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He had never seen olives before. I, however, had grown accustomed to curious new foods and no longer thought any of them bizarre. I tried the olives first: bitter, oily flesh, but also briny.

Salty as tears. Salt.

I froze, remembering.

The taste of salt was the first thing she forbade me. It would make the change easier, she had said. I avoided it. Gradually, I became accustomed to the strange, sweet flavor of their food. It no longer seemed flat but delicate and light. The salt of the olives brought back the savor of the ocean, though he didn't notice.
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