Taken in Marriage
By: Thomas Babe 
RUTH

Situation: ANNIE rembers her father as "a lovely man." Andy calls him "a monster." She advises her naive little sister against getting married. RUTH, now a widow, contributes her two cents. 

It was a small point. I may seem the smallest part of a fool, and Annie and Andrea may think worse, but I'm not. I'm shrewd, after my fashion. and I got that way from living with Harry, day in and day out, for low those, twenty-five years. We merely ran together, into each other, back and forth, for twenty-five years, so that you could not have separated us if you tried, it was not even the distance of a feather. We began in an intimacy of a rare sort, and ended that way, or would've, if I had been able to make it to the hospital before he made his departure from this world. Now, what I am saying will not make much sense, or be of much importance, if you believe that all these marriages that are performed in tunics and on fields or aboard ferries going around Manhattan island, or where they read John Donne and Tod McKuren and make up vows about sharing the housekeeping and bearing analysts' bills mutually... if you believe those ceremonies, as they are still called, are more contracts of employment for a certain period to be terminated at the will on one or the other of the mutual contractor, or by consent, or when it ain't no fun no mo', then I will seem worse than a fool, I will be your village idiot. But there were times when I breathed when he breathed, when he couldn't have been more than about a thousand miles away and he had that pain he got behind his forehead or his knee went out and I would just know it. Just the same way I knew, that thousand miles away, when he was shacked up with some dear little thing and I'd know. He'd come home and wouldn't even feel it necessary to be ashamed or whistle a lot, I'd know, he'd know I knew, I knew he knew I knew, and we'd have a good laugh anyway. It was, and it is, always, more important to be loyal than anything else in the world because, love, romantic love, fresh lust, I prefer to call it, is transitory, convertible, strenuous, expensive, a little vacuous and evacuating, thrilling and oh so fragile, so unlikely, so unlike anything that feels like a place to put one's head down. He was cruel to me, Harry indifferent, profane mostly.... at the worst, he simply screwed me, without concern, and my body might just as well have been his own hand in the john, pouring over those magazines he kept in the desk that I found when I had to clean up after he passed on so suddenly. But there was, over all, at the beginning always, in glorious bursts, sometimes in sustained long times, all we, each of us, could have ever cared for or wanted, so much so that to be bitter about the bad parts is to be, well, I think, downright shitty. (Pause.) I want you to remember that, Annie. 

