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James, a chubby young boy with peach freckles that covered every inch of his face, entered his parent’s kitchen one morning to find his mother frying pieces of someone’s dismembered body in a sizzling pan. The pan was being worked on a brand new stove on a brand new oven, and the oven was black, charcoal black, with the texture of a stone church and taller than your typical appliance. Even standing on his toes he couldn’t level his eyes with its edge. The kitchen, which was small, smelled of bubbling fat and had air thick with a smoke that nearly made him choke. He told his mother of the issue and she danced to a window and opened it. He watched the smoke quickly leave the room to become one with the air outside, then he took his seat at his family’s wide dinner table and waited for breakfast to be served.

There was a smile on his mother’s face as she did this and that over the stove. She even sang to herself before quickly covering her mouth in embarrassment to recalibrate herself to focus on the culinary task at hand. Eventually, she finished cooking just as James’ stomach rumbled, but after she placed his full plate before him his appetite diminished entirely. He looked from his plate, to his smiling mother, to the window, and back to his plate, and then picked up a stainless steel fork and poked at what waited to be swallowed into his stomach.
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