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“Still wasting your time on those trashy stories, Carline?”

I jumped as Ben’s voice jolted me out of the fantasy world of my latest story, back to the harsh realities of my life. My words marched defiantly across the computer screen, mocking him as he stood beside me. “You disappoint me. That’s all you seem to do these days. It’s a wonder you can force yourself to do some real work.”
I rose to face my husband, brushing a stray lock back from my eyes. “Lighten up, Ben. I’ve been working all morning and I’m on a break. I’m sorry you had the accident but that’s not my fault.” I took a breath to calm myself. There was no point trying to change his mind, his argument was always the same. “I know it’s hard for you to be off work for so long, but there are things you can do to fill in your time. You’ll get over this faster if you try to relax and stop worrying about money…we’ll be okay.”

“How can I relax when I see you doing this sort of thing? It doesn’t put food on the table.” Ben winced as he adjusted his heavily splinted arm that rested in a sling across his chest. “If I could work, then that’s what I would be doing right now.” He gestured angrily. “Not wasting my time on rubbish like this!”

He turned and marched out of the room. I sank into my chair and stared at the words on the screen. They danced and swam as the tears welled in my eyes.

It hadn’t always been like this. Before things had started to go wrong, Ben had always called me, ‘Babe’. Now it was ‘Carline’, as if I was a child who had misbehaved. I bit my lip and wondered how things had got so bad. He had been a loving and generous husband and our five-year marriage had been a good one…until several weeks ago when he’d been hurt in a car accident. His arm had fractured in several places and it would be at least two months before he could return to work.

He was one of those people who needed to work and was miserable and difficult when he couldn’t. I’d endured weeks of his angry outbursts, trying to remain calm but not always succeeding.  I clenched my jaw; it might be tough for him, but how was I going to get through the next few months and keep our marriage intact.  

Ben ran a carpentry business from home in a large workshop adjacent to the garage. He produced beautiful, hand crafted furniture, which he made to order. The drawers in his long workbench were carefully labelled and all his tools, when not in use, were neatly stowed in their places. At the end of the day, there was neither a speck of dust nor a stray wood shaving to spoil the tidiness of the workshop. 

After his accident, I’d tried to encourage Ben to hire someone to take over until his arm had mended. But it was almost impossible to find anyone with the skills and attention to detail that Ben possessed. He refused to consider doing anything else to pass the time, preferring instead, to vent his frustration on me. 

It was not in my nature to worry about money. Working as a freelance journalist, I submitted articles to various magazines and newspapers. I loved my work and was good at it. I also wrote short stories in my spare time. It was my way of relaxing – an escape from reality into the unreal and unexpected. As the tension in the home increased, I found myself spending extra time working on stories. The imaginary worlds of my characters were far more interesting and friendly than the world where I lived with my husband. 

The days dragged on and I felt increasingly guilty whenever I sat at my desk. If I heard Ben coming I would sometimes switch off my computer to avoid another scene. I knew Ben was only acting in this way because it hurt him to rely on his wife for support, but why did he have to make me feel so guilty? He would recover eventually and in the meantime we could manage on the money that I made. I looked around my study at the tangle of files and paper competing for space with my computer. Unlike my husband, my own working habits were untidy, but I’d always believed in living for the moment and letting the future take care of itself.

My gaze strayed to the two family photos that hung on the wall beside me. One showed my parents and the other was my Aunt Maeve. A cloud of snowy hair framed her elfin face; she grinned mischievously down at me from the wall. I smiled back at her, remembering the impression that great lady had made on me. If only she were here now… 

My memories of Maeve were of a quietly spoken, white-haired old lady, who was always writing in a large journal on her desk. I remembered climbing on Maeve’s lap and gazing wide-eyed at the lines of spidery longhand filling the pages of the journal. I remembered also, the whispered, secret stories that Maeve had shared with me. 

Mother had told me that Maeve had a gift for putting things right. If there was trouble in the family, or someone was hurt or sick, Maeve was called on to help. Nobody knew how she did it, but whatever the problem was, it didn’t last long once Maeve found out about it. 

My aunt had been a great writer of letters and small tales that were never published. After she died, the journals that the old woman had spent her life filling were found to be blank; the ink had faded and the contents were lost forever. Perhaps the blessings that Maeve had bestowed were just coincidence…or perhaps not. Whatever the explanation, everyone in our family was grateful for the gift of health and happiness that she had shared with us all. 

It seemed that Maeve’s gift had ended with her death, as no one else in our family had ever shown any unusual abilities. I sighed regretfully. What a shame that Maeve hadn’t had the foresight to pass her secret on to someone before she died. 
Misery washed over me. I wished that I could climb back on to her lap and tell her of my problems. Hot tears ran down my face and dropped on to the keyboard. I sniffed and brushed the tears away, then without thinking too much, I began to type. The words raced across the screen and I realised I was writing my own story…mine and Ben’s. 

Meticulously, I drafted the threads of our lives together, omitting nothing. All the good times were there. Like the day we met, when Ben had come to my home to work on some new cupboards for my mother. I remembered how I’d felt when he first called me ‘Babe’… all warm and fuzzy inside. He’d been so eager to please, so sweet and caring, and as the weeks and months went by, it seemed we were meant to be in love forever. The words danced joyfully on the screen, bringing back the reasons why we were together.

All the bad times were in there as well. The tension and distance between us, and all the angry outbursts and accusations. I relived the pain as I forged onwards with my story, unable to stop until it was complete. 

I painted a detailed picture in words of the man who had been my mate for these last five years. He was tall with auburn hair, speckled green eyes and had a strong-featured face with generous mouth. Usually such a sensible, caring man, he was allowing his wounded pride and his fears for the future to create a savage rift in our relationship.

From out of nowhere, I remembered words that Aunt Maeve had whispered to me long ago when I was very small. 

“Remember this, Carly! Words have great power, you must always choose them wisely.” 

My aunt’s words echoed in my mind while I sat back and studied what I had written. I smiled wryly and muttered, “It could stand a little editing. There are a few things that need changing in this story.” 

Starting at the beginning, I scrolled through the pages. I deleted the parts that caused me pain and replaced them with words that reshaped our marriage and changed my husband back into the successful, caring man I had fallen in love with. 

While I worked, I could feel that something was happening around me. The words sang on the screen and the air in the room began to vibrate. With every word, I felt lighter, as if a great weight was lifting from my shoulders. How wonderful if this was the way things could be from now on; if all the anger and disappointment could be deleted out of our lives. I reached the end of the story and a feeling of unexplained joy washed over me. I glanced curiously at Aunt Maeve’s photo on the wall, expecting it to have somehow changed, but she still smiled down at me as she had always done. My heart sang as I shut down the computer and went out to find my husband. 

A haze of sawdust hung in the air as I entered the workshop. Ben had been busy. A quick glance at the list of orders on the bench told me that he might have to think about hiring an assistant. At one end, several finely crafted items of furniture stood wrapped and ready for collection, whilst at the other end, Ben was staring critically at a table top he’d been sanding. There was no sign of the splint that had been on his arm for these last weeks. He looked towards me and smiled happily; I saw once again the man I loved. 

“Hey, Babe. I was hoping you’d drop by, but I know how busy you’ve been.” Ben looked momentarily puzzled. “Y’know, I just had the weirdest feeling. It felt like something massive just happened but I can’t remember what…everything feels different. Good…but different. Did you feel it too?”

I looked innocently at my husband while trying to suppress the smile that threatened to break out. “I was too busy writing to notice anything. The words were all wrong in one of my stories, but I’ve sorted them out now.” I snuggled into his outstretched arms and sighed contentedly. “Ben, I’ve been thinking. When we have our first child, we should call her Maeve.” 

