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“Good morning and welcome to the 7’0 clock newsi€dtdoday: Recession thought
to be over within a year, three die in BaghdddThe cup dropped and china
smashed everywhere. A tear welled up and slowdklgd down to her gaping mouth.
“... names include Dylan Jones, Joseph Smith and TinBythgks” A sigh of relief
was let out by the 26 year old Linda Marsh. Sher@deceived any notice of her
husbands duty in Baghdad since he left their faimilgne a year to the day.

For days, weeks and months this had been how lliadaspent her mornings,
lunchtimes and evenings. She constantly cravelribeledge of his wellbeing. It
destroyed her like a monstrous infection eatingfittan the inside. This constant
paranoia that sat on her shoulders made her lbserale of time and judgement. She
was no longer the woman he knew, but an empty beitigan empty soul and an
empty heart at the thought of her fears becomiafitye

Her indifferent actions carried on in her indiffetelays for another month before
the cataclysmic moment arrived.

“Good morning and welcome to the 7’0o clock newsi&t¢today: five more
bombings in Baghdad and three more deaths, weaddémsname that...The kind
and informative voice gradually became a deafemuognmur to Linda’s ears. It had
been one year, 2 months and 16 days since hé leitther like a bullet: piercing her
skin and ripping through the flesh until it reachtsddestination. The heart stopped
and gave way for a moment of realisation. Lindedtio focus on the photograph that
positioned itself two feet in front of her.

She pictured herself with him one last time, knaytinere was no hope for it to
happen again. His figure was becoming a hazy sdtteu“No! Come back! Please,
please do not leave me...” Her once gleaming faceneasa pale, emaciated
shadow of her former self. The body hit the stoold door as if her soul was leaving
her. The fear became reality.



