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      She has become filigree, this woman I married. You can see it in her glazed eyes, her translucent skin.

      When she is in the kitchen, she talks too much.

      This is the kitchen we remodeled with the money from her father’s estate. He’d been alone thirty years, since Monica passed. Said he couldn’t face losing yet another wife.

      Monica had been his third.

      Lovely, to all accounts. A professor of astrophysics up at MetTed U. While others would lie on the beach at nighttime admiring the spectacular stars, Monica would be visualizing numbers next to each. Distance, angular momentum, what-have-you.

      She could tell how high a satellite was orbiting just from how quickly it moved.

      Wished I could have met her. Wished that Jules had known her better.

      Jules, my wife of eight years, aged thirty seven now, had been so young when her mother left this world. Hard to know how a kid grows up like that.

      The kitchen, which used to be all old Formica over soft chipboard, is now walnut—not veneer, either, but genuine old heart walnut out of Spain. I swear the wood glows. Turn out the light at midnight and it seems luminous. Its grain is beautiful and the guys at Spearmans’ Joinery did a fabulous job giving us this center to our home.

      We have a nice Indesit oven with separate stovetop, Kelvinator fridge-freezer with one of those water and ice dispensers set into the door. You wonder how you ever lived without such things on days when the temperature’s hitting a hundred and the net feeds are wailing about a fresh batch of gulf storms about to rip through the southern levee systems and gut communities already on the brink.

      Still, putting in the kitchen added a level to family life that I’m really enjoying.

      I’m Dan Blumenthal. If you’re from around here, you might have come across me, though I’m not sure that’s a great thing. You know, being known, both for doing quality accounting work, but also for being one of two kids who stole a Cessna 76 and crashed it into Coral Canal on Christmas Eve. The newspapers sure loved the alliteration in their headlines, let me tell you. Especially since the friend who led me astray there was Carl Cooper. We were seventeen.

      Nice if I could have put that behind me, but best to put it up front now. Just so you know that I’m not making out that I’m some saint, someone deserving of something special.

      Our house is a turn of the century bungalow, made just the same as all those ones they were stamping out around, I don’t know, 1995 or so? Tract houses maybe? I used to see those photos of endless rolling hills of new suburbs, every house looking basically the same. Turn down the wrong avenue or lane and you could end up parking out front of the wrong place. Old joke.

      Still, the building has good bones and it’s been perfect for raising the kids.

      How many? Two. Yeah, I know. This is mid-century typical home makers. How could we bring kids into the world when its, like, three years until Manhattan is under water, Venice is long gone and you could practically take your next tropical holiday on the Antarctic peninsula?

      Bretton is twelve and Coll is nine. Yes. Born before Jules was my bride and I was her groom. They came to the wedding. Maybe by this era there would be no frowns from people, but I guess we live in a conservative part of the country.

      And now, Jules is turning to glass.

      We’re in the kitchen. She’s making sandwiches.

      Is seems so ordinary. Slicing bread from the old bread maker. After all these years, she’s gotten the recipe down pat and the machine produces beautiful succulent loaves. The smell percolates the whole house for hours at a time.

      She has pastrami and Dijon mustard from Rullente’s, the deli on the strip mall that somehow continues to do great trade in the face of the gigantic Albertson’s that went up out near the highway a few years back.

      Of course, Jules makes sure to patronize Rullente’s. Like many of our neighbors. Despite the banal nearly hall-of-mirrors standardization of our suburb, there’s still community spirit.

      The kitchen has an island, small but so useful. Jules has set the breadboard there and is slicing with the buzzing electric knife.

      Her actions, once so smooth and graceful, like a dancer, have become brittle and jerky. Stop-motion stuff. Almost

      “You gonna stand there staring?” she says, without looking up. “Or you gonna come help?”

      “I like watching you.” I’m standing in the doorway that leads through to the small media room in back of the house. It’s a shambles, filled with the detritus of kids and old modems and DVD players. A sofa that’s become so saggy it could be something washed up on a beach. One day the room will get a clean out.

      Jules looks up now. Stares right at me.

      “What?” I say. She has that look that tells me I’m in trouble here. Just a little.

      “You like watching me?” she says.

      “It’s meant to be a term of endearment.”

      “Endearment?”

      “You’re my bride,” I say.

      Jules swallows. A clunk from her throat.

      “Kind of sweet,” she says. “But look at me.”

      She picks up a butter knife. There are other fillings on the island too. Peanut butter, butter itself, cheese, beetroot and shredded lettuce. The refrigerator hums to itself.

      “That’s what I’m doing,” I say. But I step over and start helping with the sandwiches.

      Today is Saturday. McKeller, Griffen and Mboye, the accountants where I’m pretty close to making partner, are closed. I’ve finished the Tarandal accounts, so there’s no need for me to go in. I can actually have a whole weekend. Figured we might take in a movie.

      Jules keeps watching me. I don’t say anything about how that might be equivalent to what I was doing moments ago.

      I take one of the slices—soft and warm—and take the lid from the peanut butter. It’s one of those big plastic Jiff jars. Crunchy.

      A friend just returned from overseas once told me that in New Zealand, ‘Jif’ is a brand of scourer, for cleaning stubborn surfaces on whiteware. As in clean that nasty stain in a jiffy. Don’t know what the kiwis make of us here eating their product’s almost-namesake.

      “One day,” Jules says, “I’m going to shatter into ten thousand shards.”

      Some deep, deflective part of me comes up with a bunch of quips. You know, trying to protect myself from thinking of what it might mean when she does.

      I’ll have to buy a bigger broom.

      Make sure you don’t do that on the carpet.

      Only ten thousand?

      None of which will help the situation.

      “We have today,” I say.

      I finish spreading. Put another slice on top. Sandwich made. Bretton will hoover it.

      “Today?” Jules says. There is a fragility to her voice.

      “What more can we ask?” I consider hollering for the girls, but hold on a moment. It’s easy to get on a rail, get up a head of steam and race away to the point I’ve pictured without stopping for the scenery.

      Of course, the scenery is way more important.

      Jules sucks in a deep breath.

      I make another sandwich. This is how informal our lunches should be. Gathered around, putting the food together, chatting to one another.

      Jules keeps up with her sandwich making.

      From upstairs come the sounds of the girls playing. Maybe I’ve been filtering it out over the last few minutes.

      They have built a blanket fort in between their two beds. For the moment they’re still sharing a room. Works for everyone.

      The fort is filled with soft toys and diggers and pillows and books. They will negotiate with Jules and me about sleeping in the fort itself. If it was me alone, I’d be like sure, sleep on the floor in your fort, but Jules will have casting vote.

      She’s far more cognizant than I about things like guitar practice and school lunches and getting sufficient rest so that they can be a lively little critters come morning.

      So that they can be well enough to go to school.

      Parenting is sometimes something that comes so naturally to me, other times simply feels like striding through a distant country where I have no understanding of the language, landscape or mores.

      “I am becoming glass,” she says, closing up a sandwich with another crusty slice.

      “We’ve talked about this,” I say.

      “Enough?” she says.

      “We’ll keep talking.”

      “I hope so.”
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      Night.

      Outside our bedroom window some bird is hooting quietly. Perhaps an owl. Birman’s Forest lies about ten miles away and sometimes the wildlife strolls or flies through the suburbs. Sometimes someone gets up a petition to rid the town of coyotes or raccoons or whatever.

      After all, next thing would be cougars and wolves. Can’t let the place get overrun.

      Jules’s breathing is whispery and fractured. As though she has tiny chimes inside her lungs. As if the air’s passage is disturbed.

      The sheets have been laundered—Saturday, of course, regular—and smell of fabric softener. It’s a comforting scent and you would think that maybe that would help me rest and dream.

      I try to sleep. And I try to be still and calm. I’ve quit caffeine in a search for better shut-eye, in an attempt to avoid tossing too much. If I roll I might crush her to dust.

      After an hour, the little bedside clock glowing at me 2.14 AM, I get up. Go downstairs and fill a tumbler with milk. As well as two percent, there’s strawberry and chocolate. That’s tempting, but sugar ain’t gonna help me nod off.

      I rinse the tumbler and leave it on the bench. The dishwasher door has picked up a terrible squeak and I imagine, in my search for tidiness, waking the household.

      Upstairs I look in on Bretton and Coll. Asleep. In their beds, the blanket fort still taking up the space between. Their breathing is clear and soft.

      At the end of the hallway, a wide window looks out over the roofs of the suburb. Far off over Moccasin Hills, there is a storm, flashes of lightning charging the air. They light up the clouds with a fabulous intensity.

      We have a lot of storms. My father would tell me how, when he was a kid in Ketchum, the prevailing wind was warm and strong and came from the east. By the time he was ready to retire, that wind had shifted a whole lot. Cooler, from the north west, less consistent and with a tendency to big gusts. Their neighbors lost the roof of their house two weeks after moving in.

      Everything seems fragile.

      I watch for a few minutes. The storm moves on slowly north, away from us.

      We’ve hiked in the Moccasin Hills and even I can see the changes from when I was a kid. Back then, it was dry and harsh. Junipers and some cactus.

      Now there are pines and grasses and even ferns in places. How quickly things change.

      The storm is dying. The time between strikes growing.

      I return to bed. I pull back my covers gently. Lie next to Jules as carefully as I can lest I disturb her.

      The owl’s hoots have stopped.

      All is quiet.

      Too. Quiet.

      I still my own breathing as a billion scenarios unfold in my imagination. Has the glassing taken her now?

      Then
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