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For Sarah, the biggest joy bringer of them all.


I love you to the sun, moon, stars and back
– times infinity.









Prologue


‘Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.’


I say this to my friend Sophie. ‘Really?’ she says. ‘I needed to know that I could have an out before I could do it.’


We both laugh – because, of course, she’s joking.


Mostly.


But also because it’s the kind of thing you say when you have a lovely, solid marriage, so you can comfortably take the odd pot-shot at it.


All four of my best friends – Sophie, Shereen, Rachel, Nikki – have lovely marriages. It’s the kind of thing I sometimes feel should be upsetting. Because I did have a lovely marriage. And now I don’t. It’s the sort of thing that should press up against the bruise of the fact that I am getting a divorce.


Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.


I think part of the reason I don’t find it upsetting is that I did, once, have a lovely marriage. But I have accepted it is over, and I don’t long for something I no longer have.


But that acceptance is not the only reason.


It’s also because when you get up close to other people, you realise that, while they may not have a broken relationship or marriage, there will always be something that they have had to carry, or had to fix.


And it is because of what these women have done for me over the past few years as my marriage fell apart. Listened, advised, persisted when I didn’t reply, always answered when I called out of the blue.


Carried me.


So I could never feel envious of them. ‘Sister-wife’, Sophie and I joke about one another sometimes. And I, who have no real sisters and am no longer a wife, claim them as such.


When you break yourself open, in the way that a marriage falling apart will make you do, you realise that you are made up of all kinds of things – you are not just that one relationship that seemed to be the foundation of everything else.


Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.


I was never one of those people who dreamed about her big day. I think this is probably because whatever my own parents said about their ‘big day’ (a phrase they would never have used) was casual of tone at best. A floral maxi dress for my mother; a cord blazer for my father. A ring bought the day before in a market which she has lost – and replaced – regularly over the years. A casual wedding. But a lovely marriage.


Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.


When my husband and I first met, in our early twenties, he was late and I was cross.


Despite this unpromising beginning, we both seemed to know almost instantly that there would be an us; that this was in some way a foregone conclusion.


A given thing.


I watched him as he walked to the car and told myself ‘I can’t possibly go out with a man in brown cord flares’. My next thought: ‘the flares would have to go’. That I was going to go out with him was an assumption I had not even noticed myself making.


He later told me that at the end of our second meeting he thought, ‘I’m going to marry her.’


Several weeks into us knowing each other, my friend and flatmate Rachel and I threw a house party specifically to get him to the house. Eager to confirm his attendance, I rang him ten times while his phone was off to invite him.


Little did I realise that even off, his phone would show up the missed calls. Coming out of a meeting I picked up a voice message. ‘Hi. I’m not sure if everything is OK. I seem to have missed a number of calls from you. Ten, I think.’


Ten.


Even through the haze of mortification that almost led me to drop the phone I could hear the gentle amusement in his voice.


We had the party. And he came. And he managed, as I got to know him, to be that rare thing to a single woman in her twenties. A man not off-puttingly interested (needy), not toyingly cold (game playing), just straightforward.


He was funny, and sweet, and kind. He regularly got up at four in the morning to drive his mother to the airport.


And it was easy, in the way that it is when you meet the right person. In that way that makes you realise how ill-fitting all those other stop-and-start relationships really were. How they could never have worked, because this is how it should feel. We were both on the same page, wanted the same things. Wanted each other the same amount.


We went on holidays. We moved in together. Adopted a cat.


‘You’re so much nicer now’, my mother teased me. I was so much happier.


When his mother fell terminally ill, I watched as he minded her in hospital with such care and tenderness it almost broke my heart.


‘I’m so glad this is the person I will grow old with,’ I thought.


Almost two years later, we got married in a church made of corrugated tin beside a lake, where our guests stayed in yurts, and we fed them barbecued burgers and cake, and we danced under bunting made by aunts and cousins.


And while I did lose myself just momentarily in fussing over seating arrangements and table decorations, I knew the real point in getting married. We were already committed to each other; getting married was a step that meant that we would have a child. Our wedding led to our daughter. So, even though the marriage wasn’t lovely in the end, even though things fell apart, in one way, they are exactly as they should be, what we agreed to be on that day. We are parents to our daughter.


Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.


Nobody does all the things that knit you together so tightly – the minutiae that make up a life; the Sunday-night takeaways, the minding each other through hangovers, the trips to IKEA. Nobody finds a man who when you look at him you realise oh yes, I do want to have babies after all. His babies, and thinks it will fall apart.


Nobody finds a person who seems to be the best friend to trump all others, the person you turn to in the middle of the night because you cannot sleep with the worry, with whom conversation never runs dry, and thinks that, in years to come, you will sit in separate rooms in the evening, with nothing to say to each other.


Nobody has a baby with someone and thinks that within four years you will live under different roofs.


Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.


We used to tell each other how lucky we were to have found each other, because it fit so easily. And I thought that we would grow old together; gardening and grandchildren.


But one day you look around and realise you don’t recognise your life anymore. Where has all the stuff that made your marriage so wonderful gone, you think? And you see that your life is closing down. And that there is a previously unimaginable wedge between you.


And that you cannot find your way back to each other.


When a marriage ends, people often say, ‘Thank God there were no children involved’. But when my marriage ended, I thanked a God I don’t believe in for our child. A child made it harder to end things, but easier to bear when they did end.


When the midwife announced at the five-month scan that we were having a girl, I thought, We’ve won the lottery. I hadn’t even admitted to myself how much I wanted our baby to be a girl. A girl, who is, in herself, a happy ending.


It is not the ending I imagined, but it is more than enough in its own way. As happy an ending as any. For this child is pure love. A person with the ability to make it all OK, even at the times when it really wasn’t.


*


Of course, the real saying is that nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fail. But I do not think of the end of my marriage as a failure. When you have tried so hard to make something work and then, finally, faced that fact that it won’t. That sometimes people change and all the counselling, all the talking, nothing will fix this. When you have faced into the scariness of that, that doesn’t feel like failure.


*


Nobody goes into a marriage thinking it will fall apart.


But sometimes things do just fall apart.


And then you put them back together.


And if you are lucky, like I was, you don’t have to do it on your own.


Your people will pick up your pieces.









Part One


Things Fall Apart









Chapter 1


Facing the Music


The knowledge that your marriage is over isn’t something that settles on you in one moment. It isn’t like a light bulb – nothing one minute, full illumination the next. Unless, of course, one of you has gone off and made the decision on your own. That is different.


Sometimes, it comes as a slow, creeping dread that steals gradually upon you. You might know it in some hidden part of your being. It is there at some level, but you have not yet been able to admit it to yourself.


Because realising your marriage is over is terrifying. It’s like a death. Not just the death of the future you had planned – the realisation of that will come – at the start, it is the death of life as you know it right in this moment. It feels unnatural. To break with your existing life, tear it all down, even if a part of you knows it is the right thing to do. Unnatural, and oh so terrifying.


It’s sort of a mundane loss, a break up, given most of us will experience it at some point in our lives. But I can’t think of another which so comprehensively flattens your whole life as you know it; the loss of the person you share it with. When my college boyfriend and I broke up, it was shocking how easily our lives untangled, even though we had been together for some time. But losing the person you have lived with for years?


It changes everything from the moment you open your eyes each day. How your house sounds, what food you eat, how you will raise your child. What part of your bed you sleep in.


‘You’d be surprised how deep denial can go,’ a health-care professional told me months after we separated. No I wouldn’t, I think.


When you are deep in this denial, sometimes you need someone who can, ever so gently, point it out to you.


There aren’t many people who could say to you, ‘I think your marriage might be in trouble’, and you wouldn’t immediately rear up in defensiveness, unable to hear what they were saying, because you were too lost in your angry reaction, ignoring the words and just feeling furious and attacked.


It takes a very particular type of relationship to be able to broach that one. You need people who can speak the absolute truth to you, and you will listen. Not curl up in a ball and shut your ears, all prickly like a hedgehog. People who are so fundamental to you, so much a part of you, that they can get beyond your defensiveness.


Because you do not need to be defensive with them. You can show them the worst side of you, and there’s no pride to be protected here. The flipside is that you get to believe them when they tell you that you will be OK. Because everyone here is being honest, brutally so or otherwise.


I was lucky, I had two such people: my mother and my oldest friend, Shereen.


I first spotted Shereen the day we started secondary school, both of us were twelve.


She was sitting behind and slightly above me, in the stepped tables of a small science classroom. I noticed her because she was laughing loudly with her then best friend, and I felt a flash of irritation that was actually jealousy; I wanted to be in on her laughter.


We were in the same class, so it didn’t take long for us to get to know each other and, pretty soon, we were best friends.


As teenagers, we fought with an at times epic sense of drama. ‘It’s like watching bloody Heathcliff and Cathy,’ Claire, a more even-tempered member of our gang of five, muttered one night, after watching Shereen run out of a sleepover and take off down the road, me dashing after her, half to coax her back, half to continue the row.


Claire was right though. These were the impassioned rows of a big love. I look back now and realise we were fighting with the security of two people who knew, even at the age of twelve, that they were givens in each other’s lives. Who could really let loose with one another. If you do not like confrontation (and I don’t), it can mean you need to feel very safe in a relationship before you will test it out by rowing with a person. I have only ever rowed with my mother with an impunity, scale and sheer abandon similar to that with which Shereen and I faced each other during those teenage years.


We always rowed over differences of opinion. ‘No, you are wrong and I am right.’ You row with someone like that because they matter to you, and what they think about things matters to you.


Some people have bitchy resting face. Shereen has stern resting face. She is no-nonsense. If I need total honesty, I know she will give it to me. And I will seek it from her as I might not with others; there is no pride getting in the way. I can trust her entirely.


When things are coming to an end, she happens to be home from London. It is the summer, our twenty-year school anniversary. We go, but sit in the dark corner ignoring everyone, while I fill her in. ‘Of all my friends, you are the one I know can get through this,’ she tells me. And even though part of me thought it was just a nice, comforting thing to say, another part of me, because I know Shereen does not say things for the sake of it, holds it close, and uses it to get me through, like a buoy grabbed on to at sea.


Shereen thinks I can do this. I can do this.









Chapter 2


Let It Go


When she was two and a half, my daughter and I went with my friend Sophie and her eldest son Roo to a singalong screening of Frozen in the cinema. We took the DART to Dún Laoghaire, our first time travelling by train, which was exciting in itself, and had pizza and ice-cream in Milano’s afterwards. It was Christmas.


In the cinema, Elsa’s big number comes on the screen and my daughter stands up, arms thrown wide, a tiny opera singer, singing fiercely, con brio. She has all the moves down: her hands flutter as she creates Olaf, the finish a dismissive flick of her imaginary plait. Sophie, Roo and I watch on in admiration. ‘She knows all the words,’ Sophie mouths across behind her, impressed. And she did, even if she didn’t understand all of them. I am ridiculously proud.


Looking back now, I think Elsa was singing to me. It just took me a while to hear her properly.


Let. It. Go.


How do you know when it is time to let go of the life you had planned? To end a marriage?


Particularly when there is a small child involved and the decision doesn’t really feel like it is fully yours to make. Because whatever you decide will affect the outcome of someone else’s life so entirely as well. How do you carry the weight of such a decision?


With all this in mind, how do you know when to let it all go?


Is it when you find yourself having a stilted conversation about the weather with someone you considered to be your best friend? Someone with whom it was previously inconceivable that conversation would ever run out?


When something happens, and you realise that the first person you want to talk to about it isn’t your husband, it’s your best friend.


When you say you miss each other, but then you realise that what you both really mean is that you did miss each other, but now, almost without realising it, you have begun moving on.


When you have done the months of counselling, the date nights, the holidays – all of it – and yet things are still not right, not the way they were or the way they should be.


When you realise that you feel lonely in the company of the person you promised to love and cherish forever more.


When you find yourself thinking, We could stay together until she is eighteen, and realise what you would say to a friend if she said that to you.


Is it when your mother tells you that it will all be OK, everyone will get through this – that your daughter will be fine, more than fine, and you believe her. Because you know she holds your daughter’s welfare as closely as you do, and that she is a terrible liar and you would know if she was faking it. It frees up something deep within you, gives you a sort of permission, to begin edging towards the decision.


‘Why don’t you just stop trying?’ Shereen said.


‘She will be alright,’ my mother said.


In their different ways, both are saying let go. Stop trying to force this situation to your will. Give in. It will be OK.


‘Everything will work out,’ my mother said ever so gently. And even the fact that she can imagine it ending gives me hope. Someone else to whom this matters almost as much as it does to you thinking the worst before you can face it yourself lifts the burden a little. Makes you think, Well, if they can face it and believe that things might be OK, then maybe I can too.


After so long of trying, and ignoring, and fearing, and pretending, this is happening, let’s deal with it, was her attitude. Your daughter will be OK. Which, we both knew, meant that I would, too.


When you are faced with having to pull the cloth out from under the set table of your life, and two of the people who know you best and know you longest look you calmly in the eye and say, ‘It’s time. It’s the right thing to do. You can do this. She will be OK. You will be OK …’ You believe them.


And it means you can do it.


If you’re at that point in your own life, and you’re full of fear – the kind of fear that makes you sick to your stomach, that hits you first thing in the morning before you even leave your bed – know that you can do it.


Know that sometimes, the ripping off of the plaster is the worst part.


Few things are worse than stasis. Than knowing deep down in your bones, that the most intimate fabric of your life is rotten, and not facing it. Knowing that the foundations upon which you have built your life are giving way, but that you are too scared to do anything about it, because it feels too awful to face.


Throughout the collapse of my marriage, few things were worse than the fear that I felt at this point.


At least in facing what is happening, you are taking action. Creating momentum. There is power in that. It may not feel like it at the time, but you are taking back control of your life. Saying, ‘This is not good enough, this state of affairs. For me, for her, for him, for all of us.’


And with this comes the relief in letting go. In admitting that things are just not working. All the anger and frustration that was going into trying to keep things together dissipates. Some of it turns into energy that you can use to move forward.


And while it might not feel like it right at that moment, there is power in no longer trying to control the outcome. You are saying to yourself, ‘Whatever happens, I can handle it. I will be OK.’


In the first months after we separated, I used to imagine the three of us in the air, thrown up by a huge trampoline. My daughter clung to my chest like a baby koala; her father and I with our arms outstretched towards each other, sometimes only our fingertips touching. No longer a couple, would always be parents. Helpless, unable to bring ourselves back down to earth, forced simply to wait it out.


Control was non-existent. But at least we were moving, rather than stuck in the silent scream. At least we were facing it.


‘In a way, you’re taking a risk when you’re letting go,’ Lou, my yoga teacher, and one of the wisest women I know, tells me much later. ‘There’s crippling fear; letting go is terrifying. But in letting something go, you create more space for life. For growth.’


And, in that moment, when you admit to each other that the relationship is over, that it is time to let go, you are kind to each other. You are heartbroken, you are dazed. But at least you are not angry.









Chapter 3


How to (Re)build a Home


A short time after we have decided our marriage is over but before my husband has moved out, we are sitting together on the couch one night, watching Game of Thrones. This doesn’t happen often by this stage – us sitting together. The show makes a strangely appropriate backdrop with which to see out the closing chapters of a marriage. It’s almost reassuring. Well at least we’re not that bad. All those other families, tearing themselves to pieces. And at least it can be relied upon not to offer up some happy ending that will throw our own situation into sharp relief.


Apart from raising our daughter, it is the last thing we see through together. We committed to the marriage, but that didn’t work out. We have committed to Game of Thrones, and we will see that out – or until the end of the seventh series at least.


He has moved out long before the eighth began, and I haven’t been able to face watching it with someone else. I read the spoilers.


Having decided that you will watch a certain show with someone, watching it with someone else – or, even worse, alone – simply will not do. When my college boyfriend and I broke up we were deep in the second series of 24, hardly able to get through the day quick enough before returning home to see what obstacle Jack Bauer would have to overcome next. And then we broke up, and I never watched the end of Kiefer Sutherland’s tortuous day. All of a sudden, I didn’t care.


As we’re sitting there, together, but really not together at all, I am hit by a wave of panic and claustrophobia that seems to come out of nowhere. It suddenly feels as if the walls of my cosy, redbrick terraced house are closing in on me, while the ceiling is telescoping rapidly upwards. All of this is happening at terrifying speed.


I am in a tunnel. A cell.


The words ‘this is your cell’ actually flash across my mind.


A vision of the countless nights to come, sitting on my couch alone, my daughter upstairs asleep, follows quickly to further scare me. Thoughts of being trapped here, while life goes on around me outside. It feels more terrifying than anything I have ever known. As if my life, or any control over it, has been taken from me. Contact with anyone will cease at my child’s bedtime. Silence will reign thereafter. I will sit alone while, outside, everyone else gets on with their lives. Life will pass me by. I am Miss Havisham, only I am decaying away in a small redbrick terraced house by the sea.


I consider what age I will be before she is a teenager, and I no longer need to sit here, on guard, keeping silent watch, night after night. See my life slipping quietly away in front of me, counted out in evenings spent alone and silent on my L-shaped IKEA couch. Think of the person and the age I am now, and the person and age I will be when this sentence of solitude ends.









Chapter 4


A Day Out


You can know that your marriage is in terminal trouble but also know that there is a lot about your life that you love.


My brother’s girlfriend Song Yue came home from China where she has been on holiday – actually, she is Chinese, China is her home, but so comprehensively have we taken to her in our family that I now think of our home as hers. My girl has adored her from the first; Song Yue is a daughter whisperer.


Song is calm and quiet and, like our childminder Po, just the sight of her makes me feel reassured.


I can do this, if we are surrounded by people who love my daughter like she is their own, I think, beginning a bargaining process with myself. People who create a safety net around us.


When you are in the process of breaking up their world in some way, knowing your child is surrounded by people who love them like family is very comforting.


‘Your non-negotiables,’ a friend says much later, when life has come back around to being something I feel I can shape and exercise some control over, rather than something I have to suffer through white-knuckled, and the thought of having non-negotiables, of being able to decide that certain things are essential to my life, is beginning to seem possible.


‘I suppose Mommy is the love of my life,’ my daughter tells my brother one night as he puts her to bed. She says it in a considering voice; she will allow me the distinction. ‘And Song of course,’ she adds quickly.


We decided to go to Malahide on the DART to celebrate Song’s return. My daughter sits opposite Grandad (my father, but so entirely has he inhabited the role of grandfather that this is how we now all refer to him). They play with L.O.L. dolls on the ledge of the window.


‘So handy for a day out,’ my mother says approvingly of their diminutive stature. Like me, she is not a fan of fantasy play. ‘I’ve done my time playing on the floor,’ she says, adding that my father ‘loves it’ in a tone that will brook no suggestions to the contrary. Her title, bestowed by my daughter, is ‘Mo’. It started when she began calling her ‘Mum’, copying me. This could get weird, I thought, but, after a few days, she turned it into ‘Mo’. Again, this is what the whole family now calls my mother.


I sit back on my seat and allow things to wash over and around me, my family to occupy my daughter. She kneels up on her chair, looks over at me, beaming delightedly.


When we arrive at the park, my daughter can’t quite believe it, a real live castle. ‘I should have worn my Elsa dress,’ she says, throwing me a reproachful look at having allowed this missed opportunity.


It’s a surprisingly warm, sunny day. We sit on the grass eating cakes, taking turns to go for more coffees and chasing my daughter, her mop of curls springing up and down as she runs away from us screaming with laughter. I’m let off going for coffee runs; my marriage is falling apart, I couldn’t possibly be expected to have to deal with a queue.


My marriage may be over but there is so much of my life I love, I think as I watch them. It feels entirely baffling that these two things could even be possible, never mind entirely true.


Doublethink; the act of simultaneously accepting two contradictory beliefs.


Cognitive dissonance more like; the mental discomfort of holding two contradictory beliefs – because holding these two thoughts at once is certainly not comfortable.









Chapter 5


The Woman from the Future


A few weeks before he moved out, I attended a work dinner with a lot of other journalists. We were seated at a long, candlelit table and the PR, who is one of the best in Dublin, much admired and so in receipt of a huge turnout for her event, had been very clever about her seating arrangements.


Everyone down one side of the table was in their early twenties, probably no one over twenty-five. They spend the evening switching between ignoring their fellow guests, hunched over their phones, furiously tapping away, and posing with each other, rictus smiles in place.


They seem to take no offence in the huddled silence of their neighbour in between the picture-taking during which they hold each other close, heads tilted together. They interact only when posing for their respective selfies. It’s an odd communication gap I see all around me in the media world; women who can communicate intimately, gregariously with their thousands of followers in videos on their Instagram stories, but for whom small talk, IRL, leaves them stumped. You ask them question after question but things never get off the ground into an actual conversation. The lost art.


On the other side are women mostly in their thirties and upwards, who have known each other for years by dint of working in the same industry. As the evening goes on, chairs get dragged over into little groups. For this side of the table, this is a chance to catch up. Face to face.


Beside me is a woman I know and like from a distance. She is someone who invites instant intimacy and straight talking. As the conversation buzzes around us, I lean in and ask her quietly: ‘How is it – living on your own?’


She looks a bit shocked, and as if she might be on the edge of taking offence at such nosiness.


I quickly explain that this is not idle nosiness. ‘I’m about to start doing it myself. In the next few weeks.’


There isn’t much in adult life I can think of that compares to how I feel when I am on the brink of my marriage ending. It’s as if my life is about to drop off a cliff – and I have no idea into what. I’m sailing out to sea towards the unknown, all alone.


Maybe the woman beside me spots this, my need for reassurance, the feeling of being utterly at sea in my own life, because her whole body relaxes, and she smiles. ‘Mostly, it’s grand, but it takes a bit of getting used to,’ she says reassuringly, and asks me to go for brunch the following weekend.









Chapter 6


The Fear


When your marriage or long-term relationship falls apart, it can take away your sense of safety and leave you with an ever-present sense of fear.


Partly, I think it is the simple fact of being so all-systems-over-burdened that you fall prey to the fear, because you don’t have the strength you normally would have with which to fight it off. It’s like a cloud that hovers above, and you are all hairline fractures, so fear easily slips in and takes up residence.


But it’s more than that.


‘Do you mean insecurity?’ a friend asks me this when I try to describe this fear. I had used the word ‘safe’ – how your sense of safety goes. I know she thinks I mean insecurity about being alone, being single. But that’s not what I mean.


Divorce is a trauma that isn’t considered (typically) to endanger your physical health (at least not in any one fell swoop; long-time stress sufferers might disagree) – but it is a trauma and, as such, undermines your sense of safety in the world.


‘You’re traumatised,’ my friend Lewine says to me one day. We first met at a mother and baby group where we bonded in the face of our children’s refusal to sleep. Now, we’re at a play café, fending off our children with endless rounds of snacks so we can catch up. I would never have said it about myself because it would have felt self-dramatising but now, it feels like every molecule in me bristles in recognition of the truth of her words.


Loss takes away a sense of safety you didn’t realise you had until it becomes obvious by its absence. You realise your assumption of life as a safe place was founded on nothing.


The fear also comes from the fact that, no matter how amicable a separation is, there will be times when things become heightened between you. Being at odds with the person who was once your ultimate safe space, however mildly, undermines your peace of mind and ability to feel secure in your own life.


And there is the fear caused by the future you imagined disappearing before your eyes. What do I do now?









Chapter 7


Ships in the Night


When a marriage gets to the point of breaking down, chances are things have not been good for some time. In our case, it was a mutually agreed détente, but even for those for whom the decision is announced as a fait accompli out of the blue, you look back and see that there were little signs that something was wrong.


Little ways in which your homelife had become less than what you wanted for you both – what you once actually had. Compromises you have made, gradual acceptances of things being a certain way. You may not have been screaming at each other, but the atmosphere was, at the very least, not right.


Perhaps there were strained conversations where once there was only ease.


Discussions that batted back and forth only between the essentials of getting through a day – food to be bought and prepared, children to be tended to, who had last emptied the dishwasher and would you take out the bins. All that, without the other ways of communicating to leaven the brass tacks. The chatting in bed, the watching a movie together.


Two people shuffling awkwardly around each other, each in their own bubble of isolation.


In our case, a heavy storm grounds the entire country for several days just before he moves out. If you want to know if your marriage is really over, spend four days trapped with the other person in a small two-up two-down house. You might be surprised by how quickly the place becomes a pressure cooker.


You know how even when you’re happily married to someone, you occasionally want to rip their head off? How you can go from nought to a hundred in minutes because of some small household chore left undone? Imagine that ability to get under each other’s skin, the ignorer of boundaries that is the intimacy born of marriage or a long-term relationship, in the atmosphere of two people who have decided to leave each other. Bone-dry tinder, just waiting for a spark.


In the end, we negotiate a sort of truce, moving our daughter back and forth between our two zones as we take turns working, avoiding each other as best we can. And yet, as always, our daughter manages to make things better. In a break in the weather, she suggests playing outside, and a no-man’s land is established in the back garden. She and her father dress in layers, while I watch from the door taking photographs. Are we pretending things are OK for our child – or are things, on some level, OK because of our child? She is a buffer between us and the worst.
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Moving Day
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