Intelligent

Smoke drifted casually between the two faces.  The northern face was subdued but not sullen, a granite mask of the torrential forces that writhed just underneath the surface, only the sheer strength of the outer crust preventing them from surfacing in a violent explosion.  Opposing, to the south, was a deceptively emotional, darker face.  The southern face was warm, usually cheerful, but as this autumn fell it stood devastated, weeping and seething.  Beneath this projected facade was a calculating, cold, emotionless soul.

The southern face batted at the smoke dividing the two, and then reached for her water, sipping, and then continued her rant.  She was injured, abused.  She was an angel, a martyr even.

The north face sipped his coffee, slouched into the wall-corner of the booth, listening.  Despite his own anger and depression, he found it comical, the way she portrayed herself.  Somehow she skipped over the violence, the lying, the cheating, the self centered, childish behavior.

She ranted, abusing him for his possessiveness, his obsession with art, his taste in clothes.  She paused.

The waitress filled up his coffee.  He nodded thankfully, and smiled warmly at the waitress.

She continued.  He was worthless.  He had no direction.  He wasn’t silly.  He was stupid.

He finished up his coffee slowly.  He stood up.  He did the first intelligent thing he had done in the past two years.

He threw a five-dollar bill on the table and turned to face her.

“Get out of my life,” he said, calmly, slowly, and forcefully.  Then he walked out.
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