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For Amanda






Keep me as the apple of your eye; hide me in the shadow of your wings…

—Psalm 17:8
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WHEN YOUR SISTER murders three hundred people, you can’t help but wonder why—especially if you were one of the intended victims—though I do forgive her, if you can believe it. I tried my best to deny the strength of family ties when everyone was still alive, but now I realize the truth of the cliché: Blood does run thick. Even if poison trumps all.

It was caught on surveillance tape, so there’s no denying that Estella was the culprit. I haven’t seen the footage myself—can’t see at all in my present condition—but I can imagine it with great clarity. At the mouth of the corridor leading from the hotel ballroom to the adjoining kitchen, my sister appears. The angle of the camera makes it difficult to see her face, obscured by the enormous hair-sprayed chignon atop her head, but I’d recognize those calves anywhere—peasant’s legs, our mother always jokingly called them, disproportionately bulky for Estella’s otherwise slender frame. Graceful in stilettos, despite her country-bumpkin appendages, she glides out of one camera’s purview into another’s. My mind’s eye sees her in the kitchen now, speaking to one of the staff, who grants her immediate entry upon learning that she’s Irwan Sulinado’s granddaughter. Graciously, she offers a pretext (a mission to reassure a germophobic aunt, perhaps—any excuse would have served since, in Indonesia, the wealthy don’t need reasons). They allow her free passage, “Silakan, Ibu”—ma’am, as you please—and let her sail on, past flaming woks and stainless-steel bins of presliced meats and vegetables, fielding deferential nods from surprised and frazzled cooks. Only when they resume their duties does she strike, pulling a tiny vial from inside the high, stiff collar of her silk cheongsam and scattering its contents into the great steaming tureen of shark’s fin soup with a flick of a jade-bangled wrist.

I’m making this whole scene up, of course, except for the cheongsam: a gorgeous gold-and-emerald affair covered in delicate coiling vines that she’d bought years ago on vacation in Shanghai. That’s where my mind beats out the security cameras; such fine embroidery would never have registered on tape. Similarly, I bet the recording didn’t catch the resolution in her step, the hardness in her jaw, the murderous glint in her eye that also went unnoticed by all the family members and friends in attendance that night—and, to my shame, me. I’ve replayed the evening dozens of times in my head, and I’m sure of it: There was nothing out of the ordinary about her except that she was in exceptionally good spirits, which I’d attributed to her downing two flutes of champagne before the traditional first course of peach-shaped birthday buns had made its way to the banquet tables.

“Gwendolyn. Doll,” she’d whispered in my ear, giggling. She split a bun along its rose-tinted cleft, and dark lotus-seed paste oozed out.

“I always get a kick out of these,” she confided. “Don’t you think they look like blushing butts filled with…”

That set me giggling too. A fine way for two women in their early thirties to behave. Truth be told, I might have drunk my champagne too quickly as well.

You’d understand why, after sharing a sisterly moment such as this, I’d be baffled that Estella would want to kill me, or any of us, or, for that matter, herself. I think that’s why I’m not as angry as I probably should be. If she’d poisoned us all and spared her own life, it would have been unforgivable. But no, she wanted us dead and she wanted herself dead, and now only I am alive. If you can call it that.

It seems like ages ago that I learned I was the only survivor. It’s hard to keep track of time in my condition, so I can’t provide an exact hour or date, but it was after I’d woken up, gasping into emptiness, and screamed and screamed and nobody came. It was after the footsteps eventually arrived and, ignoring my cries for help, someone readjusted my body, tinkered with the beeping thing at my side, and departed. It was an eternity after that—an endless cycle of being awake and terrified, of calling out in vain to whoever shifted me and rustled around my prone body, punctuated by bouts of exhausted sleep. It was even after I’d stopped calling out at all. (They couldn’t hear me. I finally came to terms with that.)

I found out what Estella had done only when two women came in and, while attending to me, began to talk to each other. I hadn’t heard voices for so long that my ears didn’t comprehend at first what they were saying. Gradually, words began to form out of the babble.

“… Estella Wirono. Granddaughter of the Chinese tycoon Irwan Sulinado. Put it in the shark’s fin soup. The footage was all over the news.”

“How many were poisoned?”

“Around three hundred.”

“How many survivors?”

“Only one.”

“A shame,” the second voice said sorrowfully.

Then they left me to my desolation.

Estella’s apology—her dying words—made sense after that. The chaos of the evening flooded back to me: The shrieking of the first victims as they began to choke and twitch, to retch and collapse, followed by a different sort of cry—the belated realization that one’s life is about to end. The hotel ballroom spinning madly. Guests staggering to their feet, trailing tablecloths in clenched fists. Wineglasses and plates of Peking duck crashing to the black-and-gold-carpeted floor. Gerry Sukamto trying to control unwieldy fingers long enough to dial a number on his mobile phone. Leonard’s mother convulsing on her knees, attempting to pray. Our cousin Marina crawling feebly toward one of the exits, sobbing with fear, the front of her evening gown drenched in vomit. The tiny bodies littered around the children’s table, their nannies desperately trying to wake them up.

I remember turning to my grandfather’s table and seeing the birthday boy lying limp in his chair. My stepgrandmother slumped in his lap, her powdered, chubby face crushed against his crotch.

That was when I lost myself in my own shaking and heaving. My cheek hit the ground. And there Estella lay as well, twitching, watching me, us watching each other. She reached for me, her arm creeping across the carpet so slowly it was difficult to tell it was moving at all. I tried to say something—what, I don’t know—but it dribbled from the corner of my lips in a weak groan.

Then she mouthed something. I didn’t understand. She mouthed it again: “Forgive me.”

What for? I wondered, before slipping into oblivion.

Now I know.

And as I said, I do—forgive her, I mean. I love her too much to do otherwise. But I still want to know why she did it. It’s only natural. I have little else to wonder about these days.

I didn’t anticipate ending like this. Who would? I’ve always known I would die someday, ideally after seventy, but before the point where I’d have to hire a nurse to spoon-feed me chicken congee and then clean my gums with a wet rag. The grim possibility of dying young also crossed my mind from time to time: a car accident, a plane crash, a terminal illness. But this—this hovering in blackness, this stretch of in-between, alive and dead and neither—this I never dreamed possible. Yet here I am.

Perhaps it’s just as well that I have so much time on my hands, even though I have no way of measuring its passing. And perhaps it’s also right that I have no visitors and, hence, no distractions: Everyone who would have taken the trouble to look in on me regularly is dead. It’s peaceful, though. A far cry from running Bagatelle, to be sure, but this way I can devote time to contemplating what Estella did, and coming to some understanding of it. In fact, the more I dwell on my circumstances, the more I realize the importance of the task before me—the task that only I am capable of carrying out. Who knew Estella more intimately than I? Who loved her more deeply? The answer to all this, if there is one, almost certainly lies with me. And call me crazy, but I’m positive it’s crouching in plain sight, waiting to be recognized for what it is.
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“THEY’VE PUT ME in charge of creating a photo slideshow for Opa’s birthday dinner.” The tone in which Estella delivered her announcement told me she wasn’t particularly enthused.

“Photos from the past,” she went on. “Opa as a boy. Opa as a teenager. Opa and Oma getting married. Opa and Oma and the kids. Significant events. Funny candid shots. That sort of thing.”

I shrugged. “It’s Opa’s eightieth. Very auspicious. We have a few weeks to go. Might as well pull out all the stops.”

“Did you say ‘we’?” she asked with a smile.

I corrected myself. “You all. I’d help, but Bagatelle can’t run itself.”

“I know. I figured you’d be too busy. They know I don’t have much to occupy me at Mutiara, so I don’t have an excuse.”

“You don’t want to do it. That’s a valid reason.”

“Too late.” She sighed. “Tante Margaret asked if I would, and I said yes. It’s fine. I really shouldn’t complain. It’s not that big a deal. Maybe it’ll be fun, digging through old photos and all that.”

“What else are you helping out with? I thought Tante Margaret was supposed to be in charge of organizing the whole thing.”

Tante Margaret wasn’t the oldest of our grandparents’ children, but that didn’t stop her from being the bossiest. Estella laughed. “Yes, she’s in charge, all right. She’s delegated everything: mostly to me and the cousins, though Ma’s pitching in too. Christina and Christopher are ordering the cake and party favors; Ma and I have arranged the venue and catering; Benedict, Jennifer, and Theresa are tackling the seating chart—Tante Margaret figured that three brains should be able to prevent social mismatches and hurt feelings. Marina’s taken care of the invitations, as I’m sure you’ve seen—engraved glass slabs in velvet boxes; what was she thinking? Even lazy Ricky’s playing a part; Om Benny’s agreed to fly him out from the US for the occasion. And now I’m supposed to see to entertainment. So far, it’s the slideshow and an emcee. Maybe a singer or a band…”

Just listening to all this made me immensely bored. I stifled a yawn. “So send Tante Margaret a text message and tell her you’ve done enough.”

“It’s a bit more complicated than that. Apparently, Tante Betty really wanted to do the slideshow, but Tante Margaret was worried she’d make a mess of it like she does everything else. So to spare Tante Betty’s feelings, she said that I had my heart set on it.”

I rolled my eyes. “As the older generation, you’d think they’d be more mature.”

“You know how it is with Tante Betty. She’s been touchy about everything since Opa handed Om Benny the reins.”

“The decision was made five years ago,” I observed. “You’d think she’d make her peace with it.”

Estella shrugged. “Frankly, I’m still not sure if she understands why Opa chose Om Benny and not her.”

Our aunt may have been the eldest child, but her knack for screwing everything up had made our uncle—the capable eldest son—the most logical heir to Opa’s throne. The choice had been a wise one. With Om Benny at the helm, Sulinado Group was doing better than ever. Our family conglomerate had bounced back with astonishing vigor from the monetary crisis that hit the country in late 1997. Synthetic textiles were what we were best known for, but our holdings in natural fabric manufacturing, agriculture, and natural resource extraction were now performing handsomely. Last year, we broke into Forbes Asia’s Top Sixty Richest Families in Indonesia list at number fifty-seven.

This was all in spite of Tante Betty. Her track record of failed projects was enough to make anyone’s hair stand on end: the cotton plantation, the oil refinery disaster, the debacle with the meatpacking plant…

Our coffees arrived. “It’s just a slideshow,” murmured Estella, sipping her cappuccino with a frown. “What a ridiculous thing to lie about.”

“What’s the alternative?” I chuckled. “Telling Tante Betty the truth? Has honesty ever been our family’s way?”

Ever so slightly, Estella’s shoulders slumped. I always forgot: Our family’s aversion to directness pained her more than it did me. As if to distract herself, she let her gaze drift to our surroundings, starting overhead with the high vaulted ceilings, their surfaces frescoed in blue sky, leafy branches, and yellow songbirds in midflight, and hung with chandeliers of rose crystal. From there, her eyes traveled down the walls—an honest vanilla hue—and across the pale parquet floor to the rest of the dining room: the ornately carved chairs upholstered in mossy velvet, the glass tables laid with cream-colored cloths and blue hydrangeas in squat crystal vases. There were barely any other diners. Prenoon brunches were a habit we’d picked up during our undergrad days in the US, and though the restaurant opened at 11 a.m. on weekends, few civilized members of our set ever ventured out before midday. I noticed Estella scanning for familiar faces nonetheless.

“No one we know,” I said to save her the trouble, and she breathed an infinitesimal sigh of relief. Estella was so conscious of familial responsibilities and social protocol, she found it difficult to relax completely around anyone of our acquaintance.

“The renovations look good,” she murmured, bringing her attention back to where we were sitting, by the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the iconic Hotel Indonesia roundabout outside. “Elegant. Tasteful. Not like before.”

I pretended to be astonished. “What, you didn’t like it? The purple leather? The Versace-print carpet? What’s wrong with a bit of Vegas charm?”

Estella chuckled, which made me happy. I liked to see her laugh. “I don’t know what Eva was thinking,” she said. “And now she’s wasted eight months on redecorating, poor thing. Not to mention the money all this must have cost.”

“No one asked her to start her own business. She should have gotten it right the first time.”

“Not everyone’s as shrewd as you, Doll.”

“They should be. What’s the point of being Chinese in this country if you don’t live up to the stereotypes?”

Another snicker from Estella. I was on a roll.

I did have some sympathy for Eva, and not just because she was a former high school classmate and our cousin Christopher’s ex-girlfriend. The interior decorator had initially quoted her three months and half the price. Eight months was a long time to be closed—especially when you were paying sky-high rent for prime glass-front property. The privilege of looking down one’s nose at the dementedly happy bronze boy and girl atop the Welcome Monument didn’t come cheap. But the restaurant scene in Jakarta was so cutthroat that Eva couldn’t have afforded not to renovate Eva’s. (Yes, the restaurant was named after her—not that anyone was surprised.) The past few years had seen the luxury dining scene flare up like a rash, spreading through the capital at an alarming rate. Designer burger bars, edgy coffeehouses, and nouveau-style dumpling spots had popped up all over, not to mention chic restaurants specializing in street-vendor fare sans poor sanitation and at ten times the price. All were impeccably designed; all were staffed to the hilt with young, well-mannered, well-groomed waiters and waitresses; and all, to a certain extent, were interchangeable. Owning a restaurant was an expensive headache; to break even, you really had to stand out, keep it fresh, change the menu, change the chef, make the credit card discounts attractive, sponsor events, replace the décor and the furnishings at the slightest hint of wear or tear. Hence, the recent renovation of Eva’s. But any period of closure beyond four months was too long. Customers were like goats. They wandered off to graze elsewhere and forgot you ever existed. Eva’s face-lift had done wonders, but was it enough to make up for lost time?

I doubted it.

“Enough about the family. And Eva,” said Estella just as the waiter arrived with our lobster eggs Benedict. “Tell me what’s new with Bagatelle.”

“Not much since we met last Sunday.”

“Don’t be modest. There must be something exciting happening. Always is, isn’t there?”

I couldn’t help but beam. She was right. Bagatelle constantly had something new going on. It was part of the joy of starting one’s own business, and Estella’s eagerness for updates over our weekly brunch tête-à-têtes never failed to gratify me, especially since the rest of our family tried to pretend Bagatelle didn’t exist.

I told her about the progress our scientists had made on the newest version of our serum—a minor breakthrough, but a step forward nonetheless. And I described our two most promising ideas for next year’s autumn/winter lines. She listened as she did every Sunday—intently, brow furrowed, staring straight ahead, chewing and swallowing with relish as if my words heightened the pleasure of eating.

“Marvelous,” she murmured when she had exhausted my store of news. “I’m so proud of you, Doll. Bagatelle’s doing remarkable things.”

“What’s new with Mutiara?” I asked in return, a split second too late. I must have looked sheepish because she flashed me a reassuring smile.

“It’s okay, Doll. We both know nothing much happens there.”

True. The family had never intended for it to be an exciting holding. In fact, they’d never had any real ambitions for it at all. Sulinado Group had acquired it almost incidentally in early 1998, in the middle of the monetary crisis, when we should have been lying low like everybody else. Things were bleak across Asia, but in Indonesia, they were especially grim: The rupiah plummeted, and massive loan defaults tore the economy to shreds; the extended bloodbath on the Jakarta Stock Exchange was eventually followed by an actual bloodbath in May. Demonstrations were held; protesters were shot. Jakarta’s Chinatown was set ablaze, and Suharto finally stepped down.

Acquiring in that climate seemed like madness, so in hindsight it was clear why Opa was insistent. No one in the family had realized the extent of his condition. No one knew he had a condition at all. We mistook it for the same despotic obstinacy that had been his hallmark trait for as long as any of us could remember. And so, while all the other Chinese tycoon families tucked in their feelers and withdrew into their shells, Om Benny, acting on Opa’s orders, negotiated the purchase of the small silk-manufacturing company. Price wasn’t an issue: The Halim family was desperate to sell. Rumors raged nonetheless: How could Sulinado Group afford to acquire at a time like this? Everyone else was eyebrow-deep in foreign loans they couldn’t afford to pay off. What debts were we failing to service? What hidden offshore assets were we utilizing?

As it turned out, even in the early stages of Alzheimer’s, Opa proved cleverer than all of us. When the worst was over and the ruins had stopped smoldering; when chaos retreated back into the dark crannies where it could be ignored; when the president had been replaced, and replaced, and replaced yet again; when Indonesia’s economy began to stabilize and business recommenced in earnest, Mutiara lived up to its name. A pearl. Insignificant in size, yes, but with strong fundamentals and a consistently decent profit margin. It had a secret patented formula for weaving silk thread of varying thicknesses, producing an exceptionally durable yet very fine weave. More importantly, under the Halims’ control, it had somehow acquired a contract with the federal government to supply silk fabric for all state and tourism bureau needs. Still more importantly, the contract had, by some miracle, retained its validity through each change in administration.

Mutiara practically ran itself. And this had made it a perfect company for Estella to run upon her reentry into our family’s activities. Conveniently, the distant middle-aged relative we’d commissioned to oversee Mutiara had died suddenly of hemorrhagic dengue fever. It was the ideal situation for Estella, our mother reasoned to the rest of the clan. It would ease her into the business world without presenting her with any real difficulties. It was self-contained and uncomplicated in its operations. It was perfect.

But also boring. And if the arrangement had been an ideal one at first, especially given the tragedy of Leonard’s death a year and a half into her appointment (what other business would have plodded indifferently along despite months of neglect?), it was plain to see that Estella could do with more of a challenge.

More specifically, it was plain that Estella should be running Bagatelle with me. The glimmer in her eyes whenever I caught her up on company affairs, the flush of pride in her cheeks when I related its accomplishments—could anything have been more obvious? And yet here was the strange thing: No matter how many times I urged her to join me, she always refused.

“I’d only hold you back,” she’d say.

“No, you wouldn’t,” I’d insist.

“I mean it. If I come on board, I’ll ruin everything. You need complete freedom.”

“What the hell are you talking about? Come on, it’ll do you good.”

The debate and variations thereof would always end there, with her insisting that her noninvolvement was in Bagatelle’s best interest. She was happiest admiring my triumphs and living vicariously through my success.

“Anyway,” she would add, “I’m not like you. Never have been.”

This was a lie. She was once. Before marriage. But it was impossible to change her mind.

Eventually, I stopped asking. I had my pride too. Bagatelle and Mutiara. They said so much about the different paths we had taken, even if we’d started out joined at the hip. Mine wound through a dark wood and up a solitary peak. Hers kept her confined to a garden maze walled by high hedges.

We’d just finished eating when the mobile phone at Estella’s elbow shivered. It was Tante Margaret. She was en route to Opa’s house and wanted to know if Estella could meet her there—so my sister could pick up the photos for the slideshow herself and save Tante Margaret the trouble of sending them later.

“That’s fine. See you soon,” said Estella, hanging up.

“Why do you always do that?” I asked.

“Do what?”

“They tell you to jump and you ask how high.”

“It’s called being accommodating.”

“Yeah, I know.” I shot her a mischievous grin. “I’m not into that. Not anymore.”

“True. You’re so unfilial these days, it’s positively unnatural.” She grinned back and shook her head. “It’s probably for the best.”

“It is. It keeps me from going crazy. You, on the other hand, they’re driving completely mad.”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t exaggerate.”

“Well, you should set some boundaries.”

“A bit late for that now,” she retorted, a twang of bitterness in her voice.

I placed my hand over hers. “It’s not, you know. You’ve oriented yourself around family your whole life—us, Leonard, your in-laws. You’re only thirty-three. It’s not over yet.

“Join me at Bagatelle,” I almost said, pulling back in the nick of time. She’d rebuffed me already, too many times to count.

“I know, I know,” she said with a sigh. “But it’s not easy to break away.”

“I don’t see why.”

“And that’s a good thing.” Then, in response to my puzzled look: “You not seeing, I mean. I think I have the opposite problem, Doll. I see too much. How things could be, you know? How things once were, how they might be again. It makes it hard to detach…”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I made a decision. “I’m coming with you to Opa’s,” I declared.

“You don’t need to. I’m sure you have a lot of work to do.”

She was right. Two leaning towers of Bagatelle-related documents were waiting for me back at my apartment.

“It’s no trouble at all,” I said with a wave of my hand.

This was part of our routine, the dynamic we had settled into in recent years: Estella playing the protective sister, and me mirroring a similar protectiveness back at her, staying by her side in an effort to pry her from the family’s clutches. Consequently, I visited my parents and attended family gatherings far more than I would have otherwise. I wanted to remind her by my presence that she didn’t have to let others run her life.

“Well, if that’s what you really want,” she said. Her fingers hovered over her phone. “My car or yours? Or should we go separately?”

“We’ll go in your car,” I said. “I’ll tell my driver to meet us there.”
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OPA’S HOUSE BOTH was and was not Opa’s house anymore. The home we remembered from our childhood had been capacious and cluttered—an abundance of high-ceilinged space portioned into an endless series of rooms and alcoves and passages, diminished only by the innumerable objects they housed. Our late grandmother had loved material possessions, innocently, as only a rich merchant’s daughter could.

When Oma was still alive, she would tell us grandchildren about exploring her father’s shipping warehouses as a little girl. Her father hadn’t seen the point of schooling his daughters, but he was generous with allowing them freedom when they were out of the house. As a child, she would spend whole days at the wharf, wandering amid piles of tobacco-leaf bundles and burlap sacks filled with coffee beans, sugar, and nutmeg. She would drape chains of tiny freshwater pearls around her neck and admire her reflection in propped-up panes of polished granite. She would press her cheeks against the cool of jade carvings and bury her face in folds of bright silk. Then, woozy from sniffing bottles of sandalwood oil and worn out from clambering up and down the rice-wine barrels stacked in pyramids, she would doze off. The laborers would find her atop an open flat of down pillows or curled up in a nest of packing straw. They would carefully convey her back to their boss’s office, her head resting against their bony brown shoulders.

“Feelings, ideas, philosophies—they’re reliable as the wind,” Oma would tell us grandchildren as she sat with us in the garden or as she pottered around the kitchen, baking cakes. These were her father’s wise words. She’d repeat them tenderly to us while tucking flowers behind our ears or depositing blobs of batter on our outstretched fingers and tongues. “Gold, on the other hand, and land. A roof over your head and food on the table. They keep you and your loved ones healthy and alive.”

Her father was right. It was material wealth that ensured his survival and that of his family during the Japanese Occupation, and afterward too, during the tumultuous years of the country’s struggle for independence from the Dutch. She recounted how her father had to draw often on those deep pockets of his: to purchase mercy from authorities, hoodlums, and anti-Chinese mobs; to keep beatings and insults to a minimum; to request that the plundering remain civilized and destruction restrained.

Having made it to adulthood on the strength of worldly goods, Oma lavished her possessions with affectionate gratitude. Although I can only speculate, perhaps it was why she didn’t object to her father orchestrating her marriage to Opa, who was then an industrious but penniless clerk in her father’s employ—an ambitious individual whose extraordinary shrewdness Oma’s father trusted to put his daughter’s inheritance to good use in order to provide for her and any offspring. I could imagine all too well young Oma marrying young Opa on compassionate grounds: How terrible for a promising young man to be poor, she must have thought. If she could furnish him with the means to achieve worldly success, then why shouldn’t they be happy together?

I don’t know what Oma’s taste in furnishings was like when she was younger, but the Oma of our childhood had a weakness for the heavy, ornate, and downright garish. Giving such objects space in her house was her version of doing good, like adopting stray animals. “I never saw anything like it,” she would say of each new acquisition once it had been delivered and unpacked. “It seemed a pity not to bring it home.”

Every room was furnished in dark mahoganies and teaks. Tables and chairs lurked everywhere; in the obvious places, of course—the dining room and the kitchen, the sitting room and the veranda—but also in corridors, like guests at an overcrowded party, and behind doors as if waiting to pounce. Less prolific, but still numerous, were the glass-paned cabinets and squat sideboards, covered in reliefs and edged with flourishes and spires. Bureaus and dressers of all sizes dominated the bedrooms, their drawers either bulging with rarely used bed linens and batiks, or practically empty save for random objects kept solely because there was no reason to throw them away—marbles, rubber bands, playing cards, screws.

The ornamental items were ten times as overwhelming, unable to hide behind any ostensibly practical purpose. Dark, ponderous paintings of stormy mountain ranges, brooding forests, and thundering horse herds—all framed in intricate gilt—covered every wall, interspersed with enormous Balinese friezes depicting ceremonial processions and battles. Sculptures in marble, wood, resin, jade, and stone, ranging from the size of bowling balls to the size of full-grown men, occupied whatever free space remained. Chinese lions, horses, and ingots; moonfaced Buddhas and serene Mother Marys; locally made replicas of famous classical and Renaissance art modified for modesty’s sake—Michelangelo’s David in a fig leaf and Venus de Milo in a toga with arms added. And there was the favorite of us grandchildren: a wooden statue of a smiling old man about half a meter tall with an enormous bulging head and a long trailing beard. In one hand he carried a knobbly walking stick, in the other a plump peach.

“He’s the god of long life,” Oma would tell us. “The peach represents immortality.” We were technically Christian, Oma’s father having converted from Buddhism in his youth. Still, Oma would insist, “We Chinese believe in him,” whenever we would ask, which was often because, like all children, we enjoyed hearing stories again and again.

“We Chinese…” The phrase betrayed both solidarity and distance: a faint but steady sense of kinship with an ancestral land and people whose customs and philosophies danced through our lives like shadows, rustled our daily and annual routines like delicate gusts of wind.

We grandchildren pretended we had an ancestor who looked like the statue, and developed a custom of rubbing the statue’s bald head when we passed by—our childish way of honoring his memory and ensuring our own longevity. By the time Estella and I had reached our teens, the bulbous head had been burnished black by the oils from all our hot, eager palms.

The statue was gone now, along with Oma’s other possessions: sold off or donated to charities and less well-to-do relations in order to make room for Opa’s second wife. “New Oma,” Estella and I called her. The renovation and redecoration of the old house constituted the one and only request she ever made. We resented her presumption at the time—Oma’s body was barely cold in the ground—but in hindsight, I suppose we couldn’t blame her. What bride, however docile in temperament, would want to spend the rest of her elderly husband’s life languishing among the bric-a-brac of her deceased predecessor? And so, as a marriage present, Opa had graciously consented to the complete remodeling of his home.

    It was almost cruel how the house so conspicuously symbolized everything wrong with this latest, final stage of his life. Gone was the clutter, the richness, of the old days, the old wife, even the old memories. New Oma liked “modern” things, and was also a fervent believer in something she called “milinamism”—something she picked up at the questionable interior design school Opa had paid for her to attend when she was only his mistress, when Oma proper had still been alive, and when none of us had the faintest idea of her existence. We only found out what exactly these aesthetic creeds meant after she had applied them to the house. Furniture could only be black, white, gray, or fire engine red, and had to be fitted with rods of metal. A work of art couldn’t depict anything recognizable, or use more than three colors.

Our footsteps echoed as we followed Tati, one of the maids, through the cavernous foyer and formal sitting room. I had the sensation of passing through a white void populated by drifting blocks of solid color, now a prismatic umbrella stand, now a shoe cupboard disguised as a concrete block, now a side table of barbed wire and an ottoman perched on scarlet high heels. They forced the mind to hallucinate in order to stay sane.

As we crossed the larger of the two dining rooms and passed the table—all angles and glass and chrome—I couldn’t help but see in its place the enormous wooden oblong slab of the old days, draped in indigo-and-white batik, and laid end to end with platters of meats and vegetables and assorted fritters, basins of steaming broths and curries and stews, tiny bowls of sauces and pickles and paste, and, on a stool of its own near Oma’s seat, the gargantuan rice cooker from which she served each of us in turn.

Tati showed us into Opa’s television room. He was slumped on a gray felt sofa, the transparent base of which made it look like it was hovering in midair. His eyes gazed blankly at the flat screen mounted on a wall. Tante Margaret was sitting next to him. Much to our amusement, they were watching a cooking show. Estella and I kissed him and Tante Margaret in turn, our aunt doing an admirable job of emitting disdain even as she submitted to the light peck I bestowed millimeters away from the surface of her cheek.

“How are you, Opa?” asked Estella, more for the sake of form than to elicit an actual response.

“Learning how to make croquettes?” I asked faux innocently, pointing to the screen.

The good thing about his condition was that we could be more relaxed around him—irreverent, even. In the old days, my wisecrack would have earned me a slap across the face. Now my only punishment was a sharp nudge from my sister. Opa blinked several times and turned slowly toward us, as if awaking from a nap. How shrunken he was now, this stern giant of our youth. How diminished, even if amid the sagging ruins one could still make out the hard lines. He grimaced, either at the show, my joke, our sudden presence, or all three.

“Margaret. She put this on,” he declared accusingly.

“Stimulates the brain, Ba,” said Tante Margaret in a slow, loud voice, as if he had trouble hearing. “Television’s good for you.”

I could have sworn the opposite was true, but I held my tongue.

“Why are you here?” Opa asked.

“I’m helping Tante Margaret put together a surprise for your birthday party.” Estella tilted her head in the direction of our aunt.

Even as Opa nodded, he lost interest, turning toward the images on the television screen, letting his gaze go vacuous the second he laid eyes on them.

New Oma entered the room to greet us, the simpering smile on her face ill-suited to a woman of fifty-three. Deferential to the point of obsequiousness, she was never the materialistic slut our family had made her out to be when Opa first brought her home, mere months after Oma’s death. Her status as Opa’s secret concubine of twenty years constituted the only lapse in her virtue. She hadn’t even been cunning enough to lay claim to Opa’s wealth by bearing him any kids.

When Opa introduced New Oma to the family, all his children snubbed her, and we followed their example—as much as we were able to without incurring Opa’s wrath. But she was of humble stock—a family of Chinese shopkeepers living in Medan—and so obviously intimidated by us that we found it hard to stay hostile for long. We settled on treating her as inconsequential. And she wisely continued to adopt a submissive manner around us, always averting her eyes and hardly saying a word. Admittedly, she was a good wife to Opa in those last days, though really she was more of a patient and devoted nurse.

She kissed us on our cheeks—weak, clammy smacks—folded her hands in front of her, and lowered her head. “Tati’s bringing out some snacks. Would you like some coffee or tea?”

When the refreshments made their appearance, New Oma retreated to the corner and sat mute in an especially uncomfortable-looking chair with wire arms and a plexiglass back. We sat sipping coffee, nibbling at slices of tapioca cake, and chatting—mostly with Tante Margaret about various safe topics: the logistics of Opa’s birthday party, gossip about families we knew, and fine dining. Even if my conversational contributions occasionally did tip toward the sarcastic, my sister did a consummate job of glossing over them and gliding us along. From time to time, Tante Margaret would dutifully try to involve Opa, who would either ignore her entirely or respond by closing his eyes.

Our aunt was looking as glamorous as ever. She was wearing a Pucci-print dress, and her hair was coiffed into a lion’s mane. You’d never have guessed in a million years that she was fifty-one. With her eyes rimmed in black liner, she looked almost like a Chinese Sophia Loren, which was perhaps what she was going for, since her current husband, Salvatore (her third), was an Italian count. How they’d met, we weren’t quite sure; the exact details surrounding this latest marriage were rather hazy, as were the details of her previous marriage, and her first marriage, and the divorces that had followed each one.

She certainly had a type: minor aristocrats from Europe, which wasn’t that surprising when one considered how much time she spent there liaising with Sulinado Group’s partners in textiles and agribusiness. The husbands were interchangeable: gray at the temples and blue in the eyes, with good looks, good manners, and expensive hobbies like polo playing and collecting seventeenth-century French cravats. I’m sure our aunt’s good looks had played a role in attracting them, but her more material charms had made them especially eager to tie the knot. Poor things. The wedding vows never benefitted them as much as they’d hoped. Our aunt was far too smart not to insist on ironclad prenuptial agreements.

Tante Margaret had just started ranting about the impossibility of finding “real” cheese in Jakarta when, out of nowhere, she asked, “And how are you doing these days, Stell? Is everything okay?”

The abrupt shift startled both my sister and me. On the surface, our aunt’s tone was earnest, as were her blinking eyes. The veneer of genuine concern irritated me nonetheless. As if Tante Margaret actually wanted to know. As if any of the family did. As if anyone desired an answer other than “Don’t worry, I’m fine.”

But as usual, Estella obliged. “Don’t worry, I’m fine,” she said.

I opened my mouth to say something, but Estella diverted the conversation back to the city’s dearth of Roquefort suppliers.

Opa eventually nodded off to sleep, and on Tante Margaret’s signal, New Oma rose and led us upstairs into a suite of empty bedrooms. They were meant for relatives or guests who wished to spend the night. No one ever did.

This corner of the house functioned as a storage area for what remained of Oma’s personal possessions—the clothes, magazines, toiletries, and assorted other items that no one could be bothered to sort through after her death. They had been tossed indiscriminately into cardboard boxes, sealed with tape, and left to gather dust. New Oma led us now to a sort of oversized dressing room, judging by the built-in closets and its adjacency to a bathroom. Green curtains of rough silk framed the window on the wall to our left, and against the wall to our right were Oma’s boxes, stacked in columns two meters high. In the center of the room stood an enormous lacquered armoire, decorated with peonies of gold and white. I was pleased to discover it had survived the cull; I remembered it from childhood, when it had lived in our grandparents’ bedroom. After dinner, Oma would open the armoire doors wide, flop back in the armchair by the bed, and turn us loose. Spreading open brocade-bound albums and scattering unhoused photos over the plush Oriental carpet, we would assemble the jigsaw puzzle of our family’s past.

“When was this, Oma? Who was this, Oma?” we would ask, our questions clamorous and insistent. Oma’s laughter came in merry peals like a bell, jingly and high and sweet as a grandmother’s should be.

“Let me see it,” she would say. We would carry the photo in question to her and climb into her lap to nestle in the billowy folds of her batik housedress and the soft, squishy body beneath; to inhale the rose-scented soap and talcum powder that evoked cakes and cleanliness and safety. Gently, she would take the photo from us and squint. Then the story would come: sometimes long, sometimes short, depending on the photo and the vividness of her memory. At first, we would bring her photos we’d never asked about before, but after satisfying our desire for novelty, we would fall back on our favorites—the ones we had brought to her innumerable times before and would bring to her innumerable times again so that we could hear from her the stories we loved best.

“Ah,” she would sigh, when Tante Betty’s oldest, Christopher, brought her the black-and-white portrait of Oma’s family. “This is such an old one! That’s me, still a girl. That’s my father and mother—your great-grandfather and great-grandmother. Those are my brothers, your great-uncles. And my sisters, your great-aunts. I was… fourteen, fifteen? It was before I met your opa.”

“What about this one, Oma?” Jennifer, Om Benny’s second child, would ask. She favored the faded group shot of our youthful parents at a beach. You could glimpse the sea in the gaps between their heads—that is, if you weren’t too distracted by Om Peter’s sideburns.

“Oh, this one!” Oma would exclaim, pulling Jennifer toward her. “It was taken in Amsterdam. Your father had just started attending university there.”

Oma’s index finger traced our parents’ faces from left to right, starting with the squarish young man in tiny swim briefs and ending with the stunning wavy-haired woman in a floral one-piece. “Benny, Peter, Betty, Margaret, Sandra, and Sarah. Oh, that was a beautiful day. We even brought a picnic lunch. See?” She pointed to the large cooler in the far-left corner. “But do you know what happened?”

“What happened? What happened?” we would chorus on cue.

“We spread out mats and laid out all the food. There were three roast chickens. And boiled eggs. And fresh bread to make sandwiches. And acar. And sliced ham. And butter cake for dessert. Yes, we spread it all out and were about to eat. And then? Whoosh! A seagull came and took a piece of cake!”

We broke into wild laughter and made whooshing sounds ourselves.

“And then?” she would continue. “Whoosh! Another seagull took some bread!”

“Whoosh! Whoosh!” we cried excitedly in between shrieks and hiccups.

“And whoosh! They kept attacking us and all us girls ran away. And the boys and your opa tried to fight them off. Your opa got so mad he threw a whole roast chicken at a seagull and smacked it in the face.”

At this climactic moment, we practically collapsed into hysterics, our cheeks aching and our sides bursting. Ricky would pretend to be a seagull and Benedict would pretend to whack him in the face with a roast chicken and everyone would cackle in delight. Once our laughter had subsided, we would all congregate around the photo again, seeing in our parents’ static faces the full extent of the comedy about to unfold.

The most beloved photos were of the whole family or the very old ones of Opa and Oma. The second most beloved photos were of our own parents, followed by ones of Tante Sandra, our youngest aunt, who in life had behaved more like a big sister to us than a grown-up. She died in her early twenties when I was around nine or ten. The least popular photos were of Om Peter, who taught us all how to play poker but rarely spoke to us otherwise. We didn’t know back then that he wasn’t Oma and Opa’s biological child—that Opa’s sister, already the mother of eight others, had begged her brother to take him and raise him as his own. There was a lot we didn’t know back then. Even more than we didn’t know later.

Estella’s favorite photo was one from our parents’ wedding: Ma wearing a form-fitting velvet gown of sky blue studded with sparkly stones, Ba in a white tuxedo with a black bow tie, our parents dancing together.

“We bought the dress in Paris,” Oma would tell Estella. “It was our last day there and we’d already bought the wedding gown, but we couldn’t find anything nice for the evening reception. We saw this one at last, in the window of a small shop, just off the main boulevard. It fit your mother perfectly.”

I remember the photo even now: our mother, her hair styled in ringlets swept into a loose updo, her dainty face porcelain in its perfection, smiling up at our father, whose expression is barely visible from the angle at which the photo was shot. But we could see that he too was smiling—a happier and slimmer version of the father we knew back when we sat at our oma’s feet, and decades later on that Sunday afternoon at Opa’s house, as we watched New Oma stand in front of the armoire and fling open its doors. I wondered if New Oma had ever looked through all the photos—the documentation of our family’s history before Opa had tacked her on as a postscript. If she had, it must have been overwhelming: like a child learning for the first time about the size of the world’s population and the depths of its history, an accumulation of countless individuals and countless years towering over her like a tidal wave, ready to sweep her away.

“So many!” New Oma cried. “I’ll tell Tati to get some bags.” She pulled an album from its slot, sending the shelf’s contents sliding to the floor in a series of loud, echoing thuds. The lid of an old shoebox fell off, scattering photos in a fan around our feet.

New Oma, Tante Margaret, and Estella crouched down to pick them up. I was about to do the same when Estella spoke.

“Doll, you should get going. You have a lot to do. I’ll manage from here.”

“Are you sure?”

She nodded and resumed shuffling the photos together into a neat stack. Secretly relieved, I promptly said my good-byes and left. Tante Margaret and New Oma barely looked up, but I didn’t care.

On the way home, my driver inching the car through the molasses of Jakarta traffic, I found myself haunted by the image of my sister kneeling amid the photographs, gathering up scattered fragments of the past, eyes fixed on false evidence of an idyllic family life that never actually was. It was a foreshadowing of the events that would follow soon after, with one difference: Instead of shooing me away, she would insist I accompany her on her mission, her quest—whatever you wanted to call it. And despite my better judgment, I didn’t refuse her. I never could.
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WHEN I FOUNDED Bagatelle, I knew full well it would affect my relationship with the family. That’s partly why I started it. The events I’ve recounted so far—that brunch with Estella and our visit to Opa’s house—paint a certain portrait of me as independent, aloof, and strong; an individualist, cunning and bold. But I wasn’t always this way. It took me a long time to find myself.

For the first part of my life it didn’t occur to me to try. Estella and I were so close. We did everything together, even though she was slightly older. Individualism was made even more impossible by the tightly knit family environment in which we were raised—the dinner gatherings at Opa and Oma’s house at least twice a week; the get-togethers on weekends; the birthday, anniversary, and holiday celebrations; my mother and her siblings mixing in the same social circles, us cousins attending the same schools. Thinking of one’s self in isolation from everyone else was very difficult to do. “I” wasn’t a forbidden concept—I just never gave it much thought.

Only when Estella began dating Leonard did it become apparent how much I’d failed to cultivate an identity of my own, which is why, I think, their marriage crushed me so. For the first two and a half years after their wedding, I was reduced to being a phantom limb, sawed off from the source of my animation. I managed to finish my last year at Berkeley—what would have been our last year if circumstances had been otherwise. Then I came home to Jakarta and moved back in with my parents. I worked for the family as a director at PolyWangi, Sulinado Group’s synthetic textiles mainstay. Now that I think more about it, I must have been severely depressed, but no one else seemed to notice, so it escaped my attention too. My recollections of that period are hazy: I went to the office every day, ate at regular intervals, slept for long stretches at a time. I don’t remember what I did on weekends. I was a shadow of my future self.

Being kept out of my sister’s life by my brother-in-law (how he loathed me!) meant not really having a life of my own at all, at least not until that fateful and glorious trip when she and I ran away together to see the monarchs overwintering in Monterey County. It was then that I at last began to stir. The core idea of Bagatelle came up during the drive—as a joke. It bypassed my sister, but clung to me, like a windborne dandelion seed snagging on a twig. It fell to earth. It grew. And on its strength, so did I.

The monetary crisis struck the very next year, and I had enough sense not to act until the worst of the disaster had passed—a period of about four years. It helped that Leonard’s decline occurred around the same time. His weakening hold over Estella, over everything, meant that she and I could again spend time together, even if it was never to the same extent as when we were younger. And it was Estella who kept nudging me to realize my ambitions. I’d never had any before, and though she refused to get roped in, her enthusiasm fanned Bagatelle—and me—into flame. Gradually, the outlines of Bagatelle took more definite shape, until at last I was ready to approach the family about it.

A lot of coaxing was required to get the family to provide the start-up capital. It wasn’t that they were against me building my own business. God, no—that was the stuff Chinese tycoon families were made of. Rather, they took issue with the project’s extreme impracticality. It was defiant of odds, reeking of overcreativity and amateur DIY spirit. It exhibited all the telltale symptoms of a shortsighted entrepreneurship that our upbringing had taught us to avoid, if not despise. “The heart is stupid. Don’t follow it.” That was what Opa used to say all the time before he deteriorated.

Despite their suspicions, the family decided Bagatelle would be a good learning experience for me. Om Benny, in particular, approved of the way I was carrying out my duties at PolyWangi. Once Om Benny gave his consent, the other siblings went along with it. But you can imagine their fury when, once it became clear that Bagatelle was going to be a runaway success, I refused to link it up with the family conglomerate.

Once upon a time, their displeasure would have rattled me. But since my trip to Monterey with Estella, I’d grown thicker skin. I shrugged off Ma’s wrath. The same with Om Benny, whom I informed of my decision via email. He sent a reply and it wasn’t a nice one. They took issue mainly on principle—because I withheld from the communal pot, so to speak. (You’d think we were all still fresh off the boat from China, crammed in a single compound, banding together for survival.)

Word must have spread from there. Everyone except Estella settled for ignoring Bagatelle—my aunts and uncles out of indignation, and my father and cousins because of the awkwardness generated by their censure. But none of them cut me off cold or anything. Family is family, after all. As long as the same blood flowed through my veins, I was irrevocably one of their own. And who knows? Perhaps they unconsciously respected my audacity in forging ahead with an endeavor that wasn’t just harebrained, but downright weird.

“Insect.” The word should have wider appeal than it actually does. It’s barely removed from “incense”—that sickly sweet fragrance of the spirit realm. Its near homonym “incest” has unsavory connotations, and possesses an aura of taboo. The word’s plural form even sounds like “sex.” And yet it remains a profoundly unsexy word. Think “insects” and a Pandora’s box of ugliness opens. Disease and pestilence. Mandibles, feelers, stingers. Compound eyes. You imagine their cold multilegged bodies creepy-crawling all over you, gnawing at you or piercing your skin, dripping whatever fluids they excrete. And you shudder. That’s why Bagatelle could have nothing to do with insects.

I forbade the utterance of the word in conjunction with our projects. Anyone who said it more than twice, accidentally or otherwise, was immediately dismissed. Even scientific names—Danaus plexippus, Hymenopus coronatus, Trypoxylus dichotomus—were off-limit utterances unless you were one of our scientists. For Bagatelle to work, it couldn’t be about changing minds. We couldn’t say: “Look at these disgusting creatures. They’re not so bad. Actually, they’re sort of charming!” We had to transform the playing field completely, move the prospective customer into an entirely different space. “I am going to show you an exquisite object you have never seen before,” we had to tell them, before stepping back and letting our product speak for itself. We weren’t revolutionizing the way people saw insects. Rather, we were introducing them for the first time to the wonder of the bagatelle.

“Bagatelle”: a French word. A short, sweet piece of music. Also the name of a kind of game. But more generally, something pleasant and trifling. A pretty bauble or trinket. An elegant brooch, say. A string of iridescent jewels to be worn in the hair. Fiery earrings filigreed in delicate gold-and-black filament. Imagine all of them trembling with vitality, radiating life from every joint. These were our bagatelles.

I still recall the debut of our first, our signature line—Majesty—during Paris Fashion Week. Majesty was all about bold brilliance and soft folds—the tropical jungle paired with the English countryside. And, by happy chance, it complemented Prada’s autumn/winter line to a T. Miuccia graciously offered to share the runway with us, and the first bagatelles sailed forth into the world, perched atop felt fascinators and braided coils of hair, encircling tiny tartan-girded waists and breasts, adorning wrists, fingers, earlobes. The climax was superb: a pale girl with wild red hair wearing a plum-colored huntress-style ball gown. And draped around her collarbones and down her back in a jaunty yet stately half-cape was Bagatelle’s most magnificent piece: a feathery necklace of burnt amber and shimmering blue punctuated with doe spots of black and white. Just when the eye had thought the feast was over, the majesties took flight, sailing up into the air and fluttering back down into their original position like a piece of fabric rippling in the wind. The applause lasted for ten minutes straight.

It was exhilarating. Too exhilarating. Caught up in the whirlwind of victory, I forgot entirely about checking in on my newly widowed sister. Despite the fact that Leonard had died only a few days before I left for Paris, I didn’t call, not even once. I returned to Jakarta, assuming vaguely that her health would have improved while I was abroad. If anything, it had worsened. All her flesh had melted away. When we were young, she used to joke that she didn’t have cheekbones—now they jutted from the sides of her face like the gill plates of a fish. Her hair was falling out in clumps. Her skin was so translucent you could make out every capillary. She never left her room; she hardly stirred from bed. Worst of all, an ominous serenity had settled upon her, suggesting she was on the cusp of migrating from this world to the next.

What had I been thinking, ceasing communication so entirely like that, at a time when my sister needed me the most? I’m embarrassed to admit it, but I really don’t know. The only excuse I can give for my lapse is that the freedom must have gone to my head, and, intoxicated by it, I had ungratefully forgotten the person to whom I owed it. Riddled with guilt, I visited her as often as possible after I returned from Paris. Whatever time I had to spare, it was hers. We would sit together in her room and chat; she propped up on pillows in bed, I in the mauve armchair by her side. She refused to talk at any length about the tragedy that had befallen her. If storms did indeed roil inside her, on the surface she remained eerily quiescent. Whenever I dared to broach the subject of Leonard’s death, she steered me away with a grace and tact that reminded me of a species of European gentleman I had come across lately in the world of high fashion—the sort who could guide a woman’s movements with nothing more than his palm on the small of her back.

She insisted instead on discussing Bagatelle—and not just the splash we’d made in Paris. Her interest extended to everything: How were sales going? What other cities would we open in? What improvements had our chemists made to the control serum? What new concepts did I have in mind? Her eyes glittered with an otherworldly feverishness—the kind that blazes most brightly when set in a withered frame. I told her everything, from the most trivial minutiae concerning the day-to-day maintenance of the company and its boutiques, to the larger-than-life visions in my mind’s eye that floated, like mirages, on the shimmering horizon of possibilities. I took on the role of storyteller, and she the eager child.

I explained that, if anything, the success of our Paris debut had put us under even more pressure to present a scintillating spring/summer line. Everyone would be waiting to see whether we could live up to our first collection. We already knew exactly where we were headed, of course. You’d have to be stupid to go to a war as big as this one without stocking up on ammunition. By the time the applause in Paris had ended, the relevant phone calls had already been made. When I’d stepped off the plane and into my office, prototypes were waiting on my desk.

On the one hand, our second line had to be completely different. We had to prove we weren’t a one-trick pony. On the other hand, there had to be just enough that was similar to establish the foundation, the essence, of the Bagatelle brand. That was how the Houri line paraded into the world: voluptuous Old World sex kittens with sensuous protruding snouts, clad in iridescent blues and greens. Again, bagatelles, not insects. Majesties, not butterflies. Houris, not weevils.

Our quarterly profits went through the roof. Houris were playful, curvy, fun-sized. And like all harem girls, they were best enjoyed in numbers. People wore them in long, triple-looped chains around their necks. They stacked them on their fingers. They wound them from ankle to calf like ballet shoestrings. You had to buy at least two dozen if you wanted to bagatelle well. “That’s right, Stell,” I told her with some pride. “We’ve become a verb.”

I told her that we were reasonably certain about our expansion plan as it stood, but still had some reservations. We were keeping it conservative. We’d started out in Paris, Hong Kong, and Jakarta—the first two to establish our credentials, the last because this was where our operations were based. The next few years would see boutique openings in the tried-and-true fashion capitals of the world—London, Milan, New York—along with the wealthier cities of Asia—Tokyo, Shanghai, Beijing, Seoul, maybe Singapore. In the next few years, we’d expand our offerings: women’s clothing, leather goods, shoes, all designed for pairing or coordinating with specific bagatelles. After that, who knew? Homewares. Furniture. Carpets. A lower-end spin-off for the general public. A children’s line. The sky was the limit.
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