SY SAFRANSKY'S NOTEBOOK

M. IS SHOCKED TO LEARN THAT HER SEVENTY-
six-year-old parents are getting divorced after more than fifty
years of marriage. I ask if they ever seemed happy. “Definitely
not,” she says. Well, I say, maybe they want a chance to dis-
cover true love. “At that age?” M. scoffs. I tell her I don’t think
age matters. Life keeps handing us surprises until the last one
it has in store for us.

IS NORMA MY TRUE LOVE? ONLY IF I LOVE HER
truly.

YESTERDAY NORMA AND I TALKED ABOUT WHERE

to go for our twentieth anniversary. This morning, after an-
other painful argument, I wonder gloomily whether we’ll even

feel like celebrating then. We have a travel agent. We have a

marriage counselor. Nearly two decades in this house of mar-
riage — and in some rooms we’re quite at home, and in others

we don’t know whether to sit or stand.

I DON'T WANT TO READ THE WORDS OF JESUS
today. I don’t want to read the words of Buddha. Words didn’t
help last night when Norma told me how sad she was. I said
all the right words. I know I did. Look at all my brave little

soldiers, banners flying, rushing to the rescue, marching right
off a cliff.

I WAVED THE FLAG OF SURRENDER. NOT WHITE
enough, she said.

DO I PUT NORMA ON A PEDESTAL ONLY TO TEAR
her down? It would seem so, from the rubble in the square.

WHEN I MARRIED NORMA, I WAS THIRTY-EIGHT.
I'd been married twice before. I'd done my homework, I thought.
Yes, here in love’s classroom, I was certain I had the answer. So
why am I wearing the dunce cap again — the one that looks
so cute on me, she says.

OH GOD OF DROWNING SOULS, COME TO OUR RES-
cue. We've gone over Niagara Falls in a barrel and still can’t
stop blaming each other. What is it this time? The shape of
the barrel.

ECKHART TOLLE: “IF HER PAST WERE YOUR PAST,
her pain your pain, her level of consciousness your level of con-
sciousness, you would think and act exactly as she does. With
this realization comes forgiveness, compassion, peace.”

THERE’S NO BLAME. IT’S HARD TO SAY THAT. NO
blame. (Say it again.)

HAS NORMA CHANGED? MAYBE, MAYBE NOT. BUT
I need to remember that our marriage has endured dry spells

before. I don’t want to be the kind of man who, just because
he’s thirsty, insists that he deserves a tall, cold glass of water.
The weather isn’t my enemyj; it’s just hot.

HENRY DAVID THOREAU: “THERE IS NO REMEDY
for love but to love more.”

I ALMOST DIDN’T RECOGNIZE NORMA LAST NIGHT.
I felt like a schoolboy who catches a glimpse of his teacher in
an unfamiliar place. That’s her, isn’t it? he thinks. In the next
aisle? Her cheeks are flushed, and she can’t seem to make up
her mind between the peaches, which look so ripe, and the
dark, purple plums.

MARRIED SEX IS SUCH A WELL-KEPT SECRET. IF A
friend asks about my weekend, I might mention the restaurant
where Norma and I ate, or the movie we saw, but I never say
anything about the great sex — even though, after all these
years, there’s nothing I find more compelling.

MIGNON MCLAUGHLIN: “A SUCCESSFUL MARRIAGE
requires falling in love many times, always with the same
person.”

GETTING NAKED TAKES TIME. AT THE END OF A
long day, there’s barely time to step out of our clothes. But
only when we're truly naked is the promise of sex fulfilled. No
longer husband and wife. No longer Sy and Norma. The zoo
gates flung open and the animals stampeding. The happiness
of love dancing free of these bodies.

LAST NIGHT, MY MIND WANDERED. IT WASN’T
Norma I was embracing, but the woman she was twenty years
ago. We were burning up the sheets back then, every night a
riot in the city, the two of us looting everything that wasn’t
nailed down. I wondered if the woman in my arms would be
jealous. Of course, you jerk, said the woman in my head.

ALL THE THINGS WE COULD TELL THE COUPLE WE
were twenty years ago. All the things they could tell us.

THE GOD OF LOVE ASKS, WHICH ONE OF YOU WILL
be here in a hundred years to remember this?

THE SKY GROWS DARK. IT’S NEARLY WINTER, NOT
my favorite time of year. But I'm thankful for the light in
Norma’s eyes; the incandescence of our coming together; the
candle that keeps burning in the cavern of the heart.

MAYBE TODAY WE'LL TAKE THAT PATH WE'VE
never tried before. It’s too steep, we've always told ourselves;
too overgrown; too narrow to walk side by side: who will
lead, who will follow.
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