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​Chapter 1

[image: ]


​Delos 

I WAS NOT CONSCIOUS for any of what I am about to tell you, and I want to state that plainly before I tell you any of it, the same way I understand other narrators in this account have had to say the same thing about their own beginnings. I have had to piece this together the way you'd piece together a story from people who were actually there, which in my case means my mother, my sister, and a floating island that apparently still remembers the weight of that particular week better than I ever will.

I have heard this part of my own existence told, more than once, as though it were simply the setup for everything more interesting that came later — a birth, dispensed with quickly, so the account could move on to the archery and the music and the prophecy. I do not think that is fair to the actual week itself, or to the people who lived through it while I was busy simply arriving. I want to give it its own proper telling before I let this book move on to anything else.

***
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MY MOTHER LETO WAS pregnant with me and my sister both, and Hera, who had her own considerable reasons for hating anyone Zeus had ever wanted, had made certain that no solid ground anywhere would agree to let her give birth on it. I have been told this plainly by people who watched it happen, and the shape of that refusal matters more than the single sentence it usually gets reduced to.

Every land Leto approached turned her away. Not out of any particular cruelty toward her personally — I have been told most of them genuinely liked her, or at least had no complaint against her specifically — but out of a plain, practical fear of what Hera would do to any territory foolish enough to host the birth of a rival's children. I have been told one king wept, apologizing to her directly, explaining that his people would not survive Hera's attention if he agreed, and that he simply could not risk it, however much he wished he could.

I have been given a fuller account of that particular refusal than most, and I want to include it here, because I think it deserves more than the single line it usually gets. The king's name was Nikodemos, and I have been told he offered her food and rest before turning her away, which I have decided to count in his favor rather than against him — a man capable of both refusing shelter and offering a meal, understanding, I imagine, that the two acts were not actually in contradiction with each other.

"I would let you stay if the choice were only mine to make," he is reported to have told her. "It is not only mine to make. I have an entire city behind me, and I do not think it is my right to gamble their safety on my own private wish to be the kind of man who helps a goddess in need."

"I understand."

"I don't think you do, not fully, and I don't blame you for that. I think understanding a choice like this requires standing where I'm standing, responsible for people who never agreed to be part of the gamble." I have been told my mother did not argue further, and that she left his shore with real gratitude for the meal and no resentment for the refusal, understanding, even in her own exhaustion, that his reasoning was sound.

I have decided, hearing this account since, that I do not blame him. I think fear this specific and this well-founded deserves more understanding than the myth usually extends it. I think, if I am honest, that most of us would have made the same choice, standing where he stood, and I do not think this account gains anything by pretending otherwise simply because his refusal happened to inconvenience my own mother.

***
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DELOS WAS DIFFERENT, and I want to describe why, because I think the island itself deserves credit rather than simply being treated as a convenient plot device in my own account.

Delos was not, at the time, a fixed piece of land at all — a floating island, untethered to the seafloor the way every other territory was, and therefore, by a specific and rather clever technicality, not truly land in the sense Hera's threat applied to. I have been told my mother made this argument herself, standing on that unmoored shore, exhausted and increasingly desperate, and that Delos considered the argument seriously before agreeing.

"I'm not offering you sanctuary out of some grand act of defiance," the island is reported to have told her, in whatever manner an island communicates such things. "I'm offering it because I've floated here alone for longer than I can properly account for, belonging to no one and claimed by nothing, and I think there's something correct about the first solid claim ever made on me being a birth rather than a conquest."

"Hera will still be furious."

"She will. I've decided I would rather be furious at by a goddess than continue drifting, unclaimed, for however much longer I was otherwise going to drift." I have been told my mother wept at this, from relief rather than fear, and that Delos, whatever an island's version of steadying itself looks like, held as still as it was capable of holding for the whole of what came next.

I still don't know whether Delos actually chose purpose that day, or simply grew tired of drifting and called the tiredness a choice, the way I think most of us eventually do with whatever decision finally ends a long uncertainty. I have never resolved this question, turning it over across all the years since, and I have decided, rather than choosing an answer simply to make this account feel more complete, that I would rather leave it exactly as uncertain as it actually is. I am here, telling you this account, because a lonely, floating island did something that day, whatever its true motive turns out to have been. I do not think I have ever properly thanked it for that, in all the years since, and I want that omission noted honestly before this chapter moves any further.

***
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I AM NOT GOING TO DESCRIBE the birth itself in any detail, and I want to explain why, because I think the reasoning matters more here than in almost any other chapter I could give you. I was not conscious for it, the same way none of us are conscious for our own arrivals, and I refuse to invent details of my mother's labor simply to make this opening chapter more dramatic than the plain fact of it already is. What I can tell you is that my sister Artemis was born first, and that she has told me, more than once, across all the years since, that she remembers helping deliver me — young as she was, mere moments older than I was myself — with a steadiness I have never fully understood how a newborn goddess managed to produce.

"I don't remember being frightened," she told me once, describing it. "I remember understanding, immediately, that our mother needed help, and that I was, apparently, already capable of giving it. I don't think I questioned it at the time. I've questioned it since, turning it over, and I still don't have a better explanation than that some of us simply arrive already knowing how to be useful."

I have wondered, hearing this account across the years, whether this single detail says more about the difference between my sister and me than anything else in this entire book will manage to say more directly. She arrived capable and used that capability immediately, for someone else's benefit, without apparently needing anyone to notice or thank her for it. I arrived capable of a great many things too, as this account is about to show you at length. I do not think I ever once used that capability the same quiet way she did, without wanting it seen.

***
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I GREW, ONCE I HAD actually arrived, faster than any account of an ordinary infancy has any right to describe, and I want to tell you about that acceleration honestly, because I think the comedy of it deserves as much room as the strangeness.

I have been told that within four days of my birth, I was already demanding proper sustenance — not milk, but nectar and ambrosia, the food of gods, delivered to me by Themis herself, who apparently found the whole situation far more exhausting to manage than she'd expected from an infant.

"Most infants," she is reported to have told my mother, with real, weary specificity, "do not have opinions about the quality of the nectar being offered them. Yours does. He's sent back two separate offerings already this morning, and it is not yet midday."

"What did he say was wrong with them?"

"He didn't say anything. He's four days old. He simply looked at me in a manner I found far more judgmental than I expected an infant to be capable of, and I understood, somehow, that the nectar wasn't going to be acceptable." I have been told my mother laughed at this account, and that Themis did not find it quite as funny in the moment as it apparently became in the retelling.

"Perhaps he simply prefers a particular vintage," my mother is reported to have offered, still laughing.

"I don't think infants are meant to have a preferred vintage of anything. I think that's rather the entire point of infancy — a period during which one is not yet capable of forming preferences this specific." Themis is reported to have said this with genuine bewilderment, the first of what I understand became a fairly long list of gods and minor deities who found themselves similarly bewildered by me over the years that followed, though I want to note, in fairness to myself, that I do not think bewildering people was ever actually my intention. I simply arrived with opinions already fully formed, the way some infants arrive already capable of gripping a finger, and nobody had thought to warn Themis in advance that this particular infant's grip extended to matters of taste as well.

I do not remember any of this directly, and I have decided to trust these secondhand accounts rather than dispute them, because I think they establish something true about me that the rest of this book is going to spend real time asking you to sit with — I arrived already capable, already particular, already, in some fundamental way, difficult to satisfy with anything less than exactly what I wanted, without yet having any framework for understanding that other people might find this difficult to be around.

I want to include one more piece of that same stretch of days, because I think my mother deserves a proper place in this chapter rather than existing only as the woman who carried me through a refusal and a birth. I have been told she sat with me herself, those first difficult mornings, once Themis had finally located a nectar I found acceptable, and that she found something in my particularity that made her laugh rather than despair of it.

"You're going to be exhausting," she is reported to have told me, holding me, "and I think I'm going to enjoy every difficult moment of it regardless."

"Why enjoy something exhausting?"

"Because I spent so long being told no, by land after land, simply for wanting somewhere safe to have you. I think I've decided that a child who knows exactly what he wants, and says so plainly, is going to be considerably easier for me to love than a child who learned, the way I nearly had to, that wanting things plainly gets you turned away." I have been told she said this with real feeling, and I understand, hearing the account of it now, that whatever difficulty my own particularity caused everyone else across the years that followed, it never once cost me my mother's patience, built as it apparently was on the specific, hard-won conviction that a child allowed to want things loudly was worth considerably more to her than the alternative she had so recently lived through herself.

***
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I WANT TO DESCRIBE Artemis properly in this chapter, because I think our relationship deserves better than to exist only as a background detail in an account that is, admittedly, mostly going to be about me.

She was fierce even then, I am told, protective of our mother in a way that seemed to skip entirely past whatever gentler infancy the rest of us might have expected from her. I remember — and this is a genuine memory of mine, one of my first — her standing at the edge of whatever shelter we'd been given on that floating island, watching the horizon with an attention far more serious than anything I recall managing myself at that age.

"What are you looking for?" I asked her, once I was old enough to form the question.

"Whatever might still come for us. I don't think Hera's anger simply ended because we found somewhere to be born. I think it's still out there, and I'd rather be watching for it than be surprised by it." She said this without any particular drama, simply the plain accounting of someone who had already decided vigilance was going to be a permanent feature of her existence.

"Doesn't that get exhausting? Watching all the time?"

"Less exhausting than being caught unprepared. I've decided I'd rather carry the tiredness of watching than the alternative."

"I don't think I'd have the patience for it."

"I know you wouldn't. That's not a criticism. I think we simply arrived built for different kinds of attention." She said this plainly, and I remember turning this over even then, understanding, somewhere underneath the simplicity of the observation, that she had already correctly identified something about the two of us that I would spend the rest of this book slowly, painfully working out for myself.

I remember admiring this, even as young as I was, and I remember understanding, somewhere underneath the admiration, that she had already built a kind of discipline I did not yet have any comparable version of myself — she watched for danger. I simply expected, without yet examining why, that things would generally go well for me, and had not yet had enough evidence to the contrary to build any other expectation.

"I'll watch with you," I told her, that same afternoon, though I don't think I managed it for very long before something else caught my attention instead.

"You won't. You'll get bored within the hour and go find something you're good at instead." She said this with real affection rather than any criticism, and I remember laughing, because she was right, and because even then, I think, we both understood this about each other clearly enough that neither of us needed to pretend otherwise.

"Does it bother you? That I'll wander off and you'll stay here watching?"

"No. I think it would bother me more if you pretended to be someone who watches, the way I do, simply to make me feel less alone in it. I'd rather you be exactly who you actually are, and let me be exactly who I am, and trust that the two of us find our way back to each other regardless." I have thought about this particular exchange more than almost any other memory from that early stretch of our existence, because I think it contains, already, the entire shape of what our relationship was going to become — she did not need me to match her. She simply needed me to be honestly myself, and trusted that this honesty, rather than any performed similarity, was what would actually hold between us.

***
[image: ]


THE FIRST THING I REMEMBER being unquestionably good at deserves to close this chapter, because I think it is the beginning of everything the rest of this book is eventually going to ask you to watch me learn the hard way.

Someone — I have been told it was Hermes, in one of the accounts, though I have also heard other versions — had left a lyre nearby, an instrument I had never once touched before that afternoon. I picked it up out of simple curiosity, turned it over in my hands the way you'd examine anything new, and began, almost immediately, to play something that was not simply competent but genuinely, unmistakably good.

I remember the quiet that followed, once I'd finished. I remember the attending nurse — an older minor goddess whose name I was never told, and who deserved better than to remain nameless in my own account of this — watching me with an expression I did not yet have the framework to properly read.

"That's remarkable," she told me, though I noticed, even at that age, that her voice did not carry quite the pleasure the words themselves suggested.

"Thank you."

"How long have you been practicing?"

"I haven't. This is the first time I've held one." I remember her expression shifting further at this, something that might have been unease settling into features that had, until that moment, simply looked politely impressed.

"That's not usually how it works, for anyone else."

"I don't know how it usually works. I only know how it worked for me." I said this plainly, without any particular arrogance, simply reporting what had happened, and I remember her considering this for a long moment before responding.

"Play it again. I'd like to watch more closely this time."

I did, and I want to be honest that the second attempt was, if anything, better than the first — not because I had learned anything in the interval, but because some part of me had simply grown more comfortable with an instrument I had already, apparently, fully understood on contact. She watched the whole of it without interrupting, and I remember, once I'd finished, the particular quality of her silence — not admiration exactly, though there was admiration in it. Something closer to a careful, private accounting, the kind of look I imagine a builder gives a structure whose foundation she has just realized is going to hold up longer, and matter more, than anyone currently celebrating it has yet understood.

"I imagine that's going to be true of a great many things, for you, going forward. I'm not certain that's entirely a comfortable thing to watch, however impressive it undoubtedly is." She did not explain further what she meant by this, and I did not think to ask her, that particular afternoon, too pleased with the lyre and the uncomplicated joy of having simply been good at something on the first attempt to notice that she had just told me something true I was going to need far longer than a single afternoon to understand.

"You don't seem as pleased as everyone else has been."

"I am pleased. I want to be honest that I'm also something else, alongside the pleased part, and I don't yet have a tidy word for what that something else actually is." She said this carefully, and I remember, even at that age, sensing that she was choosing her words with real deliberation, the way you'd choose words for a child you did not want to frighten but also did not want to lie to.

"Will you tell me, once you find the word?"

"I don't know that I will have the standing to, by the time I find it. I think that particular word is going to belong to you, eventually, to discover on your own terms, in your own time, however much I might wish I could simply hand it to you now and spare you the finding of it yourself." I did not understand this answer at the time, and I want to be honest that it has taken me the better part of this entire existence to understand it since.

I have decided, across everything this account is about to show you, that she was right to feel the unease she did not fully explain to me that day. I did not understand it then. I am only now, at the far end of everything this book is going to ask both of us to sit with, beginning to understand what she saw coming, watching a four-day-old infant produce something genuinely beautiful on his very first try, and finding, underneath her own polite admiration, something closer to a warning she did not yet have the standing to actually give me.
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​Chapter 2
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​Python

I WANT TO TELL YOU about the first time I killed something, because I think this account owes you the weight of that fact honestly, rather than letting it pass as a simple boyhood triumph the way it usually gets told. I have heard this particular myth retold, more times than I can count, as a clean, uncomplicated act of heroism — a young god ridding the world of a monster, celebrated immediately and without reservation. I do not think that telling is accurate to what actually happened, and I think this account owes you the more complicated version, however much less flattering it turns out to be.

***
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HERA HAD NOT FINISHED with my mother, even after the birth. I want to describe this properly, because I think it matters for understanding what came next — she had sent a serpent, Python, enormous and genuinely dangerous, to continue hunting Leto across the region even once the danger of childbirth itself had passed. I have been told this was not simply spite for its own sake, though I understand why it reads that way in most tellings. I have decided, since, that Hera's anger rarely ended simply because its original occasion had passed. I think she needed the pursuit to continue for her own reasons, independent of whatever additional harm it might accomplish.

"It's still out there," my mother told me, once I was old enough to understand what she was telling me, rather than simply the fact of a story. "I don't think it will stop on its own. I don't think Hera intends for it to."

"Why hasn't anyone stopped it before now?"

"Because it's genuinely dangerous, and because most of the gods who might have the standing to challenge it directly have their own reasons for staying out of anything involving Hera's grievances." She said this plainly, without any particular fear in the telling, though I understood, hearing it, that she had lived with this danger far longer than she had ever let on to either of her children directly.

"Has it come close? To actually finding you?"

"Twice, that I know of. I don't know how many other times I simply wasn't aware of, moving quickly enough to avoid finding out." She said this the same plain way she said most difficult things, and I remember understanding, hearing it, that this particular danger had been a genuine, ongoing fact of her existence for considerably longer than either of her children had realized, hidden carefully beneath the ordinary calm she showed us daily.

"I could challenge it."

"You're a child."

"I'm not, not really. Not the way other children are."

"I know you're not. That's precisely what worries me about the offer." She said this with real feeling, and I understood, hearing it, that her worry was not doubt in my capability, but something closer to the opposite — a fear that I might genuinely be capable of the confrontation, and that this capability might cost me something she was not yet certain I understood the price of.

I remember saying this with a confidence that I understand now was not entirely earned, though I want to be honest that it did not feel unearned to me at the time — I had simply never yet encountered a limit to what I could do, and had no particular reason, examined from the inside, to expect one now.

***
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I WANT TO DESCRIBE becoming capable with the bow, because I think the speed of it matters as much here as it did with the lyre in the previous chapter.

I do not remember a period of learning archery the way I understand most people experience learning anything. I remember picking up a bow, understanding its balance almost immediately, and finding, within what I am told was a remarkably short span of days, that I could not miss a target I had decided to hit. I want to be honest that I do not think this speaks especially well of me, examined honestly — I think it meant, more than anything else, that I arrived at the one skill that was about to matter most without any of the failure that might have taught me something useful about limitation.

"You're better with that already than most archers manage in a lifetime," Artemis told me, watching me practice, with an expression I recognized, even then, as more complicated than simple pride.

"Is that a compliment?"

"It's an observation. I'm not certain yet whether it's a compliment."

"You sound like you're deciding whether to be worried about me."

"A little. I don't think worry is quite the right word, though. I think I'm simply noticing something about you that I don't yet know how to feel about, and I've decided honesty requires me to say so rather than simply hand you praise and let the noticing go unspoken." She said this honestly, and I remember appreciating, even at that age, that she did not simply flatter me the way most people around me had already started doing by then.

"You're good with the bow too."

"I am. I've practiced for it, though, far longer than you have. I don't know what to make of watching you arrive at the same result without the practice."

"Does it bother you?"

"A little. Not because I begrudge you the skill. Because I don't know yet what it means for someone to arrive already finished at something the rest of us are still working toward. I don't think that's a comfortable thing to watch, even when I love the person it's happening to."

"What would you want me to do differently? I didn't choose to be good at it immediately."

"I know. I'm not asking you to apologize for it, or to pretend you're worse than you are. I think I'm simply asking you to notice, the way I've had to notice about myself, that a skill earned through practice and a skill that simply arrives are not actually the same experience, even when they produce an identical result. I don't think you've noticed that difference yet. I think you might need to." I did not have a good answer for her, that afternoon, and I want to be honest that I have still not fully arrived at one, all these years later.

***
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THE ACTUAL CONFRONTATION with Python deserves more weight than the simple heroic shorthand it usually receives.

I found it in a ravine near what would eventually become Delphi, and I want to be honest that the size of it, seen directly for the first time, frightened me in a way nothing had frightened me before that moment — not the abstract danger my mother had described, but the specific, immediate reality of something genuinely capable of killing me, coiled and watching, in no apparent hurry to strike first.

I remember standing at the edge of that ravine for longer than I would like to admit, simply looking at it, understanding for the first time in my brief existence that I had found something that was not going to simply yield to me the way the lyre and the bow both had. I remember wondering, in that particular stretch of hesitation, whether this was what Artemis had meant, watching me practice — that some things required more than immediate capability, and that I was about to discover, firsthand, what the difference actually felt like.

I do not think I killed it out of confidence. The myth's usual telling flattens this into a simple display of prowess, and I do not believe that is accurate to what I felt, standing in that ravine. I killed it because I understood, with a clarity that frightened me more than the serpent itself, that if I did not, it was going to continue hunting my mother for as long as either of us existed, and I found I was not willing to let that continue simply because the confrontation itself terrified me.

I am not going to describe the killing in detail. I do not think the mechanics of it are the point, and I refuse to let this chapter linger on violence for its own sake when the weight of the moment lives in what it meant rather than in how it was accomplished. What I will tell you is that it took far longer than a single clean shot, that I was genuinely afraid throughout most of it, and that when it was finally over, I did not feel triumphant. I felt, mostly, relieved, and beneath the relief, something far more troubled that I did not yet have the language to name.

I remember sitting beside the body for a long while afterward, alone, before anyone else arrived to find me. I remember understanding, in that particular quiet, that I had just done something permanent, in a way that felt different from mastering a lyre or an unfamiliar bow. Those things had cost me nothing to acquire. This had cost something, even if I could not yet say precisely what.

I remember, too, a strange, unexpected grief arriving alongside the relief — not for the danger I had just ended, but for the sheer size and age of the thing lying still in front of me, something that had clearly existed in that ravine for longer than I had been alive, reduced now to something my own arrow had simply stopped. I did not yet understand why this particular feeling arrived alongside the relief. I understand it considerably better now, having spent the rest of this chapter learning exactly what that ravine had actually meant to the people who lived in it.

***
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WHAT HAPPENED NEXT is the center of this chapter, more important than the confrontation itself.

I expected, in the aftermath, something like celebration. I want to be honest about this expectation, because I think it says something true about me that the rest of this book is going to spend considerable time asking you to sit with — I had just killed something genuinely dangerous, on behalf of my own mother's safety and, as far as I understood it, the safety of everyone in the surrounding region who had presumably also been living in fear of it. I assumed, without ever examining the assumption, that gratitude was simply the natural next event.

It was not. A group of local nymphs and minor gods who tended that particular valley approached me not with thanks, but with something closer to grief, and my own confusion in the face of it is the comic engine of this entire chapter.

"You didn't have the right to do that," one of them told me, a river nymph whose name I have since learned was Telphousa, though I did not know it that day.

"It was hunting my mother. It was dangerous."

"It was also ours. It had lived in this valley longer than any of us can properly account for. You arrived, decided it was a monster requiring removal, and removed it, without once asking anyone who lived alongside it whether we experienced it the same way you did." I remember staring at her, genuinely bewildered, because this had simply never once occurred to me as a possible objection.

"I don't understand. It was a monster. Everyone calls it that."

"Everyone who feared it calls it that. We lived alongside it. It guarded the springs that feed this entire valley — nothing fouled the water here, nothing dared, the whole time it kept watch. It knew which children wandered too close to the cliffs above the ravine, and it turned them back gently, long before any of us realized they'd wandered at all. It frightened outsiders, plainly, and I understand why that made it a monster to Hera and to you both. It never once harmed a single one of us." I remember the specific, sinking weight of hearing this, understanding, for the first time, that I had not simply removed an isolated danger — I had removed something that had been quietly, invisibly holding an entire small world together, in ways no outsider passing through would ever have had reason to notice.

"I don't understand. I thought I was helping."

"You were helping yourself, and your mother, which I don't fault you for. I'm simply telling you that 'helping' and 'universally appreciated' are not the same thing, and I think you're going to need to learn that distinction sooner than you currently seem prepared to."

"What was I supposed to do instead? Let it keep hunting her?"

"I don't know. I'm not saying you had an easy choice available. I'm saying you didn't appear to notice a choice was required at all — you simply acted, assumed the action was self-evidently good, and are now standing here genuinely confused that anyone experienced it differently."

I remember another of the gathered nymphs speaking up at this point, a quieter voice than Telphousa's, though no less pointed.

"Did you even know its name? Before you killed it?"

"I knew it was called Python."

"That's the name Hera's grievance gave it. I'm asking whether you knew anything about it beyond the danger it represented to you specifically." I did not have an answer for this, and I remember the specific, sinking recognition of understanding, in real time, that I genuinely had not — I had approached the entire encounter with a complete, confident understanding of my own stakes in it, and no curiosity whatsoever about anyone else's.

"I don't understand why gratitude isn't simply the obvious response here," I told Telphousa, and I want to be honest that I said this plainly, without any defensiveness, genuinely searching for the piece of the puzzle I felt certain I was missing.

"Because gratitude assumes the only story that matters is the one where you're the hero of it. I'm not disputing that the danger was real, or that you had reason to act against it. I'm telling you that reason and universal welcome are not the same thing, and I don't think you've ever once had to learn that distinction before today." She said this without particular malice, simply the plain accounting of someone tired of gods assuming their own good intentions settled every question a situation might actually raise.

"What would you have wanted, if not this?"

"I don't know that I have a tidy answer for you. Perhaps simply to have been asked, before the arrow was already loosed, whether there was a version of this that cost the valley less than total removal. I don't know if such a version existed. I know nobody looked for one, because nobody thought to ask us whether we might know something about our own home that you didn't." She said this with real weariness, the specific exhaustion of someone repeating an argument she suspected would not actually land this time either, however plainly she made it.

"I'll remember that. Truly."

"I hope you do. I don't think you will, not for a long while yet, but I hope you do eventually." She left without waiting for my response, and I remember standing there a long while afterward, turning her words over without yet having anywhere useful to put them.

***
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I WANT TO CLOSE THIS chapter with my own private processing of that confusion, because I think it is the first real instance of something this account is going to ask you to watch me struggle with across its entire length.

I did not understand, walking away from that valley, why doing something I believed was good had not produced the universal gratitude I had, without ever examining the assumption, expected as its natural consequence. I want to be honest that this was not anger. I felt no resentment toward Telphousa or the others who had made their disapproval plain. I simply could not make the pieces fit together — I had removed a genuine danger, and somehow, this removal had also cost people something real, something I had not thought to ask about before acting.

I remember turning this over for days afterward, the way I imagine most people turn over a puzzle rather than a genuine hurt, because I did not yet have the framework to recognize it as anything other than a puzzle. Why would someone not simply be glad? I asked myself this question more times than I can easily count, and I did not arrive at a satisfying answer for a very long time — not because the answer was difficult, I understand now, but
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