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	Justice

	The worst thing about the breakup of my marriage, the part I found the hardest to bear, even worse than the loss of my husband and first love, Lucas, was that it seemed to me that there was no justice. By this I meant that there was no one who would say, yes, you were badly treated, there was no one who would take my part and in my desperate need for support would say, whether it was true or not, that I was blameless. I no longer had any friends who were exclusively my own and even my mother, to whom I hadn’t been able to bring myself to talk at all about my divorce, could only watch me with puzzled eyes and no matter how she could see it hurt me, couldn’t stop herself from laughing and joking with my former husband if he phoned or came around on family business, because she liked him, everybody did, and I had told her of no reason to stop liking him.

	But worse than the lack of support was that I could see that Lucas would go blithely on through his life and never accept any blame for any of the countless miseries he had inflicted on me, would never suffer for the suffering he had caused me, possibly would never even comprehend what he had done to me. And so I tried to carry on as if life could still go on, tried to swallow the knowledge that seemed unavoidable to me, that in human life there is no justice.

	After our divorce I kept on at my job, our children finished high school and moved into their own places, I got over my depression, sold the house and moved to a smaller one, and eventually I met and married Gary. Gary hadn’t been married before, which was a blessing it seemed to me, because I was lugging around enough emotional baggage from my first marriage that I did not then expect ever to get rid of, and I knew our marriage would have been impossible if Gary too, had been carrying a burden of unresolved problems and unfinished arguments. Not to mention the load of pain, so heavy that no matter how I thought I had subdued it, and in most practical ways actually had, it still emerged in my dreams.

	In the first years of my marriage to Gary I would dream of Lucas night after night for stretches of time that seemed endless.
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