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  This is a work of fiction.


  Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  A Father's Daughter




  





  Saffron shifted her bottom on the hard pine chair, where she sat studying the unadorned steel-gray walls and floor of the ten-by-ten-foot room surrounding the burnished steel desk in the center of the otherwise bare room. Looking down at herself, she discovered she was dressed in black slacks, flats, and a white cotton long-sleeved shirt. The clothes reminded her of the K-Mart housewives she silently mocked when she made trips to the mall to visit the high-end shops for new shoes and the latest fashions. She had closets reserved just for her shoes. She had never worn such frumpy clothes in her life.




  Seated across from her in a brown, well-worn leather chair, was a pale-faced, severe-looking woman with mint green eyes, her angular features focused on the pages of a large, clothbound book, open on the desk in front of her.




  Saffron had no sense of how long she’d been here or how she’d gotten here. But she did have a vague sense of unease, deep in her belly, that had formed a knot reminiscent of hunger.




  Yet she wasn’t hungry, at least not exactly, as she thought of hunger. In the recesses of her mind, memoires bubbled of the taste of champagne and cherries and coffee, but she had no compulsion or need for them. Something had changed. But what?




  Saffron’s auburn eyes finally landed on the woman across from her, who smelled of peppermints and chamomile tea like her grandmother, who had died when she and her twin sister, Sadie, were fifteen years old. Their father had taken them with him to retrieve her grandmother’s clothes for the funeral. She recalled seeing the hairbrush lying face up on her grandmother’s antique mirrored dresser, the battleship-gray wisps of hair still clinging to the stiff, black horsehair bristles as if trapped for eternity as the only remaining evidence of the woman who gave her chocolate candies at Christmas, and sent crisp, new dollar bills for her and her sister in a birthday card each year.




  A twinge of regret for the unkindness toward her elderly grandmother invaded her thoughts briefly, then retreated immediately. As long as she could recall, her grandmother had been trapped in a frail body twisted by painful arthritis. Saffron had been young and stupid then, a horribly self-absorbed teenager who failed to appreciate her elders.




  Her deepest regret was reserved for her father, whose angry eyes bore into her when, at her grandmother’s funeral, she and her sister had giggled at some inane private joke between them.




  Mercifully he never spoke to her about the incident, but she knew they had disappointed him. Her beloved father was the only man she had ever looked to for wisdom and guidance. Most of the men she dated were spoiled pretty-boys with more money than brains. They definitely weren’t the type of men she would ever marry or turn to for advice.
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