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What if the sky was green  

"I'm leaving," he said from the doorway. A small suitcase at his feet. He was wearing his 

work clothes still she noticed. A wrinkled blue jumpsuit with high dirty black boots. 

"Will you say goodbye to the kid for me. Tell her I'll see her soon." 

"You’re the one leaving Chris. Say goodbye yourself." 

She said this blankly, turning away from him and facing the TV. The news was on. She didn't 

want him to think that she was hurting but she couldn’t look at him. Her heart hurt. It ached. 

"Mary for God's sake. She's five. She won’t understand." He said not moving from the 

doorway. His boots moving nervously on the wood floor. 

"Of course, she will. You want to see the world. You want to travel again. You want to be 

free. Isn't that how you put it to me? Why can’t you say that to her? Your daughter?” 

Brushing his hair from his face, he left his bag and came and sat on a chair opposite her. He 

put his hands in hers. They were the same hands they had always been. Thin and wrinkled 

with short dirty nails. They were good hands she had always thought. A real man's hands. 

She pushed away those man's hands and watched them flop to his side. 

"Mary." His voice came out of his mouth. The voice of her husband. But it was as if a puppet 

was speaking to her and her husband was already gone. "It doesn't have to be like this. I still 

love you. You know that and I'll come back." He put his hands on her legs. 

She liked that he said that. That he would come back. "What makes you think." She said 

slowly. Relishing each word as they fell from the tip of her tongue. "That there will anyone to 

come back to?" 
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He paused when she said that. He had been running his hands up and down her thighs and 

they stopped at the very top. He looked at her. 

"You wouldn't take my daughter from me. You wouldn't do that." 

"You’re already doing that to yourself, Chris.” She noticed his eyes had a shine to them as he 

looked at her. She wondered if they had always done that. 

"Mary. Mary. Mary." He started repeating her name over and over. Slowly as if he was trying 

to work it out. His tongue was flicking against his teeth and he looked sad as he spoke. "I 

always loved your name you know. It's one of the things that attracted me to you at first." 

She studied his face as he talked and she realised for the first time what an ugly man he had 

become. All round and red, his face was filled with those red lines. The ones underneath the 

skin. She tried to remember what he used to look like. He hadn't been fat then. She 

remembered that. He had been slim. He had worn black shirts and black trousers and he had 

looked good. The girls she worked with had all said so. Said he was a man worth holding 

onto. If one could be held. He’d been kind too. He held her tight and promised her everything 

she ever wanted and he gave it to her. They had both been at college when they met. He 

studied English and she studied health and social care. She had wanted to be a nurse she 

remembered now. It was funny. She hadn't thought about it in years but suddenly it came 

flooding back. They married when she got pregnant. He hadn't wanted to. He said it was old 

fashioned and that couples didn't have to be married to have kids now. He was right. But her 

family had insisted. They said it wasn’t right and secretly she had agreed.                                                                                                     

He hadn’t smiled on their wedding day. Not when he saw her for the first time in her dress. 

Not when the priest asked them if they took each other. Never. Not even when he slipped 

inside her that night. It was funny she used to think. That lack of a smile. It erased the whole 

wedding really. She didn’t remember what kind of flowers they had. What family members 



3 
 

tottered around drunk. How the dress wouldn’t zip up because of the baby. She remembered 

his lack of a smile and how to him it was just any other day.  

He wasn’t smiling now either. He should be happy he was leaving, she thought. He was 

getting what he wanted. But he looked expressionless. His hands had stopped moving up and 

down her thighs and started to lightly touch the blonde curls that fell from her scalp. Her hair 

was beautiful. Even she knew that. She knew that along with her name it was what made him 

notice her. 

“Chris. Stop touching my hair.”  

“But it's beautiful.” He whispered. 

“That doesn’t mean you get to touch it. The Mona Lisa is beautiful, I can’t run up and lick it.” 

There was a pause as his hands lay still. Tangled up in her curls. “You don’t deserve to touch 

my hair anymore.” Pushing his hands away from her she stood up and moved over to where 

he had stood before in the doorway. His hands were still in the air touching the space she had 

been. Tilting her head, she heard their daughter moving around in the bathroom. Such a 

beautiful girl. She looked like her father when he was young. Black hair and freckles 

bunching up around her nose. She smiled a lot too. A happy girl.  

“Mar-.”  

“SHH. She is still awake.” She said and put her finger to her lips, with one hand she walked 

over, grabbed his hand and pulled him further into the back of the house until they got to the 

kitchen. Listening she heard the dull creak of a bed as the girl lay down again for the night. 

Chris had followed her without a word. His eyes watching her always. His bag was still by 

the door. Unmoved.                                                                                                                                  

He sat down slowly at the table and gestured to a chair opposite him at the table. With a sigh, 

she threw up her hands.  
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“When are you going to go, Chris? You said you were leaving but here you are sitting down! 

Are you trying to hurt me? You being here still is not fair!” 

“Fair! What isn’t fair is not knowing if my daughter will know why I’m not here.” 

Whose fault is that?  If I was leaving you what would you do? For fuck sake Chris what 

would anyone do? She is my daughter.” 

“She is mine too.” 

“No. You gave up the right to call her that. Look at you. All packed up. You have the keys 

right now. You can do what you want, but you won't fucking leave and it's hurting me.” 

It was the first time she had said that to him and he looked pleased. He raised his hands again 

dramatically and said, almost smiling. “I never wanted this Mary. You know I didn’t but I 

just can’t stay.” He paused before standing up and walking over to the open window. He 

pointed outside. “Look out the window.” 

She looked. She saw the old stone and wood houses on their street. The black and white cars 

lining each house. Seven stars peeping out from behind grey clouds and in the distance a 

patch of dark blue sky. Nothing. She turned and looked back at him. He had his arms up and 

his fat face was tilted toward her. “Nothing isn’t it. That’s all you see. Nothing. No beauty. 

No ugliness. No nothing. God Mary if you felt like I did you wouldn’t think that. If you could 

see what I see you would leave too.” 

His arms were waving around as he spoke. Like the crazy paddles of a windmill. Round and 

round and round. Spinning in the kitchen. She wasn’t sure what he wanted her to say. She 

wasn’t sure what he wanted or what he saw out there. Or what he thought she saw out there. 

She was sure she loved him. She was sure he was cruel and thoughtless.  
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He reached for her again and managed to touch a lock of her hair again before she pulled 

away and sat herself down at the dining table. 

“Mary, Mary, Mary. Your name and your hair, they make me feel like that does.” He says 

swinging his arm to point out the window again. “Do you know how many times I wanted to 

leave and they made me stay?” He gave a short laugh and looked down at his zipped-up coat. 

He looked almost young again now he knew she wanted him to stay, now he knew that he 

had hurt her. Alive. In the five years of their marriage, she had never seen him look like this.  

“I love you.” She says suddenly. Hating herself for saying it out loud to him, but incapable of 

keeping the words in. She says it because she feels it and because she wants to say it again 

and because the words have been beating against her heart like the sea against rocks. His eyes 

widen when she speaks the words and he steps closer to her, chuckling. He reaches up and 

touches her cheek, moving his thumb lightly over the skin.                                                                                                  

“The sky is just so blue.” He whispers to her. “I can’t help it. I just can’t. I need to be out 

there. Under it. With it. I just need to keep moving.”  

He keeps his hand on her face for a long time, watching her as he does. She watches him too. 

His face. Everything. His green eyes glinting. He always told her he loved his eyes. That they 

were the one thing he liked about himself. Sometimes when they slept together and he was on 

top, their eyes would meet and hold and she wasn’t sure whether he was looking into her eyes 

or looking at the reflection of his own.   

“I better go.” He finally says before moving his hand down. He stands up quickly, as if he is 

in a rush now, and walks from the room, heading back towards his bag and leaving her sitting 

alone in the kitchen. The sounds from upstairs have stopped. Mary stares at two plates on the 

table. They are empty and only one of them has food stains on. In the hall, she hears him 

humming softly. Some old folk song. She remembers he told her he learned it from his 
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grandad when he was young. They would go fishing together and every time they caught a 

big one, he would get taught a new song. She remembered the lyrics to this one. They were 

about being married and happy. He was happy now. She knew he had just wanted to know 

that she was hurting. 

Suddenly the front door was opened and she heard him carrying his bag outside.  

“CHRIS!” She shouted. Fear gripping her heart. Suddenly she realised she didn’t know when 

the next time she would see him. For six years she had woken up next to him. His skin 

burning hot constantly. His long toenails digging into her. The smell of firewood and beer 

and sweat that seemed to leak constantly from his skin. Their life was the only one she had. 

She ran through the living room and out the front door before banging into him in the garden. 

They crashed and she fell backwards onto the grass as he swore and dropped his car keys. 

“For fuck sake Mary! What are you doing?” He hissed, his voice trembling as he struggled to 

keep quiet. 

Breathing heavily, she looked up into his eyes. “What if the sky was green Chris?”  

“What? What are you talking about?” 

What if the sky was green? Would you stay then? If it wasn’t blue?” 

Tears started to fall from her eyes as she spoke. The words tumbling from her mouth even as 

she tried to shove them back in. She could see the blackness of the sky around his head. Like 

a halo of sorts. With little stars clustered around his ears and hair.  

He looked at her as she looked at him. This time she reached for him. Her hands stretching up 

for him. For his safety and his familiarity. He looked at her hands before stepping back and 

slowly bending downwards to pick up his keys from the grass. When he stood up he put his 
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hand on her shoulder lightly, tilting his body to the right of her to avoid her hands which were 

still outstretched and reaching for him. He rubbed her shoulder softly. 

“Yes. If the sky was green I would stay.” He says before walking to his car and driving away. 

She lay on the grass for a while. The night was only half over. Looking back at the house, she 

sees that the television is still on. She gets up, walks back inside and switches it off, before 

going over to the liquor cabinet on its left and bringing out a bottle of vodka. She pulls off the 

top of it and takes a deep swig. With a quick breath, she takes another. It burns as it makes its 

way down her throat and she sways a little as she puts it back in the cabinet. She feels good 

and drunk now. The pain in her heart a distant thing. To be felt by someone else at a different 

time. She wished she could mail it. She would send it to some people she knew deserved it.  

A loud banging noise drifted down the stairs and then she heard the thin noise of her daughter 

starting to cry. Closing her eyes, she listens to the noise as it grows louder. Stumbling 

slightly, she starts making her way up the stairs.  

Her daughter was lying on the floor of her bedroom in the same position she must have been 

in her bed. Curled up on her side with her hands tucked between her knees. Her face wet and 

colourless, but Mary couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she was. It was odd how much 

she looked like Chris when he was young. It was like there wasn’t an ounce of her in her own 

daughter.  

“What’s wrong baby? Did you fall out of bed again?” 

Her daughter nodded and Mary bent down and picked her up before placing her back in the 

bed.  

“Where’s daddy?” She asked as Mary was kissing her head goodnight. It was surprising 

when the words ran her through and she giggled a little before burping.  
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“Daddy has gone away for a while.” She managed to whisper in her daughters ear hiccupping 

twice.  

“Will he be back in the morning?”  

“No.”  

“Will, he back to say goodnight tomorrow?” 

“No.”  

Her face was crumpling a little. Like paper. And tears were starting to leak again from her 

little eyes. Mary touched one of the tears with a finger. It was warm. She put her finger in her 

mouth and tasted salt. It was like the ocean was in her daughter. 

“Does he not love us anymore?” She asks. 

“Oh, baby.” Mary says as she wraps her arms around her. “No. I don’t think he does.”  

She noticed then that she even smelled like Chris. Like burnt firewood. Jesus. When would it 

end she thought. When would he finally be gone. God. Everything was worse now he was 

gone. She felt her daughter moving away from her and she tightened her arms. She didn’t 

want her to go to.  

“Mommy your hurting me.”  

She was struggling a little. Her little arms pushing Mary away.  

“Shhh. It's okay. Mommy is here and I will never leave you. I will always love you.” 

“Mommy please you're hurting me!” Her voice had started to shriek. High pitched and 

beautiful and her little hands were beating Mary’s back. Mary loosened her arms and saw her 

daughters red face. She wasn’t so beautiful now she noticed. She looked more like her now 

she thought.  
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Her daughter whimpered and carried on crying. 

“I just wanted to show you how much I love you, sweetheart.” Mary said smiling a big smile. 

She pushed her daughter over and got into the bed with her, pulling the blanket up over them. 

It was pink with little yellow happy faces all over it. “You know I love you. Don’t you? 

Much more than daddy ever did.” She whispered as she wiped away her daughter's tears and 

pulled her little body closer to her again. Softer than before so she didn’t struggle. As if she 

could slowly bring her back inside herself. But the tears kept coming. Little hot drops falling 

down on her face and her mother’s hands.  

  

END 


