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Avery Rux

The Fault Line

They trooped on down towards the coastline, he five feet 
behind her. They had scarcely spoken on the walk, or even 

in the planning. Was she going to the beach? Yes, she was. He’ll 
come then. He was welcome but unwanted, and he went regard-
less. Down through the crowloud green and off to the unmarked 
gravel path which led to the coast. She didn’t turn back to look 
at him, but she stopped to take photos and count the sheep hold-
ing white against the rolling green of the pastures.  Cows lowed 
softly through the wet air and marked their paths back to the 
barn; a deeper gray pressed flat into the dropping clouds. It was 
still and heavy, and the noise from the roadway flagged far off in 
the mist. They reached the gate marking entrance to the coastline 
and crossed it, wordless and careful, he still behind her, looking 
off at the sea and the shrouded isles miles off, suspended still in 
the mirrored sea, but looking only at her, waiting for a turn of the 
head, he behind her, man behind woman, but still she withheld. 
Still she looked on at the breakers weeping softly on the rocks, 
thinking that what he felt could only be him, but she tipped no 
signs, ceded no ground as she leapt soft, deerlike, down onto the 
searocks projecting sharp like fractured bones up from the sink-
ing sand. He followed behind, leaping the same rocks then track-
ing up to a small grassy promontory hanging a few feet above 
the rocks inside the fence. As he turned away from her to mount 
the ledge, he could feel her eyes heavy on him; but when he 
faced back about she had settled in between the vertebrae of the 
moss-dark stones, her eyes leering without expression or pity or 
capitulation on the ruffled sea. A crane passed over her, humming 

flatly on the whipping seabreeze, travelling without flap or flutter, 
gray bill pointed out to some unknown isle where it would sit cold 
and quiet. He could see only the back of her head protruding up 
from her bunker of rock, from the fractured stone, torched black 
from some unremembered heat. She stood and looked about her 
and feigned to the right, then doubled back upon herself and leapt 
from rock to rock, off to the left, around the edge of the promon-
tory and out of view. She never risked a glance.

Yes, she thought of him; if she didn’t she would have spoken, 
or at least smiled shyly as she used to before she passed out of 
view. Then she would have looked. She might have waved him 
over and pressed into his side as they flitted across the rocks, and 
the words, many or few, wouldn’t have mattered because he would 
have felt her warm beneath his arm and they were in communion 
like coast and sea, fading one from the other to meet soon again 
in rhythm. But what did he expect? Should the years of common 
flesh torn and patched never numb the knitting? She oughtn’t 
need to state the depth of it all to infinitum to secure his happi-
ness. But thoughts were pretty things, and there she was, out of 
sight behind the sealedge while the cold breeze berated him and 
the sun threatened to set. 

The point of its conception, of the conflict, he could not trace 
by scent or impulse. Or perhaps he could. What Tim said to him 
about her when she had first moved to Chicago. And he had 
always known there were others before him, and doubtless there 
would be after him. This wasn’t the trouble. No, not the presence 
of the others, but the duplicity of her affections contemporaneous 
with his own surety. That he had loved first, that she could once 
imagine life without him, that she thought to heave him off like 
one of the others, and the rise of that realization melted him into 
the same mold as the others. He was no god to her. A god doesn’t 
beg in the rain for any girl. And the fault line of her uncertainty 
had run under him and under them for years, and it gaped under 
the little promontory and the coastline, and she was still out of 
view, jumping from rock to unseen rock, and he could only hope 
that she thought of him.  

He rested back on his hands and let his feet hang off the soft, 
crumbling ledge above the rocks, and he looked out at the Atlan-
tic, blazed over with the orange of the evening sun. Down the 
shoreline to the right, past the blackened searocks and a narrow, 
pulsing inlet, he could see Tim and his wife walking along the 
water, jumping like children away from the cold tips of the tide, 
hand in hand. He hadn’t known they were coming down, too. 
The two figures, shadow blackened by the dusk, sat in the sand, 
and he could see her lean into Tim, and their blacknesses met and 
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stitched together. 
He stood and stretched and looked down for her along the 

water. She stood some way off, but she was facing him, and their 
eyes met for a moment before he broke off and took faint steps 
toward the gate. He could feel her hurrying back up toward him 
along the tops of the rocks, but he didn’t turn to look at her. He 
stopped on the edge of his perch and looked out at the same water, 
and it might have been beautiful, but she was making toward 
him, and he thought of nothing else. He wouldn’t speak. No, he 
wouldn’t. He sat back down. He would wrench shut the fault line. 
He wouldn’t stand in the rain for her. She would never know that 
he had loved first, that her initial uncertainty had gutted him on 
the roadway, that her indifference then still haunted him now. 
There would be no others. 

He looked down at her as she scrambled up onto the ledge 
next to him. Her hair teased in front of her face in the salt breeze 
and her eyes were still white. She smiled at him and put her hand 
on the top of his head and made not an intimation of sound. He 
looked up at her, and her gaze was trained on the sea and isles 
in the mist and the sunset, and they held her fully. He looked at 
her then and knew that she hadn’t thought of him, not once. Not 
below while she sat in the seams of the stones as she stared at the 
sea. He knew that she found the sea beautiful and that his heavy 
stare on the ledge above her had been but the wailing of crows in 
the green a mile back. She didn’t need him at all. He was no god; 
no, not at all.

“Are you ready to go back?” she asked.
“Sure.” 
“It’s beautiful out here, isn’t it?”
“Yes, I think it is.” 
He stood and followed behind her as she made her way to the 

gate and back out onto the gravel path.  
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