadequacy while secretly evaluating their own situations.  If one of them lusted over the new  

diamond earrings Julie got at Harry Winston’s, that yearning would only be met with pity,  

because, what a reflection of misplaced priorities!  Instead, it was news of Jamie getting into  

medical school at Stanford, or Laura being on the basketball team at a Division 1 college, or Brad  

wanting to spend time alone with Amy so badly, he arranged for a babysitter and brought home  

take-out from Sezuan Express, that made them feel slightly deficient, frantic to win first place in  

the categories of most thoughtful, most interesting and most loved.  They hoped to achieve this  

by cultivating brilliance, sensitivity and athletic prowess in their own children, and polishing  

their own marriages to a dazzling hue. 
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Allison found it absolutely exhausting to be around these women who were so enthralled with  

crafting their best selves.  Since there was really nowhere for her to compete other than in the  

realm of happiness and good fortune, she knew she was out of the running.  After all, her kids  

didn’t go to Harvard, and she and Sam hadn’t just gotten back from a community service project  

in Nepal where they had spent their vacation helping others, rather than doing something as self- 

indulgent as sipping fruity cocktails on a tropical beach. 

 

The only woman in the neighborhood who wasn’t constantly preening about her good fortune, or  

glossing over the challenging parts of life was Marley.  Allison loved how her talks with Marley  

could go on for hours, so different from the tedious conversations she had with her frenemies  

whose conversations always revolved around how wonderful, exciting, significant or important  

something or someone was.  She counted on beautiful, generous Marley to make her feel like a  

real person with flaws and problems and disappointments.  Whenever she was with Marley, the  

pressure she put on herself to strive for excellence, or dock the “win” instantly evaporated. 

 

Allison presented her new game to Marley as if it was something that had just occurred to her in  

that Slap to the forehead, Oh my gosh! I can’t believe I just realized this, … kind of way.  She  

scooped up the last bit of hummus with a ripped corner of pita bread, and as an introduction to  

the game, stated that she and Marley had been best friends for over twenty years, having  

navigated all the pivotal moments of life together.   She took a deep breath and described the  

mechanics of playing.  They would each take turns making up semi-damaging situations, and  
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whomever was listening would decide whether the compromising situation was something she’d  

tell her best friend about, or not. Allison told Marley she’d start by describing five  

uncomfortable situations, then they’d switch roles so Marly could do the same.  Allison was  

excited thinking how illuminating this little game would be. 

 

Marley took another sip of wine as she mulled over the idea. “Whatever,” she said, in a way that  

was obvious to Allison that she was merely enduring what she thought of as one of Allison’s a  

silly, little games, and then recounted some of the highlights of their decades-old friendship.  She  

discussed how they had supported each other when they were new mothers, insecure about their  

approach to parenting, and most recently, how they encouraged each other to stay positive when  

they were both crippled with exhaustion and depression from dealing with aging and sickly  

parents. Marley closed her little “friendship tour” by happily pulling the nostalgia card and  

reminiscing about the countless nights she and Allison had eaten dinner together at T.G.I.  

Fridays, kids in tow, while their husbands were out working late, building their careers. 

 

“There’s nothing, absolutely nothing that I wouldn’t tell you.  You’re my closest friend.  I’m even  

closer to you than I am to my own family; you’re my only true confidant.  It’s like you’re part of  

my DNA!”  Allison nodded emphatically but really thought, oh sure, Marley, nothing at all.  What  

a crock of bullshit.  Why can’t you just  accept the fact that after after a twenty-year friendship,  

I’ll always know if you’ve been lying.  Do you actually think you’re smarter than me?  Allison  

interpreted Marley’s withering look and raised eyebrow as a way of saying Okay Al, I’m ready.  

Let’s do this! 
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Allison smiled, hoping she was doing a good job at hiding her giddiness, that her euphoria was  

completely undetectable.  Then, she blurted out her first scenario:  Imagine one of your kids had  

been diagnosed with a venereal disease.  Think about the situation and what it would imply.   

Would you feel too ashamed to tell me to about it, or not?  Marley responded in about two  

seconds, which made Allison wonder if her question had been a bit lame.   “Allison, of course, I’d  

tell you.  It’s a no-brainer.  If that happened, I’d need your support so badly, especially when all  

those rich bitches at Starbucks start whispering when I walk up.”  Marley continued with a  

conspiratorily smile bordering on laughter, “The good thing is, they’d have something else to talk  

about besides the latest sale at Saks.  But really, Al, give me something I can spend a little time  

agonizing over, please!” 

 

Allison recoiled and fired off another scenario with such reflexive ease, she could have been  

reciting her name and email address.  “What if Aaron found he needed to resort to Cialis or  

Viagra in order to have sex?  Or should I say, will you tell me when that happens?” She tried to  

sound breezily supportive, reiterating that it’s bound to happen to Aaron, Marley’s husband, as  

well as every man in his mid to late-fifties, because at some point they’ll be unable to “do it”  

without the assistance of medication. 

 

Marley dissolved into laughter, and the two friends giggled about the couples in the Cialis  

commercials being attractive in a semi-lobotomized way, especially the guy who looks adoringly  

at his wife as she does a little cheer for the home team, or the guy who beams as his wife tries to  

perfect her golf swing by swiveling her hips from left to right. 
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Allison couldn’t stop reveling in the fact that things were going great.  She had created an  

atmosphere of such comfort that Marley was entirely absorbed in the game, which was exactly  

what she had hoped for.  Her goal was for Marley to feel completely uninhibited while engaging  

in this little folly.  As a way of bookmarking the conversation before moving on, she said that  

Viagra had actually worked for her husband, Sam.  “He tried it and I was like “Hello, what’s that I  

see in all its perky glory?   Down Boy!” 

 

“I’m glad to know there’s something to turn to that will actually work ... when the moment’s  

right,” said Marley with a wry smile, having just stolen the line right out of the insufferable  

commercials. 

 

“Yes,” said Allison her face all alight,  “When the moment’s right.”  She let the comment hang  

between them, and told Marley it was a good time to get two glasses of wine before focusing on  

the next question.  Allison leaned back in her chair to take another look at Marley who was now  

so content and relaxed she could have been lounging in a neighbor’s family room watching  

Cheers reruns rather than “playing games” in one of Chicago’s most chi-chi middle eastern  

restaurants.  The wine arrived and Allison smoothed any nascent creases on her tight black  

sweater and “business casual” skirt, then slammed her glass down on the table with such an  

unexpected force that pools of wine splashed onto the table.  Wanting to appear focused on  

wiping up the mess, but only spreading the spilled wine around the table, she deliberately wiped  

her tongue across her lips like she was licking encrusted salt from the rim of a glass filled with a 
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Margarita. “I’m ready to ask you the next question.  Ready to hear it?”   Although she wanted the  

question to appear spontaneous, merely the next in line in the game of “would you tell me if ….,”  

she couldn’t stop fingering her bra strap under her sweater.   Wine glass, bra strap, wine glass,  

bra strap. 

 

“Bring it on,” said Marley, but Allison noticed her voice was tight and controlled, as if she had  

just told one of her kids they were grounded because of skipping school.  Allison watched as  

Marley rubbed her lips together like she had just added a fresh coat of lipstick.  And those  

arresting blue eyes?  They kept charmingly flitting from left to right and back, over and over  

again.  It was obvious that Marley now looked upon the game with trepidation.  What the hell?   

She had working so hard to eliminate any atmosphere of dread.  All she wanted was for Marley to  

feel safe and relaxed, to say something like Go ahead Tiger.  There’s nothing you could ask that I  

couldn’t answer! 

 

Allison took a large gulp of wine and swallowed so hard her Adam’s Apple popped out of her  

neck like a bagel from a toaster.  Then, she asked the question she had waited to ask, the  

question she had spent hours rehearsing.  It better have the proper tone, cadence and rhythm,  

and not sound accusatory, vengeful or hurtful.  It better sound like just another question.  And, it  

did.  When she spoke, her words were smooth and sure. 
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“Marley, my love, would you tell me if you were having an affair?”  When Allison noticed Marley’s  

immediate pained, pinched smile, she summoned the standard internal monologue she depended  

on to get through her countless legal presentations: Whatever you do, don’t stop now.  You’re a  

star.  You can out-act anyone.  You should have gotten an Oscar for the ease in which you  

manipulate.  Whatever you do, stay focused on your audience and do not look away!   Allison  

applied nonchalance and easy-going confidence to her expression as if the attitudes were  

moisturizer and bronzer. 

 

Harnessing her last reserve of strength, Allison started perusing the virtual scrapbook that had  

been integrated into her identity, images that would always elicit a rageful fury because she  

could never understand why Marley couldn’t see that her affair was obvious, at least to her,  

someone who always knew if Marley was lying or sneaking around.  Allison was sure there must  

have been times when Aaron, Marley’s husband,  had been so confused by Marley’s unusual  

behavior, but was thankful he had never contacted her to have the I think Marley might be having  

an affair, what do you think conversation.  She didn’t want to share her hypothesis and found it  

hard to admit that all she had were speculations, that Marley had chosen not to tell her anything.  

She also hated to think that Marley thought of Allison and Aaron in the same way, as two well  

meaning people who, nice as they may be, were still people she could never confide in about an  

act that smacked of intimacy, delicacy and seriousness, as well as the power to alter the whole  

marital equation. 
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Allison practically winced as she turned each virtual page of painful memories.  There was the  

image of Marley sipping coffee at Allison’s kitchen table and taking her cellphone into the  

bathroom with her everytime she needed to pee; to talk to him, of course. There was the image of  

Aaron calling Allison so he could talk to Marley, but Marley hadn’t been there all night and had  

no plans to visit.  There was the image of Allison, shocked and confused, hearing that Marley was  

going on a business trip.  A business trip for a book editor?  Really?  The only time she ever went  

on a business trip was to Book Expo America, the big, annual writers and publishers convention.   

Didn’t Marley once tell how she spent her days pouring over manuscripts, red pen in hand, and  

although she wished she could travel for work, her job was not that of acquiring new books but  

editing those that had already been purchased, so leaving town would never be a part of her job. 

 

And then she had countless visions of standing, phone outstretched, because she couldn’t listen  

to it anymore.  Marley was always in the middle of one intense conversation with Aaron after  

another, conversations that were so emotional she dared not leave the house to come over.   

Allison knew from years of perusing self-help books when not doing word searches or fill-in-the- 

blanks, that If a couple had chosen to stay together after an affair, they would obviously have a  

lot of work to do in order to preserve the marriage. When Marley said she couldn’t couldn’t come  

over, something she did almost every evening so the two friends could talk about their day,  

watch TV and drink tea, Allison was crushed because she needed to see Marley, but she knew  

that the couple was most likely discussing different aspects of the affair, and how best to go  

forward. 



Checkmate (Cont.) 

Allison wondered if Marley would answer her question with Oh yes, you’re my best friend, of  

course I would tell you if I was having an affair … if I would ever have an affair, thereby deciding  

to admit absolutely nothing and maintain her elaborate network of dishonesty.   Or, would she  

see the little Q and A-fest as an opportunity to come clean, and explain to Allison how it began,  

who the guy was and every other delicious detail.  She hoped that Marley was dying to say  

something like:  This is hard to talk about, but I can’t stand it any longer. You’ve been my best  

friend for years.  I love and respect you and need your perspective so badly.  Allison fantasized  

that this was now the constant drumbeat Marley lived by, a desperate need to talk to Allison  

about the guilt, the shame, the sheer joy.   She was certain that If Marley had actually talked  

about the affair, affirming their decades-old intimacy, she would not have been judgmental.  Of  

course not.  She would have been sure to tell her that it wasn’t all that surprising since Marley  

had been so unhappy.  Aaron was such a mama’s boy, and always putting his parents and  

brothers and sisters concerns before Marley’s.  Allison had always assumed that he viewed  

Marley as a pretty appendage who just happened to be smart, a fetching asset to the executive  

life he had so carefully curated.  He rarely went to Marley’s book events and had never so much  

as read an excerpt from the novel she had been working on for years.  Marley was last in a whole  

line of people vying for Aaron’s attention.  He didn’t support her; not the way Allison did. 

 

Allison knew that if the tables were turned she would have definitely told Marley she was having  

an affair, mostly because Marley was her very best friend and trusted with the most sensitive  

information a person could have.  Allison assumed the feelings she had for Marley were mutual,  

but recently the friendship had become a mass of confusion. Did Marley still think of her as a  

best friend? 
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Did Marley really trust her?  Did Marley even care about her?  Yes, If the tables were turned, she  

would have talked to Marley about her affair, but she felt cocky knowing she would never be in  

that situation.  If things with Sam had became so untenable she wanted to look for action  

elsewhere, she would march him right into the therapist’s office so they could talk through every  

disturbing issue.  Like everyone else in the neighborhood, Allison prided herself on the good  

decisions she made for herself and her family, and loved savoring the process that led to a  

decision that was so right.  Her smile twisted as these thoughts fluttered through her mind. 

 

Marley mewed, “Oh Allison … why?”  She looked like a glass of grapefruit juice had just been  

flung in her face, the acid piercing her eyes.  Her low and sexy voice had become creaky and high- 

pitched and sounded like an abandoned kitten yanked away from its mother.  Allison fought off  

a momentary urge to help her, trying hard to reconcile the woman in front of her with the  

woman she had always admired, the woman who had intuitively known what to say and do in  

order to provide support and comfort.  Marley had slept at Allison’s when Allison’s father was  

dying of cancer.  Marley had cut her vacation short and taken the first flight out of Miami when  

Allison’s son was rushed to the hospital for emergency oral surgery.  Marley had come to  

Allison’s door bearing a shopping bag filled with crossword puzzles, sudokus, word searches and  

about a dozen cheesy pink Get Well balloons when Allison was in bed for weeks with a bad case  

of mono.  Marley was the woman whose actions had always been so predictable and lovely that  

Allison could depend on her uncompromised loyalty without fail.  But now since Marley wasn’t  

performing as expected, it shook Allison’s whole sense of being and made her actually question  
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herself, something she rarely did.  She wanted Marley to perceive her as someone special, totally  

independent from those mothers who used to elect Marley room parent despite her non-stop  

protesting.  Allison thought about the many times Marley told her that being elected room parent  

was like winning a popularity contest, a popularity contest she had no interest in winning … ever. 

 

“If you had an affair, and I’m just saying if because you haven’t told me you’ve actually  had one  

yet, but if you did have an affair, then why wouldn’t you tell me?  I don’t get it.  Maybe there was  

a time when you used to tell me everything, but you don’t anymore.  Maybe I’m alone in thinking  

we’re best friends and that there are no secrets between us.”  After saying this, Allison felt a  

familiar sense of accomplishment shoot through her, as if she had just completed writing a  

stellar legal argument. 

 

Marley’s eyes began to fill with tears. Yes!  Allison was excited, even a little aroused when she  

thought Marley had finally decided to explain her rationale … just a little bit.  “Allison, you knew  

that things were bad with Aaron, and of course I probably should have left him for that smart  

and sexy publisher I met at BEA who made me feel “seen” for the first time in decades.  I  

definitely should have told you about how I had felt so superfluous, so ineffectual for years.  But  

I simply didn’t have the balls to do that, and you, more than anyone, know my self-esteem  

sucks.”  Allison assumed that because Marley had just revealed something so painfully self- 

reflective and intimate, she was probably hoping to gain a few extra points in the game of  

friendship, but this was clearly not happening.  They were points Marley didn’t deserve; they  

were points Marley hadn’t earned. 
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Allison nodded in a neutral way and Marley continued.  “And don’t forget, I was surrounded by  

all those precious, do-gooder Alpha women in the neighborhood.  And, I was embarrassed!”   

Marley tried catching her breath, and blubbered, “Can’t you understand that, Al?  Haven’t you  

ever done something that you were so ashamed of you just wanted it to go away?” 

 

Allison considered this, but her anger compounded as she thought of Marley’s audacity and how  

she had the gall to lump her in the same category as those all those ridiculous neighborhood  

women.  In a rushed voice she said, “Of course.  I’m ashamed of a lot of things.  I’m ashamed of  

how I ask Sam for money when I’m practically penniless two days after I get my paycheck, and  

I’m ashamed of how I look like a cow in those black leggings.  But Marley, an affair?  Doesn’t that  

fall into a different category?  Doesn’t that fall into the category of a secret that’s only shared  

between the closest of friends? And, I’d like to think that if the whole thing was something you  

just wanted to go away, you’d at least want to talk to me!” 

 

Allison’s thoughts were mostly variations of:  serves her right, had she told me maybe together  

we could have worked out a way to navigate the situation; serves her right, had she told me  

maybe together we could have negotiated a way through the landscape of aggressively  

accomplished women who spend their lives striving for perfection; serves her right, had she told  

me maybe she wouldn’t have felt like she had to outsmart everyone around her with all her little  

lies and indiscretions.  She suddenly felt like a soap opera star, all blinding teeth, earnest smiles  

and twinkly eyes.   Who was doing the outsmarting now? 
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“Marley.  I really don’t care that you had an affair.  That’s your own thing with Aaron.  But  what  

makes me absolutely crazy is that you never told me about it. The real betrayal is that you lied to  

me, not to Aaron.  There was a long silence, and Allison tried to determine whether Marley was  

overwhelmed, exasperated, confused, or all three, and watched as she pursed her lips in a tight  

little “o,” as if she was on the brink of spewing forth a fiery response that never came.  Seeing  

Marley momentarily lost, not knowing where to look or what to do, propelled Allison to continue,  

her words flowing with greater ease, becoming the cornerstone of the flawless production she  

had been practicing for months.  The deftness and control of her delivery surprised even her. 

 

“Marley, the friendship must have meant more to me than it did to you.  If not, you would have  

told me about it.”  Allison was proud of herself for finally spitting out the line she had thought  

about for so long that she had even created a whole rolodex of fantasies about how and when  

she would it would be recited to Marley.  She guarded the glow that spread throughout her body,  

careful to not let so much as a trace of pleasure dribble into her expression of amicable good  

cheer for fear it would negate her conviction. 

 

Tears paraded down Marley’s face, her mews turned to goose-like sounds as she grabbed the  

short and silent spaces between her sobs.  She reached for Allison’s hand, but Allison quickly  

pulled it away, and placing it next to her other one, atop the napkin on her lap.  Oh, for years she  

had dreamed of the warmth of Marley’s hand and the sensation of Marley’s slender fingers  

wrapped in hers.  For years she had imagined that sense of contentment, the feeling that all was  

as it should be.  But, she wasn’t going to experience it now. No way. 
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In a rushed voice, as if she had a time limit to convey her message, Marley stammered, “But, but,  

but ... Allison.  Don’t do this, p...p....p...please.”  Her dazzling blue eyes had become pinholes of  

indigo, surrounded by half-moons of white, bordering on pink.  How Allison had fantasized  

about losing herself in those eyes, about being beckoned to gaze into them until everything else  

around her blurred. How she had thought about grabbing a clump of that inky black mane,  

pulling her close, and nestling her nose in the glossy locks so all she could breathe was Marley.   

As she had done for years, Allison marveled over Marley’s killer combination of vivid blue eyes  

and hair the color of charcoal; she was absolutely stunning.  But now Marley had dropped her  

head into outstretched hands and rocked back and forth in a near catatonic state.  After a few  

minutes she said, “Allison, I’m sorry but I just don’t get it.  Aren’t people allowed to have secrets,  

even if the people are best friends?” 

 

Allison watched Marley with detached amusement. She felt like she had just done the  

inconceivable by expressing her ongoing hurt, and discovered that in the wake of revealing those  

feelings she actually felt slightly intoxicated.  With this newfound freedom, Allison found herself  

wrestling with the same shameful glee a child experiences when bullying a younger or weaker  

classmate.  “But Marley, cutting me out of your little secret made me feel so empty and alone,  

like I wasn’t even in the game, like I wasn’t even in your game.  How could you do that?  You  

know, I would never shut you out like that.”  Allison meant it; she would never exclude her. 

 

Marley grabbed a napkin and began blowing her nose.   “But Allison, you must understand that I  

love you.  I love you so much.  I count on you for everything.  I couldn’t make it 
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here without you.  I … I … I’m actually traumatized when I think of life without you, with … with  

… with ... without your friendship.  I can’t take it,” Marley whimpered, her flawless features  

becoming increasingly more swollen and distorted. 

 

Allison kept circling around something Trish, her therapist of seven years, had told her when she  

was in the midst of lamenting what to do, if anything, about Marley having kept the affair a  

secret from her.  Trish had spent months working through the pros and cons of possible actions  

with Allison, finally suggesting that she terminate the friendship with Marley. Trish felt that it  

was never emotionally healthy to be in a friendship where feelings of love and closeness are not  

reciprocated.  Allison thought Trish’s perspective on the friendship was probably accurate, and  

even flirted with following her advice although she knew she’d never have the guts or inclination  

to go through with it.  But now, Allison felt braver than she ever had, and the thought of  

engaging in one dramatic gesture to delineate the end of a long and intimate friendship thrilled  

her as much as finishing a New York Times crossword puzzle in record time.  Harnessing her  

empowerment, she told Marley how Trish had thought it was destructive for Allison’s self-esteem  

and identity to continue functioning on an unlevel emotional playing field with Marley.  Then  

came her winning move.  “Although Trish is obviously wrong and could never understand the  

depths of our friendship, I suddenly get it.  Her advice is beginning to make sense after all.” 

 

“So  what are you saying, Allison?”  squeaked Marley as she attempted to blow and wipe her nose  

with the same used napkin she had been clutching all night, now a galaxy of white lint.  The  

waitress noticed her customers were in the midst of a drama, and without saying a word brought  



Checkmate (Cont.) 

over a stack of fresh napkins.  Allison gave the waitress an encouraging nod and slapped sixty  

dollars on the table.  Then, she erased every stray twinge of warmth and passion she felt toward  

Marley, and with the same overriding resolve that surfaced when becoming a partner at her law  

firm over a decade ago said, “Marley, I think it’s time for me to go, to really go.  I wish you all the  

best.  We’ve had a good run, but our game is over.”  She stood up and walked away without  

looking back, although she was dying to make eye contact.  She had never brought out her  

hardass persona when talking with Marley, and her words terrified her.  As she made her way  

toward the door, she kept chanting to herself:  I could never cut you out of my life.  I could never  

destroy you like that.  Never. 
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