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The Chandelier

Mirabel sat at the dining room table, looking at the empty, still clean plates. She drained her glass of Eyrie Pinot Noir and fluffed the bouquet of yellow flowered witch hazel, Sarcococca, and her favorite holly, the variegated yellow and green one, making the arrangement perfect. Then she blew out the candle and sat in the near dark, watching the smoke curl up towards the eggshell colored ceiling and drift into nothingness.

Sam hadn’t called. She knew he was working on a case, but she’d at least expected a phone call. On their anniversary. She got up from the table, took her wine glass to the kitchen and rinsed it out. Then she shoved the bowl of cheese ravioli with shrimp into the refrigerator, followed by the green salad, and finally, his favorite chocolate cake with chocolate buttercream frosting.

Outside the rain poured down, thumping on the roof, the gutters overflowing with large splats onto the walkways below them. Time to get them cleaned out again.

Mirabel shook her head as she walked out onto the covered deck and stood overlooking the back garden. Here she was thinking of cleaning gutters when her life was crumbling into pieces. Well, maybe not her life, but certainly her marriage of twenty-five years.

The scent of fresh, wet soil surrounded her as she wondered what to do. She had gone to a therapist and tried everything the woman suggested. None of it had any lasting effect. Sam was stuck in a rut of working all the time, even at home. And he seemed to like it. He didn’t want to change his tidy, organized, unemotional life.

But she felt unhappy about the lack of closeness between them. Mirabel hadn’t noticed it as much when Jenny and Rich were at home. But they were both almost finished with college and planning to lead their own lives. Emotionally, it felt like an iceberg inhabited the house, creating new walls daily. Certainly, there was kindness between the two of them. But no passion. Friends without benefits.

Mirabel shivered at the cold and went back inside. Most of a bottle of wine with no food wasn’t going to leave her in the best state to deal with anything tonight.
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