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			 THIS ONE’S FOR MY DOMO.

		

	
		
			The river coursing through us is dirty and deep.

			—C. D. WRIGHT

		

	
		
			1

			MOMENTS OF great import are often tinged with darkness because perversely we yearn to be let down. And so it was that I found myself in late September 2002 at my first solo show in Paris feeling neither proud nor encouraged by the crowds of people who had come out to support my paintings, but saddened. Disappointed. If you had told me ten years ago that I’d be building my artistic reputation on a series of realistic oil paintings of rooms viewed through a keyhole, I would have pointed to my mixed-media collages of driftwood and saw blades and melted plastic ramen packets, the miniature green plastic soldiers I had implanted inside of Bubble Wrap, I would have jacked up the bass on the electronic musician Peaches’ Fancypants Hoodlum album and told you I would never sell out.

			And yet here I was, surrounded by thirteen narrative paintings that depicted rooms I had lived in, or in some way experienced with various women over the course of my life, all of these executed with barely visible brushstrokes in a palette of oil colors that would look good on any wall, in any context, in any country. They weren’t contentious, they certainly weren’t political, and they were selling like mad.

			Now, my impression that I’d sold out was a private one, shared neither by my gallerist, Julien, happily traipsing about the room affixing red dots to the drywall, nor by the swell of brightly dressed expatriates pushing their way through conversations to knock their plastic glasses of Chablis against mine. There was nothing to be grim about; I was relatively young and this was Paris, and this night was a night that I’d been working toward for some time. But from the minute I’d seen Julien place a red sticker underneath the first painting I’d done in the series, The Blue Bear, I’d been plagued by the feeling that I’d done something irreversible, that I wasn’t where I was supposed to be, that I hadn’t been for months. Worse yet, I had no anchor, no one to set me back on course. My wife of seven years, a no-­nonsense French lawyer who had stuck by my side in grad school as I showcased found sculptures constructed from other people’s rubbish and dollhouses made out of Barbie Doll packaging, was a meter of my creative decline. Anne-Laure de Bourigeaud was not going to lie and tell me that I’d made it. The person who would have, the one person who I wanted to comfort and reboost me, was across the Channel with a man who was more reliable, easygoing, more available than me. And so it fell to the red stickers and the handshakes of would-be patrons to fuel me with self-worth. But halfway through the evening, with my own wife brightly sparkling in front of everyone but me, I was unmoored and drifting, tempted to sink.

			 • • •

In the car after the opening, Anne thrust the Peugeot into first gear. Driving stick in Paris is cathartic when she’s anxious. I often let her drive.

			Anne strained against her seat belt, reaching out to verify that our daughter was wearing hers.

			“You all right, princess?” I asked, turning around also.

			Camille smoothed out the billowing layers of the ruffled pink tube skirt she’d picked out for Dad’s big night.

			“Non . . .” she said, yawning.

			“You didn’t take the last Yop, right?” This was asked of me, by my wife.

			The streetlight cut into the car, illuminating the steering wheel, the dusty dashboard, the humming, buzzing electroland of our interior mobile world. Anne had had her hair done. I knew better than to ask, but I recognized the scent of the hairspray that made its metallic strawberry way, twice a month, into our lives.

			I looked into her eyes that she had lined beautifully in the nonchalant and yet studied manner of the French. I forced a smile.

			“No, I didn’t.”

			“Good,” she said, edging the car out of the parking spot. “Cam-Cam, we’ll have a little snack when we get home.”

			Paris. Paris at night. Paris at night is a street show of a hundred moments you might have lived. You might have been the couple beneath the streetlamp by the Place de la Concorde, holding out a camera directed at themselves. You might have been the old man on the bridge, staring at the houseboats. You might have been the person that girl was smiling in response to as she crossed that same bridge on her cell phone. Or you might be a man in a shitty French export engaged in a discussion about liquid yogurt with his wife. Paris is a city of a hundred million lights, and sometimes they flicker. Sometimes they go out.

			Anne pushed on the radio, set it to the news. The molten contralto of the female announcer filled the silence of our car. “At an opening of a meeting at Camp David, British Prime Minister Tony Blair fully endorsed President Bush’s intention to find and destroy the weapons of mass destruction purportedly hidden in Iraq.” And then the reedy liltings of my once-proud prime minister: “The policy of inaction is not a policy we can responsibly subscribe to.”

			“Right,” said Anne. “Inaction.”

			“It’s madness,” I said, ignoring her pointed phrasing. “People getting scared because they’re told to be. Without asking why.”

			Anne flicked on the blinker.

			“It’s mostly displacement, I think. Verschiebung.” She tilted her chin up, proud of her arsenal of comp lit terms stored from undergrad. “The big questions are too frightening. You know, where to actually place blame. So they’ve picked an easy target.”

			“You think France will go along with it?”

			Her eyes darkened. “Never.”

			I looked out the window at the endless river below us, dividing the right bank from the left bank, the rich from the richer. “It’s a bad sign, though, Blair joining up,” I added. “I mean, the British? We used to question things to death.”

			Anne nodded and fell silent. The announcer went on to summarize the fiscal situation across the Eurozone since the introduction of the euro in January of 2002.

			Anne turned down the volume and looked in the rearview mirror. “Cam, honey. Did you have a good time?”

			“Um, it was okay,” our daughter, Camille, said, fiddling with her dress. “My favorite is the one with all the bicycles and then the, um, the one in the kitchen, and then the one with the blue bear that used to be in my room.”

			I closed my eyes at all the women, even the small ones, who wield words like wands; their phrases sugary and innocuous one minute, corrosive the next.

			Aesthetically, The Blue Bear was one of the largest and thus most expensive paintings in the show, but because I had originally painted it as a gift for Anne, it was also the most barbed.

			At 117 x 140 cm, The Blue Bear is an oil painting of the guest room in a friend’s rickety, draft-ridden house in Centerville, Cape Cod, where we’d planned to spend the summer after grad school riding out the what-now crests of our midtwenties and to consider baby-making, which—if it wouldn’t answer the “what now?” question—would certainly answer “what next?”

			The first among our group of friends to get married, it felt rebellious and artistic to consider having a child while we were still young and thin of limb and riotously in love. We also thought, however, that we were scheming in dreamland, safe beneath the mantra that has been the downfall of so many privileged white people: an unplanned pregnancy can’t happen to us.

			Color us surprised, then, when a mere five weeks after having her IUD removed, Anne missed her period and started to notice a distinct throbbing in her breasts. We thought it was funny—so symbiotic were we in our tastes and desires that a mere discussion could push a possibility into being. We were delighted—amused, even. We felt blessed.

			During those first few weeks on the Cape, I was still making sculptures out of found objects, and Anne, a gifted illustrator, was interspersing her studies for the European bar with new installments of a zine she’d started while studying abroad in Boston. A play on words with “Anne” (her name) and âne (the French word for “donkey”), Âne in America depicted the missteps of a shy, pessimistic Parisian indoctrinated into the boisterous world of cotton-candy-hearted, light-beer-guzzling Americans who relied on their inexhaustible optimism to see them through all things.

			But as the summer inched on and I watched her caress her growing belly as she read laminated hardcovers from the town library, a curious change came over this Englishman who up until that point had been the enemy of sap. I became a sentimentalist, a tenderheart, an easy-listening sop. Much like how the lack of oxygen in planes makes us tear up at the most improbable of romantic comedies, as that child grew within Anne into a living, true-blue thing instead of a discussed possibility, I lost interest in the sea glass and the battered plastic cans and the porous wood I’d been using all summer and was filled with the urge to paint something lovely for her. For them both.

			The idea of painting a scene viewed through a keyhole came to me when I happened upon Anne in the bedroom one morning pondering a stuffed teddy bear that our friends, the house’s owners, had left for us on a chair as an early baby gift. They were, at that point, our closest friends and the first people we had told about the pregnancy, but there was something about that stuffed animal that was both touching and foreboding. Would the baby play with it? Would the baby live? I could see the mix of trepidation and excitement playing over Anne’s face as she turned the stuffed brown thing over in her hands, and it comforted me to know that I wasn’t alone with my roller-coaster rides between pridefulness and fear.

			And still—Anne is a woman, and I, rather evidently, am not. There was a great difference between what was happening to her and what was potentially happening—going to happen—to us. Which is how I got the idea to approach the scene from a distance, as an outsider, a voyeur.

			Except for the tattered rug and the rocking chair beside a window with a view of the gray sea, I left the room uninhabited save for the stuffed bear that I painted seated on the rocking chair, a bit larger than it was in real life, and not at all brown. I painted the bear blue, and not a dim pastel color that might have been a trick of the light and sea, but a vibrating cerulean that lent to the otherwise staid atmosphere a pulsating point of interest. Unsettling in some lights, calming in others—the blue stood for the thrill of the unknown.

			When I gave the painting to Anne, she never asked why the bear was blue. She knew why, inherently, and in the giving of the painting, I felt doubly convinced that I loved her, that I truly loved her, that I would love her for all time. What other woman could wordlessly accept such a confession? A tangible depiction of both happiness and fear?

			In the fall, that painting traveled with our belongings in a ship across the Atlantic, and it waited in a Parisian storage center until the birth of our daughter, when we finally had a home. We hung it in the nursery, ignoring the comments from certain friends and in-laws that the bear would have been a lot less off-putting and child appropriate if it hadn’t been blue. The very fact that other people didn’t seem to “get it” convinced us that we had a shared sensibility, something truly special, making the painting more important than a private joke.

			We continued feeling that way until Camille turned three and started plastering her walls with her own drawings and paper cutouts and origami birds, and we began to feel like we’d enforced something upon her that only meant something to us. So we put it in the basement, intending to scout for a new bookshelf system so that we would have enough wall space to hang the painting in our bedroom. But then I met Lisa, and too much time had passed, and when The Blue Bear was brought up, the discussions were accusatory, spiteful. And so it stayed in the basement, hidden out of sight, not so much forgotten as disdained.

			Months later, when I started gathering the paintings for the exhibition, my gallerist said he still remembered the first key painting I’d ever shown him, and that he’d been impressed by it. Might I consider including it in the show? The suspicion that The Blue Bear didn’t mean what it used to mean was confirmed when I told Anne about Julien’s proposition and she said if he thought it made the show more complete somehow, what did she care. Go ahead and listen to him. Sell.

			 • • •

After finding a parking spot outside of our house in the fourteenth, we moved automatically into our pit-crew positions to execute the life-sustaining gestures of our domestic life. While Anne gave Camille the aforementioned liquid yogurt, I went upstairs to draw her a bath, adding a peach bath ball that she liked. Anne came in to supervise her splashing while I tidied up the kitchen. Then I tucked her in bed and kissed her, and her mother read her a story before lights-out.

			In our bathroom, I brushed my teeth quickly and splashed water on my face. Without it ever being stated, I knew well enough to be out before Anne came in so that she could take care of her own needs without having to look up and see the reflection of my face next to hers.

			I slipped into bed and waited for the distant sound of singsong reading to fade. When I heard my wife’s footsteps in the hallway, I picked up the book on my nightstand and started to read Poor Fellow My Country, the longest Australian novel of all time.

			Anne went into the bathroom, shut me out with a closed door. When she came to bed, she did so smelling of rosemary with her dark hair in a high bun, hair I had been besotted with back in grad school, but now no longer touched. She said good night without looking at me, and I said good night back.

			It has been seven months and sixteen days since I last had sex with my wife. I loved her, and I lost sight of her, and I took up with someone else. And although she never asked who it was or when it started or exactly what it was—sex, flirtation, lust—she said didn’t want to know, she wanted it to be done. She wanted me as a husband and a father again, but no longer as a friend. And I made a promise to her that I would end it, although the relationship had already reached its final chapter. By the time Anne confronted me, certain I had a mistress, my mistress had left me to marry someone else. I told Lisa that I loved her, and she didn’t care.

			And so I find myself in a kind of love lock: pining for the wrong person, grieving beside a woman whose body I can’t touch, being given a second chance I can’t find the clarity to take.

			Once upon a time, I was very in love with Anne-Laure, and—incredibly—she was in love with me. And sometimes, it still comes at me, the sight of her, my dark-haired, sea-eyed beauty, a woman I have built a life with that I don’t deserve. And I will think, Deserve her. Get back to the way you were in your apartment in Rhode Island, class-skipping together naked under a duvet, laughing about how many pillows Americans like on a bed; back to the woody Barolos she brown-bagged to BYOB dives; get back to her intelligence, her daringness. Get back to the French in her, timeless, free, and subtle. Get back to the person faking sleep beside you. Reach over, beg, get back.

			Impossible as it is, I know that Anne still loves me. And when I catch myself looking at her across a room, atop a staircase, coming home from work with a shopping bag full of carefully chosen things, everything comes flooding back and it makes me fucking ache because I can no longer connect these memories that feel so warm when I think about them to what we’re currently living. Somewhere down the line, it got hard to just be kind, and I don’t know why, and I don’t know when, and when I see all of the reasons to be back in love with her again, I want more than anything to be swept up in the tide of before. Somewhere in the losing of my love for Anne, I lost a little bit of my love for everything else. And I don’t know what I’m waiting for to get those feelings back. Nor how long I—we—can wait.

		

	
		
			2

			NEAR THE end of September, Julien called to tell me that he had mail for me, and news. After walking Camille to school as I did each morning, I bought an elephant ear at a neighboring bakery and ate it standing behind a news kiosk, biding my time for whatever awaited me in a scented envelope.

			When Lisa said she was leaving me, she asked if she could write. The paradox of her request always makes me think of the Serge Gainsbourg song “I Love You, Me Neither.” Lisa Bishop even looks like Jane Birkin, the little minx. In any case, because I’m an idiot slash glutton for punishment, I said yes. I said write me at the gallery. I said never at my home.

			When I tried to imagine what these letters would be like, I had visions of me clue-searching for evidence that Lisa missed me, that she felt she’d made a mistake. I expected that when she finally did get married and was thus exposed to the libido-numbing administrations of conjugal life, that the letters might increase in volume and in temperature, that they’d be lurid, sexy things. In my fantasy world, I wrote her back, keeping a message-in-a-bottle thing going at the gallery, keeping my (now only intellectual) dalliances far away from home. I miss you back. I’m empty. But you’re right, it had to end.

			In reality, however, Lisa’s letters have been so disheartening, I haven’t responded. I’ve thought about writing her to ask her to stop writing, but there’s something so terribly childish about that, so very “sticks and stones,” I haven’t done that either. Besides, sticks and stones have broken my bones, and words have also hurt me.

			I don’t mean to be churlish about it, but you spend seven years on top-notch behavior only to finally give in, falter, seriously fuck things up, the least your accomplice can do is have the decency to love you back.

			I always assumed that Lisa wanted me to leave my wife. I spent a lot of time wondering why else would she be with me, and not enough time asking her why she actually was. And why was she? For the sex, she finally said. The novelty. The fun. And this from an American, a journalist, a woman endowed with neither the prudishness of her countrywomen nor the ethics of her trade. This isn’t how things are supposed to work when you’re a cheater. Lisa was supposed to go all fatal attraction for me. She was supposed to want to meet my kid and dream about being a fab stepmum who was a taller, brighter, wilder version of Anne. What she wasn’t supposed to do was casually drop over a light lunch of nigiri sushi that she was leaving me for a cutlery designer from London, a prissy toff named Dave.

			“Good Lord, he doesn’t go by ‘David’?” I remember asking with a cough.

			“No.” She stuck her chopsticks into the center of the wasabi, two stakes through the heart. “He’s very nice.”

			“Oh, I’m sure he is, with a name like that.”

			“Please,” she said. “You’re not winning any originality awards with ‘Richard.’” She sighed and pushed away her sushi. “Are you seriously going to say that you’re surprised?”

			My jaw dropped, answering her question. “When did you even meet this person? When did you have time?”

			“You’re married, Richard. I have lots of time.”

			She got the check and we took a walk around the Seine while she prattled on about how she’d done a piece on him for the Herald Tribune lifestyle section. Purportedly, he was the first culinary arts designer to introduce the plastic spork to take-out restaurants in England, although the validity of this claim was currently being challenged by a Norwegian upstart named Lars.

			“It’s a pretty stressful time for him,” she said, fussing with her scarf.

			When a woman you have cried against postcoitus tells you she’s leaving you for a man whose claim to fame is the conjoining of a soup spoon and a fork, you wait for the ringer, you wait for the joke. What you don’t wait for is a second revelation that she’s leaving you to get married.

			By this time we were seated on a concrete bench by the Seine, its gritty surface speckled with broken green glass, accompanied by the acrid smell of urine.

			“I thought you didn’t like marriage,” I said. “I thought you didn’t believe in it.”

			“It’s funny,” she said, flicking a piece of glass onto the ground. “Everyone says when you know, you know. And it’s true. Something just clicked. It’s all very calming, really. It’s not half as dramatic as it was with you.”

			I looked at her incredulously to see if she hadn’t gone and sprouted a demonic windup key between her shoulder blades.

			“Are you mad at me?” she asked, pulling my hand against her face. “You know it wasn’t going to last with us, even if it’s been great.” She kissed the inside of my palm with her nasty mouth half open, so her kiss was wet. “And it has been great.” She started kissing my fingers. I pulled my hand away.

			“You’re serious.”

			Her hazel eyes got big. “I am,” she said. “I’m leaving. I’m moving to London in two months.”

			I stared at my sneakers. I stared at the Seine.

			“I’m crazy about you,” she continued. “You know that. But this has to stop. If I waited any longer, it would probably ruin your life.”

			Twenty-nine years old to my thirty-four with no idea that I’d been having to sleep in the guest bedroom of my own house because the energy she’d filled me with, this fucking yen for life, the desire at every hour of every single day to be inside her, had made me a walking dead man in my home life, that I had entire days where I couldn’t remember what I said to my own daughter on our walk to school; that at gunpoint I couldn’t recall my wife’s outfits from the past week—from the past night—that I drank more than I used to and I ate less than I used to and I never, ever dreamed that we were done.

			There wasn’t much more to it—I saw Lisa four more times before she left for London and we never had sex again. After double-­timing me for I don’t know how long, she felt self-­righteous, almost evangelical, about being engaged. She said she’d gotten it out of her system, the cheating, and that she was truly looking forward to being a good and dutiful wife as if she was embarking on some kind of vision quest, my God.

			And then she left me. Left me unsure whether to want her back or hate her, left me with the missive that I shouldn’t try to win her back, but could she keep in touch with me—from time to time, could she write. Left me with the mother of my child demanding that I put an end to whatever was numbing my insides, and the fact that I didn’t get to do that, that I didn’t get to choose, that I wasn’t the one who finally manned up and said “end this,” has made it that much more difficult to find my way back into my life.

			 • • •

As I was wiping a deluge of pastry flecks off of my pullover, getting ready to head to the gallery, a man in purple high-tops and a yellow helmet pulled up next to the news kiosk on a beat-up scooter.

			“Richard!” he yelled, flipping up his face shield. “I thought that was you!”

			Just when I thought my spirits couldn’t get any lower, my submarine heart took a dive. I wiped my buttery fingers on my jeans and stretched my hand out to greet his in an amalgamation of a fist bump and a punch.

			“Patrick,” I said. “How’s it going?”

			“Good, good! I was just on my way to my new studio, in Bercy? And at the red light I was like, is it or isn’t it? I haven’t seen you in years!”

			“I know, man,” I managed, with a “whatever” shrug. “Offspring.”

			“Oh, yeah? Me, too.” He took off his helmet. “It’s good to see you! I kept thinking I’d run into you somewhere, but . . . I don’t know. Have you been traveling?”

			“Not much. You?” I said, preparing myself to resent every answer to every question I was about to ask. “I thought you moved back to Denmark?”

			“I did. For a year. But once you’ve been in the States, everything feels kind of rigid, don’t you think? I just finished a residency in Texas, actually, at the Ballroom Marfa? Brought the wife. The kid . . . oh, here!” he said, reaching into his back pocket. “I just came from the printers actually, so . . .” He waited as I examined the flyer in my hand. “I’ve got a show coming up at the Musée Bourdelle. Performance art, if you can believe it.”

			“Oh, yeah?” I said, my stomach tightening.

			“Yeah, it’s pretty . . .” He shifted his weight on the scooter. “Have you ever read The Interrogative Mood by Padgett Powell?

			“It’s just a book of questions,” he continued, after my “no.” “A novel of them, really. Question after question. For example.” He adjusted his helmet under his arm. “‘Should a tree be pruned? Is having collected Coke bottles for deposit money part of the fond stuff of your childhood?’”

			“You’ve memorized them?”

			“No,” he said, with a laugh. “Just a couple here and there. They’ve got me set up in Bourdelle’s old studio, where I’ll be in residence for a week, sitting there with the book. Each person can come in one by one and sit with me, and I’ll just pick up with the questions from where I left off with the last person. Anyway,” he said, nodding toward the flyer. “You should come! I’m really excited about it.”

			“Yeah,” I said, running my thumb across the heading. “I might.”

			“Well, I’ve gotta run, but it would be really great to catch up some more, hear what you’ve been up to? Hell, our kids could have a playdate!”

			I smiled at him weakly. “Seriously?”

			“‘If someone approached you saying, “Lead me to the music,” how would you respond?’”

			I blinked. He blinked back at me. He shrugged. “It’s from my show.”

			“Oh,” I said, pushing a laugh out. “Cool.”

			He eased his scooter back to the pavement with his purple high-tops, repeating that he really, really meant it. Coffee. Soon.

			And off he went. Goddamn Patrick Madsen, who was so generous and wholehearted I couldn’t even hate him and his rip-off show. Back at RISD, he’d majored in kinetic animation—for his sophomore evaluation, he’d outfitted the heads of four taxidermied boars with recordings from the film version of Roe v. Wade that were only activated when a woman walked past. For his thesis show, he wired and grooved a series of his German grandfather’s photographs from the Second World War so that they could actually be played on a record player. The sounds that came out of the photographs were terrifying; high-pitched and scratched. He won a grant for that, which he used to study robotics and engineering in Osaka, Japan. And now he was doing performance art. If I hadn’t felt like enough of a hack for making a sell-out show of accessible oil paintings (scenes viewed through doorways? Jesus) I certainly did now.

			 • • •

When I finally arrived at the gallery, I found Julien comme d’habitude, his desk littered with single-use espresso cups, his ear glued to the phone. I tossed the paper bag with a croissant I’d brought him onto his desk and waited for him to finish up his conversation.

			“Tout à fait, tout à fait.” He nodded while simultaneously throwing me a thumbs-up for the croissant. “It is a lot of yellow. Do you have good windows? It’ll look more sage-colored in natural light.”

			He flicked a ten-centime piece my way so that I could get an instant coffee from the machine in the back. By the time I returned, he was done with his phone call and had started in on his croissant.

			“People are weird about yellow. Too much yellow, they freak. These idiots want to put a five-meter painting in their kitchen because they’ve got this new table that—anyway.” He reached into a drawer. “Here.”

			I had two letters. From the manic script on the outside of the envelope, I knew the first was from my mum. The second was from Lisa Bishop, evil colonizer of Englishmen’s hearts.

			“Humph,” I said, sitting down to start with the envelope from my fellow Haddon. She’d never given me an explanation for it, but my mother had been sending weird news snippets and recipes to me at the gallery for years. She sent postcards to our house on the Rue de la Tombe-Issoire, but the strange stuff she sent here. Whenever we saw her over the holidays, I considered asking her about it, but there was something beguiling about the irrationality of the arrangement that moved me to keep quiet.

			The news snippets and recipes rarely came with a personal note, although once in a while she’d scrawl something beneath a heading. This particular post contained a double missive: a recipe for grape soup with the annotation We’ve tried it! and an article from that day’s Sun.

			BRITS 45 MINS FROM DOOM 
by George Pascoe-Watson

			British servicemen and tourists in Cyprus could be annihilated by germ warfare missiles launched by Iraq, it was revealed yesterday.

			They could thud into the Mediterranean island within 45 minutes of tyrant Saddam Hussein ordering an attack.

			And they could spread death and destruction through warheads carrying anthrax, mustard gas, sarin, or ricin.

			The 50-page report, drawn up by British Intelligence chiefs, says the dictator has defied a United Nations ban by retaining up to 20 Al-Hussein missiles with a maximum range of 400 miles.

			It adds: They could be used with conventional, chemical, or biological warheads and are capable of reaching a number of countries in the region including Cyprus.

			I tossed the clippings to Julien, a big fan of my mum’s taste.

			“Have you been following this?” I asked.

			“You can make soup out of grapes?”

			“No, the conflict, you idiot. What do you think?”

			“Makes me glad to be French, actually.”

			I grabbed the paper back and searched for a new topic.

			“I ran into an old friend of mine, from art school, earlier,” I volunteered, watching Julien open his checkbook. “Kind of an activist. But he’s doing performance art now.”

			“Hmm,” he said, continuing to multitask.

			“Does that sell?”

			“Performance art?” He signed the check and slipped it into an orange-and-white envelope bearing the logo of France’s only telecommunications company. “Nope.”

			“His will.”

			“Why so glum, Haddon? Did you want my croissant?”

			“No.” I sighed, pushing back from the table. “It was just that I was thinking. I need to shake things up.”

			“What, like that?” Indicating the article in my hands. “Death and destruction? Something performative?”

			I crossed my arms. “Well . . . yeah.”

			“Can we do one thing at a time here?” He reached behind him for a manila envelope perched within risky distance of a vase. “I called you with good news, and you’ve brought me this.” He made an all-encompassing gesture in the direction of my face. “The Blue Bear went. Ten thou.”

			I felt my heart slide down my ribs like something ill-­digested. There was a faint ringing in my ears and my eye sockets felt punched. I’d managed to convince myself that no one would want that painting, that just like the well-intentioned visitors during the months after Camille’s birth, no one would “get it,” and that it would find its way back home.

			“Rich?” Julien said, handing me the envelope. “It sold?”

			“Right,” I said, startled. “That’s good. Great.”

			“Curious thing, actually, as it went to a countryman of yours—someone in London. He was at the show, apparently. Bit of a strange bird. You know, blah blah blah, it’s a gift for his fiancée, blah blah blah, their house. These people, they tell you everything. I hear about their floor layouts, their children, the chevron carpet in the—”

			I ripped the envelope open while Julien dribbled on. The contract stipulated the sale of The Blue Bear to one Dave Lacey from London, England.

			“He specifically said it’s for his fiancée?” I said, looking up.

			“Or his partner. Why?”

			My heart clenched. “Lisa moved to London. Lisa has a fiancé.”

			Julien rolled his eyes. “Well, his name isn’t Lisa.” He pointed at the contract. “It’s Dave.”

			“But that’s just it,” I said, tracing my finger around the postmark on Lisa’s latest letter. “That’s his name. Did you invite her to the show?”

			“Did I invite her— Richard. Come back to us on Earth. No, I didn’t invite her to your opening, I figured you’d be coming with your wife. Now, it’s a coincidence, I’ll grant you that, but I had a protracted conversation with this fellow and I’m pretty sure his ‘fiancée’ isn’t going to be walking down the aisle in a gown.”

			“But same-sex marriage isn’t legal in England,” I protested, my head reeling with the reasons Lisa would have bought a painting of mine, and this one in particular.

			“He talked to me about throw pillows. I don’t think this guy’s your man. And even if he was, it’s sold, darling. Can we be happy? Can we move on? This was a great show for you. Are you going to read that or not?”

			I looked down at Lisa’s letter. I shook my head, not.

			“Suit yourself, you flagellator. It’s over, but not done. Ah, another thing. I’m getting an intern.” He liberated a blue folder from beneath a slew of paperwork and handed it to me. “Which one? I was thinking about that Bérénice girl. Look, she’s from Toulouse.” He pointed at the printout with a pencil.

			“She included a photo? That’s legal?”

			“My thinking,” he said, ignoring me, “is that with a name like that, she’ll be very manageable. Girls from the southwest, they’re a bit dull, you know, but studious. They don’t get uppity about things like the Parisians. Like she’s not going to have a crying fit if I ask her to send a fax.”

			“I can’t talk about this,” I said, standing with my mail. “I need to think.”

			“Yes, well, there’s not much to think about. The painting was for sale, it sold. That’s the way these things work, Richard.”

			“Yeah, thanks.”

			He stood to embrace me with a peck on both cheeks.

			“Take Anne out to dinner. Celebrate.” He took one look at my face before rescinding this suggestion. “Or rather, wait for the next one. You’ll see. They’re all going to go. Be happy about it, will you? Live in the now.” He walked me to the tall glass doors at the entrance. On the pavement, just to the right of the gallery, a small, untended Chihuahua was squeezing out a crap.

			“And let me know if you try that recipe,” he said, pulling the door open. “I love anything with grapes.”

			 • • •

I had a place near the Premier Regard where I liked to read Lisa’s letters. Far from my house, but close to the gallery, I could trick myself into thinking I was reading business correspondence; a letter from a fan. In front of the Église Saint-Sulpice, there was a little square around a fountain that hadn’t worked in years. There were these mechanized cement columns surrounding the northern side of the square that slid below the pavement when an emergency vehicle had to come through, or when there was a funeral—in which case the emergency vehicle was a hearse. Reading them in the open, surrounded by nannies and panhandlers and nuns, allowed me to soften the signification of their existence. I was just a man on a conical structure opening up a letter. No harm in reading mail! But the truth was that as long as Lisa kept writing me, Julien was right about it: our relationship was over, but it wasn’t done.

			Usually, I approached these reading sessions with the excited energy of a child, but today I felt anxious. Running into Patrick had extinguished the embers of my artistic self-worth, The Blue Bear had sold—an unretractable mistake—and it had possibly sold to my ex-mistress, leaving me feeling like I was at the end of both my creative and my domestic life.

			Lisa had never been jealous of Anne-Laure. Selfish, yes, and flighty, but vindictive, she was not. There was no reason for her to do something as manipulative as buy a painting that I’d done for my pregnant wife, but at the same time the coincidences seemed too outlandish. A buyer from London. A buyer named Dave.

			Lisa and I had still been seeing each other when I was finishing the paintings for the Premier Regard show—she loved the whole idea of it, assigning more meaning to keys as objects than I did. While Anne more or less turned a blind eye to my two-year dip into the commercial art pool, tolerating it as you would the “let me do a play for you!” phase in a young child, Lisa genuinely liked the key paintings. She helped me feel like I wasn’t selling out so much as providing the public with a set of experiences they could connect to. More than a piece of metal to be inserted into a lock, she got me thinking about the passage keys grant to places that can’t be reached with the aid of a locksmith, or by a letter with a stamp, and how the taking away of keys sometimes denies access to the truly physical: bellies, buttocks, closed eyelids, toes. Mind you, she gave me this little pep talk six weeks before asking for the key to her apartment back because she was getting married, she was moving, just like that. Sitting there on the cold concrete, I reconsidered her character. Maybe she was calculating enough to have orchestrated the purchase of the bear.

			Lisa’s stationery was petal yellow with her name letter-pressed in green. This stationery always struck me as out-of-characterly plutocratic. Even my own wife didn’t have monogrammed stationery, and she had a flipping de in her maiden name.

			September 18, 2002

			Dear Richard,

			The letter started, as most letters addressed to me did.

			It’s been seven weeks now since I’ve arrived in London. Isn’t that nuts? I haven’t even unpacked all of my bags yet, I’ve mostly been concentrating on the bedroom and the kitchen, which Dave is letting me redo. I’m going to use a lot of white tile, even for the walls, like that restaurant I told you about in Stockholm. Remember? 

			I think of you often and I wonder if you are okay. You were in very bad shape when I left Paris. So panicked. So urgent. I guess you’re still mad at me for leaving, but one day you’ll realize what a useless emotion anger really is. Honestly, what you were trying to hold on to with us would have perished in the holding. Don’t turn into one of those expats who thinks that artists need to suffer in order to be creative! There’s so many of them in Paris. They all have thinning hair and navy boat sweaters and, now that I think of it, a lot of them are named Greg. 

			Anyway. Back in college, I had a writing teacher who told me that writing should be fun. Back then, I didn’t believe him (I was reading lots of Plath), but it’s true that once I started working, I had so little time for my own writing. When I did sit down to do it, I often thought, What a shame that this isn’t fun! Until I changed my tone a bit. Which reminds me! It looks like the Independent is going to run the design column that I pitched. Can you believe they took an American? It’s curiously well paid! 

			I’ve been trying to work on my own stuff twice a week, and on weekends, I go in town and take photographs. Or I go out in the countryside and take photographs. Dave is so organized, he’s inspiring me to get organized myself. Every morning he wakes up, has a cup of black coffee, reads one or two articles, and then shuts himself in his office until five o’clock, when he comes down and has a tea. He keeps on working for an hour or two until he’s done for the day. Got goose bumps yet? I know how much you hate routine. His creative process is an organized one. But does that mean it’s boring? I don’t know, it’s up for argument; but I’ll tell you something, Richard, stability—when tossed in with the right amount of love, respect, passion (and a little bit of sex!)—is better than you think. I hope, for your sake, that you’ve learned how to live your life a little better. Maybe you should try giving up alcohol for a while. Maybe you should try being faithful!! : ) I’m happy, Richard. Are you?

			Always thinking of you,

			Lisa

			Like always with Lisa’s letters, once I finished reading them, I was left with a seasickness of conflicting emotions. Pleasure, because she’d written, and disappointment, because her letters never amounted to what I really wanted: a confession that she missed me, that she’d made a mistake in leaving, that she wanted me back.

			With that figurative letter in hand, I could recoup some dignity and control. I could write back “no.” But what happened with these letters, these catalogs of her coffee and tea-drinking fiancé, the white tiles of her new life, was that they left me jealous and distracted. It was calculating of her really: because the letters left me wanting more from them than I was getting, I still wanted her.

			I had to ask Lisa to stop writing me, but I lacked the courage to ask. What would a future be like without the occasional proof that she’d existed? That, for a bottled moment, she’d adored me back? I owed it to Anne-Laure to cut off communication with Lisa. I’d promised her that. But I needed it—I really needed it—this secret line to something private. One day soon, I’d get in touch with Lisa and tell her to stop writing. But in the meantime, along with other home improvements to my marriage, I had to find the decency to tell my wife that The Blue Bear had sold.
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			I CERTAINLY can’t blame the French education system for the problems in my marriage. In fact, I’d say that the French make it almost too easy to have a life when you’re a parent. State-subsidized spaces in the neighborhood nursery are every citizen’s right, and the public school system is gratis. The cafeteria serves a cheese course, classes run till 4:30 p.m. (and that’s without extracurriculars), and most schools run on a six-day program, with half days on Wednesdays for elementary school students and Saturdays also, once your kid’s in middle school. That’s right, in four short years, my daughter will have school on Saturdays, from 9 a.m. to lunch. Now, in theory, yes, that means one can’t go running off on a weekend getaway if one can’t get a sitter, but it also means that one can start doing something outrageous on a Friday like knock back a bit o’ port.

			Sometimes I think that I wouldn’t live in France if I hadn’t married a native, but it probably isn’t true. I spent two years at the École des Beaux-Arts exchange program in Paris and two more years in the graduate painting program at RISD in Providence, and although I had more fun in America, I never could have afforded to have a broken wrist set, and I sure as hell would never have coughed up what those people pay for their childrens’ higher education. If Anne and I already have rows over our vacation and recreation fund on her fancy lawyer salary and my less fancy artist one with a daughter in a free school that serves her duck casserole and Reblochon before naptime, I can only imagine what would happen if we had to dole out fifty grand a year so that Cam could get felt up on a pool table littered with plastic Solo Cups by some imbecile named Chuck.

			And yet. And yet. Sometimes I feel that Anne and I lost something that was essential about us—to us, even—when we left the States. We were foreigners studying in what was admittedly a strange land where the customs and mores never ceased to provide us with fodder for private jokes. Everything delighted us. We were insouciant and pompous. Anne started taking hip-hop ballet classes and wearing linen trench coats. She stocked canned snails in my pantry and empty shells in my freezer “just in case.” On weekends in Boston, she’d make me stand in crowded places and report back on whether I agreed with her about how clean people smelled. “Like mangoes,” she said. “American girls always smell like fruit.”

			And she was my best critic. As talented as—if not more talented than—I as an illustrator, she had a built-in bullshit detector that served as a barometer for my graduate thesis show: an interactive series of pop-culture Russian dolls that depicted the rise or fall of cultural figures. For instance, in one set, the largest doll showed a painting of American women working on a factory floor during World War II. Under that, an image of a two-car garage, followed by a milk carton, then a stalk of corn. The smallest doll represented Martha Stewart. In another set, I’d shellacked newspaper clips of union protesters throughout Britain, and underneath that, an illustration of a British-made Gloster aircraft and so on and so forth with icons of the former British manufacturing industry until you came to a small doll representing Margaret Thatcher.

			When we first moved back to Paris, I was still doing pop-culture politico work like this—or rather, I was trying to in between changing nappies and running out to Franprix for overripe bananas. But sometimes, you just get really tired of keeping up the pretenses. It’s like making small talk with the stranger seated next to you during dinner at a wedding. You’re firing through the appetizers and first round of drinks, no problem, but by the time the chicken Marsala arrives—gelatinous and tepid—you think, Lord help me, I’ve got nothing left to say. Without realizing I was doing so, I slipped into time-out mode. With my art. My wife.

			To her credit, Anne never asked that I start working on more conventional projects. I put the pressure on myself. Or rather, I felt pressure coming from Anne’s family and transformed this into pressure upon myself. At that point, Anne was still studying for the requisite exams that would allow her to practice law in Europe. Aside from small amounts I made selling paintings in group shows and a laughable hourly rate I got from a translating job Monsieur de Bourigeaud found me in his firm, we weren’t really making money. Oh, we would be, soon enough, or rather, Anne would be, but in the beginning, Anne’s parents took care of us, even providing the down payment on our house.

			Now, as a lower-middle-class lad from Hemel Hempstead, this kind of silver-spooning shouldn’t have sat well with me at all. And at first, it didn’t. Anne and I saw ourselves as comrades-in-arms, well educated and levelheaded, yes, but still intrepid. We wanted to do things our way. We hadn’t needed anyone’s help before this, and we didn’t see why we needed it then.

			That changed when we started visiting the flats that our paltry savings could afford us: heartless, one-room studios on the sixth floors of charmless buildings in neighborhoods where you wouldn’t want to walk alone at night, and all this while Anne was seven months pregnant. In such a place, I wouldn’t have been able to store my art equipment, let alone do any painting, and Anne began to have nightmares in which she found herself welded not just to the baby, but to the walls of the apartment, terrified that she’d be a homebound mum forever, with no way back out.

			And then one Sunday, after lunch at their home in the wooded suburbs of Le Vésinet, her parents took us to visit a small town house in the fourteenth arrondissement of Paris: three stories with a tidy plot of land in the back, just big enough for a garden, and an unfinished work space on the second floor that could function as a studio. As I walked through the light-filled area of the largest private work area I might potentially ever have, I found myself hoping that Anne would swallow her pride and accept the blue blood coursing through her like a prodigal daughter coming home.

			And she did. She caved. We both did. We accepted the Bourigeauds’ financial help and started our new life. Due to a mind that is more pragmatic than mine, Anne never felt guilty about accepting her parents’ cash. Instead, she repaid their generosity by being the very best mother, daughter, and lawyer that she could be, while I let the shame of such a handout build inside of me until it made me feel like less of a man, less of an artist, less than everything I had one day hoped to be.

			It was around this time that I started looking for representation in Paris. Although I’d had several pieces from my thesis work along with some of my former installations exhibited in group shows around Europe, I couldn’t find a gallerist willing to give me my own show. Apparently, I wasn’t coming at the political-­pop angle in the right way. My work wasn’t loud enough, it wasn’t flashy, it wasn’t neon pink. Others told me that there wasn’t enough cohesion among my various pieces, or that there was too much of it, to come back and visit when I was “known.” Of course, you couldn’t “be” someone without getting your own show, and you couldn’t get your own show if you were a nobody. Feeling despondent, I nevertheless forced myself to visit the last three galleries on my list, one of which was the Premier Regard run by Julien Lagrange.

			When he looked through my portfolio, he fixated on a photograph I’d slid near the back, a section most people never got to because they’d already decided that I didn’t have that “thing” that they were looking for. But Julien was interested in The Blue Bear, the one painting that had nothing to do with all my other work, the one painting that was schmaltzy.

			“Do you have other ones like this?” he asked.

			“What,” I said, “like, awful?”

			He laughed. “No, depictive. Accessible. From the same point of view?”

			I said I’d messed about with other scenes viewed through a keyhole, but it wasn’t a direction I’d pursued because it was amateurish and sappy.

			“Yeah,” he said, drumming his fingers on the photo. “But this, I could sell.”

			He explained that due to the success of a British nautical painter he represented called Stephen Haslett, he had a solid clientele of British and American expats who liked to buy art that looked romantic in their new homes.

			“They don’t go for the modern stuff,” he said. “These are the kind of people who come back from holiday with Provençal tablecloths and salt. Anyway, if you could put together a set of key paintings, I could give you a show.”

			I didn’t believe him, but we stayed in touch. In fact, rather quickly we became friends, which is a hard thing to do in a country where people consider everyone they didn’t go to elementary school with a stranger. Julien kept bringing up the key paintings, and I kept replying that I found his proposition beneath me. The problem was that I wasn’t working on anything else. Aside from its joys and unparalleled weirdness, parenthood had me in a fathomless, sleep-deprived, creative rut. I could barely manage to squeeze oil paint onto a palette—I wasn’t in any frame of mind to do cutting-edge art. Plus, I was keen to get out from underneath the Bourigeauds’ golden thumb. I was ready—eager, even—to experience what it felt like to be commercially successful. The Blue Bear had been a nice experience for me, cathartic. Would it be so wrong to keep on painting tableaux seen through doors?

			The creation of the key paintings was effortless. Meditative, even. Once I had a go at Julien’s proposition, I found I couldn’t stop. Having been corporally bound to one woman for so many years, exploring moments from my past relationships felt like a release. In hindsight, the nostalgic fugue state that catapulted my process was probably one of the reasons I was primed to meet Lisa when I did.

			In addition to being a sentimental hat tip to ex-girlfriends, the show was also a salutation to my erstwhile twenties. The subject of School Days, for example, is a stall of lime-lined urinals in an abandoned elementary school that had been reappropriated as a squat.

			R’s Kitchen shows an overloaded sink that belonged to a New Zealand finger painter who liked communal nighttime Rollerblading and piercing people’s ears. I am happy to say that I left that relationship with my distaste for both in-line skating and the smell of rubbing alcohol intact.

			Pet Lover shows a mudroom back in Providence, and underneath the raincoats there’s a kennel with no dog. But the real subject is an American girl named Elliott, the last woman I dated before meeting Anne.

			And there were others, sixteen of them in total. But as much as they cast a glimpse into love’s beginning, the paintings chosen for the Premier Regard show offer a still life of love’s end. And the sale of The Blue Bear represents the saddest end of all.

			 • • •

By the time my wife got home that night, I had a pot of cream-and-cracked-pepper pasta bubbling on the stove along with a green salad with Roquefort and red pears, and an open bottle of Chinon breathing on the counter. My guilt over having received another of Lisa’s letters coupled with the fact that I had to tell Anne about The Blue Bear had encouraged me to make two of my wife’s favorite dishes. I’d even purchased pistachio éclairs.

			I was sitting at the dining room table when Anne came in, working alongside Camille on the arts-and-crafts obsession that had consumed her the past year: origami animals. Perhaps due to her half-Breton heritage, she was inordinately fond of making origami crabs, but tonight, for a school project, she was folding monkeys.

			Leather briefcase in hand, Anne bent down to kiss Camille while simultaneously running her finger across the flat nose of the paper primate that our daughter was hard at work on.

			“That’s beautiful, honey,” Anne said, holding it up. “Is it a baboon?”

			“It’s a lemur,” Cam replied, grabbing her glitter glue stick.

			“Obviously,” I said, winking at my wife, who snubbed my chummy body language by drifting into the kitchen, returning with a wineglass to accompany the bottle on the table.

			“And what about that, then?” She took off a high heel and massaged the ball of her foot through her pink stockings while inspecting my mess of koi paper and Scotch tape.

			“It’s a turducken. A chicken inside a duck inside a turkey.”

			Camille scrunched her nose at her mother. “Gross.”

			“So?” I asked, raising my wineglass to meet Anne’s. “How go things in the world of Savda and Dern?”

			“Ugh,” she groaned, sinking into a chair behind Camille. “It looks like I’ve got a new case: these pregnant women in Lille. They’ve come together to file a lawsuit against wine label makers.” She reached for the Chinon. “In America they have a warning saying women shouldn’t drink during pregnancy because of birth defects. But we have nothing. People don’t want to think about defects when they are drinking wine. But these women, they all had children born with fetal alcohol disorders. So they want a label. And a logo. Look.” She reached for Camille’s crayon and a piece of paper. I watched her long fingers push the stubby crayon across the page. “Like this.”

			What she was holding up was the image of a pregnant woman lifting a huge wineglass to her face with an interdictory red slash across her bulging belly.

			“Vulgaire, non?”

			I blinked.

			“So you’re defending pregnant drinkers?”

			“Pfff,” she said, slipping her scarf across the chair back. “I’ll be defending the wine. You can imagine, there’s a heritage to the label, it carries the image of the chateau, the name of the family, it has a date—an important year—and then, underneath this? A pregnant belly? We’ll win.”

			With this, she drank more wine.

			“And you, my little chicken, did you have fun in school?” She ran her hand through Camille’s hair. “Are you not going to forgive me because I misidentified your lemur?”

			Camille indicated that she was indeed holding a grudge about this by remaining hard at work on her zebra lemur tail.

			Anne took the cap off of the glue stick, dreamily bringing it up to her nose. “Well, what about you, artist? What’d you do in school today?”

			“Well, apparently my countrymen are forty-five minutes away from obliteration by mustard gas. And, um, I ran into Patrick Madsen.”

			It was undeniable. She brightened. “Oh, yeah? I remember him!”

			I stood, then stomped my way into the open kitchen, hollering news of the Danish goldenboy over my shoulder as I did. “He’s into plagiarism now. He’s doing this show where he’s just going to be sitting there, reading someone else’s novel. An entire book of questions. They’re not even his.”

			Anne followed me into the kitchen, leaning over the salad bowl to poke at the greens while I checked the pasta. “The Interrogative Mood?”

			I closed my eyes. I had a sudden urge to shove my fist into the boiling water on the stove.

			“I love that book,” she continued, almost cooing. “Somewhere, I have it. I think it’s in the—did I never make you read it? There’s this one section in particular, it starts with a potato—”

			“There’s something else, actually,” I said, my voice quieter. “The Blue Bear sold.”

			I regretted the way I’d announced it the second the phrase was out.

			“It sold?” she said.

			“It sold,” I repeated. I couldn’t bear to look at her face. I turned around and dumped the pasta into a strainer. “To a man in London, actually. He was at the show but no one met him. Odd, right?”

			“It sold.”

			I finally turned around. My worst fears were confirmed: she was dragging her finger around the rim of her wineglass, distracted. Hurt.

			“It actually went for ten thousand euros.”

			“Of which you’ll get five.”

			I bit my lip. “Yeah.”

			“Well, I guess that’s good news, then,” she said, trying to cheer up. “A successful show.”

			“Anne.” I flinched. “I’m sorry. I thought it wouldn’t go.”

			“Well, that’s a very curious way of going about it.” She walked her jacket over to the coat tree in the corner, making a great fanfare out of the administrations of hanging it up. I followed and tried to embrace her, but she bristled at my touch.

			“I thought that we agreed on it.”

			“You’re right,” she said. “We did. But I guess . . .” She looked over at Camille, at a loss for words. “Well, anyway, it’s done now. The whole thing, it was a good show, Richard. I’m sure all the others will sell, too.”

			“Thank you for saying so.”

			“Of course,” she said, pushing past me. “Let’s just have dinner. It looks nice, by the way.”

			I said thank you, and she said you’re welcome, and we continued about the evening too leaden with disappointment to be anything but polite.

			 • • •

Anne and I have been married over seven years now and I’ve cheated on her once. Depending how you look at it, this is either a very impressive or a highly repellent ratio. Either way, there is a façade around my indiscretion that is starting to fall apart. I said it happened one time. But it lasted seven months.

			My father cheated on my mother once. My parents had been married for four years. For about three weeks, my mother had been complaining that she’d been receiving a series of phone calls in the evenings from a person she referred to as “the hang-upper.” She confronted my father about these phone calls, and, remarking that he turned the color of a squashed beet, began to suspect that he was having an affair. She found out with whom at a cocktail party in honor of a friend of my father’s who had just been promoted to the board of directors of a prestigious university. My father, magnificently inebriated, left Mum by the punch bowl claiming he was going to “pop outside for a ciggy,” but when a half hour passed with no sign of dear Dad, my mother went off in search of her Georgie and found him snogging Margaret Babcock from the Salisbury PTA in the cloakroom.

			She left the party immediately and went to her mother’s, where she stayed for three weeks straight without returning any of George’s phone calls or opening the wrapped offerings he left in the mailbox. On the twenty-third day of her exile, she returned to the house with a large brown bag of groceries and began cooking dinner. When my father came home that evening, he was greeted with a pot roast and a stony demand from my mother that he sever his relations with Miss Babcock, apologize to their circle of friends about his lack of taste and conduct, and that if he ever dipped his hand into another person’s proverbial basket again, he would rue the day he developed an X and a Y chromosome. And P.S., she was pregnant.

			My mother loved my father, and my father couldn’t live without my mother. My parents are a preposterous ensemble, but they’re right together and my mum knew that and so she forgave him. I don’t think that this is the case with Anne. I don’t think that she will ever forgive me for my affair with Lisa. The fact that she refuses to talk about it and that I don’t have the guts to force her to has made that kind of forgiveness unreachable—buried beneath an ever-rising wall of resentment and distrust.
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