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Foreword: The Scullery Sage’s Manifesto
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Most people believe that a home is a sanctuary. They are wrong. In certain households, a home is a High-Security Penal Colony where the warden wears a floral apron and the guards are paid in “Family Loyalty.”

I am Alistair, the first-born. In the natural order of things, the first-born is supposed to be the heir, the pioneer, the one who carries the torch. In the Sovereign Republic of Beatrice, I am merely the Maintenance Department for a Dynasty of Delusions.

I have spent my life as a “Sage in a Scullery.” I can calculate the trajectory of a satellite and recite the stoic philosophers in three languages, but in this house, my greatest contribution is knowing exactly which angle to jiggle the toilet handle so it doesn’t “cry.” I am the Architect of Silence, a man whose brilliance is treated as a “pre-existing condition” by a mother who prefers her sons to be either profitable (like Felix) or pathetic (like me).

This is not a book about family. It is a report on Domestic Human Rights Antagony. It is a study of how a three-minute phone call to an aunt can dismantle thirty years of intellectual labor. It is a memoir of how the “Golden Son” can steal the sun while the first-born is left to pay the electricity bill.

Welcome to the ruins. Please mind the leaks; they are “symptomatic of my instability,” or so I’ve been told.
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Chapter 1: The Sovereign Republic of Beatrice 
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​Alistair was the only man in the history of the modern world who could solve a differential equation while simultaneously being told he wasn't qualified to operate a toaster.

​In the bright, clinical light of 10:00 AM, Alistair existed in a state of Permanent Probation. To his mother, Beatrice, he wasn’t a son; he was a "Human Rights Violation" she committed daily between her morning tea and her afternoon soap operas. She looked through him like he was a pane of cracked glass -too broken to be beautiful, but just sharp enough to be useful if someone needed to scrape the burnt bits off a casserole dish.
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