Daddy Dearest

WHAT HArPENSs WHEN
He Does MorrF THAN His HaLg?

Laurie Abraham

HE FRIENDS, DOLLY, two dollies . . . trot old jo, trot old jo, best
horse country ohhh. . . ." The chattering travels from her crib
down the short hall to our bed. The light is still gray, too

l.'...'|1'|}' to tell whether the d.l}' holds clouds or sun, 'Lhuugh
maybe I could get a read on the weather if my husband didn’t insist on
|'=u||1'ng the bedroom curtains closed every night, Ankles thrn]‘rhing,
wrists—“hone tired” is such an apt cliché. Rolling onto my stomach, |
pull the pillow over my head and breathe musty sheets—1 wish 1 could
get this smell out; | want my sheets to smell like a fabric softener from my
childhood, the one our neighbors used but my mother didn’t think was
necessary—but wait, Is my husband stirring? Has he heard? Of course
he's heard. He never doesn't hear, Tim is the fox of our house, ears
always pricked, cyes nlwa:.'s dnrting, nose iwihhing for haby sounds,
baby movements, baby scents. | have to act quickly if I'm going to beat
him into her room: “Good morning, Edie! Hello, my darling girl. How
was vour sleep?” But mavbe this morning he's exhausted, too; maybe he's
going to stay in our musty cave for a while. No, no, he's wrning over,
he's going. 1 have to get moving. Now., We roll to our respective sides
and jump up.

“I want to go first,” I say as we jostle against cach other in the nar-
row hall,

“Let's go together,” he says.
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SO

I elon’t always agreee o this mutual pood morning, and he doesn't
either: *[ didn't see her yesterday,” he'll say, “OIK, go ahead,” '] answer,
alter weighing his claim, And sometimes he lets me go first, wo, after
::Il.:-ilig the: samie,

Tesday is a Sunday; the stakes are higher ler me on weekdays, since [
wirk I'ql-l-rinu:. Tim does, ton, and we come eloser o splitting the care
el our l.1.'|.f.'|!|.|:}'-|:|.|1:|lll|‘| irlel 4|:|_1_|g|:1t|:r Flﬁ}'-ﬁl-'l}' than any other parconts [
know: | spend the muornings with her, from about 7108 to 4: 36, when our
baby-sitter comes, and he takes the late alternoons, until 1 return home m
T:I:!:'-\ and take over for the next hour and 2 half, E}-;n_'l'.ut that my vl s
lnt'rn‘ﬂﬁingi}' u'.'u:l']:t|1|:|i]:lg with Tim's, He's |1';|'|.'ing for work later aind
later, so he's around to *chase, chase Daddy, chase™ most of the morning,
When I come hoame in the evenings, be doem’t disappear, Not thar |
really want him wo: It"s pood for us to be wgether as a tamily,

T.nrla_'r' we're poing on an outing, we three, I'm nervous, because |
made the plan. Tim usually decides where we're poing. "Dy Yo have
anything vou want to do this weekend # he'll ask early on a Friday. “Uh, 1
haven't really thought—" “Because | have three options,” he'll sy,
What's making me particularly skittery today is that | haven't figured oul
when we're leaving, and Tim, [ know, is busy factaring in various depar-
ture times andl their impact on Edice’s nap. I'm factoring, too; Lmean, I'm
her maother; 1T want Edie to get a pood nap, too, but not with Tim's fer-
vency. “1 don't have to go,” he had offered, partly, 1 know, o he could
get Bdie down at 1:00 .0, on the nose, and partly because he isn't e -
cially ennmicried of my [.I-lal'l. We're gning T WISIL SO Fiver Lowns onl-
HidL".ljh" city, with lovely [Frassy hanks, parks. Yes, a -:‘.-l:a-Ui:lh:. hours' drive,
But Edic likes the car; she can ride a good hour without displaying a
twinge of restlessness. The ldea is to hoak up with my best friend, Lisa,
who's considering a move, “You hardly ever see hee,™ 1 ell Tim, rejecting
his bitl 1o stay home, Lisa and 1 didn't settle on a tme w meet, which is
what we do-—we leave dd:LLm open wntil the last minue,

In fact, it will be a while before Lisa even gets out of bed, so 'm going

Duddfr Drevrese /183

to get bagels for aur breakfast. Tt's sunny, warm fall day, it turns ou,
and theugh every potential moment {every moment, that is, when Edie is
awake and P'm not at work) lost with my girl can fecl like a blow, I'm
pleased to be alane —yet, as always, slightly disconcerted at my relief at
petting away. Tim never seems to need a break. ['ve heard him use a
sharp 1one with Edie exactly once—and the memory of it still pives me
jay. ("Did you hear what [ said?” he barked at her near the end ol a long
drive during which Fdie had grown increasingly chum!ing. “Stop asking
for Barney!™) For one shining hour, Twasn't the parent who lost her ool
The rest of the way home, |1 expertly and lovingly soothed a truly miser-
able Edie, and when Tim pulled up o the door, | ourdid myself, “1I'll pu
Edie to bed; juest g0 toa movie,” | affered, grnu'ing with magnanimity,
This i why Tim clings o hic calm, | lhnught_ You feel so right, w righteousy,
50, . . heyond eeprouch,

Today, I'm happy 1o be alight on the quiet moming street, walking 1o
thas bakery where the man will silently but not lmgrud.l_r'jngff put the
bagels in a brown paper bag, will euictly grunt out the price, In Edie’s
Saturday music class, the teacher says, “Tim amd Lawrie are my most loyal
parents.” Or maybe he Just thinks we're weird. We're the anly parents
wha hath accompany our child. 1 imagine the other fathers a8 home con-
tentedly munching bacan and reading the paper.

*Cowboys, watch the cowboys," Fdie is serecching when 1 return, She
is wearing only a purple catton T-shirt, a diaper, and scuffed white Laby
shoea. *Read that, read that,” she =iys, pu.-ihiug Winnie the Pook gnd the Feh-
Ble Huns o my hands, Her eyesarc large and beseeching, darkly beauti-
ful. People notice her eyea: the seadiness, almost stubbornness. af her
gaze; the way she pleas with them or opens them exaggeratedly wie,
tilting up her chin, mimicking adults. Her eyves crinkle and squcese shur
when she's hugging the tiny plastic boy she's name:d Ricardog they flutter
a5 she puts ber mouth on YOS,

Fset down my bag of bagels and gather Edic on my lap. *Are ¥ou going
1o have any elean blankets for her?™ Tim asks belore | can read a word.

When you're truly sharing parenting, no arcna is too small in which to
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desert vour will, And it's an Intricate matter, ouwr Fum[innx an the ceanli-
less of babry blankets, one of which (there are five of them) Edie must at
all times have available for sucking. | insist that these scraps of flannel be
soaked in stain remover before they're washed so that they"re not perma-
nently blotched yellow and brown, This process takes about eight hours,
which means there are times when the blanker Edie's clinging to is rela-
tively dirty but | don't have a replacement ready, (1 do the laundry
because I'm particular aboun i, ohvinnsly, and feel that it wouold be unfair
toask Thm o -]I:|l::-|:|t i1y methods. ) Tim cares more about the cleanliness
of the blanket Edie is holding at any one time germs seare hime—and so
waolld wash them L'u!u..l.:.u[l:.'. “But how can she got sick Frovm her owi
saliva? | ask. “Who cares about permancnt stainsi” he replics,

As wie charge and countercharge, [ feel myself putting my arm arouncd
Edie's waist, blocking out Tim, She's mise, | think. Does he notice? | drop
my arm, Ridiculows, Laurie, you're being eidicwlons. Tim and Edie are talking
about the cowbovs again thow did that happen?), who've yodeled their
way into my girl's heart vin a video. Should | be jealous, agpravated at
Timm for |'.Il.[||'il'l.g her in his direction? Edie and | were reading, after all, Or
she WS ‘t|'|'|.I.I|:|i:l|:|:|E I!]iru-ul_l'h thi: few ]:l.u'r}' |:'.;|r|:H1n-.,'|r|:|. ]j:lg{':i. Tlull'b; J'inw
she reads. "Horsey ride,” she commands. She docsn't want to wait until
alter breakfast, as we'd urged. She's on the floor now, almest jumpng up
and down in her cagerness 1o get to that mechanical horse ouside the
deli, "OK, OK,"” Tim says. “We'll go on the horsey first.” That s a flrpar.
ture from our usual informal svstem: We'd already told her it was time
for breakfast, and we try to stick with the plan, rather than immediately
acquiescing to her desires. But, really, who cares which comes first? [
don't want every interaction in her life w follow the same template: task,
I'E'e-'r.u'l:l., I.axl:, rewarid,

“You can hix her breaklase while we're gone,” Tim tells me. “Sure, I'll
dump the cereal in the bow],” Emutter. He orchestrates aur CVETY Mave,
“Thaddy will take you now,” he says, addressing her, "Or Drackdy amd
J'l."l.umm:r'," he qulukl:. ailils, ||1f|-||;i|'|!,1I thar ||:|"|_|g]-. I've said | want some

thme Lo write this maoming, my anapping a him about the cereal might
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mean 1 want to come with them. No, no, no, [ don't. [ ave to pet poing
o this essay, only the second picce of any length 1've taken on since
Edie was born, | would never say | enjoy writing like | enjoy my joh as an
editor—Iit's fun 1o kibbitz with writers, brainstorm ideas for future
pieces, he the hoss. But in its elusiveness, its ditheulty, its opportunity for
-:li.ﬂ:m--:rf-.'. writing is infinitely maore al‘r!--::rlﬁng_ When it's working, it's a
p]:}'!-:i:.u] I'.:III:II!_’.., i glnrjnu:-: loess of sell-consciousness that 1 can |J|||_:|.- COM-
pare L two other experiences in my life; having orgasms and plaving high
srfian] baskethall,

In the Coletie biegraphy I'm reading, the author, Judith Thurman, at
ane point drops her omniscient narrator voice to sav b dilficult, il not
impossible, it is to write and mother at the same Gme. Thurman is clearly
talking about hersell here—she has ane daughter, wha was bomn as she
started researching the Coletie book and had celebrated her tenth birth-
day by the time she fnished. Thurman's aside, coming as it does in the
micst of a section about Colette's shocking abandonment of her awn
daughter—she shipped the girl off 1o the country 1o be cared for by a
German nanny and never looked back —is chilling, Chilling, because
Thurman doesn’t relegate Colette 1o the category of "other™; she doesn't
treat her acts as singularly evll, beyond recognition 1o living, breathing
mhers—or at least living, breathing writer-mothers, So how can T, of
all people, do both well?

Edie howls, absolutely howls, when Tim tells her I'm not coming. |
wwant Lo come, | do. Should 17 But | must try to carve oul seme time to
write, Tim picks her up. “It's Daddy time, Daddy time,” he says over her
protests, Guilt, a tugping toward her, an urge to stanch the tears, Yes,
but also greedy delight that she wants me. Not that in meneral she doesn't
slightly favor me; she does, Tdon't know what I'd doif the situation were
reversed, | don't know what | will do, because surcly it will happen when
she's Chedipal, if mot lang hefare, because she is no less bonded to him
than to me, An old [riend wld me that her passive relinguishing of the
primary caretaker role 1o her hushand (she hadn’t even bees sure she
wanier children, but her husband knew he did; by the tme she was
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I:w::nl,.}-.lii'.'q,' 1.|1r_'}' haed twes, and well, he _|u.'.:1. !.lL!E:l'I:II'.'IJ. in almost dcﬂl:rn:.'c*rl
her, Tod many cultural il11|:||.'.|‘.'.|.li'|'1'!!| JEI_II.IIFL'I:I: each tme her litde '|.|u_'r or
|i_.'iF| ran [o e |,|a|.|-:i:.' lor combort, asked him o ._l,'j‘l"’ the lul]t, it duppu-;l
away at her self-worth, What kind of woman was she? It's one 1|'|i|'lg (]
believe that children aren’t MeCEssary lar a woman ta lead a h.}ppy angl
Fruitful lile, as Ladamantly do; it's another for a woman to have children
and to refuse, or fail o be granted, the prerogatives of mostlserlicodd.
“Your position is secure,” my shrink tells me in strangely appropriate
martial language, Unlike my friend, I never let my hushand take over
evervthing, thouph he would, and sometimes it can take monumental
energy to resist him, w keep ®sharing” the power. The power? Before Edie
was bomn, | was just worried he wouldn't share the weork, 1 thowght |
wanted a child, unlike my friend, but | never had baby lust. T was thrum-
ming with ambivalence, worried about, alternately, cheating my child
and cheating my work, myself, During my pregnancy | practically made
Tim sign a contract to split the parenting exactly in half. I'd heard about
ton many hushands who'd promised 1o diseribute the borden cqually, bt
then someliow didin't, From reudillil_ el deone, 1 knew that studies of “co-
parenting,” as s called, suggested 1 had about as much chanee as any
WEHTIAN 11fg{l1ling my dues Tim and 1 earned about the same amount of
mOnCY; hi= was En'ing to ke [raternity lease For a few months after | went
back to work |:|_|.'It_'! lc.l.-_'r' ta this .:]'JFurl.-.nll_-r' l'll!ll'lg that imen who are exclu-
sively responsible for their babies for a time are more likely 1o become
true parcnting partners); and his ofhoe was closer 1o home than ming,
meaning that even once we had a baby-sitter, he'd he the one o schlep her
ta doctor’s appointments, come home if there was a problem, and so
forth. But [ didn't expect to love Edic as passionately as [ o, And now |
wonder: |s hierachy necessary for peace at home, as well as at work? Are
we destined to compete—in my mind, it not in Tim’s— for the next
eighteen yearst “Three is a very hard number; someone’s always on the
outside," my therapist says. *Have another child.” He's joking but he's nod.
They're back from the horsey, and we are both being careful; trying

to adore Edie as a team: As [ spoon cereal into her mouth-—and we

—
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snatich bites of our bagels—he brings up Micalah, a babyy in singing class.
My daughter loves musical names, the curious, delicdious sound of new
warids in gu'lmr-‘d. which is a gift to me. Here, Tim, here’'s a wrift for you,
my hushand, not her father: 1 tell him a story about my sports-addled
mother, and we lgh about her together. My mother's boundless pas-
sion for foothall and baskethall is pretry funny, bu lollowing the pre-
dictable in-law dynamic, | normally don't encourage Tim to poke fun,
CVER ge-ul]lx', at my mather, Three is a hard number, *Ready, ready,” Edie
is-saving. 1t's a little after ten, and Lisa hasn't called, *1'm ready, ton, but
e Fu puingt on Lisa-time." Tim SR “Fuck :.'I:JIJ," I say quictly, Edic is
saying she's “ready™ 1o go outside, as Tim knows, not that she's itching 1o
£ O O In'Fr.

W decide o take Edie to the |.Iul:'k T will E first while | shower:
then we'll meet amd switch, This is a rare opporunity to wash and dry my
lhair straight, how | like it, [ remind m:pm-H'ue-: [h--:.- leave, | dan't have to
race 1o et done, like | do on those maornings when Edie is staniling star-
ing dumbstruck at me an the threshold of the bathroom, blanket J’“-“F.i-”#’-
[room her mouth, “Hi, BEdie,®1 say over thie roar of the |Ir_|.'n:-r l'l-u}'inl-?_
tirme, straining to engage her, give me a few more minutes and my hair
wi|| |l-l' l:|.r|l1{". | nT!ll_'!.' '|'|'.'|:1|'| I'I'l'r Iuir [Wil;'l" a week rhqsir;' rla_'ps._ hut now 1
1{:'l.'|1|:|" understand those short, Purk}' mama-dos, | still bate them,
though. 5o instead, 1 stand |1r:ar|:.- makedd—1 strip off my robe, | pet so
e q:.\t:.'—-_l.lml.:_ing at my halr w ith the Brush,

This morning, 1 dry and dry and dry, I'm drying so long, 'm baking
my scalp, my brain, No moisture left anywhere, Then how come I feel like
i’.‘:l'_'.‘il'l.g?I I lean toward the mirror amd note the |,i,|1}l lines arcund my eyes,

Minutes later, approaching the park, | see Edie teddling around the
blacktop in her pink-and-white checked sun hat. There is no ane in my
lite whorn Pve ever heen so grateful to cscape and =0 grateful to see—
mament to moment, day in, day out, When | push through the hieavy iron
pate, Edie breaks into a smile. “Mommy!" She grabs my hand, “Did Liga
calls” Tim asks, | shake my head no, and he leaves it at thar. “Walk with

Mommy. Walk with Mommy,” Edie says. Tim follows about twenty
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paces behind as she I?'U]]N mie aboi, “Dia Yo want Lo swingi” [ ask, | lify

her into the swing, give her a push. Tim comes up beside us. *“Remember

the Band-Aid on the swing that time# he asks her,

She doesnt responid, and 1'm glad. Does Tim do this on purpose, try
to carve out a space for them that dowsn'tinclude me? *f see vout hushand
in the park all the time with Edie * says Abby, stopping me on the strect.
Hrom oo o She'd been I my new-maothers group, with her baby daugh.
ter, and 'm sure she remembers how agitated | pot when my fellow
maothers admitged they didn’t feel they could ask tseir husbands for mone
help, The final straw had come when 3 fortyish woman related how she'd
acquicsced to her husband’s demand that she not return to work, She
liked her joby, e hated his, but she was going Lo quit, she told us, because
her husband believed babies should be with their mathers. | looked
around the group to see if anyone else felt like screaming, “This is the
new millennium, for Christ's sakes! What are vour doing? Al T saw was
mildness, we're-all Jn-Lhia-mbu-rhrrmpl‘m!uUun. Unable to hicde my frus.
tration, I sputtered something about how, while T undersiood that trad|
tional roles were sometimes what we actually wanted, if we didn't, we
could resist, Ta my amazement, nobody seconded me, and before 1 knew
it we'd resumed talking aboat the mechanics of breast-Feeding and the
proper consistency of baby shit, “We are for the most part more lonely
when we po abroad amang men than when we stay in our charnbers,”
Thoresu said,

“Byebye, Edie,” Tim says, waving to her in the awing, It's the chang-
ing af the puard, Edie doesn’t return his wave, and when he turns and
walks off, | can see the dejection in his sagging shoulders, But, Tim, Fou
should know her eyes followed ¥ou until you were out ol sight.

Back and forth, back and forth Fdic swings, and time hlurs. We mave
to the ground, where Edie arranges her hat, a leaf, and her Llanket, all
very defliberate, *That's better,” she announces, befare starting all over
again, sl:r:kihg some Platonic order, One of my [avorite parts of |'I|."i1'|E
Edie"s mother is watching her get lost in her play, And I'm good at not

ini rm'i[ng. not requiring her to see me, inclode me, 1've hecome a devotee
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vl the renuvwned British child analyst 1, W, Winnicott, who wrote about
heswe Babies develap “lalse selves™ when they mst regularly “react™ to for
manage) their mothers” moods, N1 v is not sulhcient ego-strenpth for
there to be a reaction without a los of identity,” he wrote. Indeed, in my
hawize, [ el mysell Balling back when Tim moves forward — which he
does s0 much mare foreefully and regularly than |- both becavse [ can't
ratch his intensity and becanse | don't want 1o overwhelm Edie, | worry
ahout interfering with the developmental project of knowing her own
dlesires, as Winnicott would have e, OF her :|'|I|l:|i|1£_:_ heer authentic self,

We return home in the stroller at a Tittle after eleven, 1isa has called,
Tim informs me as T walk in. *What should we dof” | immediately ask.
"When shoubd we leave ™

Wy am { asking him? | think as soon as the question is out of my mauth,
Why con't I figure this o on my amnd | cow take fma account Fdie's nap and
lunch schedule—1'm 2 growa-up, Tim is unusually impassive; This trip was
my deal, and he's leaving it in iy hands. Except there is watching in his
tool demeanor, This man watches me make bottles (he worries that 1o
much cow’s milk will leave her congested, oo much soy will hinder her
digestion); be scrubs sippy cups Ive already eleaned; in the beginnlug, in
those eight long months (ves, eight} when Edic was nearly incomsalable
due o gastric upset, colic essentially a Inutn[ug_-.- lor “mries all the
time™—or just general unhappiness at being thrust inte this world, he
advised me on how try haldd Jll'r.| how 1o LII.Ii!"l her. He's sure that 1 (i per-
lu|n: our baby-sitter) has done mmcmjny‘ "wmng_“ vis-a-vis the applica.
ten of Desitin whenever she fets a rash, He tries to stop judging, but |
Fieeel hiis CyYes,

I ”l:.'llJ it an arm chair in the ]il'il'lg FRET 5-|-'\-'"-'l"i|'lf:'_irl indecision, know-
ing L should simply declare when we're leaving and meowve into action, but
the more [ tell myself to take commaml, the more paralyeed 1 become.
Let's see; we could wait to give her lunch and then leave around 13 16,
which would be good because she'd prabahly fall asleep quickly in the car
and get a decent nap, But she won't be hungry now, because he ate

breakfast Iate, so mavbe we should just leave now and have lunch when
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we meet Liss—a pienie together would be nice—but what if she stays
awitke: till the end of the trip and only acts halfa nap? Well, she could sleep
i her strofler . . . but she Ay i fall a.:i]r_'l.'p againg, anel then she'll prob-
ably be Fussy, easily inllamed, And U1l be blamed, sulbitly, silently, and
even il I'm not, 1 sull feel guilty. Maybe | should just call Lisa back and
tell her we '.'Mlltgll-"- That would eliminate the |'rl::l[1.'|:||!i.|.| tor wncombortahle
mcrments, keep the calm—the boring, deadly cali. No wav, | want to go
on this tripf Do | want 1o o on this trip? “When dhould we leave?” | wail,
“Meither is perfect,” Tim vespends, “I'm not looking for perfect,” 1 spit.

But | am looking for perfect, just like him. 1'm like a kidnapping vic-
tim whit's absorhed the values of her captors. S :||:-.1hinl: of Hi]nﬂpl_‘lj[ll_[, i
friend of mine, the 1II:I-|:|' waoman 1 know whease relationship with her hus-
band and child is |:1:l|:||'|:|.L'rJ|1-||:_' 1o mine, tells me she hods h.;-n._-lf“l.-jﬂ]-,;p-
ping” her daughter to get some dme with her; a hall hour or so hefore her
spouse is scheduled o arrive home from his (ow pressure ) job, she spir-
is the gjri away ty a craft store, “Where have vou becns™ he demands
when they get back. *Oh, nowhere exciting,” she savs casually,

This same friend also read her husband s diary, which is reprehensi-
ble, undoubtedly, but more reprehensible was what he’d written: that he
was a “betoer”™ parent than she. It takes my briath away. The truth s, |
don't FI?-'I“}' think Tim helicves that, even 1ll.1l-.[_| down, Oh, sometimes he
thinks he's better, but not in any all-encompassing kind of way. In fact, he
acknowledges that he's overbearing; he's not prood of it 1f only [ could
be more fenerons, '||'11I'I|i_'|-' I could remember that Tim's efforts 1o repL-
late Edic’s existence aven't a challenpe to me but a measure of his own
struggles, the porousness of the boundaries in his family and the resulting
narcissistic insult he suffers when he can’t keep peace among those he
loves, To this I:|:.l|:|-'1 hie aveids h‘”mg his mother bad news Tor lear el be
consumed I:l_'r his pain. As he “centrolled”™ hier—as he j]:||.1;|:l_i:||-1! e ol
prevent her suffering—lie labors to control the most unpredictable and
frustrating of beings, a baby, a teddler, Edic.

Amd what about me? Why do 1 so insistently see Thn as an adversary?

| 1.I|:H='il:!'1.il!'it_'|-' helieve that the ex |'_|].'|:r|.;|1_i1:|r|_ s in part Iullllur"! aur litle Fam-
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ily— there simply aren't maodels for sharing the work and the power and
the love of parcating, But [ also bring my own messy platter of cxperi-
ence to the table. Al pundering that, I'm not sure | should be worrving
about intruding on my daughter, in the Winnicottian sense, Maybe len
ting Edie be i5 Tim's work a5 a parent, while mine Is 10 devour my el
Because | probably can't do it, not in the menacing sense of that ward,
My mather, who lives in the Midwest, once said to me sadly but not
accusingly, “I wis sn jrooad at teaching vou Enr[-. to be independent, 1o o
your own way, and now Inok what 1"ve got, one daughter in New York
and one in LAY

Like mother, like daughter, It comes naturally to me 1o give my
:Iaught-.-r roam, to back off, and there i= a fine line between l"li'" I"-l.'-'- a ehilld
encugh room and too much, Because what is o much but abandonment?
The truth is-—and [ don't think 1I'm deceiving mysclf here—I haven't
come anywhere close 10 emotionally abandoning Eelie. {Neither, for that
matter, is Tim in danger of consuming her, ) But in the vomplicated way
fear and Iuru__rling express themselves, [ wonder il my competiive Frr[ing.ﬂ.
toward Tim aren't heightened by the fact that, first, [ doubt I'l] ever fecl
entitled to love her with the same heedlessness that he does ancl that, see-
omil, in my assiducusness about giving her space, I'll holid her so iighl_l:.
that she'll abandon me, Like mother, like daughter.

All this drama goes on in my head, usually beyond articulation, even
s n1_1_.'!h‘|F_ [t's EIII.HJ that Tim said that word I‘|1-|.'1'|'1.1.'1.h I realive now,
because it reminds me there is no such thing. And it pieses me off that he
expects perfection, which is galvanizing, Anger is a reflex for me—too
much of one, 1 know, but there it is, And s, we'll leave now to meet
Lisa, We'll risk it, And that's swhat i1 feels like, that ['m 1,-|l.:i:ng_a, risk, tar-
ing to cheat the nap gods, who may show their wrath in Edie's |.u-iu::k]:
ness, Tim's censoriousness, my own guilty heart, “Let’s o, | say. |

scoop Edie up antl kiss her, on the month,



