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The Teapot

Elena stared out the window at the gray, dark rain. It was April; where the hell was the sun? And her life had turned to crap. She’d closed the travel agency and sold everything. She figured her savings would last roughly three months, with unemployment. Who could find a job in three months these days? She knew good people who’d been unemployed for years. She had to lay off some of them before her business had tanked along with the economy.

She didn’t even know where to begin, what she wanted to do next.

Elena finished her coffee, stood and rinsed the cup. Thinking of Alex, she plunked the cup down hard on the ugly green countertop. It had been three weeks since he dumped her. She should have been over the cheating jerk by now. He’d been a rebound from her sadness about the failing agency.

“Buck up,” she told herself.

Looking at the framed photo of Venice, she tried to remember how she felt when taking it. Full of joy at the richness of pinks, corals and blues. Relaxed because she was on a real vacation, not a working one. There was a feeling of hopefulness about the trip, which sure as hell didn’t exist in her life now. The photo had always cheered her up, but not today.

She tried to count what was working in her life. She owned a condo. Which she might not be able to keep unless she got a job fast.

She owned a car. Which could die any day now.

She lived alone. Because her last lover dumped her for a skinny, blonde twenty-five year old. And Elena was dreading her thirty-fifth birthday in a couple of months.

She had friends? Well, no. One by one they’d gone off to live their own lives because she spent all her time working and had no time for them.
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