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‌Part I

    

    sour cherry stones

    ‌

MY CHILDHOOD HOME was right next door to both the church and the school. Its courtyard, like all the courtyards in our small coastal town, was full of orange trees. In front of the veranda on the ground floor, there was a small rectangular flower bed where my father planted flowers in the spring and summer, and which overran with rainwater in the fall and winter. The ground floor of the house was an apartment with large, high-ceilinged rooms and wooden columns: in the mornings it was flooded with light from the courtyard, but in the afternoons it was very dark.

    No one lived on the ground floor. Effat, who came once a week to do the laundry, stored her tubs and soap there, and when the weather was rainy she would hang the washing from clothes lines strung between the columns. In there, Mother hid away items that she couldn’t bear to throw away yet: my cradle; my scooter; the bicycle she’d ridden in her own childhood; a wardrobe with two mirrored doors that she said was the only thing left from her mother’s dowry. My father’s hunting gear was down there in one of the rooms, too. Every time my father asked, “Why don’t you rent the downstairs?” my mother would shrug and say, “I don’t have the patience for tenants.”

    Until I started school, I filled my mornings playing downstairs in the abandoned rooms among the drying laundry and things that had no use. In the afternoons, I played upstairs in the sitting room with my toys, or flipped through newspapers and magazines and blackened the holes in the letters with a pencil. My bedroom was next to the sitting room, and before I fell asleep I would listen to the sounds coming from there. On the evenings when we didn’t have guests, the soft shooshing static of Radio Armenia could be heard, or the sound of my parents’ bickering.

    To reach the second floor, we used the narrow wooden stairs that began in the courtyard and led to the upper balcony, which was larger and wider than the veranda below. The windows of the upper floor on one side opened onto the balcony and on the other overlooked the courtyard of the school and church.

    The church was a rectangular gray stone building with six high, narrow windows that I had never seen open. My grandmother said that the church and school had been built by the first Armenian immigrants who settled in our seaside town.

    The school had two floors and a white stone facade. In the middle of every other stone a five-petaled flower was carved. When I was very small, I would pull a chair over to the window, sit with my legs crossed, and watch the comings and goings at the school and church. I could never follow the games the children played during recess: my eyes were fixed on the five-petaled flowers. I thought that when I went to school, I wouldn’t run around excitedly during recess, but rather, handkerchief in hand, I’d clean out the moss that gathered between the petals. I imagined that when I grew up, I’d be taller, and able to reach even the highest flowers on the lower floor. For the flowers on the upper floor, though, I was stumped. One afternoon when we were in second grade, Tahereh and I were playing in the schoolyard, and she said, “I know! We’ll build a very tall ladder. Then we can reach all the flowers.” Then, as if she read my mind, she added, “If you’re scared, you can stay down here and hold the ladder. I’ll go up.”

    The courtyard of the school and church was the only place where Tahereh and I could play together after school. Tahereh never came to our house, maybe because she knew that my father wouldn’t like it. The room that Tahereh shared with her mother and father, on the ground floor of the school, was small and didn’t have enough space for us to play. Also, if my father knew that I’d gone to the janitor’s quarters, he would have thrown a fit, and my mother and I would have been forced to listen to a long and repetitive lecture about class and religion and the differences between people.

    Behind the church there was a graveyard. There was no wall between the graveyard and the courtyard, maybe because there was no need for it. The principal had forbidden the students from going into the graveyard and the word of the principal was, for us, the highest and most daunting of all walls.

    It had been years since anyone had been buried there. The new Armenian cemetery was a few kilometers outside the city, on the road to Tehran. Grandmother said that the last “eternal sleeper” laid to rest in the old graveyard was her childhood friend Anahid, who had caught meningitis and by the time they got her to the doctor…

    Grandmother never spoke directly about death.

    It was on a rainy afternoon at my grandmother’s house, before I’d even started attending school, that I first heard the story of Anahid. Staring at the flames in the cast-iron heater, I imagined my grandmother’s childhood friend and, although I’d never heard her described, I was positive that she must have been a thin, blond girl with a mole on one of her cheeks. For a long time I kept asking my mother and grandmother and aunt, and every other adult around me, “When I turn twelve, will I get meningitis and die?”

    No one was able to persuade me otherwise.

    My mother asked my father angrily, “Why is your mother always talking about that dead person in front of the child?”

    My father defended his mother and as usual it turned into a fight. Meanwhile, I would hide in a corner of the house, crying over my own fated death at the age of twelve. Then one day my grandmother took me in her arms, sat me on her lap, and said, “Listen, Edmond. Anahid got meningitis because she was a girl. Boys never get meningitis.”

    My parents stared open-mouthed at Grandmother, but because I had finally heard what in my opinion was a convincing explanation, I was satisfied, and didn’t fear my death at the age of twelve any longer.

    That year I turned twelve.

    Early one morning, a few days before Easter, I stood on the balcony at the top of the stairs that ran down to the courtyard and ran my hand over the banister. No sliding down today, I thought. It was still wet from last night’s rain. I went down the stairs one by one.

    From the kitchen my mother yelled, “Don’t drag your satchel on the stairs!”

    I slung my school bag over my shoulder, stood on the bottom step, and looked around the courtyard. The trees were in full bloom; a few more days and the town would be filled with the smell of orange blossom. I looked at the garden. It was amazing how high the snapdragons had grown since yesterday! And then suddenly…I closed my eyes and tried to make a wish.

    Mother always said, “Every spring, the first ladybug that you see, close your eyes and make a wish.”

    But I had no other wish except to see the ladybug. I opened my eyes and there it was, making its way along the stalk of a snapdragon. Its red body with the black spots looked so pretty on the pale green stem! I put my finger in its path and it crawled up.

    Mother said, “Once you’ve made a wish, let it go. By Easter, your wish will come true.”

    I thought to myself, I’ll just keep it with me until I make my wish.

    I shrugged my satchel onto the ground, keeping the ladybug in the palm of one hand and covering it with the other, and ran up the wooden stairs two at a time. When I reached the upstairs balcony, I crept past the kitchen, the dining room, then the sitting room, praying that neither Mother nor Father would look up.

    I was sure my father would say, “Stop being a baby!”

    I knew that Mother would have been happy to see the ladybug, but now wasn’t the time. I was going to be late for school.

    In my room, I opened one of the thirty or forty matchboxes that I’d collected and dropped the ladybug into it, whispering, “Stay here until I get back.”

    Just as I got to the top of the stairs, Mother came outside. “What are you doing here? The school bell already rang!”

    I slid down the wet banister, grabbed my bag, and ran.

    I was late.

    The other pupils were already standing in line, reciting the morning prayer. “Our Father, who art in heaven…”

    “…art in heaven,” I recited with the other kids and thanked God that the principal’s eyes were shut and he hadn’t seen me come in late.

    I found a place at the end of the line behind Tahereh. Tahereh’s eyes were closed. Palms clasped together, head bowed, the tip of her nose touching the tops of her fingers.

    “What did you find?” she whispered.

    I dropped my bag on the ground, quickly crossed myself, bowed my head, and recited, “Forgive us our sins…”

    I whispered back, “A ladybug.”

    Tahereh’s eyes sparkled as she turned towards me. “Did you make a wish?”

    The principal announced loudly, “Sixth grade.”

    Our line shuffled out towards the classroom.

    As we made our way up the stairs, I wondered how she knew I’d found something. I wanted to ask, but then I changed my mind. There were now a few other children between Tahereh and me. Anyway, if I asked, she would probably just cross her eyes or pull a funny face and say, “I’m a sorcerer!”

    Our first class was Armenian history. I had studied, so when the teacher called out “Edmond Lazarian,” I felt confident and jumped up to stand at the front of the class.

    The teacher asked, “Which Armenian king was known by the epithet ‘Beloved’?”

    But as soon as I opened my mouth, I forgot the name of the teacher and the lesson and all of the Armenian kings. Instead I remembered that I hadn’t made a hole in the lid of the matchbox and now the ladybug would suffocate and die.

    The teacher said, “I asked, which king of Armenia was known by the epithet ‘Beloved’?”

    From the bench in front of me, Tahereh whispered something.

    With my eyes on Tahereh’s mouth and my thoughts with the ladybug, I repeated what Tahereh had ‌said. “Sultan Hamid the Second*.”

    The children started snickering and the teacher shouted, “Knock it off!”

    When the recess bell rang, Tahereh came over to me as though nothing had happened. “Where did you find it?”

    I put my index finger in my mouth, brought it out, and shook it at the ground. Meaning, I’m not talking to you. Tahereh shrugged and turned around so fast that her two braids hit me in the face.

    During the second recess, I leaned against the wall of the courtyard, gloomy and bored, watching the first-graders play hide and seek. Tahereh was handing out the marked dictation notebooks. I watched her out of the corner of my eye to see if she was coming towards me. I was still upset.

    She came over to me and beamed. “You got an A!”

    I put my finger in my mouth, pulled it out, and this time I shook it twice at the ground. I’m really not talking to you. Tahereh refused to look at me for the rest of the day and when the last bell rang, she rushed out of the classroom before anyone else.

    Angry with myself and feeling ashamed, I started to collect my things. Angry because I had sulked and refused to speak with her; ashamed because I hadn’t tried to meet her halfway. I tried to remember what my father always said: “All a man has is his pride.” I picked up my bag, and then remembered how my mother would snort and say, “Men call their foolishness ‘pride.’”

    I was still trying to decide who was right as I walked out of the classroom when suddenly someone leaped in front of me. “Boo!”

    I nearly jumped out of my skin.

    Tahereh laughed. “Did I scare you?”

    She didn’t even give me a chance to reply. She stamped her foot and said, “For Christ’s sake! Let’s make up.”

    Then she put her hand on my arm and tilted her head. “Please? You’re my only friend.”

    Being Tahereh’s only friend was my dearest wish. In fact, being Tahereh’s friend was the dream of every boy in the school plus the few girls who weren’t jealous of her. I held out my pinky finger. Tahereh put hers out, too, and we locked them together, shook them down three times, and said together, “Peace.”

    Just as I was thinking how nice it was not to feel sad anymore, I remembered the ladybug. I ran.

    At the bottom of the stairs I turned my head and shouted, “This afternoon in the courtyard!”

    Tahereh was standing on the balcony watching me. I ran through the school gates and bumped straight into my father, who was just outside. “What’s going on?”

    “Nothing,” I said. “Hello. Nothing.”

    I tried to nip past him but he grabbed my arm. “We’re going to the barber.”

    I despaired. Now the ladybug would die for sure. I searched for an excuse. “Can I go home and come back?”

    “Why? What for?”

    “Just…something…I want to put my bag in my room.”

    My father opened the door to our courtyard, took my bag, dumped it inside, and said, “Let’s go.”

    I couldn’t bring myself to mention the ladybug. If he knew, he’d immediately go and kill it if it wasn’t dead already. Then he would say, “How many times have I told you not to be such a sissy?” Then he’d blame my mother. “This is your fault. He’s learning all this prissy-boy crap from you.”

    Mr. Reza the barber shaved my head with the number-two setting on his clippers while my father and Mr. Abraham sat on two wobbly wooden chairs and talked.

    Mr. Abraham was my classmate Anush’s father. She was a chubby girl with frizzy hair who was always getting in fights and called Tahereh “Daughter of the Muslim janitor!” We didn’t get along either. Last week, we were playing a game of Duck-Duck-Goose in front of the church during recess when Anush picked a fight with Tahereh. When I defended Tahereh, Anush called out, “Mama’s boy, mama’s boy, you’re in love with the Muslim janitor’s daughter!” While I was still trying to decide how to respond, Tahereh marched over and slapped Anush’s cheek hard. That was when Anush’s nose started to bleed.

    The principal and all the teachers rushed outside. One of the teachers pressed a damp handkerchief to Anush’s forehead and the principal asked what had happened. Anush, sobbing and screaming, shouted that Tahereh had hit her. The principal came over to Tahereh, who clasped her hands behind her back, bent her head, and with the toe of her shoe kicked the sand in the courtyard back and forth. However much the principal and teachers demanded that she tell them why she had hit Anush, she wouldn’t say a word. That day, for the first time, the principal punished Tahereh. It was such an astonishing event that everyone forgot what the original offense had been.

    Now Mr. Abraham was whispering something in my father’s ear. I could see them in the mirror. Suddenly I was terrified. Had Anush told her father? Was he telling my father the whole story now?

    When my father chuckled softly, I let out a sigh of relief. He didn’t know. Still laughing, he put a hand on Anush’s father’s knee. “Come on! Tell the truth.”

    Mr. Abraham laughed. “Would I lie to you? Besides, there was a witness.”

    “Who?” my father asked. Anush’s father gestured with his left hand.

    To the left of the barbershop, just across from the school and the church and our ‌house, was Mrs. Grigorian’s sherbet* shop. She lived in the flat above her shop and was a close friend of my grandmother’s.

    Mr. Reza glanced at his apprentice, who was sweeping the sidewalk in front of the barbershop, and ‌yelled at him in Gilaki.*

    My father said, “But the shop isn’t open at night.”

    “She saw it from the upstairs window.”

    “What did the janitor’s wife say?”

    “First she cried, then she said, ‘Shame on you, you’re old enough to be my father.’”

    “What did Mrs. Grigorian say?”

    “She said, ‘I spit on you! You’re old enough to be my father, too!’”

    My father and Mr. Abraham started to snort and laugh, slapping their knees. My father, chuckling, said, “So, Simonian is still at it…”

    Mr. Reza untied the big white cape from around my neck.

    My father put a bill in Mr. Reza’s hand and turned to me. “You go home. Tell your mother I’ll be back late tonight.”

    I don’t know how I managed to get myself across the street. The door to our courtyard was open. I kicked my school bag out of the way, ran across the courtyard, and leaped up the wooden stairs two steps at a time. Through the open window I saw Mother and Grandmother sitting in the kitchen, but before either of them could say anything, I made it to my room.

    I opened the lid of the matchbox. Then I put my head in my hands and felt the tears running down my face.

    The door to my room opened, startling me. If it was my father, he would taunt me. Real men don’t cry!

    It was my mother. Mother never made fun of me for crying. She cried, too, sometimes, when the house was quiet and nobody else was around. If I put my hand on her shoulder and asked, “Why are you crying?” she would force a smile and say, “Sometimes I just feel sad.”

    Now she put a hand on my shoulder. “Why are you crying?”

    I showed her the ladybug and she took the matchbox from my hand. “Poor thing.”

    This only made me cry harder. “It’s my fault! If I hadn’t taken it out of the garden, or if I hadn’t put it in the matchbox, or if I had remembered to leave a hole in the box…”

    Mother stroked my head gently. “There’s no use crying over spilled milk. Everything and everyone dies eventually. Get up now, get up and go say hello to your grandmother. If you don’t, we’ll really have a disaster.”

    My grandmother was sitting at the kitchen table. As always, she sat up straight on the edge of the chair, as if she was ready to get up and go right then. A white handkerchief bordered with embroidery was tucked into the sleeve of her black dress. My sadness over the ladybug faded. I thought what a shame it was that I hadn’t been here when my grandmother arrived to watch her wipe off the chair before she sat down.

    Whenever my grandmother came to our house, she pulled the white handkerchief out of the sleeve of her dress, which was always black, and dusted off whatever chair she wanted to sit on. It made me think of the Indian magician I had seen a few years ago during the end-of-school-year party, who pulled colored handkerchiefs out of the sleeve of his black coat.

    My father found it funny. “My mother has OCD,” he’d joke. It made my mother mad, though. “So why doesn’t she do it at her daughter’s house then?” she’d ask.

    After I greeted her, my grandmother gave her usual sigh and put a hand on my cheek. “Why does this child get thinner each time I see him?”

    She eyed me as if my imminent death had just been announced. Then she cast the same mournful look over the grape leaves that were spread out on the kitchen table. “Aren’t these leaves wonderful? Soft as velvet. Yesterday I took some for Shakeh, too, and ‌she made such delicious dolma* with them. Fine and even as a strand of pearls. I don’t know if you have the patience for making dolma, though. If you don’t want them…”

    Grandmother stroked the grape leaves regretfully. My mother’s lips tightened into a thin line, then she looked at me and snapped. “Don’t you have any homework to do?”

    In my room I closed my Persian notebook and thought about the composition I was supposed to write in Armenian. The prompt was, What are our responsibilities to our homeland? Each year, ever since we had started writing compositions, we had to write this essay. At first, the responsibilities were simple: we must learn our mother tongue well, we must never forget our homeland, and we must pray to God for the freedom of our homeland. But now that I was in the sixth grade, I thought that perhaps I should try to explain our responsibilities in a more complex fashion.

    Like the other Armenians in our small coastal town, I had only seen Armenia on a map; old maps in textbooks or in the bulky tomes that older people kept in their homes. In Grandmother’s sitting room, there was an enormous antique map of Armenia on the wall: a gift from Mrs. Grigorian.

    Mrs. Grigorian was the only Armenian in our town who had seen Armenia, and what respect she derived from this distinction! She was invited to every engagement party and wedding and baptism, and a place was always set for her at the best table. When dinner was over, the guests would praise the hosts for their generosity, the young couple or the newborn was wished good luck and good health, and then Mrs. Grigorian was asked to talk about her memories of Armenia. Mrs. Grigorian, tiny and thin and blue-eyed, wearing a milky-white dress with a lace collar, would cough a few times, and wait for silence in the room. Then she’d fix her eyes on a salt shaker or a fork or a piece of bread on the table, and begin.

    I knew all of Mrs. Grigorian’s reminiscences by heart, and as soon as she started, I knew immediately which one she was about to tell: the story ‌of her pilgrimage to Ejmiatsin* Cathedral that had lasted forty days, or the ritual of grape-picking in the vineyards, or the tale of her own eventful emigration from Armenia to Iran. The main features of these recollections were the same, but the details changed a little bit each time.

    One night before bed, Grandmother was reading me the story of Little Red Riding Hood. She got to the part where the wolf ate Little Red Riding Hood’s grandmother. This scene made me cry, and I begged, “This time, let’s pretend the wolf didn’t eat the grandmother.”

    My grandmother laughed. “But we cannot change the story.”

    I looked at the wolf on the cover of the book and said, “So why does Mrs. Grigorian change her stories then?”

    Grandmother’s little eyes grew wide. “‘Therefore why does Mrs. Grigorian change her stories,’ not ‘so why.’ Furthermore, Mrs. Grigorian’s memories are not stories! When you grow up you’ll understand! And let this be the last time I hear you call your elders liars!” She threw the book onto the bed and left the room.

    This wasn’t the first time Grandmother had corrected my Armenian, but I’d never seen her this angry before. I picked the book up gingerly to avoid touching the picture of the wolf, climbed off the mattress, and put the book face down under the bed. If the picture of the wolf was face up at night, I would be afraid and wouldn’t sleep. I got back under the covers and wondered when I had ever called Mrs. Grigorian a liar.

    I thought I might begin my composition with one of Mrs. Grigorian’s stories that had a patriotic slant. However, I wanted to embellish it with a little extra sparkle. If Mrs. Grigorian could add a little something every time she told her stories, why couldn’t I? Then I would finish up with a couple of long and difficult words and patriotic slogans. The Armenian literature teacher loved complicated words.

    I started a few opening sentences and crossed them out. The opening sentence was always the hardest for me. I wished Tahereh were here to help me. Tahereh’s Armenian composition, like the rest of her subjects, was better than everyone else’s, including mine. There wasn’t a child in the school that hadn’t been compared unfavorably to Tahereh at some point: “Aren’t you ashamed? The daughter of the Muslim janitor speaks your mother tongue better than you do!” I wondered what Tahereh would write for her composition. Our motherland wasn’t her motherland, after all.

    I went to the window and stood there trying to think of an opening sentence. From where I stood, I could see the trees in the graveyard, the movement of the tall weeds, and a few gravestones.

    The gravestones behind the church were mostly oblong and small, with stone crosses on them, but there were some bigger graves too with elaborately carved gravestones and memorial statues. One that stood out was a rectangular cube resembling a stone bench which lay in the front courtyard under one of the church windows. There was nothing written on this stone. Not even Grandmother and Mrs. Grigorian knew why it was called the priest’s grave. But on All Saints’ Day, they burned incense on this nameless and unknown grave as they did on all the others.

    I rarely went to the graveyard behind the church. Once I had gone with Grandmother after I had scarlet fever, because Grandmother had made a vow that if I recovered, I would circumambulate the church seven times. And I had gone a few other times after school because Tahereh insisted that playing among the graves was fun.

    Playing among the graves was no fun for me. The principal’s admonitions not to go there scared me, and the fetid smell and sight of all the mossy crosses made me feel a little sick. The only temptation that induced me to go along with Tahereh, after some pressure, was the statue of the merchant’s wife.

    This was the biggest gravestone: a lifelike statue of a woman sitting on a bench, head bowed over a book held in her hand. Grandmother said that it had been made for the headstone of an Armenian merchant’s grave many years ago. The merchant had traded between Iran and Russia. When he died, his wife commissioned a stonemason to come from Russia to carve a memorial statue. On the first anniversary of the merchant’s death, the statue was placed on the grave, and everyone was surprised to see that it closely resembled the merchant’s wife. And a few days later, she left for Russia, in the company of the stonemason.

    Time and humidity and rain had worn away most of the gravestones, but the marble statue of the merchant’s wife was intact. Tahereh and I had often run our hands over the stone shawl that covered a portion of her stone hair and shoulders. The statue looked so lifelike to me that sometimes I thought I could pull up the shawl to cover the rest of her hair and bare shoulder.

    I drew the heavy curtain over the window and went back to my desk. By the time I had finished copying out my composition in clean handwriting, it was late afternoon. Tahereh would be waiting for me.

    My mother was rolling dolma in the kitchen. “I’m going to see Tahereh,” I said.

    When she didn’t raise her head, I knew she wasn’t in a good mood.

    I made up an excuse. “I need to ask her something.”

    Now she raised her head. “What?”

    I looked at the pile of lumpy, uneven dolma piled in the pot. “Um…I want her to correct my Armenian composition.”

    Mother straightened up so fast that the gold chain with the jeweled cross around her neck swung up and caught on the button of her collar. “You need the daughter of the Muslim janitor to correct your Armenian composition? You should be ashamed of yourself!”

    I was used to the fact that Mother went into a bad temper after Grandmother’s visits, but not to this extent. She never called Tahereh “the Muslim janitor’s daughter.” Maybe this time Grandmother had gone too far, or maybe it was because, on top of Grandmother’s visit, Father had said he would be home late.

    I ran a hand over my head. Because of my crew cut, the closely shaved skin on my head tingled and the fine little cut hairs irritated the back of my neck. I looked out of the window at the balcony and tried to come up with a better excuse. The white paint on the balcony rail was peeling off and on the windowsill the leaves of the flowers in the geranium pots were turning yellow. Mother had probably forgotten to water them again.

    I remembered last winter when we had been invited to Auntie Shakeh’s house.

    My aunt had brought out a plate of herbs that she had grown herself in the greenhouse and set it on the table. When guests praised her skills my father had added, “But no one is as skillful as my wife. In a town where even the stones flower, my wife can dry out a tree in two days flat!”

    Grandmother and Auntie, who were the slowest to smile most of the time, laughed the loudest.

    There were still a lot of grape leaves and dolma filling on the table. Sensing that pushing the point wouldn’t help, and just to say something, I asked, “Are we having dolma for dinner?”

    Mother didn’t answer. I was thinking of calling out to Tahereh from the window to say that I wasn’t coming when one of the grape leaves burst in Mother’s hand and the stuffing spilled onto the table. My mother clenched her fist, pounded on the table, and said, “Dammit!”

    Suddenly I had an idea. “Your dolma are much better than Auntie Shakeh’s.”

    Mother remained silent for a few moments. Then she unclenched her fists slowly. “Go,” she said. “But come back soon.”

    As I closed the door to the house, I took a deep breath. A raindrop fell on my head. The smell of fresh bread drifted over from the bakery near our house. I thought of going to buy sweet buns. Tahereh loved sweet buns. Then I realized that if it started to rain, we wouldn’t be able to play. On the other side of the street, the lights of the sherbet shop were on. Mrs. Grigorian was standing behind the counter and talking with a man and woman, each of whom had a glass of sherbet in their hands.

    I didn’t like any of Mrs. Grigorian’s sherbets – not the sour cherry nor the orange, and not the lemon either – but I loved the sherbet machine that had three tall, thin glass urns with fine etchings of flowers and leaves. On the two outer vessels, two eagles stood with open wings, looking at one another. Above the sherbet machine, on the wall of the shop, was a large oil painting of the ‌two peaks of Mount Ararat:* Greater Ararat and Lesser Ararat. Mrs. Grigorian had brought the painting with her from Armenia. My father, who was a member of the church and school council, said that Mrs. Grigorian had willed that the painting be left to the school when she died. Tahereh had asked me a few times, “But what about the sherbet machine?” and I had asked my father, “But what about the sherbet machine?” but all he did was shrug.
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