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Cheryl Warren was sprawled out on the pleather sofa, deep into a fashion magazine made thick with perfume cards. George, who was peering out of their large picture window, watching the sun set over the Palisades, heard the crinkling sound of a thin page turning, and awaited the next olfactory ad. A rock slide two months ago had left a fresh gash in the façade across the Hudson, the traprock slough having utterly crushed hundreds of trees along with a lone hiker, whose body was still being recovered “in fragments.” If you’re dead set against subtlety, George thought, then it’s not a bad way to go. He wondered if the poor chum had managed a few seconds of decent self-reflection before the cliff came down on him.


“Next week this time and she’ll be back,” came the voice from behind. “I’ve seen the worry on your face. Don’t deny it.”


“I’m not denying it,” he said.


Their daughter was camping with a group of friends on Mt. Desert Island in Maine, some five hundred miles distant from the cozy Yonkers condo in which she’d spent the majority of her life. Yes, Sandra was eighteen and was more mature than most. Still, she and her friends would have no mobile coverage; they were at the mercy of those stony beaches and towering pines, those wily park rangers. Yet their daughter’s little adventure did not seem to bother Cheryl, who by her nature was blindly optimistic, a courted focus group participant. But possibly his wife did not understand that George did not actually fear for his daughter’s safety – he knew she would be fine. What bothered him was the idea of it all.


“Two full weeks,” he said. “She’s perfectly happy to shut us out for two full weeks.”


“You do want an independent daughter, right?” Cheryl said.


“Of course.”


“Well then.”


“And she’s really out of here starting next month,” he said, knowing that this was contributing to a sudden hollowness in his chest: Sandra’s pending departure for college, her exit from their local lives. He turned to see that his wife hadn’t diverted her attention from the scented magazine.


“Oneonta is not exactly the far-flung reaches of the planet,” she said, turning another page. A subscription postcard fell out and landed on her chest. She did nothing, just let it lie there, a rigid rectangle upon her large cockeyed breasts that looked at opposite ends of the room, that stretched the fabric of her t-shirt. No comment, George thought, cognizant of his body’s own migration toward the earth’s molten core.


Finally she turned to look at him. "It’s sweet that you miss her before she’s even packed up. You do know that, right?"


That night in bed, he curled into Cheryl from behind, pressing himself into the back of her thigh. Was a time when this gentle prodding would get her to throw off the blankets and raise her backside into the air for him. But now she merely reached behind and ran her hand up his soft, fur-lined belly, turned to face him, gave him a nice slow kiss on the lips.
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