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	The hostilities between us end yet I continue to punish him. On a morning in late April, after a year of conflict with my dad the fighting comes to a standstill. There is no discussion or negotiation or reconciliation. Instead it’s rather simple: it’s a mutual understanding, an agreement to tolerate each other. After all, how can I stay mad? My dad is going to war. 
	On the way to the airport the car is silent. The morning air is cold. The sun hides behind a wall of clouds. Every mile the sky grows darker. I’m sitting in the back of the car next to my younger brother. I can hear his music as I sip my coffee in solitude. In front of me my parents sit in near silence. Few words are spoken. The radio is on. A German woman is commenting on the violence in some distant land. They cannot understand her but they pretended they are listening. My mom is driving the car. She always drives carefully but today she is driving at a dangerously slow pace. In a few hours we are going to have to say goodbye. 
	It was only a couple weekends ago when he broke the big news. The days were getting longer. The sun was glaring. The warm air filled our small living room with the smells of summer. It’s somewhat of a ritual for my family to sit in the living room whenever there is something important to discuss. It’s neutral ground I guess. 
	That afternoon there wasn’t much of a conversation. It all happened so quickly. After taking a long breath and glancing over at mom he expelled his secret: “I got my orders... I’m being deployed.” 
	I turned to my mom. Her eyes swelled as she covered them with her hands. 
	He repeated himself as if we didn’t hear the first time. Everyone froze. There was a long pause. The room stood still. I could hear the hum of the refrigerator in the background.
	Not knowing what else to say, I asked “when?”
	There was an audible sigh. In what was almost a whisper he said “14 days.” 
	Looking at me in tears my mom asked if I knew what this meant. I knew but I said nothing. Instead I selfishly withdrew to my anger. I blamed my dad for leaving, for missing my graduation. But that wasn’t enough. I searched for ways to fuel the fire. I needed a reason to stay mad.
***
	I remember the uproar; the yelling and screaming; his paralyzing tone of voice; her blank expression as she sat speechless; the threats; my retreat into silence; their anger; my anger; their condemnation; the temptation to lie; the awkward silence; and the words “I hate you.” It’s one year before we must embark on our journey to the airport. I’m sitting on the couch alone. Across from where I am my parents stand glaring down at me. No doubt that in their minds they are crucifying me. Silence is my only companion. The room grows smaller. My dad breaks the stillness. I imagine the worst. His voice is stern and the way he speaks confirms my suspicion. 	“So, what is this” he demands while holding the light blue box up in his right hand. 
	I remain quiet – “of course he knows what it is,” I think to myself. 
	He walks over to me and flings the half-empty box onto my lap. I look down at the familiar rectangle and at its contents wishing they had never been discovered. I look back up. 
	His mouth is moving; I try not to listen to the words that follow. “You listen to me… I asked you a question and I expect an answer!” 
***
	The time in which you prepare yourself for war, whether you are physically leaving or being left behind, can feel like a sort of limbo. Caught in between two worlds you do what you can to hold on to the present while fighting the inevitable future. In limbo you pass through several distinct phases. During the first stage of limbo you reject reality. You create hypotheticals as a way to ignore the truth. Usually they take on the form of “what ifs.” –What if they made a mistake; what if they find someone else; what if the war ends; what if he doesn’t come home. – You ask yourself questions that do not have answers. You know there are no answers. Eventually they lead to anger. As time passes this internal conflict festers somewhere deep within. Your refusal to accept the hand life has dealt isolates you. Slowly you begin to find yourself detached from those around you – especially from those who care. And as a last resort you blame anyone and everyone, including yourself.
***
	On the couch I wait. My parents continue to question me. I think of lying to them. I want to tell him they’re not mine. Surely that would make this all go away. I feel weak. Finally I give in. I tell him the truth. The room grows smaller. 
	“They’re mine,” I tell him. He takes a step back. 
	“What did you say,” he barks. 
	“The condoms are mine… And it’s not like I did anything wrong.” 
	“Didn’t do anything wrong?” He looks directly into my eyes. “You seriously think that what you did wasn’t wrong,” he scoffs. 
	My mind races but body is paralyzed. I open my mouth to speak but no sound comes out. I physically cannot utter a single word. I look to my mom. There is no sympathy in her eyes.
	Hissing he demands, “I think it’s time you moved out.” 
	His words linger. They spread through every vein in my body like poison. All I can do is wait. I wait for my mom to object. I wait for him to take it back. It’s too late; I lose control; without command my mouth opens; it begins to move; this time there is sound to my voice; the next three words I have never said, not to my parents, not to my dad. I stand up and without hesitation I shout: “I hate you.”
	I cannot bear to stay in this room any longer. I storm out of the house. It does not matter where I go as long as I’m not here. I walk. I need to talk to someone. I pull out my phone. I dial my girlfriend’s number. When she answers I tell her everything that happened.
	In her soft, sympathetic voice she assures me that “everything is going to be okay.” 
	Part of me wants to believe her. I do not see how things could possibly work out but it’s still comforting to hear those words. 
	She tells me she loves me. I start to calm down. After a while the conversation begins to shift. Eventually we say goodbye.
	It starts to rain but I cannot go back yet. I find shelter under a nearby tree. My body is cold. My mind is numb. I begin to regret saying those three words. I want to take them back. I know I cannot. Even if I could, didn’t he deserve them? Inside I’m torn.
***
	An ominous haze begins to creep upon us. Day becomes indistinguishable from night. We’re here. My mom parks the car on the side of the terminal marked “Internationale Flüge.” It’s time. We file out of the car, help my dad with his luggage, and prepare to say our final farewell. We have reached the last stage in limbo. It’s a final “slap-in-the-face” from reality. I’m first. My dad is waiting for me. I know that I must step off the curb before we can part. Though I fear leaving the place where I stand. Every feeling that I have suppressed over the past year seems to surface at this one point in time. The emotions swell inside me. They continue to grow stronger. Finally I surrender. As I approach my dad I’m not sure what to expect. I don’t know what to say. We embrace each other. It’s as if we have been separated for years. In some ways we have. 
	As we return to our bodies he tells me “I don’t want to leave without saying something.” He grabs my shoulders. His grip his strong but sincere. “I’m sorry,” he pronounces. “I didn’t mean for things to be this way.”
	“Dad, I’m sorry too; I’m sorry for everything; I’m sorry I…”
	“I know… Don’t worry. What happened is in the past. Let’s move on.”
	I remain silent. Nothing more needs to be said. Everything hidden inside us was already given a voice. In two simple words the chains are broken. My servitude is over. As we leave the airport the sun bursts though the gray barrier of clouds and shimmers down on us in broken beams of light.
