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“Allen, do something cute so I can write about it,” I said. My fingers hovered over the keyboard of my laptop, my elbows hung off the edge of the kitchen table, and I waited for the words that had been eluding me for days.

“What are you talking about?” he said, as he decorated two chili dogs with shredded cheese.

“This assignment for Advanced Comp. I told you about it,” I said. I turned to face to him. He was standing at the counter in his jogging apparel: green, Marine Corps-issued PT– physical training– shorts and a gray T-shirt with “Valley Forge Military” sketched on the front in blue letters. He had just returned from a 7.6 mile jog.

As he sat down beside me at the table, he leaned over to look at what I had written. “What you’ve got sounds fine.”

I glared at him, then turned back to the computer screen which glared back at me.

Moments later, Allen had devoured the two chili dogs. Like a vengeful vacuum cleaner, he gulped down a bite that I would have divided into at least three pieces.

He stood up to put his plate up and leaned over to kiss me. I crinkled my nose. “You’re going to shower, right?” I said.

He rubbed the side of his face along mine, and I wriggled to get away. “What, you don’t think I smell good?” 

He had just run almost eight miles in weather too warm for a run. No, he did not smell good. “No, dear, I do not.”

He glowered at me with fake ferocity and a scrunched up mouth more comical than scary. He walked away, and I heard the sound of water running in the shower.

Later– about twice the time I take to shower– I heard the door of the bathroom open and someone rummaging through drawers in our bedroom. 

“Cat hair on everything!” Allen muttered. “Can’t have anything without hair on it. It’s either hers or the cat’s.”

“What’d you say, Allen?” I called from the kitchen.

“Nothing.”

He entered the kitchen in a cloud smelling of Ivory soap. “Where’s the cat?”

“I don’t know. Try under the bed,” I said, distracted by the blank computer page staring at me.

“Hey, Cammie, what are you doing under there? Something scare you?” Allen’s voice was muffled.

I pushed back from the table and sighed. I was getting nowhere.

In the hallway, I passed a picture of Allen. Clad in green camouflage and face paint, he lounged casually with a dark machine gun draped over his lap. The picture was shot in South America on a training mission in 2002. I knew the next year he would report to Iraq, this time dressed in desert camouflage and armed with bigger guns.

From the hallway, I found my husband’s six foot frame bent over to look under the bed. One hand was submerged under the wooden frame, coaxing the cat out of hiding.

“Come here, Cammie,” he said in a singsong voice that no gunnery sergeant had ever heard him use. 

A soft, furry head poked from beneath the bed frame.

Allen clambered on the bed, and the cat settled close with his paws folded neatly under him. Scratching Cammie’s head until he purred, Allen peered at me with eyes that held deep green jungles and specks of desert brown.

