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It was 4:00 in the afternoon on a cold, dreary day in November. The boss had let Miranda out of work an hour early so she could get a head Start home in the rainy weather, and maybe beat the stifling rush hour traffic. As she exited the freeway and drove down the long winding road near her house, she looked out of her window to see all of the dead leaves water logged in bunches on the side of the road. Just weeks ago they'd been swaying on their tree branches, coloring the sky with bright, beautiful colors. Life would be so depressing if it wasn't for the fact that in ten minutes she'd be home with John, her golden retriever Sonny, and her favorite coffee cup filled with a strong cup of Folgers. How she looked forward to those dreary afternoons that left her no choice but to curl up on the couch with her dear husband, the puppy they had picked out together three years earlier, and a coffee cup big enough for the two to share.

As she saw her front porch in the distance, she sped up to reach the driveway just a little faster; she was so excited to finally be home. It was 4:15pm, and she had made it home an hour and a half early. But as she neared her driveway she noticed a strange car in the driveway. It was a late model Honda Accord, but she knew no one with such a vehicle. She shrugged it off, parked in the street, and walked up the narrow driveway with an extra skip in her walk. As she opened the side door and stepped into the hallway leading to the cozy kitchen she and John had redecorated themselves last year, she smelled the scent of Folgers coffee in the distance. It was a surprise, because John usually waited for her arrival home before brewing the daily afternoon pot of Folgers. It's her favorite daily ritual. She gets home, and John's waiting for her in the kitchen, She changes into jeans and a t-shirl while John brews the coffee. He always comes in to meet her in their living room with fresh coffee in her favorite coffee cup, the mug he bought for her at Euro Disney while he was in Paris on business eight years earlier. They were engaged at the time, and they had never been apart for an extended period of time. He bought the silly mug painted and molded into the shape of Eeyore from Winnie the Pooh, and mailed it across the Atlantic to her with a note that said, "I feel as sad as Eeyore without you here. Love, John" She would always treasure that silly coffee cup.

But how odd. How truly odd. She walked into the kitchen and was stunned to find her precious Eeyore mug on the kitchen table with coffee residue in it. There was also a second used mug sitting on the table. The coffee pot was left on the kitchen counter with the residue of recently consumed coffee. From the distance she could hear John laughing. But she also heard a foreign female voice. She was so confused, she had no idea whose voice she was hearing. She picked up her mug and walked to the back of the house where the noise was coming from. She walked towards the epicenter of the noise, towards their bedroom. The sounds of laughter coming from the foreign female voice and her husband were getting louder. She was in shock, and yet she realized what was going on. She slowly opened their bedroom door to find the end of her marriage lying on the bed. In shock, she dropped the Eeyore coffee cup, and it broke into a million pieces.

