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      The coffee was wrong, again.

      Not terrible, just slightly off, the way it always was when Caleb made it, which was every morning because I am constitutionally incapable of functioning before the first cup arrives in my hands. He had been making my coffee for thirteen years and had never once gotten the ratio right, and I had never once said anything about it, and somehow this felt like the most accurate summary of our marriage I could offer to a stranger.

      I loved him for it anyway.

      He was standing at the counter in an old gray shirt and the kind of sweatpants that had survived three moves and a decade of Saturday mornings, scrolling through his phone with one hand and absently feeding the dog with the other. The dog, a large and not especially bright golden retriever named Biscuit, accepted each piece of kibble with the reverence of a creature who believed every meal might be his last.

      "The Hendersons are getting a trampoline," Caleb said, not looking up.

      I wrapped both hands around my mug. "I know. Maya told me last week."

      "Their yard is approximately the size of a parking space."

      "It is a bold choice."

      He looked up then with that expression he had, the one that lived halfway between amusement and disbelief, the one I had fallen in love with before I even realized I was falling. "Bold," he said. "That's the word I would use."

      I smiled into my coffee.

      This was the texture of our mornings. The private language of two people who had chosen each other so many times that the choosing had become automatic. We didn't perform for each other. We never had to.

      Our daughter Emma was twelve and had recently decided that breakfast was optional, a position I disagreed with but had mostly stopped arguing. Our son Owen was nine and ate everything in the house with the focused efficiency of a small animal preparing for winter. He came thundering down the stairs, backpack already half unzipped, and aimed himself at the pantry without greeting either of us.

      "Good morning," I said.

      "There's no more granola bars," Owen said.

      "Good morning, Owen."

      He turned, registered my expression, and performed a correction. "Good morning. There are no granola bars."

      "There are apples."

      He looked at me with the patient suffering of someone who had been offered apples when he wanted granola bars every morning of his life and had not yet come to terms with it. Caleb caught my eye over Owen's head and pressed his lips together to keep from laughing. I felt it move through my chest, that small warmth, the shared joke of being parents together, of finding the same things funny at the same moment.

      Emma appeared at the bottom of the stairs looking like she had styled herself with genuine thought and also considerable resentment, the way twelve-year-old girls manage to look both put-together and aggrieved at all times. She had auditioned for the school musical three weeks ago and had been cast as a featured ensemble member, a distinction she was still processing with complicated feelings.

      "Ms. Farrow wants parents to volunteer for the tech week snack table," Emma said, accepting a piece of toast from Caleb without asking for it.

      "I can do that," I said.

      "You don't have to. It's not required."

      "I want to."

      Emma processed this as a twelve-year-old would, with a visible internal debate about whether to seem pleased or annoyed. She settled on a shrug that probably meant she was pleased.

      Caleb dropped a kiss on the top of my head on his way past to refill his own mug. It was a small thing, a barely-there gesture, the kind that had no occasion attached to it and required nothing in return. I noticed it the way I always did, not with ceremony, just with a quiet recognition that it mattered. That he kept doing it without thinking meant it had become part of how he moved through a room where I existed.

      The morning rushed forward the way school mornings always did, a small chaos of lost shoes, remembered permission slips, and Biscuit needing to go out at precisely the wrong moment. By the time the kids were in the car and had backed out of the driveway, I was standing in the kitchen holding a half-eaten piece of toast and sipping the remnants of the wrong coffee, and the house was suddenly very quiet.

      I liked this part.

      The house had a different quality in the ten minutes after the kids left and before I had to start my own day. It breathed differently. I walked through the living room to the back window and looked out at the yard, which was yellow with late October light, and Biscuit pressed his warm flank against my leg and sighed.

      My phone buzzed.

      Forgot to tell you, Caleb had texted. You look really good today.

      I was wearing an old cardigan and had not yet brushed my hair.

      I typed back, You literally just left.

      I know, he replied. Still counts.

      I set the phone down and felt the smile stay on my face for a while after, the particular warmth of being known by someone and liked anyway. Not desired in the charged, breathless sense, though that existed too, but liked. Appreciated. Seen in the ordinary light of a Tuesday morning, and found attractive.

      That was the foundation of what we had.

      I had stopped taking it for granted a few years ago, when two couples we were close to had split within the same calendar year, and I had watched friends I loved navigate the wreckage of something that had looked solid from the outside. It had made me pay closer attention to my own marriage, not from anxiety, but with a kind of deliberate noticing. Caleb made my coffee every morning. He texted me for no reason. He laughed at my jokes even when they weren't funny, called me out when I was being stubborn, and he never once made me feel like a small version of myself.

      These were not nothing. These were everything.

      I went upstairs to shower, and when I passed the bedroom mirror, I paused for a moment. It wasn’t done out of vanity but with the specific consciousness of a woman who was thirty-eight, had carried two children, and had been in the same body long enough to know its map completely. I looked at myself without cruelty and without performance. I looked mostly fine. I looked, I thought, like someone living in her actual life and not the edited version of it.

      That was enough.

      More than enough, on a good day.

      And today, for reasons I couldn't entirely name, felt like a good day.
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      Saturday found us in the backyard with a bottle of wine and no particular agenda, which is my favorite combination.

      The kids were both at playdates, which happened to align every few weeks with the kind of cosmic generosity that parents learn to treat as sacred. Caleb had dragged two Adirondack chairs close enough to share a small table, and had produced the wine from somewhere inside with the energy of a man presenting a significant achievement.

      "I've been saving this," he said, handing me a glass.

      "Saving it for what?"

      "For a day when I felt like you deserved something good."

      I looked at him. "That's a very smooth thing to say."

      "I have my moments." He settled into his chair with the unhurried ease that was so particular to him, the way he occupied space without seeming to take up too much of it. He put his feet up on the edge of the small table and tipped his face toward the late afternoon sun. He had a good face. I had always thought so. Not conventionally striking, but warm and specific, the face of a person whose features revealed that he was an interesting person.

      The yard was overgrown in the way yards get in October, when summer ambitions have been defeated by schedule and weather. The rose bushes along the fence needed cutting back. The hose was still connected to the spigot from Spring. A single garden stake stood in the empty bed where I had briefly and optimistically planted tomatoes in May.

      "We should do something about this yard," I said.

      "Yes," Caleb agreed comfortably, in the tone of a man who had no immediate plans to do anything about the yard.

      I laughed. The wine was good. Better than our usual, which was whatever had a pleasant label and cost less than fifteen dollars. The bottle had been opened with ceremony, and the intention of being enjoyed. I let myself actually taste it, the dry fruit of it, and the warmth that moved down my throat and settled somewhere easy.

      "Emma seemed less miserable about the musical today," Caleb said.

      "She ran lines in her room last night. I could hear her through the wall."

      "Don't tell her you heard. She'll be embarrassed."

      "I know. I'm not going to tell her."

      He looked at me sideways with a smile I recognized. "You want to tell her."

      "I want to tell her that she sounded good. That's different."

      "It's the same thing."

      "It's absolutely not the same thing."

      He raised his glass in a conceding gesture, and we both let it go, comfortable in the disagreement, the way you can only be with someone who is not going to leave the room over it. Biscuit was doing something industrious near the fence, nosing through the dead leaves with the deep commitment of a dog who believed answers were buried if you looked hard enough.

      I pulled my knees up and turned sideways in my chair to look at Caleb more directly. I did this sometimes, just looked at him, as if I needed to recalibrate the image. He was forty-one, and it suited him in ways that thirty had not. There was a steadiness in him now that hadn't always been there, a settledness that I found deeply attractive in a way I hadn't expected to.

      "What," he said, catching me looking.

      "Nothing. I'm just looking at you."

      "That's either very sweet or you're about to tell me I need a haircut."

      "Both," I said.

      He reached over without looking away from the fence and put his hand on my knee. He just left it there, warm and unhurried, the casual claim of a man who knew exactly where his hand was welcome. I felt it travel up my spine the way a small and ordinary touch landed differently than it should.

      "I like Saturdays," he said.

      "Me too."

      We sat for a while without talking. The light changed as it does in October, changing from golden to amber and then thinning out toward evening. Somewhere down the street, a neighbor was running a leaf blower with grim determination. Biscuit gave up on the fence and came to lie across Caleb's feet.

      When we went inside eventually, the kitchen was still warm from the afternoon, and Caleb cooked while I sat on the counter and watched him with my second glass of wine. This was another texture of our life together, one I loved specifically. He cooked with enjoyment rather than precision, tasting things frequently and adjusting without measuring, moving between the stove and the counter with the ease of someone who found the physical process satisfying.

      "Tell me something I don't know," he said, turning the heat down under the pan.

      It was a game we had played for years, invented on a long car trip when the kids were small, and the radio was broken. The rule was that you had to tell the other person something real, not trivia,  actual information about your life. Something you hadn't told them yet.

      I thought about it, turning the stem of my glass slowly. "I've been feeling restless lately," I said. "Not unhappy. Just like something in me is turning a corner I can't quite see yet."





OEBPS/images/imprint-sample-one-copy.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/skylar-signature-copy.jpg
kylar Quinn
%_/,_






