End Over End

By Kristy Basolo

It was in this instant that she snapped.  She dove across the bed to the radiator, groped blindly for the wine bottle that was supporting a slowly dying candle.  When her hand touched the cool glass, the muscles contracted in her fingers, closing around the neck instinctively.

Stepping over the debris left from his tantrum in her bedroom, she took only two steps outside her bedroom door; the bottle–which once held wine purchase by him for celebration of their anniversary–became a dangerous projectile.  It sliced the thickness in the air, end over end.  She had always considered him the unstable one.


He had just made it to the back door.  He ducked his head to fit under the doorway, which saved his skull from the impact of the weapon.  Instead, the bottle grazed his shoulders and back and landed in the corner behind him, crashing like dirty glasses in the sink.

He turned to look at her.


“So you wanna throw things at me now?”


She was standing in the middle of the living room wearing his old Army T-shirt, staring at him intently, but without her contacts in she couldn’t tell if he was looking at her.  This was the last time she would tolerate him getting drunk and making ridiculous accusations.


“Get out of my house.”


“Real nice,” he muttered, shaking his head.  “Psycho bitch.”


She ran at him with everything her 120-pound body had left.  He got his hand up to his face just in time to catch some of the force of her right hook.

Reeling in disbelief, he looked as if he didn’t recognize her.  He realized she was serious this time.


Instantly sober, he had her by the wrists.


“Settle down, dear.”

Again, she threw herself into him, slamming his 200-pound muscular frame into the open door.  It cracked from the impact.  His cheek had begun to swell.


“You ungrateful bastard … get the hell out of my house.”


With that, she mustered all her remaining strength and used his grip to propel him down the three stairs to the snow-covered ground.   She slammed the door and locked it immediately, and turned and walked slowly back to her room and crawled under the covers.  The bed was still warm from her slumbering body.


Shaking from the adrenaline that still pulsated through her weary limbs, she lay there for another hour, wondering if, indeed, she was psychotic.

Tomorrow she would change the locks.
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