Another Sad Year


By Consy





She looked at her first officer from across the messhall. Her eyes told him it was time they leave the party. She watched him turn and leave, after a few moments she followed him out. As previous years, he held the turbolift for her, and she smiled at him as she entered. Not a word was spoken, not a word was said, and when the lift stopped at their deck, each turned and went their own way. 





Once inside her quarters, she let out a loud sigh, and anguished sob, another sad New Year. Hell, it was another sad year.


