A Case of the Shivers

“Why won’t you tell me what this is all about?”  Rob asked.  “And why are we going to Shivering Cliffs?”  
Sharon glanced over at him, a strange gleam in her eye.  “I told you, it’s a surprise.  Keep your pants on.”

He looked out the window.  The country club golf course whizzed by, an emerald field amidst the scraggy rocks that surrounded the winding Oceanside road.  “Shivering Cliffs,” he murmured.  “That would’ve worked.  Should’ve brought my golf bag.”  He trailed off, still gazing out the window, and so missed her mouth tightening and her eyes flashing.  Patience, she thought, almost time.  

She turned off to the parking lot that fed the hiking trails that dotted the Pacific coastline.  “All right,” she said, smiling sweetly.  “It’s a pied from here.”  

“Are you okay?” he frowned worriedly.  “You seem…weird.”

“‘Weird’?  How so?”
“I dunno.  You just seem a bit…distracted.  Anxious.  Weird.”

She gave him an innocent grin.  “I’m fine.”  She turned away.  “Or at least, I will be soon,” she muttered under her breath.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

They hiked down the trail in silence.  The deep forest muffled the murmur of the ocean, the sound of the highway left far behind.  The trees thinned as they approached the rocky crags known as the Shivering Cliffs.  A light mist covered the world in a sheen of moisture, and a cool ocean breeze chilled the two, causing the effect the cliffs were named for.  “Uh, how much further are you planning to go?”  Rob finally asked.  

“Just to Dropaway Lookout.” 

“Not gonna tell me what’s up?”

“Oh, you’ll see soon enough.”  She gave a gleeful chortle and a branch she had brushed out of the way snapped back into his face.

He nibbled on his lip worriedly.  What is she up to?  Is this about me playing golf, again?  Maybe I should do it here.  That’d take care of it, I should think.  No, better to wait till I’ve got it with me.  I shoulda brought my golf bag!
They left the trees behind and maneuvered their way across the rocky trail to the lookout point.  Sharon glanced at her watch, and some of the tension seemed to leave her.  “Plenty of time,” she said.  

“For what?” he demanded.  “I like coming out here too, but I’m hungry and I was supposed to meet the guys for a beer at six.  Why did you bring me out here, babe?”

A frown crossed her face; she’d always hated that particular term of affection.  “Well, we need to have a little chat.  There’s been something I need to—” here she paused for a moment, as if searching for the proper words— “to…do.”

“Yeah, there was something I’ve been meaning to do also,” he replied.  “Hell, if you’d told me where we were going, I coulda brought my golf bag and—”

She exploded.  “GOLF BAG!!  GOLF BAG!  I should have known!  You and your precious golf!  You spend more time on the g—d--- golf course than with ME!”

“I thought so!  You’re still pissed at me because of that!  I told you, I’m trying to practice!  I’ve got a shot at getting on the PGA tour.  The PGA tour!  Do you know what that would mean?  I could be a pro!  Playing for millions of dollars on national TV!  Why can’t you understand that?”
“I don’t CARE!”  She shouted.  “I’m sick of it!  I love you and all you want to do is play your friggin’ golf!  You don’t care about me, you don’t love me!  Here I’ve been waiting for four years for you to forget your stupid dream and settle down with me, I bring you up here, and all you talk about is GOLF!  I WAS RIGHT to do this!  So, HERE’S WHAT I THINK OF YOUR PRECIOUS GOLF!”  She pulled something from her purse and screamed “NOW!” into it, then look up at the top of the cliff.  He followed her gaze, and saw two people pick something up and hurl it off the edge.  Whatever it was fell, a lazy, ponderous flight.  It almost seemed in slow motion.  As it flew past, he recognized it.  His golf bag, with all his clubs.  And those were his golf shoes flopping behind it as it hurtled by.  He let loose a strangled cry as it careened down the sheer three hundred foot drop from his vantage point to the rocks below.  It almost looked like it exploded as it smashed into the surf pounding against the rocks. 

Rob stood frozen to his spot, staring down as if he might reverse the fall with sheer will.  A triumphant shriek brought him back to the present, and he look up to see Sharon smiling from ear to ear, a fey light in her eyes.  He swallowed, and opened his mouth to speak several times, but that capacity had deserted him.  Dazed, he turned and took a few halting steps before her voice brought him up short.  “I did it for us.”
He turned and looked at her, staring through vacant eyes.  Then a laugh grew in his belly, clawed its way up his throat, and spilled out of his slightly open mouth.  He laughed and laughed until tears came to his eyes.  Abruptly he snarled, “‘For us’?  There is no ‘us’.  Not anymore.”

She met his daggered gaze with one of steel.  “So, your precious golf means that much to you, does it?  You’ll throw away this relationship just like that?”

“From what I’ve seen, you’ve done the only throwing today,” he bit out.  “Do you think this means I won’t ever play golf again?  I can go out tomorrow and buy a new set.  You fool.  All you did today was to demonstrate how you don’t think I was smart enough and sensitive enough to choose a woman over a game.  Well, you’ve shown your true colors; when the going gets rough, throw it off a cliff.  I’d hate to see what you do to guys who cheat on you.”
“I did it to make you see how little it is besides love.  It’s nothing!  I matter more than some stupid game!  God!  You’re just like my father, never around because you’re always on the course!”

He looked at her a moment.  When he spoke his voice was as smooth as ice and just as cold.  “Golf means something to me.  What you did tells me that you won’t allow me to choose, you don’t respect me to choose, to run my own LIFE!”  He took a breath, and continued in the icy tone.  “Good bye, Sharon.  I hope I never see you again.”

He took a few steps, then turned around, and delivered the last blow.  “By the way, the reason I wanted my golf bag was that I wanted to get the surprise I had for you.  I hid it in the one place I knew you’d never look.  I was saving it for the right moment, and I thought this might be one.  It was an engagement ring.

“Have a nice life.”

He left her standing there, shivering.
