
Mr Davison

Another arrest announced itself over the radio swallowed the cheerful silence.
I thought to myself- “that is the 9th this month.”
I took a final sip of my pint of ale, carried myself off the bar stool and
walked myself home.
“Hi darling, have a nice day?”
A sweet, soft voice I wasn’t expecting to hear till next week.
Sat on the kitchen counter was my little law breaker.
“What did you do this time, my love?”
“Burnt the neighbours post-box” she laughed. I 
smirked at her. “That’s my girl”. I kissed her forehead
and poured her a glass of wine.

“My sweet” I hear as I sit down on my leather armchair beside the fire.
“Yes, my love?” 
“I quit my job”
I could sense that she was expecting me to raise my temper but I stayed calm
as usual. “Oh. Why?”
“I wanted to join the group that Emmeline created. Mr Andrews said I couldn’t teach at his school if 
I wanted to be part of it”
“Well screw Mr Andrews”
I saw her face light up: I watched her observe my facial expression.
“I love you” she smiled.

“I love you” I whispered while standing beside the casket built for her.
I studied her face like she was the work of art and God was the artist. Her mangled bones
uncomplimentary to her once delicate facial structure. 
“I’ll be back for tea”
Her final words replaying in my mind like a bad dream- only a bad reality.
I kissed her forehead, placed a rose on top of her chest and took a final
look at the woman who believed in the greater good.

Times are changing nowadays. Women are becoming more militant,
men can’t indulge in their dominant nature, children are pushing for a
future embedded with an equal balance intertwined with politics and social issues.
This is happening. If our generation doesn’t make a difference- I know 
that the next will. If my wife doesn’t go down in history,
someone else will.
“Votes for Women” sunk me inside. “Equal rights” ate me up.
It was everywhere I looked, everywhere I stepped and everywhere
I intended to go. It reminded me of her. Her dedication, her 
appreciation for equality and a civil social value.
I admired her. She is now my emblem of women emancipation. 


