The water felt warm against her skin as she plunged the plate into the sink. She pulled one hand away and reached for the rag beside her. The events of the night swirled through her head just as the water swirled across the plate, in rhythm to her tilting movements: back and forth, back and forth. She ran the rag over and around the edges of the plate staring at the intricate pattern being revealed as dinner’s leftovers were wiped away. Elaine listened to the sounds of the radio as they drifted into the kitchen. The words were inaudible, barely caressing her ear. 
