OLD FLAMES 
by Ted Whitehead

Muriel (late 50's) recalls the last moments of her husband's life, and despairs over the road she did not take.

MURIEL:            He was heavy with morphine and only half-conscious.  And then he opened his eyes and looked at me and said:  'Are you going to say a prayer for me?' 'Huh,' I said...'A prayer would be a waste of breath.'  'Oh,' he said, 'I'll come back to haunt you then.'  'You do what you like,' I said, 'because I'm sure I'll never hear you.  I've cared nothing for you in life and I'll care nothing for you when you're gone.  I won't pray for you and I won't put flowers on your grave.  And I'll never mourn you...no, I'll never mourn you, not though you call and call and call.'  

And he lay back and closed his eyes and began a funny kind of whimpering, and I listened and realized he was calling for his son...for Edward.  

And then he died.

I have all these postcards collected in a bottle, sent from ports all over the world.  Sometimes I look through them...and when you see the pictures, and read the strange names, it's sad to think you'll never see them.  

That's what gets me down now.  Because I know I never will see them, now, no more than I'll ever write any verses, now, because I chose a different life.  

But even now, I think, oh...if I hadn't got married, and hadn't had the baby...

At the end of it all you ask yourself what it was all for...a question better asked at the beginning.  Because after all those years all that you finally want is to be left in peace, alone...

I look at the young ones...the young men and women, who hike all over the world with a rucksack, and I envy them.  Oh, I envy them!  

And then I wish that I had been a different woman.  I wish that I had run off with my Communist, and had lots of lovers, and written my verses, and seen the whole world!

Don't you be cheated.  Don't you let yourself be cheated, like I was.
