
An aromatic sense of oaky varnish, leather shoe polish, and soured grapes with deep violets on 
a white blouse drenched with crimson fluid from a massacred glass that shattered when gravity tugged 
so slightly – not knowing its own hand in death – its capability of destruction, red droplets dripping 
with a shiny glare showing a maniacal, laughing smile in their reflections, and splattered maroons on 
the hardwood floor increasing circumference with each splatter surpassing the previous splatter's 
splatter.  

I sat there laughing when my wine glass fell on the table and shattered everywhere. It was just 
my luck. My day hadn't gone smoothly to say the least. The day started off with my favorite pair of 
panties getting ruined in the dryer. The waist band had burned and had frayed during its time in the 
dryer. It doesn't sound like much, but when the little things pile up, the world becomes a lot to deal 
with. 

After my panty fiasco, I locked myself out of my car when I went to deliver some letters to my 
friend. My husband had to come by with the spare key to unlock it, but as I waited for him I got caught 
in a rainstorm. I was able to seek refuge in an ATM vestibule while the storm passed through, but when
I walked out of the vestibule, I stepped in a huge puddle that was ankle deep. My socks were soaked. 
My husband showed up, unlocked the car, and saw my face. “Are you okay, baby?” He said. “I'm fine. 
I just stepped in a puddle, but it's nothing.” “Do you want me to get you some socks?” He said. “No, it's
okay. I need to get these errands done. I'll be fine until I get home.” “Okay, my amor, if you do need 
some, I can go get them for you.” “It's fine, I'll see you when I get home, baby.” We kissed and he left. 
It was miserable to run the rest of my errands in drenched socks. 

When I finally got home I took off my socks and saw that my feet were extremely water logged.
I had prunes for feet. I ran some water in the bathtub and bathed my feet before putting a fresh pair of 
socks on. While my feet were drying off I went over to check on my computer. Before I left the house 
that afternoon, I was editing some photographs for a client. Well, my computer died. I forgot to plug it 
in, and when I turned it back on, all my work was gone. I went back to the bedroom and cried until my 
husband came home.

I cried for a couple of hours before I heard his car approach the driveway. I decided I needed to 
get myself together, it was just a bad day. My husband and I would have a nice dinner together and 
then we would go to bed and put this day behind us. Dinner came. I was acting as natural as I could. In 
the middle of dinner is when the wine glass fell. I still don't know how it did. It wasn't my fault or my 
husband's. I swear that Nature just needed to pull one more cruel joke on me before the day ended. 
After the spill, I lost it. I laughed. I laughed insanely. I was crazy. My mouth was wide open and I 
couldn't shut up. I thought he was going to leave me alone that night, or forever. I was too crazy. But, 
instead he brought back one of his t-shirts, unbuttoned my blouse and put his shirt around me, and 
wiped up the mess. Mainly the glass, he said he couldn't care less about the spilled wine because he 
then picked me up off of the dining room chair, carried me into the living room, and put me on the 
floor. He told me to wait there and he left the room. He came back with our quilt and some pillows and 
he set up our camp on the living room floor. 

We laid there with the television on in the background while he held my hand all night. He told 
me how much he loved me and how he hates seeing me so miserable. “I will do whatever is in my 
power to make you happy,” he whispered to my face while staring into my eyes. That night I found out 
how much my husband knew me. He knew me better than I did, and he knew how to make me happy. 

We slept on the living room floor that night. When we woke up and got everything off the floor,
we saw a design in the carpet left from our bodies. It was abstract, but it looked like a heart. We both 
smiled and went to the kitchen to have morning coffee together.  


