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This book is dedicated to all the feminist mothers and the girls who need them most. And to my dearest Jake and Frances.


When a woman drinks it’s as if an animal were drinking, or a child. Alcoholism is scandalous in a woman, and a female alcoholic is rare, a serious matter. It’s a slur on the divine in our nature.

—MARGUERITE DURAS



I

Russian sentences begin backward.

When I learned English well enough to love it, I realized my inner tongue was running in the wrong direction. As does the Old Testament, the one we don’t call the good book. The one that became the bad, forbidden book, and is read back to front. The period blood came right after I began practicing my American accent in eighth grade: all smudged red clots to brown waste.

I have been teaching my daughter to wipe herself front to back to avoid the chronic infections her body is prone to. She squats and glares at me, then follows her instinct for revolt no matter the aftermath.

The daughters who live in flashbacks will suspend their tongues between the origin and the destination—the past more immediate, more urgent than any new day. “Mother, loosen my tongue or adorn me with a lighter burden.” Even Audre Lorde needs her mother’s permission to grease the gears on the train to the beginning, to knock on coffins.

I worship the flaneurs and flaneuses, those who stroll about the city—especially the women who dare to walk alone at night and then write about it. But those who slink around with too little purpose or not enough clothing to cover their bodies are marked as streetwalkers, or shlyuchas. This was one of your labels in my home. There may be no records, beyond arrests or death certificates, of a shlyucha’s gallivanting.

I don’t worship my real mother, but I can’t get her buttermilk smell off my mouth.

Almost all of the paper that contains your name was flushed down the toilet, lost, thrown away, or hidden like a lover who buries her face in the pillow when coming. All the letters I secretly wrote you were in English, and if I knew where to send them you would have needed an auxiliary, a translator to convert my scribbles into our mother tongue. I didn’t bother practicing my Russian on you. That river was dammed with teenage hormones and hopes of fitting in, a changeling in America. There was no address in Russia to mail anything to, and then I knew only your maiden name, Danilova, as well as the married-and-divorced-from name we shared at one time, Shalmiyeva.

I heard rumors that you had remarried and divorced twice since my father took you to court and the judge ruled you an unfit mother in the early 1980s. My uncle visited you in 1995 before he joined us on a visa in Brooklyn, but I only found out about these cordial gatherings a few years ago. At the time you sat in your St. Petersburg apartment looking frail and famished, close to our old place on Bronnitskaya, in what used to be Leningrad, I was a junior deciding between Reed and Evergreen colleges, editing a high school feminist newspaper, listening to riot grrrl bands, writing poems for you, and auditioning surrogate mothers for myself: feminists, writers, activists, painters, ballbusters, killjoys, sex workers, gay men.

And so, I assembled a fantasy caretaker army of mostly loose and tragic women mixed with audacious and assertive ones—a hologram of what I imagined you would be like if I hadn’t been stolen from you. If you hadn’t left me for the bottle long before my father took me away to America eleven-years-your-daughter.

Elena. Mother. Mama. You.

I choose You.



II

In photos, Elena looks like Marguerite Duras on the cover of her book The Lover, which begins appropriately enough with a man pleased that the beautiful girl’s face has been “ravaged” and torn apart by time and alcohol. The heroine disappears and becomes an old woman after he stops gorging on her young body. His age will forever remain irrelevant.

You are blessed with an ageless ambiguity. Every child looks up at their mother and thinks whatever age this woman might be, it is surely the right number, the most radiant phase of her life as their mirror. The perpetual contact, the mutual gazing, give no pause big enough for a child to contemplate the mother as separate from herself for some time to come.

Mother is a circle—a complete and perfect hole.

× × × ×

Elena has vanished, and I need her back.

The last time we saw each other you were thirty years old, all eyes and mouth, both painted dark and begging to be let in the house. You came in and robbed my dad’s girlfriend, Luda. You said that you were going to a rehab in Sochi; the mineral baths would help you with the morning shakes.

You needed a bathing suit and some clothes. You were envious of the hairspray your junior substitute managed to procure on the black market. You took the bow-shaped, silver-colored, plastic hairpin Luda had given me for my birthday and it sat on the front of your head like a half-hung hammock, not quite attached, as you went through the shelves. You opened your mouth and spritzed the hair lacquer down your throat and swallowed hard; a pinkish hue returned to your winter-dull cheeks.

You filled up two bags with Luda’s belongings and kissed me goodbye. I told you to hurry up and leave before they got back. I was afraid of what would happen to you more than I was of the punishment I realized was now imminent for me. My father refused to let me see you ever again after that day. He couldn’t risk getting his passport stolen as our plans to fly overseas solidified.

Question, question, thump, thump, why don’t you answer me, my father pleads as he grabs me by the collar and brings me to his face, shakes me with feet dangling in the air, shoulder blades scraping the wallpaper, before he throws me onto his bed in frustration. I’m telling the truth of a broken compass. Below the quiet, below the silence, under the dust of muteness—a shell, shocked.

When the ambulance comes we tell them I was climbing where I shouldn’t have been. The tall white willow-tree bodies of adults bending over me wonder if I can walk. I can crawl on all fours to go to the toilet after a few days. I am upright within two weeks, using a walker and then just lying on my stomach while my dad intermittently brings a whole fish out of the freezer and it burns the heat of the hurt worse than the bruise did alone.

Humans should never touch a baby bird that fell from her nest. Like when I fake-fell from the wardrobe chest, sustaining an L4 fracture in my back, the place where I was cracked against the wooden edge of my father’s bed because I lied and said I didn’t let my mother in the house; I didn’t let her make off with those bags of clothes.

× × × ×

A mother who won’t return has holy water she drinks in the morning to cure hangovers; her own mother and grandmother to live and drink with when her husband is forced to get legal help and kick her out for not coming home at night; a daughter to wake up in the middle of the night to rob the Lenin memorial in the town square of all of its tulips; mornings with bedbug welts and a room filled with heaps of stolen flowers on each shelf, table, and windowsill; a white rabbit fur coat with a sleeve that hangs on by a pin; pouty lips painted with dark-brown lipstick; men’s cologne to force down when out of vodka; thin blue veins on stark white breasts; horny soldiers who wink and whistle at her in the street.

Loitering. Roaming. Lurking. Stalking.



III

Elena drank in the midst of a modified version of a prohibition. The dry laws of 1985 meant alcohol was to be sold in limited quantities during shortened hours of operation. Visible intoxication was grounds for arrest. The USSR under Gorbachev’s Perestroika was a country consumed with tackling its public health crisis and restoring the welfare and dignity that were hardly ever there to begin with. Russians were used to a system of rations already, so it wasn’t shocking to an average citizen that there would be a cap on how much booze they could purchase a month, unless they had a genuine dependence, which was sort of the point of this initiative. Gorbachev was a visionary, a man ahead of his time who dared to introduce ideas of cooperative commerce, freedom of speech, and functional socialism to a weary and calloused population conditioned to expect gulags as the antidote to dissent. The leader whose talents and grace we squandered shortly before the country crumbled, as Reagan licked his lips and smacked his knee, understood that domestic violence and most street crime were the result of chronic alcoholism, but the lashes of war and poverty reimagined as valiance were too raw for Soviets to blister over.

My mother’s family lived through the Leningrad Blockade of the Great Patriotic War and drank to celebrate having survived the bombardments and lack of bread as much as to forget them. They smoked harsh and dirt-cheap unfiltered cigarettes called papirosyuh. They knew how to make their own brew and didn’t need much to get by, so the system of rations didn’t affect them as much as it did others. The elder women wore itchy gray shawls cross-wrapped in the front and tied in the back seemingly year-round and slept with boots, valenkis, on every night—restrained, alert, ready for anything, and apparently always cold. They kept their faith and tolerated Jews, whom they blamed for the war. To the Russians who were getting shelled because the Germans were hunting down an inferior blood, their Christian sons and husbands lost on the battlefields, their daughters dragging around frozen siblings on sleds that used to make them scream with glee going down the hill, it felt like yet another sacrifice, unworthy collateral damage, an unfair trade.

Russian Christians cross themselves the opposite way, like Jews reading right to left, so they have their backwardness in common.

A song, almost like a nursery rhyme, I heard in my youth was about Jews having the calloused claw of an ostrich from counting and hiding money all day. My great-granny sang the lyrics and laughed, patting me on the head with a benign sincerity, as if to say, “Don’t take it to heart, my tiny black ostrich.”

× × × ×

There were two things my father and I didn’t talk about in the old Communist country—my alcoholic mother, and God. The itinerant presence and enforced absence of each were so vividly incongruent and interchangeable as to appear banal. One seemed no more probable than the other.

She was a pantry-moth mother. Stuck mottled in sacks of grain. Everyone, encumbered, tattle-telling the truth about her. Trying to clean her out of their dark closets. A nuisance. Spat out a daughter so intractable she keeps walking into her father’s hand until it slaps her chin to chest. Passed on a fascial hostility in lieu of a hope chest or a dowry. An ice snap in their connective tissue. Bones cracking like winter branches. Mean to the marrow.

Dad never got wintery feet about keeping his little girl when his wife ran back to her mother’s house. He turned in stacks of documents from Elena’s hospital stays where she had her delirium tremens as evidence of her inability to go on with the duties of a parent. With the help of a determined public defender who agreed with my dad’s sentiment that “Woman Chronic Alcoholism, Stage II, is more severe and tragic than in a man,” he claimed me for his own, unheard of in Russia for a young man. The fog of war of their custody battles meant we didn’t retreat from the story of her as the clear enemy.

My granny Galina wanted to adopt me, or at least to fight for partial custody on her maligned daughter’s behalf. Instead of taking me to court when I was in first grade, she and my dad sat on opposite sides of our living room and asked me to walk to the one I would choose to live with if I could. I stayed put at the center of the room with my head down. My dad asked me if I wanted to go live with my granny. Do I choose them over him? My father was as dependable as the dawn. My mother was a mythical beached mermaid swimming home from the bar in the dark. I didn’t dare speak—a turncoat in a hair shirt. “Silence equals consent,” Dad groaned, arms folded, shaking his head in protest of this perceived treason.

But dead foremothers speak. “There ain’t no answer. There ain’t gonna be any answer. There never has been an answer. That’s the answer,” Gertrude Stein will whisper in my sore ear many years later.

When Elena wouldn’t show up for work at the telephone company it was suggested she quit cavorting and either get sober or face termination. A doublethink mother, she entered the pit of withdrawals to buy herself time in the real world, to simulate a fresh start, to come over to her former apartment and play long-lost mother to a daughter who was frightened of her return. So afraid the earth under her feet would quake by her mother’s reemergence, she would have rather slid around low to the ground and hid in the goo of wet reeds like a river snake.

× × × ×

Soviets discussed theology as a marketing tool for the naive and greedy masses who prayed for themselves only, gave up their lives to a ghost, and lived by a set of rules in a book that hindered scientific inquiry. God as foe. The rational Communists declaring checkmate.

Most churches were blown up or repurposed after the Russian Revolution. The grand ones endured as national showcases of our architectural prowess. Minor ones weren’t worth the all-seeing eyes of the Red Army.

The Second World War took more of these houses of worship in air raids, but some became war rooms or holding pens for prisoners. The Germans maintained their efficiency quotas and pushed whole villages of people inside churches, locked them in, and lit the stacks of hay outside with their torches.

My matrilineal, pious stock continued to sneak into the extant churches, ignored or secretly revered as unofficial keepers of an underground system. They were the Old Believers.

× × × ×

Superstitions remain vital to Russians, especially to the nouveau riche, who are going back to Orthodoxy in droves with a nostalgic yearning to rewrite the Russian Revolution and give the spoils of victory to the White Army. It is difficult to believe that post-Soviet Russians can exist in the present any easier than those who fought in the Second World War. Yesterday has never ended.

Epigenetics postulates that people who live in constant fear for generations believe they will never cease being persecuted. With a viscous terror ever-present in their bodies, it would seem like they have earned the right to escape, it’s their reward for becoming an involuntary hiccup inside of a putrid memory.

“One of the hallmarks of trauma is the loss of the ability to plan for the future. It’s really about the loss of control,” says Masha Gessen of Russians who must tough it out under a new dictator, to feign amnesia. The Soviet Union ultimately sold itself out for shopping malls with plentiful blue jeans with ghastly embellishments to offset their previous austere uniforms.

My father was a benevolent dictator, but the tyranny trickled down from her house key turning our lock the wrong way on random mornings instead of lighting a match to the stove to warm up some kasha for the family.

Dad went by four names throughout his life: Gavriil, his birth name. Grisha, his nickname. Gregory, his formal name. And eventually, Gabriel—his Americanized, polished, and most palatable self. Gabriel means “God is my strength” in Hebrew. My father, the archangel protector in the Bible charged with being a messenger, wanted me to marry a nice Jewish boy, a Russian he could talk with freely using shorthand and common jokes; a survivor’s view of the world. But I fell in love with an American whose family is Lutheran of German descent.

Gabriel planted himself outside a locked bedroom door of his house the day I told him I would be getting married. The door shook from his sobs as he spoke to someone, to me, to God, to himself. This was a betrayal he had committed twice, going outside of his faith, his community, and his tribe. He promised to disown me if I went through with the proposal. I could still correct his mistakes and continue our lineage the proper way, with a Jewish man, doggedly ambitious, established and driven, truly worthy of our family and me. He begged this way until my stepmother came to my rescue and dragged him away, whispering that his protests would only serve to push me further away. Dad and Luda will end up walking me down a grass aisle to a rain-soaked chuppah, all rows put aside.

Mike and I will have two children—a boy, Jake, a girl, Frances—both baptized, even though we have no real faith of our own. We spawned what my great-granny may have called little gray ostrich babies, a new breed of in-betweenness, of absorbing enemy lines.

Gabriel remains at his post, even when locked out.



IV

Your ex-husband was a hypnotic father, an actual hypnotist by the time he finished school and became a psychotherapist. He took me to work at his clinic sometimes and I sat in on his séances, where he rocked back and forth putting a spell on men with numb left arms, chest pains, phobias, disorders of the nervous system.

I snuck out and walked the halls lined with glass-case displays of glistening bread and wreaths of wheat, symbols of our storied Russian labor force. I would peek into all of the different treatment rooms. Paraffin dips. Iodine rubs. Mineral water cures. Acupuncture needles attached to electric wires.

If she wasn’t busy I would say hello to the speech therapist I often visited for my impediment, mispronouncing the letter L. The chalkboard in our sessions was dominated by the Cyrillic L, shaped like a house. So essential to enunciating your name, Elena. Or the word for love, lyublyu.

The Russian L looks like an American A, without a belt.

The Russian L is an empty American A. Without containment. No mother. No home. The Daughter can’t utter her name without swallowing the letter like tepid pureed soup. The speech therapist asking, “Please touch your teeth. Do you hear yourself? You make it sound like a V.”

But the phantom mother and the tongue-tied daughter share a mute V. An upside-down Russian L. The shape of their sex. The American cunt of her future. Victory. Freedom without freedom.

× × × ×

It was too risky to ask for her and be denied so I didn’t say her name much. Mother, loosen my tongue.

I was scared of us being seen together, scared to sit next to her and be aligned with an outcast. Most of all, I didn’t want to betray my father’s girlfriend, who judged Elena without pity. A generous scarcity of mercy. My mother must have felt humiliated. She must have given up on herself completely. She must have retreated and relapsed even harder. How small she looked sitting on that couch, reaching out for my hand.

When my mother was allowed a visit, I swatted her away as she shrank into her seat. I stared toward the door, tortured her with prolonged silence. I worried that if I sat on her lap, if I hugged her, if I sided with her in front of my dad and future stepmom, I would fall through a dank well in her chest and she would leave again. I would be banished to live in her chest like a traitor, an outsider, nomadic roadkill.

A returned check. Null and void. A zero would be my number. I would be vanished.



V

Girl is a four-letter word.

Four is the only number in the English language that is self-contained and holds the clue to its function, being made up of four letters. No other number does this.

Russians are scrupulous followers of numerology, tea-leaf readings, evil-eye spells. We believe that good luck can be lost if you’re not paying attention to a coded system, one passed down to you generationally.

You can also fail to collect on your good fortune if you do not remain vigilant and know what to look for. Most of the superstitions are about launching your journey.

Before you set off for the airport you must sit on your suitcases. This way you are able to think and leave your troubles behind.

If you forget something inside when you’re already out the door you must go look at yourself in the mirror upon reentry. This way you make it back home in one piece.

It is best to have a family member, or a friend, splash a jug of water on the back of your car as you drive off. This purifies your voyage, providing you with a clean slate.

× × × ×

We once left Russia; I once came back. When I returned to Russia in 2004, determined to find you and bring you back home with me like a lost puppy stuffed in a sack, everyone in my family refused to sit on suitcases for good luck. There was unanimous disappointment at my decision to waste time and money on a lost cause. There were murmurs of ethnic cleansing, hate crimes, and kidnappings.

Russian Orthodoxy Believers call death a homecoming.

My father’s friends took turns telling their own stories of rough muggings, assaults that ran the gamut from being choked in an alley for a gold watch to pistol whipped in a stairwell for an engagement ring in a corrupt and unruly country. The wild wild Eastern Bloc would have me raped and killed and called out as a dirty Jew, like they used to, all for a woman who is nearly a stranger, an egg donor, pickled in the brain to be sure.

× × × ×

Ian Svenonius was the lead singer of the 1990s radical punk band Nation of Ulysses. He wrote the books The Psychic Soviet and Supernatural Strategies for Making a Rock ’n’ Roll Group. He proclaimed that four is a magic number, a potent ingredient in the formation of a rock group. Svenonius is a Marxist from Washington, D.C., who views a four-person band as one of the few means of subversion available to oppressed peoples.

The Gang of Four were Chinese Communist Party officials who formed a treasonous group spearheading the Cultural Revolution led by Mao Zedong’s last wife. She killed herself in 1991, while living out a life sentence in prison.

The year I was born, 1978, the band Gang of Four released their stark finger-pointer of a song called “Damaged Goods.”

Four years later, four people sat together in a Leningrad apartment. They were comprised of four generations of firstborn girls, a nesting Matryoshka doll of a great-grandmother, a grandmother, a mother, and her daughter—tiny, last, solid wood inside.

The four-year-old girl watched from the bed she shared with the eldest one as the three women drank homemade vodka around a little square table covered with a waxed canvas cloth. Her folks were about to get a divorce and the mother would lose her parental rights shortly thereafter.

In a town of three women there was a fourth. No one ever remembered to feed her, no one laid out clothes for her, no one bought new shoes for her, no one set aside a comb for her, no one looked for the lice in her hair, no one checked the scabs on her legs, and yet in spite of all this she continued to live in the town without resenting what it did to her. She considered herself a formidable candidate for their clique.

There are four forgotten saints in the Russian Orthodox Church—Faith, Hope, Charity, and their mother, Sophia-the-Martyr. The feast of these saints is in September, the month I was born.

In Russian, the names of these saints are Vera, Nadezhda, and Lyubov.

My great-grandmother’s name is Nadezhda—it means “Hope.” She prayed to an old copper-cornered icon of the four saints in a hidden makeshift altar while religion was still forbidden. She often told me the story of Faith, Hope, and Charity when she got loose by lunchtime as we buttered black bread by the bay window in her flat.

Russian Believers keep a “red corner” in their home devoted to worship. When a loved one dies they are to be bathed, dressed in white, belt cinched at the waist, a paper, flower, or cloth crown placed on their head, feet facing the Krásnyj úgol. The mourners then keep a wet rag by the window for forty days so that the spirit can come back to the holy corner to bathe and visit with the family.

Sophia was a widow who raised her three daughters as Christians during the Roman Empire. The four of them were ordered to make a sacrifice to the goddess Artemis. Sophia’s daughters were tortured then executed before her eyes upon their refusal. She was allowed to bury them and mourned on their graves until her own death. For her solidarity with their suffering she was blessed as the fourth martyr along with Vera, Nadezhda, and Lyubov.

Shortly after we buried my great-granny Hope and her coffin was moved from the red corner, I developed rheumatic fever and my mother temporarily quit vodka to nurse my inflamed valves back to health. I recovered, and she stayed sick. It didn’t stick for her.

Holy is the crown of hope that perches in clipped wings.

Within the chambers of the heart are four main valves that help the organ we believe to be responsible for feeling our loss and our joy relax and contract during each beat.

If one of these valves malfunctioned, the backflow of blood would drown us. They will open and close at the right time and press on in their journey no matter the pace until one gets blocked as a result of heart disease.

Christianity has several examples of four signifying Death, with the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse and the Four Last Things.

The Chinese believe the number four to be the unluckiest number known to man, since it sounds like the Chinese word meaning “death.” They avoid it at all costs and structure their families, their homes, and their businesses around the erasure of this number. Most buildings in China are designed without a marked fourth floor. There is still an actual fourth floor if you count the windows, but if no button was allowed for it on the elevator because the structure was renumbered, we can skip it, if only in our imagination.

Christians bring flowers to graves to let people know the dead are cared for and their resting place is tended to in their memory. Jews put rocks and pebbles on graves to reflect a similar sentiment.



VI

I absentmindedly picked at my petticoat netting under the blue velvet dress that I wore to ballet performances at the legendary Kirov Theatre. My dad would gently slap my hand when I lifted up the hem too high while fidgeting around next to him in our subway seats. He would give me a quick wink to say, Sorry, kid, rules are rules. The dress was made for me from scraps gleaned by my mother’s friend who shared her namesake and was the costume designer for the Mariinsky Ballet Company. It had an adjustable waist sash and was to be worn as a floor-length gown in the beginning and eventually transition to a flouncy miniskirt number in the years to come.

Dad taught me how to open fancy chocolate wrappers without making a sound once we were in the red velvet chairs looking up at the gold-leaf ceiling and the botanical motifs carved into the balconies, like an inverted cake for a queen. The hunger kept me full. Artfully unveiling the candy was more delicious than letting it melt between the tongue and parched roof of my mouth.

At intermission we queued up for the little black caviar canapés, but only one each. I took mine away into the heat of the crowd in the lobby. I was there alone, in my version of a night at the theater. I walked around touching the protruding plaster angels in the hallway mirrors. My father misplaces and then finds me, not lost, but consumed by playing a woman on her own, proud, primping, wrist held high, nodding to passersby, needing no escort or assistance. No canned orchestra mothers to accompany me.

Back in our seats I imagined this was my living room and I had generously welcomed these strangers sitting behind me into my palace. Their faces looked so pleased in anticipation of the second act, so cozy, familiar, and warm—precisely planted together like a Christmas tree farm. I pined for her, a ground of brown needles, drippy with sap.

× × × ×

On top of his full-time college course load, Dad had a job fixing busted sinks and toilets at his school. He hid away his plumbing tools and wore a crisp white shirt to blend in with the other students who didn’t perform menial labor to support a child, or in case he ran into cute girls. Gabriel also hustled up some seasonal work selling watermelons out of the back of a truck in the summer, and in winter, he was on to slinging pine trees sourced through clandestine methods. The man who hired him took a bunch of guys into the woods after dark to chop and load up whatever they could harvest in a hurry for as far as the reach of the headlights permitted. They would then park by the busiest train stations where ladies in woolen boots and fur hats paid a little extra to get the young men to haul their trees home for them.

There was no Christmas in the Soviet Union, officially. But we did get a holiday tree, religiously. We opened our presents on New Year’s Day. Like most Russians, we had a plastic figurine of Ded Moroz, Old Man Frost, and his granddaughter, Snegurochka, the Snow Maiden, under our tree. A whole nation never wondering why this cold man was alone with this young girl whose job was to assist him in delivering the gift of winter. We all displayed a frozen child whose mother was all but out of the picture as our holiday centerpiece, conspiring in the myth that she is magically capable, diligent, selfless, and not lonely or creeped out by the old man.

That she is unmarred by seasons of obedience. That she likes to work for the man.

I do not recall a single New Year’s Day when I woke up and you were there to open presents with me. I would go to bed staring up at the red star on the tree illuminating the yellow duck curtains in my dad’s study, which doubled as my room in the beginning years, and think about the jolly old man’s wife, whose figurine didn’t exist, but her face floated around the room like I had been inhaling anesthetic gas, nevertheless. Swedish doctors have come up with a proper name for this withdrawn state—uppgivenhetssyndrom—resignation syndrome.

Refugee children with recent temporary asylum in Sweden, when told that they would not receive permanent residence, became catatonic and limply accepted feeding tubes from doctors who deemed them de apatiska, the apathetic. It was recorded that a typical refugee child in their care “lies completely still on the examination table and shows no reaction to caregiving. The doctor lifted Georgi’s wrists a few inches above his forehead and then dropped them. ‘They fall down on his face,’ she wrote.”

The observation notes on resignation syndrome in 2017, sound like hallucinations of motherlessness in 1987:

The patients have no underlying physical or neurological disease, but they seem to have lost the will to live.

I think it is a form of protection, this coma they are in.

They are like Snow White. They just fall away from the world.

Mothering is dictated by proximity, followed by a psychic absorption of the love object, so the closeness can be carried on anywhere regardless of distance. The inversion of this can never hold. Mothers who come back after loving from afar for any serious length of time will be gravely punished as they troll after their grown children with a warm scarf during winter, or a bowl of porridge in the haste of the morning. I still would like to try having her beg me to wipe my nose.
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