Ghosted

[bookmark: _GoBack]That’s where he sat, in his special chair with the soft upholstery, the arms shiny with use. Just right for watching the television when it showed the Big Game. She didn’t like the tv being on the table, bad manners she said. What if someone called by? “I’d offer them a beer, come join me.” he always used to answer, laughing. Made her smile too, pull up her swivel chair with the bright yellow plush, the one she used at her sewing table. Pull up to the table to join him, she’d put a hand over his, trace the hardworking lines in his skin with her thumb. Just now and then, before fixing supper.

The television set is blank, staring at the empty chairs as if some kind of mute conversation is going on. His chair is a lumpen body, the skin slaking off. The table is powdered with dust, its cloth discarded, forever flowing onto the floor. If you moved the two jars- peanut butter? coffee? – there would be two perfect bright red circles.
The dog bed is empty.
How she’d loved the high ceilings, the plaster rose where the light hung down, the wide oak floorboards, the tall window. The cupboards he’d fitted for her, the new gas stove. They made it easier, helped her look after her man when he came home tired, laughing that he could smell fish frying from right out on the landing. . Loved it when he dropped an arm around her waist, pulled her in to kiss the skin below her ear where her jawbone hinged.

Plaster falls a few flakes at a time, covers the floor like ash from a cold fire. Greys the light. Decay pock marks the walls and ceiling, the aftermath of some creeping disease. A cupboard slumps at a useless angle, its door hangs like a broken limb. Another is open, a dark toothless gash in a pallid face.
“It’s cheaper to walk away than to hold onto it.” That’s what he’d told her when the bills came in after the pay had dried up. She’d cried a little, but they took what they could and left. There were no backward glances.
The space waits. Not forgotten, but ghosted by those who once warmed it. A handprint on a shelf, dog hairs on a blanket, a smear where fat frying splashed. Whispers of a match being struck, the gas ring leaping to life, a sewing machine needle drilling through fabric, a tinny voice telling you which toothpaste to buy. A trace of piccalilli and polish, morning coffee, apple pie.
The walls have soaked up lives. They breathe them out, fill the air, mingle with dust motes. They are still there embracing. Holding on.

