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 A Kind of Home
Coming







by
Rebecca Milton


Even in rooms
where the sun floods, where hints of laughter from other rooms can
be heard, there is a silence that
runs deep, runs hard, under it all. He sits for hours, days, in
semi-darkness, a darkness that is
as much interior as it is exterior. In his mind, some sort of cinema of what has happened, what has
been done, what has been seen,
plays in an endless loop and only he is watching. Only he is
absorbing the images played again and again. There is no one to
turn to. No one in the seat next
to him that he can lean to, whisper, ask, did that shit really just
happen? No one he can leave the room with, sit and drink coffee
with, exchange the feelings with.
He is alone in the crushing cinema of repetitive hell. Day after
day.






When friends
come to visit, they walk on eggs made of the thinnest glass. They
laugh too hard and smile too much. They pat his back, recall old
times, remember the funny thing that this one said or that one did.
They work hard. When they leave, they pause at the door, look her
in the eyes, lie that he seems better, that it will be better,
soon, soon. They give her tentative hugs and solemn handshakes.






She agrees
with them, says she sees the difference, tells them that their
coming by means the world. She drops iron shields behind her eyes
because tears would confuse and make them uncomfortable. There is
already too much confusion and discomfort, she doesn’t want to add to it. That’s not her
place. Her place is moving forward. Her place is making the meals,
going to work, coming home with smiles and filling the ever
deepening void with words. Talking, talking, talking. At him, for
him, around him. Sometimes, good days, perfect moments of yes,
there he is, she talks with him. But only sometimes.






She had
learned, hard-earned this lesson,
the three questions never to ask: How are you? Are you okay? Can I
do anything? Those are the standards, the big ones, the never
changing ones. Others, questions that may elicit a bad reaction
range from did you want something to eat? to I’m
doing a load of whites, do you have anything to put in? And all
manner of questions in between. She never knows. She never knows
because he never knows. So, they move around each other, neither knowing.






There are the
fears she has now. Walking into the house, calling his name,
getting no response. Then, the rush of the heart, the fear in the
mind. She checks the driveway through the front window, did she see
the car, maybe he’s gone out to... No, car is there. Now she runs
the rooms, bathroom, is he there, on the toilet doing normal human
things. She knocks, no answer. Is
he not answering because he is in the tub naked, wrists slashed,
face blue from pills killing his ability to breath? She pushes the
door open, no resistance so his body isn’t on the floor, blocking
the door. Downstairs, kitchen, no.
Basement, no.






She stands,
hands to head, looking around the main room. She hears music, she looks out the back windows and
sees him. He is in the back yard, radio on, attached with an
extension cord to the socket by the flower beds. He’s listening to
music and raking leaves. Just raking leaves like anyone does on a
Saturday. She puts her hands to her mouth and pushes, pushes the
cries back down her throat. Fights the tears back. Shakes, her
body, shaking so hard she swears she can feel the bones rattle
together. She stands, holding herself, calming herself. Thanking
God, blaming God, hating God.






When she is
calm, when she is together, she casually steps out back, gives him
a wave. He waves back, smiles, gestures around the yard, showing
off his work. Showing the bags of leaves, the clear lawn. She steps
off the porch and walks down to him. He leans his face forward,
and she kisses him. Like old times, like the times before he left
and came back and bought that cinema ticket in his head. He tells
her what he has left to do, branches to trim, turn the soil in the
vegetable garden, going to grow tomatoes this year. Then, mow the
lawn. He is flushed and ruddy. His eyes are clear.






She sees
him, the him she
saw at the state fair, at a
community dance, at a baseball game. She sees him, and she can feel the ache, starting
at her toes and rolling up her body. She smiles, tells him
she’s going to raise his allowance, and he jokes he wants to take the car that
night and meet the boys. She asks if he’s
done his homework and they play this game back and forth. He
seems fine with it, he seems happy
in it.






She feels at
the edge, watching all the corners, not completely in it,
waiting for the demons to come, to
pull him away from her. But, for the moment, the demons are
sitting somewhere, recharging, and
he is her husband, doing yard work. She is his wife, going to put
groceries away, going to make a pasta sauce. He asks if they can
stand over the pot of sauce and just eat it with chunks of bread.
She laughs, says yes. Inside she reels and turns, she knows what he
is speaking of but, she wonders, does he?






The first
apartment. The first base. She had shopped and made a thick, meaty
red sauce. He had come home from training, going to be a sniper.
Going to be a hero. He was so hungry, so full of energy and hope
and pride that they had stood over the pot on the stove, breaking
off chunks of warm bread, dipping them in the sauce and eating
them. No plates, no bowls, no pasta, just bread and sauce and his
passionate stories and her heart pounding because she had never
loved anyone or anything so much in her entire life.






The hands
ripping bread, the sauce dripping
down chins. Wiping it with cloth,
then licking it with tongue, then falling to the floor, in the
kitchen, in military housing and making love. His strength,
passion, flooding into her. Holding her down, picking her up. Her
body feeling ravished, taken, filled, cared for, loved, desired.
Spent and sweating, the pot of sauce between them on the floor,
crumbs on their naked bodies. This
was perfect. This was who she
wanted and what she wanted life to be. Then he went, returned and
got a season ticket to the cinema in his head.






Yes, she tells
him and leaves him to his yard work while she goes and makes the
meaty red sauce he loves so much. He leans in and asks for another
kiss that she gives gladly.
Inside, she chops, dices, sautés, every
now and then checking out the window. He is still doing his
Saturday chores. He moves with that grace she loves, the muscular
control, the ease, the bright, unforced sexy that made her eye look
to him every time he walked into the
room.






She
concentrates on the sauce like it’s a magic brew, a witches potion
that will rip back the current scene and behind it will be the
what was and how nice, and this is. She wonders if the sauce and
the bread will lead to the floor. Sex, touch. Things she hasn’t had
since he returned almost eight months ago. She is patient. She has
been instructed to be so. She is wanting, needing, wishing, but she
is patient as she has been instructed to be so. She looks out the
window, into the back yard and doesn’t see him.






Again, the
rush, the heart... No, there he is, the wheelbarrow full of rich,
dark soil. She follows him with her eyes as he wheels it to the
back garden, dumps it, spreads it and steps back. He is still.
Stillness, that’s always a tough thing. Stillness can be good.
Stillness can be horrible. Horrible when it starts and goes,
doesn’t turn, doesn’t change to action or statement, it simply
remains, still, straight, never ending. She watches, waiting to see
what kind of stillness this is.






Then, he
snaps, moves quickly to the shed, comes back with slats of wood and
places them in the new soil. What is he doing, she wonders. Graves?
Memories? She puts the sauce on low and steps outside. Checking
herself first, holding tight, making sure she is calm. She crosses
the yard and stands beside him. He is looking at the slats, his
attention on them. She stands beside him, raises her hand, almost
touches his back but stops, hand hovering inches from his thick
work shirt. Must not touch, not when he is staring, still. She
learned that quickly, day three of his return. She had found him in
the hallway, staring into a closet full of coats and boots.
Standing still, staring, straight ahead, silent. She asked if she
could help him find something, at the same time placing a gentle
hand on his back. How does he move that
quick, she remembers thinking in the second before his hand was on
her throat and she was against the wall, hard enough to crack the
plaster, hard enough to cause a mirror with candle holders to fall
and shatter on the ground. How does anyone move that fast,
she wonders and why do they? So, her hand hovers over his back, her
instinct to touch being beaten down by her memory.






She misses, in
moments like this, touch. She asks what he’s got going. She has learned new phrases to replace
how are you doing, are you okay. What have you got
going, she asks, and he turns,
present, smiling. He puts his arm around her shoulder and pulls her
close. She hears nothing for a moment because all she does is feel,
safe, loved, real. She slowly comes back to reality and listens as
he explains the plan for the garden, the tomatoes, squash,
cucumbers. Each slat marking a
place for a specific vegetable
that will occupy the rich soil in the coming season.






She
listens, she drops her guard, she
believes. Maybe this is it, she
thinks. That turn she had heard about. That moment when all the fears, the horrors
finally slip away, and he returns.
She asks questions, he answers, he moves among the slats,
explaining how this variety needs light, this one doesn’t, so it goes here. This one needs the
deep soil, so it goes here. She
asks if they could plant herbs.






He stops and
looks at her. She feels the fear return. He looks past her. He
seems to be drifting, distant, she
is going to lose him... He will build boxes, he tells her, his eyes
bright, his energy bubbling, he will build boxes and hang them
right outside the kitchen window. That way, she can reach out, pick
fresh herbs, make delicious dinners.






“Sure did miss
your cooking over there,” he says and she freezes, “used to brag
about your cooking all the time.” She waits. Will this cause a
shift, an upheaval? It doesn’t. He goes on talking about plants and
herbs. He plans the garden. Paints pictures of summer salads and
the smell of fresh herbs. She feels herself relax. She feels
herself breath in hope. He laughs and smiles as he makes more and
more elaborate plans. Sunflowers by the
fence. A cherry tree, he had always wanted one as a kid.
Loved the story of George Washington chopping the cherry tree down.
Loved the cherry trees in D.C. He remembered those when he was
there, getting a medal. A cherry
tree would be beautiful. She agreed. She agreed. She would agree
with anything to keep him in this
moment, in this mood. Sure we can have a fountain that spills
bourbon, sure we can have a giant cave made of cheese. Sure we can
have goats. Sure, sure, sure... Now come make love to me. Now
come back to me and stay, and we can have anything you want. I will
build you a Ferris wheel of Twizzlers, whatever you want, just stay
as you are now, as you were when. He returns to her side, arm over
her shoulder, laying out the plans. He talks. He talks for long
moments. He speaks, out loud, and
his voice starts to fill up one of the vacuums that he opened when
he returned. His voice heals her,
and she smiles, laughs. She dismisses the battalion of guards she
has at her ready because she doesn’t need them now. She won’t need
them anymore.






“The sauce is
simmering,” she tells him.






“Sauce,” he
says like it’s magic gold wonder
life. She is going to take a shower, he is going to put tools away,
wash up in the guest bath.






“Meet you in
the kitchen in half an hour,” he says, like a quarterback laying
out the game winning play, “ we’ll
have sauce.” He kisses her again. He holds her in the kiss. She lets her hands touch his face,
hold his neck. She lets her mouth respond. He breaks the kiss
slowly. Tells her to shower, tells her he can hardly wait for the
sauce. She turns to go, he smacks her ass and laughs.






She turns and
sees him in a slight sepia tone, the sun reflecting off the
shed roof, but, like a photo. She
sees him in his dress uniform. She sees him in his pride. She sees
him in his strength, his ready to serve, his positive. She sees him
as he was. Right there, in front of her. She sees him returned in
full to her, to their life. He smiles, grabs the rake and shovel
and heads to the shed. She watches him walk and feels the flutter in her tummy. She heads to
the house, struggling not to run, trying to keep her feet firm on
the ground.






She showers,
goes through a careful epilation, washes her hair. She steps from the shower, wipes a path through the fog
on the mirror, looks at her face, recognizes her once lost
smile. She dries and steps into the closet. In the back,
behind winter coats and boxes of shoes she is sure will come back
in style she finds the large bag. She pulls it out, places it on
the bed. The pink Victoria’s Secret bag. The shopping trip she made
when he told her he was coming home. The realization that she would
have to wait when she saw him. She had almost forgotten it was
there. She lays out the sexy underwear. She takes her time making
her choice. She pulls the smooth, silky panties up her legs, looks
at herself in the mirror. She has kept herself in fine shape, for
him, for herself. She puts on the matching bra.






Again, she
looks herself over. How could he
resist this? She knows how. She knows it’s not her, it’s not him.
It’s the cinema, it’s that dark
room, it’s that film that plays and plays. It’s not him. Him
is in the back yard. Him is going to be in the kitchen.
Him is going to be eating sauce, with bread. Him is
going to pull her to the floor. Him is going to be inside
her. She knows he couldn’t resist. She knows he is rarely there any
longer. But tonight...






She puts on
jeans and a T-shirt, a look she knows he loves... Loved... Loves,
she assures herself. Light makeup,
she’s his natural look girl. Down the stairs, around the corner,
into the kitchen. He is there. Standing
by the stove. The pot still covered. He is in his boxer
shorts and a T-shirt. He is staring at the pot. He is... still. She
stops in her tracks. She is just outside the kitchen, looking at
him from around the corner. She moves backward. He hasn’t seen her.
She looks at him, watches him being still. Her heart sinking. The guards mustering, putting on their
uniforms, heading back to their posts. She steps forward, slowly,
quietly. She moves into the kitchen. He is still. She steps
closer.






“This smells so good,” he says, eyes still on the pot,
“I was wondering if I could wait, you took, almost, too
long.” She sighs. She feels her body release and relax. The
guards undress and go back to their bunks.






“I wanted to
look good for you,” she says, striking a “sexy” pose. He
laughs.






“You look
great but,” he says, “you’re competing with this sauce right now.”
She pouts comically, and he breaks bread. She takes the cover off
the sauce and steam rises, the smell of garlic, oregano, basil
explodes into the room, and he
sighs. They stand, almost shoulder to shoulder, dipping in chunks
of crisp-crusted, soft centered
bread, blowing it cool and stuffing it into their mouths. He closes
his eyes, chews slowly, she
watches his face.






“Yes?” she
asks and he nods chewing, moaning. He opens his eyes, and they are sparkling, wet. She
worries.






“Just
perfect,” he says, pulling more bread, dipping it deep, stuffing it
into his mouth. She laughs. He chews. They eat in silence for a few
moments. He talks about how he missed her cooking. Like he was
eating for the first time even though he had been home for close to
eight months. She didn’t mind. Maybe, again, she thought, this was
that turn, that change, that return. She listened, watched, enjoyed
his joy. He talked about a night when he and three of his buddies
slipped into the kitchen late night, opened cans of sardines,
packages of crackers. Stood around a table and ate them, using
their hands as plates. He laughed,
he ate.






“My hands were covered in oil,” he told her, holding out
his hand, looking at it, imaging the oil from the canned fish,
“this thick, stinking oil, you had to scrub to get it off.
It stayed … For... days...” he
stopped. He stopped talking. He stopped chewing. He stopped
smiling. He stopped being with her in that present moment. He
stared at his hand, and he was
stillness again. She looked at him, waited for the story to
continue. Waited for the sauce to
be on his chin so she could lick it off, and he could take her to the floor and they could be
a couple. He stared. She
waited.






He wrapped
still around himself and vanished. She waited. If there was a
warning. She thought if it was a
car backfiring, an image on the TV, anything. She had no way to
know, nothing to fight. She covered the pot. She turned off the
heat. She wrapped the bread and put it in the refrigerator. She
cleaned the crumbs off the counter. She whispered his name. He
looked at her, she could see he
wasn’t sure who she was. She told him to go lay down, to go sit in
his chair, that everything was
fine. She was going to sweep the floor and that she would sit near
him. He walked,
Frankenstein-awkward to the other room. She followed. He sank onto
the couch and stared at his hand. He was still.






***






The rides to
the doctor were silent. The rides home
from the doctor were even more silent. If that was possible
and, it was. She could tell you that the levels of silence were as
varied and subtle as the shades of blue on the cards in the paint
department at the Home Depot. She knew them all and learned a new
one every day. At the doctor, she
waited while he sat behind a closed door and did... she had no idea
what. After fifty minutes, he
would come out. Some days, he’d shake the doctor’s hand, thank him.
Some days he’d walk out, walk by her, out
the door, into the parking lot and she would find him, sitting in
the back seat of the car, his eyes forward, dark and hollow.
The doctor always took a few minutes to speak to her, counsel
patients, ask how he was at home.






She had begun
to spout a litany of he’s: fine,
good, even, cold, distant, better, closer, further, silent, still.
Still silent. Silent still. He would nod, understand, but not
really. He would understand the condition, the outward
manifestation but he had no understanding of the effect the
silence, the stillness, had on her. On her insides. On her head. On
her mind. On her heart. He would coach her to hang in, to stay
strong for him, to have hope and trust that the process took time
but was working.






She smiled
because she had no more tears to cry. She agreed that the process
was working, because she had learned to swallow whole and pull
nourishment out of the empty words of others. He would ask if she
needed anything, perhaps a prescription to help her through. She
thought about it once. She thought of saying yes, give me
something, and then we can be two
intermittent zombies bumping around in the velvet silence brought
on by drugs and horror, that
sounds delightful. But, she didn’t. She assured him she was fine,
assured him she was feeling, crying, dealing, moving. He called her
brave, said her husband was lucky to have her. She used to think
she was lucky to have him. Lucky that someone like him saw her,
loved her, wanted her. Now, she didn’t know what lucky was.






“Try to make
things at home as normal as possible,” the doctor said, “live the
way you did before...” Good advice, she said to him, thanked him
and walked slowly to the car. Good advice she thought only, before,
she didn’t drive him to the doctor
three times a week. Before he didn’t avoid her touch, sleep in the
guest bedroom, stare into his hand, pots of sauce, out windows and
look at her like she was a stranger passing him in an airport.
Before... He didn’t sit in the back seat of the car. He sat in the
front seat, he drove the car, with
the window open and the radio loud and his voice, off key, silly,
singing along to the songs. Before, she didn’t have to suppress her
needs and her desires and her wants, because her husband could
explode like a roadside bomb, bits
and pieces of his lovely self flying all over the place. Before was
simply that, before. Now, she had to deal with, live in, find peace
somehow, in after.






He sat in the
front seat this time. She got in, put the key in the ignition,
turned it, took the car out of park, pulled out of the parking lot, pointed the car down
the highway and drove. She went down the usual list of questions:
Comfortable, warm/cool enough, radio, music or sports? He would
sometimes mumble answers, sometimes say nothing, sometimes take
charge, find a station, talk about
the session. She never knew. Next time, she told herself, she would
ask the doctor if, instead of drugs, he could give her a chart, a
decoder ring. Something that would help her read him. This time, he
was silent for 3.5 miles.






“Do you want
to leave me,” he asked from his distance. She almost lost control
of the car. “Have you had enough of this? I mean, I have but, have
you?” Gently, easy, she told herself. Calmly, casual as she could
be. She told him, off-handed,
easy, that she had never once thought about leaving him. She
mingled in questions about needing seeds or something for the
garden. No worries about her leaving. She loved him. She was proud
of what he had done, his service, his sacrifice. What kind of
person would she be if she left him because he was having a little struggle?






“A regular
person,” he said and she bit her lip to stifle a cry. “A person who
wants to live life like a regular person.” She said nothing. He was
looking out the window. They were living a normal life, she told him. She felt normal. She felt
fine. She was happy. She was sure the doctor, the work they were
doing, was working. She was sure he would be fine. She had no
worries. “You have never lied to me before,” he said, still looking
out the window, “please don’t start now.”






“Okay,” she
said.






“What do you
need,” he asked. She said she needed some things from the store,
but she would drop him home first. He asked again, “What do you
need?” Nothing, she assured him,
she needed nothing, just him, and
she had him, so she had need for nothing else. She stopped in front
of the house, he got out, walked
slowly up the driveway and disappeared into the house. She drove to
the market and sat in the car, weeping, screaming, pounding the
steering wheel for twenty minutes.






After she had
calmed herself, dried her eyes, reapplied her lipstick and
convinced herself she looked normal, she went into the market and
bought- she had no idea what. Things,
stuff, items to make her claim that she needed things at the store
seem real and not an escape. Back in the car, a breath, a
smile practice in the rear-view mirror and she was homeward
bound.






She walks into
the house, calls his name, no response and it begins. The search,
the panic, the wondering if she’ll find him on the floor, hanging from a door, in the tub
bathing in unstoppable blood. She checks the yard, the bathroom,
the basement, the kitchen, the garage. She climbs the stairs,
calling his name softly, masking the panic, masking the desire to
scream out his name, tell him to give her some idea where the fuck
he is.






She opens the
door to their bedroom, which he hadn’t slept in since the first night home, when he laid
curled on his side and shook the bed with his sobs. She opens the
bedroom door and there he is, sitting in a chair in the corner. Hands folded in front of himself,
leaning on his knees, head down. He could be praying. If he was a
black and white photograph she would admire it, applaud it, frame
it and hang it in the den. But it is flesh and blood. His flesh.
His blood. His pain. His silence. All for
her asking.






“There you
are,” she says, forcing her voice to sound breezy. He doesn’t look
up. She waits, turns to leave.






“What do you
need,” he asks. She stops, turns, breaths, wishes, reaches, misses,
falls, stands, runs, returns, waits, wants, pleads, begs, dies, is reborn and waits
some more. All in the length of a heart’s
beat.






“Nothing,” she
says, “I got some things for stuffed peppers at the store.” He
looks up at her.






“You’ve never
lied to me before,” he says again, his eyes are asking as well as
his voice. “What do you need?” She closes the door and leans
against it. They hold each other’s eyes, and the silence starts to seep in under the door.
She stomps her foot, and he jumps,
the silence retreats. He sits up now, hands on knees, she can see
his heart pound against his shirt. She pushes off from the door and
walks across the room. She tells him she doesn’t need anything. She
tells him she needed him to come home to her, and he did. She tells him she needed him to be safe
and to make her proud, and he did.
She tells him that she has all that she needs. She cannot, will
not, ask for anything more. He listens, hears, nods and waits.
“What then,” he asks.






“It’s not what I need,” she says, putting words to
thought, to feeling, to wish, to dream, “as it is so much what I
want,” she says taking one small, careful step closer.






“What do you
want,” he asks and she sees fear
in his eyes. She wonders at it and then, she understand. He fears
her leaving. He fears her giving up. He fears her going and having
to deal with it all alone.






“This,” she
says and reaches out her hand, places it on his head, runs it
through his hair. Moves it down his face, pulling his face up,
making him look at her. He tries to turn, she doesn’t let him. She knows this can be bad,
anything that makes him feel unsafe, makes him feel like he has to fight. “You're
safe,” she says and he gives in, lets his face be held.






She pulls her
shirt off and tosses it on the floor. She takes his hand and places
it on her tummy, her skin. At first, no response, and then, his
fingers twitch slightly, dig in a bit. She nods, moves his hand up
her body, cups it under one of her breasts. He responds by
squeezing it gently and then, he tries to pull it away, she stops
him, holds it tight to her breast, crushes his hand into her. He
takes over on his own.






She holds out
her hand, he hesitates and then,
he gives her his other hand. She places it on her other breast, he fondles them, massages them. He
looks at her. She smiles, says yes
to him. He runs his hands over her skin, discovering her again.
Discovering her feel, discovering his safety in her flesh. She
steps back, and he watches. She
unbuttons, unzips and lets her pants drop to the floor. She steps
out of them, kicks them aside and steps forward. She stands, waits
and slowly, carefully, his hands reach out and touch her. His
fingers brush her thighs, move up her body, move between her legs.
Their eyes often meet, and she
encourages with smiles and nods. She unclasps the bra, and it falls away. He touches her bare
breasts.






She puts her
hand on the back of his head and draws him slowly up, she places a nipple on his lips. He opens
his mouth and takes it in. Licking, sucking, nipping. She holds his
head tight to her body. His hands, finding confidence, run over her
back, her legs, her ass. He slips his fingers under the waistband of her panties and draws them
slowly down, slowly off her. They puddle on the floor around her
feet, and she steps out of them.
She pulls him up on his feet. She undresses him slowly, kissing his
skin, touching him lightly. He watches her as if it is happening to
someone else and not him. When he is naked, she steps back and
looks his body over. He still looks at her as if she is not real.
She steps to him, wraps her naked body around his and kisses her
neck.






“This is what
I want,” she whispers to him and he wraps his arms around her. He
lifts her gently and places her on the bed. He stands over her and
looks down at her. Feasts on her naked body with his hungry eyes.
He kneels on the bed beside her and trickles his fingers over her skin. She smiles, welcomes,
arches her body to his touch. He leans down and kisses her lips.
She opens her mouth, pushes her tongue into his mouth. He pulls her
up, off the bed, close to him, and
they kiss for a long moment.






“I think,” he
says, “I need this.” She nods, kisses him again and they slowly,
carefully make love. He screams when he reaches orgasm. He cries.
He curls into her like a child and sleeps. She lays in the dark,
listening to his breathing, feeling his body against hers again at
long last. She drifts to sleep.






***






In the
morning, when she wakes, he is not in the bed. She gets up, puts on
a robe, stands still and listens. She hears sounds from the
kitchen, smells coffee and...
bacon. She walks into the kitchen, and he is there, barefoot, khakis, a T-shirt,
working at the stove, cooking eggs, bacon. She watches for a moment
and then approaches him. He turns, sees her, smiles. He leaves the
stove, pours her coffee.






She sits on a
stool opposite him, watching him work. They say few words to each
other, but there is ease in the room. He puts plates on the
table, they sit and eat. She
remarks on how good the eggs are. He says he learned a thing or two
from a cook in his unit. He goes silent, and she sighs, thankful for the time she had, for
the night before, for the morning. She starts to rise, to clear the
plates, to deal with the silence. Her reaches out and grabs her
hand. He pulls her down, back into her chair. He keeps her hand in
his.






“Can I tell
you,” he asks.
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