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Cracks 
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
You put on your shirt, button the last button on it,  
walk into the closet and grab a tie from the hanger  
without looking. 
 
You walk out of the closet over to the mirror and  
flip the tie around your neck, not caring that you  
happened to choose one of the most boring ties you  
own. 
 
It's got black and dark blue diagonal stripes, but you  
adjust it to fit around your neck anyway, pulling on  
it more tightly than necessary. 
 
You let out an uncomfortable groan, then loosen it,  
but only barely. 
 
Looking at yourself in the mirror, you can't help 
but notice the dark circles under your eyes, the  
slight bruise on your cheek. 
 



You're not sure where the bruise came from, but you  
don't care, just as you don't care that you have a  
small clump of hair sticking out on your head that  
won't stay down. 
 
It's not like it matters what you look like anymore 
anyway,  
 
She's not going to be at the office when you get 
there. 
 
Just like she wasn't there yesterday or two weeks  
ago or three months ago.  
 
So who the hell cares if you're wearing a tie as old  
as dirt and your hair's not perfect? Who cares if  
you get there late or even if you show up at all? 
 
No one. 
 
No one except you. 
 
You care. 
 
You care that you knew the risks and didn't tell her. 
 
You care that the one person you trusted and who  
trusted you isn't here anymore because of you. 
 
You care because you didn't realize just how much she  
meant to you until she was gone. 
 
But she is gone and with each passing day, it's more  
than likely that she won't be coming back. 
 
Ever. 
 
Before you can stop yourself, you punch the face in  



the mirror, the glass cracking against your knuckles  
and you look down at the red droplets forming on  
your hand. 
 
If she was here, she would calmly tell you to clean 
off your wounds, then carefully wrap some gauze  
around your knuckles. 
 
And you would let her do it without hesitation,  
secretly savoring the gentleness of her touch. 
 
But she's not here and there's nothing gentle about  
what's happened to her. 
 
And before you know it, your other hand is slamming  
into the mirror, shattering the cracks that are  
already there even more. 
 
Bits of glass and drops of blood trickle down the  
sides of the sink and you turn on the faucet, staring  
at the red swirl now circling the drain. 
 
As you watch the last stream of red disappear into  
the darkness, you lean over and rest your arms on  
the sides of the sink, letting the cool water run   
over your knuckles. 
 
And you breathe. 
 
Making yourself look up into the mirror again, you  
see your reflection, your face now marred with  
cracks, but not completely shattered. 
 
You stand up then and stare at the one spot on the  
mirror that isn't broken, the one small spot that's  
clear and smooth and shiny. 
 
And you breathe some more. 



 
You clean and dry the wounds on your hand, bandage  
them, walk back to the closet. 
 
You take off your tie, toss it on the bed, and  
choose a new one, the one with the blue and gray  
oval pattern that you bought six months ago.  
 
The one she says looks like it has alien eyes on it. 
 
The one that always makes her smile despite her best  
efforts not to. 
 
Adjusting it around your neck, you put on your suit 
jacket, straighten the lapels, then stand taller. 
 
And you know, you just know, that as difficult as  
things are, you can do this. 
 
She would want you to...no, she would *expect* you  
to. 
 
And so you will, looking into the mirror one last  
time, then heading out the door. 
 
 
~end~ 
 
 
Thanks for reading. 
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