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         “I can’t marry you.” That’s what my father told you on the first day of his affair with you. You were so surprised all you could say was, “Oh.” My father went on, with what seemed to be genuine regret, that he had a wife and child. “Oh,” you replied again. You didn’t really care one way or the other. At just that moment, a fleck of mascara had dislodged from your eyelash, slipped into your right eye and got under your contact lens. You squeezed your eyes shut, then opened them wide, then bent forward, blinking repeatedly. But it still stung, so there was nothing to do but remove the contact lens from your eye. You had worn hard lenses since junior high. During the time it took you to hold the lens up to the light, give it a quick lick and get it back into your eye—all with a practised hand—my father kept on talking. “I have a child,” he repeated. “She’s still a little girl.”

         “OK, I understand,” you said. You said it to let him off the hook, because my father clearly wanted to stop talking about it. But what you really wanted to say was, It’s none of my business whether you have a child or not. 

         But a year and a half later, after everything had changed and my father broached the subject of marriage, you warmed to the fact that he had a little girl, because you had kind of started to want one. You were in your mid-twenties at this point, and your friends had started to have babies. But pregnancy seemed like a total burden to you. One of your friends was deemed to be high risk for a miscarriage and spent three months confined to a hospital bed. When you went to visit her, she was lying flat on the bed. She wasn’t allowed even to sit up, apparently. You looked down at her face stripped of its make-up, her scraggly eyebrows. Her arm with the IV drip was so puffy it looked like it would burst.

         “It’s so itchy I can hardly stand it,” your friend said, laughing through her ordeal.

         You stood there and imagined how you were going to suffer when you got pregnant. You didn’t know when your turn would come, but this is the way pregnancy has ravaged women since the dawn of time. And still does. And always will. And unless you made up your mind to refuse all of this, your body would be ravaged, too. But you didn’t actually think this, of course. It was so plainly obvious that there was really no need for anyone to consciously think it. What you really thought was how uninterested you were in getting pregnant at this point, and how convenient it was that someone else had given birth to the child. Meaning me. I was three years old. Which pleased you, bringing back memories of when you were little and how you had wanted a dog, or a cat, or a bird. Your parents had no interest in animals and held firm, but they weakened when you begged for a hamster. “Hamsters don’t make too much noise,” your parents had reasoned.

         You were small at the time, but the hamster was smaller. So small it was hard for you to believe a pet could be that small. You would pinch its twitchy hind feet together, and lift them up to see if those little pink pads really did belong to a living creature and the whole thing wasn’t just some mechanical wind-up toy. The hamster died after four months. You had never cleaned its cage. Your parents offered to buy you a new hamster.

         “Naw, that’s all right,” you said.

         “Really?”

         “Really.”

         One of your parents, you can’t remember which, placed a hand on your head and said that you should just let them know if you change your mind. Lying on your stomach on the floor, you peered into the cage. The hamster wasn’t there any more, so the exercise wheel and tunnel and water bottle all belonged to you. When you tired of imagining yourself having shrunk down to hamster size and playing on all the fun things and curling up to sleep in the hamster hideaway, the cage became just a place to stack your notebooks and textbooks. It took a full year for your mother to realize that you hadn’t kept the cage out of fondness for the hamster, but simply because no one had bothered to throw it out. After she got rid of it, you were pleased. “Oh, my room is so much bigger now,” you said, letting your backpack slide from your shoulders to the floor.

         When my father said to you, “She’s really a sweet-tempered, quiet girl,” your fingertips were tracing the stem of the teacup. It reminded you of the supple curve of the hamster’s twiggy legs. “Hina’s not fussy—she’ll eat anything—and she doesn’t have any allergies,” my father went on, referring to me, his only child, and in that brief flicker of time, all your memories of the hamster disappeared.

         “I sound like a father, I know, but, honestly, she has very good manners for her age. She’s just such a good girl. She’s a little confused about everything right now, all that’s happened. But, you know, give it a little time and…”

         My father wanted you to just move in, take it day by day—no need to overthink anything. Of course he was thinking he wanted to marry you somewhere along the line, but for now you could just move in, and then you could decide whether or not it was working out. True, if you waited too long to figure it out, he said, that might be a problem, “If you consider how tough it would be for a little girl.”

         My father was in his late thirties at the time, so there was an age gap between the two of you, but nothing that anyone would gawk at. And he had a good job at a company that was quite well known to people who knew the industry. What he wanted was someone to take care of things at home and to take charge of his little girl. Meaning, if you moved in, you wouldn’t need to work.

         You were a temp at this point. You didn’t love your job, but you didn’t hate it, either. The ups and downs of the job weren’t big enough to make you love it or hate it. You went to work every day because there had never been an option not to go to work, but it wasn’t that painful. Or if it was, it was a pain that you just had to get used to, like the one that came from sticking hard contact lenses into your dry eyes every day.

         But the moment the actual possibility of not having to work was dangled right in front of you, the thought of going in the next day suddenly seemed like a very dreary prospect. Going to the office had always been a drag, but never to this extent. A tingling started in your legs, and soon your whole body wanted out of this job. The vibe at work had not been good lately, but you weren’t one to do anything to make it better. You knew from experience things were only going to get worse. The teacup in your hand was almost empty, but it suddenly felt heavy. When you set it down, it clanged into the saucer.

         “How about six months?” you said. “Let’s try living together for six months. And then I’ll decide.”

         My father nodded. He was smiling.

         And with that, going to work was no longer the slightest burden. No, now you thought it was wonderful. Because work was now in the past. Even the things that technically belonged to the future—giving notice, clocking in until your last day—all of that was in “the past”.

         What you really looked forward to, more than living with my father, was living with me. You have a younger brother, but when he was a child, so were you. Since you became an adult, you had not had a single child anywhere near your orbit. A few times, my father brought me along to get to know you, and each time I was quiet and well behaved—exactly as my father had promised. I didn’t speak unless I was spoken to. I replied to questions in my tiny, clear voice. You gazed at my spindly neck and wrists. You thought of me as something of an animal.

         Yes, I am an animal—the same as you.

         You thought that raising my father’s child would be valuable practice for raising your own child someday. You stopped by your parents’ house on your day off to tell your mother what you had decided to do.

         “But don’t tell Dad anything just yet,” you said to her.

         “Well, I suppose that’s OK, but…” There was dread in your mother’s response.

         “I mean, this might not lead anywhere. If we decide to get married, we can tell him then.”

         “Yes, but…”

         Your mother didn’t approve, but she knew that you weren’t the type of daughter to care what her parents thought about anything. The days when they could say no to you and expect you to cry and scream and then comply had come to an end when you were in junior high. Your mother called your brother, who was going to college in another prefecture.

         “Your sister says that we should keep it a secret from your father.”

         “Aw, just let her do things the way she wants to,” he said.

         Your mother gave up the fight soon enough. She knew from the start that she wouldn’t get anywhere with you. She was intimidated by her own daughter. But when she heard that my father had asked for your help raising me less than two months after my mother’s death, it dawned on her: “You were having an affair!”

         “If you want to put it that way, yeah. But I didn’t plan to steal him away from his wife. We were just dating,” you said, laughing with embarrassment.

         My mother died in an accident. At least, it was an accident from all appearances. Not even my father knew what really happened. My father’s work had posted him in a different city, two hours away by bullet train. Every two weeks he’d return to the apartment where my mother and I had stayed behind. But then he met you in the city where he worked, and in order to spend more time with you, often he did not come home as planned. He would make excuses that seemed plausible enough: I have to work straight through my days off, or I have to go drinking with the guys from the office, or I think I’m coming down with something, so I’d better stay here and sleep it off. You never knew what my mother thought when that happened. My father never said anything to you about it, and it never occurred to you to ask. You were indifferent to whoever my father’s wife happened to be. You never dreamed you would come into possession of me, so you were indifferent to his child as well. Sometimes you would forget whether I was a girl or a boy. None of this is to say that you weren’t indifferent to my father too. You showed no interest in learning about his work, or which teams he rooted for, or what movies or music he liked, or what he had been like as a boy. Not that you were against knowing about these things. If my father started talking about something, you would listen, use the appropriate cues to show you were listening and ask the appropriate questions for him to continue his story. But if my father didn’t initiate the conversation, you didn’t bother to start one.

         My father was the same way. The two of you had a lot in common.

         
             

         

         You met my father at an eye clinic where you were both patients. You had done damage to your corneas by wearing your contact lenses for too many hours a day. My father didn’t have any problems with his vision, but he had a case of allergic conjunctivitis, brought on by hay fever. It was just the two of you in the reception room, but you found yourselves waiting a long time. You were wearing a pair of ridiculously large black-framed glasses that didn’t suit your face at all, and you were passing the time flipping through a fashion magazine. My father’s eyes were bloodshot, and he was pulling tissue after tissue out of the box on the low-slung table and wiping his nose. You were called into the examination room first. When my father was called in, you were seated in a chair wearing a pair of those clunky optical trial frames they use to determine your prescription. The nurse was in front of you, leaning slightly in and switching lenses in and out of the slots. The trial frames were perfectly round and even less flattering than the glasses you had been wearing earlier. At a moment when the nurse was sliding a different lens into the slot, you looked out of the corner of your eye at my father and flashed a smile, just a slight curl upward at the corners of your mouth. And seeing your smile, my father realized that he had been staring at you with a dumb smile on his own face.

         “You can have a seat over there,” the nurse said to my father, nodding to the other examination chair. Your face disappeared from view behind the nurse’s back. My father sat down, and idly looked straight ahead at the eye chart’s rows of diminishing rings with notches randomly cut out of them. Even without the light behind the translucent panel turned on, he was able to identify the direction of the gaps in the rings pretty deep into the chart. I can do that, too, actually. My eyesight is fantastic. It’s probably my father’s genes. I wouldn’t know what my mother’s eyesight was like.

         My father went back to the eye clinic the following week. It was a suite in a commercial building. You happened to be in the lift when he stepped into it—again wearing those giant black-framed glasses, but with your shoulder-length hair cinched in back and a light pink cardigan draped over your shoulders. You were clutching your wallet and your mobile phone between your hands. You were much shorter than my father initially thought. And yet, the neck that you were showing off was more stocky than slender. My father got off on the eye-clinic floor. You did not. Just before the door closed, you smiled and bowed, slightly, without looking directly at him. Once again my father realized that you were simply responding to him, because he had turned back to smile at you.

         You were working for a mail-order company located in the same building. The third time my father visited the clinic, his symptoms had nearly cleared up, and you were no longer wearing your glasses when he stepped into the lift. It was going down, crammed with people. You raised your eyes, coyly, without lifting your head, to look up at my father, when he realized who you were. He also realized, when your eyes met, that he had been staring at your ears, peeking out from your long hair.

         You weren’t a beauty queen, you were moderately attractive, but you had the kind of allure that men responded to—and you knew you had it. Your sexual antennae were fine-tuned to detect the slightest interest from a man. And from there you never missed your mark. It was as easy as smushing bugs on a potted plant with your fingertips. You weren’t the type to feel a burning desire for something you didn’t have, and whenever something did land in your clutches, you took what you could get from it and let it go. No need for anything that cramped your style, and no need for anything unreasonably passionate. That was love to you.

         During college and the not-quite-two years that you were a full-time company employee, you acquired something of a sordid reputation. At the mail-order company where you were worked as a temp, you once again started tongues wagging. To the other women in the office, it was outrageous—incomprehensible, that both a married man in his mid-thirties and a college part-timer in his early twenties would invent reasons to linger longingly at your desk and try to impress you, of all people. You were a little less obvious than the men, but it was clear to the women that you simply couldn’t decide which one to choose. Or rather, which one you should choose first. Based on the blowback you got from that entanglement, you weren’t about to let word get out when things started up with my father.

         You were breezing your way through life, with no sense of the toll of time. There were always going to be people who loved you and people who hated you, no matter what you did, so why let anything trouble you? You felt that your life would always be this way. Not as one day going by, and then another, but life as an ever-expanding single day. And yet, time did go by. You extended your temp contract. There was a natural disaster that consumed the entire country. You learned about it from a news bulletin on television. Your co-workers were shaken, horrified by the tragedy, and when you were among them, you were shaken and horrified too. But when you were alone, the emotions vanished. You weren’t particularly fearful for yourself. You supposed that at some point—maybe not now, but at some point—the same kind of calamity might happen to you. But actually, even that wasn’t your own thought. A co-worker had come up with it. You had just agreed with it. “That’s right,” you said. “So scary,” you said. Because you were expected to. Fear rolled right off of you. Fear was like a pet to you: something you picked up to get a better look at, but that you soon tired of.

         Life went on. My father suffered another bout of seasonal allergic conjunctivitis, and as before he needed to visit the eye clinic for several weeks running. By chance you ran into a guy you’d known in college, and you spent the night with him twice. Your grandfather died in hospice care. Something close to civil war broke out in a faraway country that you couldn’t locate on a map, and in another faraway country, there was a disaster on a scale similar to the one experienced here. A manga that you had read obsessively during junior high finally finished its run. And, somewhere along the line, my mother died.

         It was my father who found my mother’s body. He had not planned on coming home that weekend because of a project at work. That actually was the truth. You had gone back to your parents’ home because a friend from high school was getting married. So when the project keeping my father on the job unexpectedly fell off the schedule, he hopped on the bullet train and headed home, without calling my mother beforehand. His tactic was to return home whenever he had a chance, even for a short amount of time, to keep my mother from getting suspicious. It was a frigid Sunday morning, so cold that even with a coat on, he could feel his muscles constrict. It showed real dedication to the family to make the trip home in weather like this, my father was convinced. He arrived close to noon. All was quiet. The lights in the apartment weren’t on, but the heat was turned up high. Standing in the entryway, he could feel warm air flowing out. He removed his gloves and coat.

         He found me in the bedroom he shared with my mother, in the middle of their double bed, face down, fast asleep. He brought his head close to listen to my breathing. Then he went into the living room, picked up the remote control for the wall-mounted heating unit, and lowered the temperature a few degrees. My mother was nowhere to be found. The lace curtains over the sliding glass doors to the balcony had been pulled shut, and the heavier drapes over them left partway open, allowing some light into the room. The bottom half of the sliding doors was frosted glass, so one’s eyes naturally went to the clear glass on the upper half of the doors. My mother always said she loved the wonderful view that came with living on a high floor of the building, but from where my father was looking, near the dining table, he couldn’t see anything like a “wonderful view”. The sky was simply a hazy glow, like a sheet of patternless wallpaper.

         When my father tried my mother’s mobile phone, wondering where she was, he was jolted by the jangle of a ringtone right next to him. The phone was lying on the chair at the dining table where she always sat. My father was perplexed. He turned on the lights, opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of mineral water. There were dishes in the sink: a glass with traces of milk and a plate with a scattering of breadcrumbs. He went to the bedroom and shook my shoulder. “Where’s Mama?” he asked. “I don’t know,” I replied, without opening my eyes, and drifted back to sleep. My father unbuttoned his shirt and pulled open the drawer in the dresser that was for his casual clothes, but found it stuffed with new white towels. My father fell asleep next to me in his undershirt and boxers.

         My mother’s body remained where it was, frozen stiff, lying on its side, until early evening, when I woke up and roused my father, and he happened to slide open the door to the balcony. He was the one to unlock the latch. The only fingerprints the police ever found on it belonged to my mother, my father and me. She was out there, wearing a thin linen blouse under a long, open-weave cardigan sweater, the holes in the design large enough to poke a finger through. She was wearing tights and wool leg warmers, and the sandals for use on the balcony. Above her was a hanging laundry rack, devoid of any clothes, the plastic clothespins dangling.

         My testimony in the case was of no use to anyone. The police asked if I had locked the sliding door, and I said, yes, I could lock it all by myself, and using both hands, I turned the crescent-shaped lever to demonstrate. I was asked if I had locked the door while Mama was out on the balcony, and I said, I can lock, I can unlock, and again demonstrated by turning the crescent-shaped lever. My cheeks were flushed; I was agitated by the fact that something very unusual was happening. My mother’s death was ruled an accident. No one ever told me exactly how my mother died.

         I don’t remember what her voice sounded like. What I remember is her smile. Mama laughed, and I laughed with her. With our mouths close to the glass of the door that separated us, it soon clouded up. We thought that was so funny, but as we kept laughing, our breath clouded up the glass even more and made it difficult for us to see each other, so we needed to do everything we could to stop laughing. I stood up on my tiptoes and tilted my head back as far as it would go and looked up at Mama. With sunlight spreading through the clouded glass, Mama looked like a jumble of spare parts. The white collar of her blouse, the thin grey cardigan wrapped around her shoulders, the fingers that poked out of the sleeves like timid little animals. Those fingers were making a curving motion over and over again, and pointing at something just below them, while at the same time her mouth, never losing that kind smile, formed shapes slowly and painstakingly. So many shapes.

         Your own mother’s various theories all pointed to it being a suicide due to my father’s infidelity. The more she thought about it, the more she convinced herself. She felt she had to say something to you, but it was too difficult to broach. When she finally did, her voice was shaking and tears were falling.

         You responded with a sardonic smile. “Oh, please, his wife didn’t know a thing about us,” you said bluntly. “Nobody knew about us. And marriage was the last thing on my mind.”

         How could you be so sure that she didn’t know, your mother wondered. Yet there was no evidence that my mother knew anything. She had never said a word to anyone, never voiced any suspicion. Her parents were dead. She had an older brother who lived far away with a family of his own, but it had been at least five years since they had talked on the phone or exchanged emails. She didn’t leave behind a diary or any letters. So if it was suicide, perhaps she felt that raising a child practically on her own was suffocating her, or maybe she was gripped by depression, or maybe she suddenly had a death wish, the way some people fall in love at first sight.

         Your mother also worried about the child my mother left behind. Whatever had really happened, surely I was no longer normal. I was a child who had suffered a grievous trauma, and if someone didn’t help me, I would soon be a child dragged under. Your mother couldn’t imagine that she herself would be able to shoulder the burden of such a child. But hers weren’t the shoulders in question. It was yours that the burden would fall on.

         “Please get the girl into counselling. And please, whenever you go out on the balcony, make absolutely sure you have your mobile phone on you. If that woman had just had her mobile phone on her, maybe… right?” You replied, “OK, yeah.”

         After a moment, your mother tried again, this time attempting to give the situation a sunnier view. “I’m sure everything will be fine. You’re giving it a six-month trial period, and if it doesn’t work out…”

         “Exactly. It’s not like we’re getting married right away or anything,” you said ever-so-casually. “What’s really great about the girl is that even though she’s only three, right after dinner she goes and brushes her teeth without needing to be told. That’s good training. Don’t you think? She had a good mother.”

         In that moment, your mother despised you. She recalled all the times she had felt a violent hatred of you. You held out a box of tissues, and your mother took one and blew her nose. If nothing was getting through to you, she could at least kick you in the shins: “It’s always somebody else’s problem, isn’t it? Everyone else gets hurt, but nothing bad ever happens to you.” She somehow managed to make it sound encouraging and threatening all at the same time, halfway between So I’m sure everything will be fine and But it won’t always be that way.

         Your mother saw the benefits of both scenarios. She hoped you would have a quiet, happy life, and at the same time, she hoped you would suffer setbacks, exhaustion and failure. You put the box of tissues down and extended a wastebasket.

         
             

         

         From all appearances, my mother’s death damaged me. At first, my father tried to hire a babysitter, but he quickly realized the limitations of that.

         After the police investigation, I wouldn’t go anywhere near the balcony. I refused even to look at it, meaning I could no longer go into the living room or into my own room, which I could only get to by going through the living room. If anyone tried to get me to go there, I would scream and cry. It was a strange sort of crying. I didn’t bawl. I simply stood with my mouth wide open as tears poured down my face. I made a sound somewhere between an ahh and an ohh, and didn’t stop until I was out of breath. My cry maintained a steady pitch that sounded less human than like a pipe with a broken seal spewing air. And so my father kept the door to the living room closed and limited my life to the portion of the apartment closest to the entryway: the main bedroom, the toilet and the bath. My father and the babysitter had to bring me meals in the bedroom.

         I bit my nails. My father noticed it on his own—he didn’t need the babysitter to alert him to it. Whenever he and I were alone, the constant chk-chk of me chewing on my nails broke the silence of the house. I was always slobbering on them, my fingertips perpetually ice cold.

         “Stop that, please,” he would say, and I would pull my fingers out of my mouth, but it was never long before the chk-chk of my teeth gnashing at my nails would start up again. Sometimes I would nibble too far down and draw blood. When I bled, my fingers would get even colder. Until my father grabbed my hands and yanked them out of my mouth, I would suck on the blood, not showing any sign of pain, and continue to raze my way across the nails. As my father watched me, it dawned on him that I had to be swallowing fragments of my fingernails. My father had never bitten his nails, and he now worried that his daughter’s stomach would be damaged by the shards of fingernails piling up in there. A doctor reassured him that there was no cause for concern about that. Granted, she should stop because it was unhygienic, the doctor explained, but shouting at her or slapping her hands would only be counterproductive.

         “The first thing to do is to remove whatever is making her feel unsettled,” the doctor pronounced.

         After you agreed to try living with us, my father asked for permanent reassignment to the city where he had met you on his temporary posting. The company took what had happened into account and swiftly approved his request. My father put our apartment up for sale. His plan was to use the proceeds from the sale to purchase a single-family home. A house would be better than an apartment if I was going to forget my birth mother. But he couldn’t find a buyer for our apartment.

         “Right now, I don’t see how we can buy a house,” he said to you, talking so fast that it sounded like he was making excuses.

         “Well, so much for that,” you said.

         My father signed a lease for an apartment with a reasonable rent. “Once the old place sells, we can go house-hunting,” he said. He was trying to cushion your disappointment, put a positive spin on things. But you weren’t disappointed in the least.

         “And anyway, we’re not getting married right away. I want you to really think things through over the next six months. So when you think about it that way, maybe not buying a house right away is actually the right move.”

         “Sure,” you said, a response open to interpretation. You were thinking about a wedding. You hadn’t talked about anything wedding-related with my father, but you had the feeling that he didn’t particularly want one. Considering that my father already had a child, your parents probably weren’t so eager for a wedding, either. But, you thought, how sad not to have a wedding. Then you realized that you didn’t have any friends you wanted to show off to in a wedding dress. You didn’t even know if you could call your friends from college or from work your friends any more. Every once in a while you would have email exchanges, and on really rare occasions you would meet up. If you were invited to their weddings, you dutifully went to them. You imagined how you might be sad if you were to lose all of those people from your life. But sadness, like fear, rolled right off of you; it wasn’t anything that would seep into your core. You had a moment of self-awareness—possibly the first time that had happened in your life—which made you smile: it was kind of fun to imagine things that you wouldn’t consider any great loss being dramatically taken from you.

         You didn’t give your co-workers at the mail-order company any reason for your departure. A few people tried to ferret it out of you, but you learned that when you said that “things will be very different at home now” and looked down, it effectively ended the conversation. Any further questioning would appear inappropriate. You left a giant tin of cookies in the office kitchenette as a goodbye token and moved into the three-bedroom apartment my father had found. Of all the friends whose contact information was saved in your mobile phone, you didn’t text a single one to say that you had moved.

         This time around, it was decided that my bedroom would be next to the entryway. My father and I moved in two days ahead of you, but here again, I didn’t show any inclination to set foot into the combined dining-and-living area, given that the living room opened to the balcony. The furniture and appliances had been shipped from the previous apartment, right down to the living-room curtains, which survived the relocation on the dubious merit of just happening to be exactly the right size. The only thing missing was a bed for the adults.

         “I’ve been sleeping on the sofa for the last two nights,” my father said, rather proud of himself.

         “Why would you do that?” you replied. He seemed a little caught off guard.

         He told you to buy whatever you wanted for the place and handed you his credit card, and you bought a bed that caught your eye at a home-furnishings store in the neighbourhood. You bought sheets, a duvet, and a cover for the duvet. You had brought me along with you. I was quiet and submissive. My mother had trained me well, after all. There was a full selection of duvet covers in their plastic cases before us. “Which colour should we get?” you asked, but I didn’t reply. It didn’t appear to register with you that I hadn’t said a word. “Mmm hmm,” you said, and went with the beige one.

         After that, we happened to go by the curtains. You ambled down the aisle running your fingers across the models on display, but something stopped me in my tracks. You were near the end of the aisle by the time you turned around and sauntered back to me. “What did you find?” you asked me. Pointing to the curtain in front of me, I said, “Pink.” Giving the curtain a tug, you said, “Yep, that’s pink.”

         Despite how cheap the hot pink curtains looked once they were hanging in our living room, they were actually high-quality ones designed to block out the light. When they were completely closed, my father felt the room became so oppressive that it was hard to breathe. But when he came home and saw me sitting at the dining table quietly biting my nails and staring at the curtains in the living room, and you sitting across from me flipping through a magazine, he made the tactical decision not to say anything.

         When the sliding glass doors were closed and the pink curtains were drawn, I was calm as could be. It was clear that I wanted nothing to do with the living room, but I had no qualms about wandering in and out of the dining area, and so a lot of the logistical concerns for daily living were eased.
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