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To anyone who has ever worried you aren’t strong enough. 

You are.

––––––––

















Macbeth:
If we should fail?


Lady Macbeth:
We fail? But screw your courage to the sticking place, and we'll not fail.


—Act 1, Scene 7, Macbeth, William Shakespeare
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I’m one on one with my therapist. Each patient is assigned his or her very own mirror. It’s not the therapist’s job to fix you. That’s your job. I wonder what in the hell my parents are actually paying for.

“How are you feeling today, Ruth?” she asks, her voice is calm and soft. Her hair is black and shoulder length. Her face is friendly. She sounds like she cares. Wherever she went to school, they seemingly taught her well. The illusion is convincing.

“The same as the last time,” I say. 

“There’s nothing you want to talk about?” she asks. 

This woman is desperate to help me. It must be infuriating when you want to play god but your toys aren’t cooperating. If I enjoyed helping people, I’d be annoyed too. I bet she wants to jab me with her pencil. I’m not sure why she doesn’t use a pen to write—it’s kind of childish to be scribbling notes in a 2HB. 

“Nope. I feel the same as before,” I say. I want to get this meeting over with so that I can go back to my quiet, white room—pale and plain, with nothing to distract me from the emptiness I’m content to wallow in. 

“How did you feel last time? Do you want to elaborate?” she asks, all the while that stupid pencil is waiting to take notes on my mental state.

“Nope,” I say, not even trying to hide the boredom in my voice.

She taps her pencil on her legal pad.

“This is a safe spot,” she says.

“I know,” I say. I do know that. That’s what people pay for, right? The ability to spill all their deep, dark insecurities on a perfect stranger, all the while going home and re-applying mascara like you aren’t some kind of psychopath.

She ends the session. I feel a slight ounce of pity as I walk from her office to my room. It’s only four, so we’re still allowed to roam freely through the halls. It’s not like our doors are locked. The doors that get locked are for people who are a danger to themselves—or to others.

Instead of going directly to my room, I make a turn for the cafeteria. I go because I must eat. I may not want to live, but I’m not suicidal. There’s no point in that. They’ll stop me. In order to die, you need to have the will to end something. I’m trapped in limbo.

They’re serving Caesar salad.

Nona, another one of the doctors, is arguing with a cafeteria worker. She thinks the food should be healthier. Apparently, the pizza they have served the last few nights isn’t good enough. I hear her mention that we need better food. Caesar salad has little nutrition. It’s a lost cause. The food servers don’t care. They make minimum wage. 

The doctors are rarely visible except for appointments and rounds. Sometimes they’re not even the ones who hold group session. I don’t mind. Why should I care about what the doctors do? I don’t even care what I do.

I eat my salad bite for bite. There are very few people who remember the old me here. 

My mother thinks I’m here because I can’t bear the thought of living without my sister. Her problem is that she can’t tolerate having two messed up daughters. This is my second time as a live-in mental health patient. The first time never cured me, and I can’t imagine the second will either. I guess I do eat more now, so maybe they did do something right.

“Hey,” I hear. 

It’s a boy. He’s sitting across the table from me. His name is Lewis, and I’m pretty sure he’s here because he was caught selling drugs.

“Hey,” I say, and I try not to look at him too closely. 

“I didn’t see you at group yesterday,” he says.

“I was sick,” I lie.

“You weren’t there last week either.”

“Really sick,” I lie again.

“Are you coming tomorrow?” he asks.

I think it over. Do I really want to go listen to some teenagers and young adults whine about how we don’t get the right cable stations? Do I want to hear the odd rambling about the unfairness of addiction?

“Maybe,” I say. It’s not like I have anything better to do.

He grins at me. His teeth are showing. They’re perfect and white. I wonder if he had braces when he was younger. 

“So, I’ll see you there?” he asks.

“We’ll see,” I say. I’m not sure why he cares if I’m there or not. He’s probably just bored and trying to fill the time in his court-appointed prison.
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I don’t belong with these people. I’m sure their problems are perfectly legitimate, but mine cannot be helped by psychoanalysis. Group sessions are exactly what cause my frustration. People are my frustration. How then, if I cannot stand people, am I supposed to heal in their presence? The answer is that I can’t. It’s not like I don’t want to be helped. I would trade everything I have to end my suffering and finally live a normal life. But I can’t.

As I sit here, I’m fighting for my life to be normal. No drugs, no concoctions of science can help me. I’m an outlier. A difference to the rule. The look on other patient’s faces says everything I need to know. I am not one of them. My appointments are not filled with goals for recovery—they are met with confusion. Not only mine. I know my doctor doesn’t have the answers. He has said so.

Jason sits across from me. He tries his best to seem relatable. Smile on his face, and a man with his heart in the right place. That doesn’t matter. He doesn’t know how to fix me. I know every patient thinks that—but they are simply ignoring the advice given. Jason truly doesn’t understand.

“So, you’re anxious about our next group session?” he asks calmly.

I think about nodding but I want to explain. I want him to understand that it’s more than anxiety. I settle on, “Yes and no.”

“Could you explain what you mean by that?”

“I’m not anxious or worried. I know what’s going to happen. I’m dreading it. I know that people will do things that upset me. I know they’re going to hurt me.”

He presses his hands down on the table. I think it means he’s unsure of the situation. “Adra, no one here is trying to hurt you. You know that, right?”

“I’m not demented. I know they’re not trying to hurt me. That doesn’t change that their sounds bother me. I can’t stand the sounds—or the movements—it’s like I’m on fire.”

He taps his finger on the desk. The match is lit. I want to cry.

“Could you please STOP that?” I snap.

“Stop what?” 

How could he know what he’s done? No one understands. The movement was enough to raise my internal threat level—I am trapped in a box. He taps his fingers again, this time drilling them.

“Stop tapping your fingers!” I’m closer to a yell. I don’t want to explain or rationalize. I want the sounds to stop. I want it to stop now. That’s all I can think about as my muscles tense. My heart raises and my chest pounds. “Please stop,” I plead. My eyes well with tears.

“Adra, I’m sorry. I don’t want to hurt you. I just don’t understand why this is so overwhelming to you,” he says. 

Tears begin falling faster. The fight-flight is running its course, and I feel my muscles almost spasm. “I don’t understand either,” I say through tears. My voice scuffles.

He no longer moves his fingers and says, “We’re going to figure this out. I promise.”

How am I supposed to calm down? The movement and noise repeats in my head over and over. I think about how it will happen again. I scrape my fingers across my leg. 

“I know... I know... but please promise never to tap your fingers near me. Please,” I ask. I’ve resorted to begging. It keeps playing over and over in my head. 

I try to refocus. I try to look at his blue, denim shirt underneath his white coat. I look at his eyes. They are soft and warm, but the event still plays out. I want to cry.

“It’s just about time for our group session. Are you going to be okay?” he asks, and he folds his arms to his chest, careful to hide his fingers.

“I...” I know I won’t be okay. I’ll have to sit in the group meetings. Movements and sounds may be prominent. I close my eyes momentarily, trying to forget the tapping fingers of Claire—or Ruth’s irritating sing-song voice. 

“Just try. Okay? If it gets too bad, you can just leave early. It’ll be okay. I promise.”

I nod. Not because I think it will be okay. I nod because Jason is trying his best, and there’s no way for me to say no. I don’t want him to think I’m not trying. I want him to figure out what’s wrong with me. 

It’s not just sounds—it’s movements too. Shaking, tapping, swaying. Anything repetitive sends my brain into a full meltdown.
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The kitchen table is filled with sprawled out envelopes. My sister, Jessie, scrunches her nose as she pushes them away from her. She’s just seated herself across from me and pushes her Calvin Klein sunglasses to the top of her head. 

“Why are you avoiding your bills?” Jessie asks, her nose scrunches more, her eyes, now bare from shades, peer at me. 

What she doesn’t know is that the bills are spread out to hide one envelope that’s different. It’s not a bill at all. Instead, it’s an emotional hand-grenade.

“I’m not,” I say, and I try to back my voice up by straightening my spine. 

The re-routed air flow isn’t enough to stop her.

“Do you need money?” she asks.

I wish this were about money. I shake my head. She doesn’t seem convinced. I must decide whether to pretend I have money issues or explain what’s going through my head. I can’t figure out which is worse.

“I don’t need money,” I say. If I said I needed money, she’d cut a check, then continue to ask why I’m not opening the envelopes. She’s not going to relent.

Her green eyes feel like daggers as they stare me down. I try to focus on her brown hair. I focus on anything but. Her nose looks sharper when she stares. I contemplate telling her. She’d be so aghast, she’d shut up.

“Then what do you need? What’s wrong?” she asks.

I can’t tell if she’s concerned or nosy. Either or, I push the bills off the envelope and hand it to her. It’s unopened. It doesn’t have to be opened for me to know the contents. The paper weighs 9,000lbs as far as I’m concerned. I fling it like it’s on fire.

Jessie, less concerned about how volatile the contents are, reads the address. She withdraws a deep breath and nods. Instead of opening the envelope, she places it back on the table. I’m both relieved and annoyed. I want the contents to go away, but if it must be dealt with, then she can.

“When’s the last time you heard from Riann?” she asks me.

His name hurts to hear out loud.

“I don’t know. I send the payments. I don’t ask questions. He took off two years ago on a whim. Then after he came back, we agreed he needed help,” I say, then I pause for a moment to think. Jessie knows all of this. She doesn’t complain as I continue speaking. “I don’t know what this is,” but I have an idea. I place my hands flat on the table, thinking about my spine again. I make sure it stays straight, and I remain still.

I can see her nose twitching slightly as she says, “You can’t avoid this forever.”

“Couldn’t I? Riann left me first,” I say, trying my best to sound confident but failing miserably. As though it changes what I’ve done. As though his problems are somehow more than my choices.

“Someone left you. But I don’t think it was Riann.” Jessie says. 

“Whomever left still left. And now he’s there,” I say.

“He’s not on vacation, he’s in a mental health facility,” Jessie says. Compared to living out in the real world, I wonder if it is a vacation. 

I notice one of the buttons on my white blouse is undone, and I fiddle with it before pushing the button back through the tiny hole. I make a game of taking as long as possible.

“Caitlin,” she says my name with a sigh. “Listen to me. You have to tell him.”

“And if I tell him and then lose him again?”

“Cheap cop out,” Jessie says, and she rolls her eyes at me. “Lose him? You’ve only talked to him through phone calls for two years. You’ve already lost him.”

“You know what I mean. How can I know what will happen if I hurt him like this?”

I watch her eyes turn to Garret who’s sitting in the highchair playing with blocks. He has my light blond hair instead of his father’s darker shade but the unmistakable eyes of his father.

“If you’re not going to do it for Riann, at least tell him for Garrett,” she says, and she pushes the envelope back to me. “Open it.”

She has me cornered. No matter what I say, it’s going to relay back to her words ‘open it’. 

I watch Garrett, who looks so peaceful as he smashes a red and blue block together—not even caring that they’re on the wrong side to connect. My hands shake as I tear at the cream paper. 

I skim the contents. I let my eyes fall only on the most important words. Jessie’s eyes never move from me. I fold the paper on the crease, but she reaches out her hands before I can put it back in the envelope.

It’s easier to give in. I hand her the paper, and she reads. I can no longer sit. My entire body feels like a wave pool. I reach out for Garrett, and he puts his arms up for me to carry him. I wrap my arms around him and carry him around the kitchen. Dirty dishes are piled on the counter, and the sink itself has soap scuds. I’m a terrible housewife for more than one reason.

“He wants to see you,” Jessie finally says aloud.

“Yes,” I say as I nod. “He does.”

I keep pacing so that I don’t feel her eyes on me. 

“Are you going to go?” she asks.

“I think I have to.”
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One Year Ago

The first time I read “The Tell-Tale Heart,” I remember thinking of its oddity. How a heartbeat could be so loud, so absurd, that the madness within the mind could close in over a person and cause them to reveal their greatest weaknesses. I wonder now if Poe had an affliction like mine. Perhaps he heard the sounds so deep inside him that his mental anguish poured upon his paper. 

Like Lady Macbeth wiping her hands of the since washed blood, my ears will never be new again. I live with this turmoil inside of me.

I am sitting across from my boyfriend, Michael, in a restaurant. I held my breath for most of the car-ride, anxious of our arrival. He is trying to be nice, trying to show me how much he loves me for our one-year anniversary. My hands are trembling as I sit at the table. Our table is too exposed. I wanted one in the corner, but this was the only table available. Yet another problem. There are too many people. Plates are clanking in the background, forks scraping against the ceramic. Then there’s the chewing. Michael smiles at me, his curly, black hair wrapped around his ears. He’s so carefree, reaching out his hand to touch mine. I wince, pulling it back.

It’s not that I don’t want to touch him. I think I love Michael, his warmth, and the way he had presented me with flowers. But I don’t want to be touched. My body feels like pins and needles.

“What’s wrong?” he asks. I can hardly hear him as I try to differentiate the sound of his voice from that of the man at a table next to ours, chewing on his ice as he drinks. 

I’m flustered. “Nothing,” I say, looking over our menu.

We’ve been here for roughly 2 minutes. Then, a full explosion happens within me. I can hear the kitchen staff, a sharp whistling noise as they work. Hot tears fall down my face. I’m being ridiculous—the look of shock on Michael’s face makes that clear.

I get up from the table, throwing down the menu and shaking my head. “I’m sorry, I can’t stay here,” I say as I grab my purse and walk as fast as I can toward the exit. Once outside, I press my back against the brick, taking deep breaths as I try and keep myself from having a panic attack.

“What was that about?” he asks. I can tell he’s frustrated. I had just made a scene in-front of an entire restaurant.

I try to calm now that I am away from the noise, but it repeats inside my brain. I can feel it knocking against my skull. I want to go back and hit the kitchen worker. I want to scream and accuse him of ruining my experience.

Instead, I take a small breath, still trembling. Still feeling the rage inside me. 

Michael stares at me. 

“Are you okay?” he asks.

I shake my head.

No, I’m not okay. I am under attack. The entire world is out to get me, smothering me under its loudness.

“I don’t understand why the noises make you react like this,” he says. 

“Neither do I,” I say. “But they do.”

“I’ve had this reservation for weeks,” he says. Like I should feel bad that I ruined our evening. Michael works at his father’s car-shop, so I imagine he had saved a lot of money for this evening, but I don’t care right now. 

“Good for you,” I snap.

“I was trying to do something nice, have a normal evening out with you,” he says.

I close my eyes, trying to get the image of the whistling out of my head. Maybe I should feel guilty for ruining our date, but I don’t. I just feel overwhelmed.

“I want to go home,” I say.

“What about the movies?” he asks.

I don’t want to sit in a dark theatre and listen to popcorn chewing or drink slurping. My bra is tight, and my jeans are pressing against my legs.

“I want to go home,” I say yet again.

He sighs, exasperated. Frustrated with my lack of normalcy. 

“We could watch a movie at your mom’s place,” he suggests, but I’ve already spent all my energy. I just want to be by myself.

“Just drop me off,” I say.

He shakes his head. “Why do you always have to overreact?”

I stomp toward the car, get in, and slam the door behind me.

He follows, getting in. “Yeah, you just proved my point on the overreacting.”

I don’t speak. How am I supposed to explain something that I don’t understand myself? All I know is that when it happens, when the sounds cause anger, I feel so overwhelmed. Everything inside of me wants to escape or to fight back. 

I feel traumatized by the event. I think of it as I fall asleep at night. I cry myself to sleep because I don’t know when the next sound will happen. I don’t know when the sounds will stop bothering me. 

To the outside world, it was just a whistle. Alarming, yes, perhaps it may have even hurt their ears. For me, the sound lasted hours. It beat against the core of my ears, repeating itself constantly until I became so upset, I finally cried myself to sleep. I knew, rationally, that it was just a sound, but I could not shake the experience. 

I broke up with Michael a week later because I know I’ll never be normal enough for him. He deserves somebody who can go to the movies without breaking into tears. I decide I will likely die alone. 
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For as long as I can remember there have been gaps in my memory. There are years that have disappeared into the abyss. Like a person that has been sleepwalking, I did not have an explanation. Days, hours, and months had collapsed inside each other. Sometimes, there are important moments that I cannot recall. I have a copy of a high-school diploma framed in my bedroom. I couldn’t tell you what the stage looked like, or if my mother was even there. Photos say otherwise. I was there, on-stage, and I accepted the piece of paper that I have no recollection of. To be honest, I don’t even really remember being a senior. 

I don’t remember the first fight that helped crumble my marriage. I remember many of them, but I don’t remember why Caitlin started being so angry with me. 

I’ve had to swallow my pride as I take her word that I stepped over the line. I’ve had to take her word for a lot of things. I can’t remember even if I try. I want to listen to her. It’s hard to associate with memories I don’t have. 

She’s had trouble believing me—she doesn’t see it. How can she know I’m trying? 

As many memories that I’ve forgotten, I’ve never forgotten my wife. I remember the way she looked on our wedding day. I remember the radiant gown. I remember meeting her. While I don’t remember the days, or even years leading up to it, I do remember losing her. Not seeing Caitlin every day is killing me. It suffocates a part of me that I can only be sure is there because of the longing. I miss waking up to her in the morning. I miss her smiles. I miss her soft hands across my chest. 

My doctor, Jason, stares at me as I continuously think. I am trying to process my emotions. I do not remember our last appointment, though I assume it was only days prior.

“How are you feeling today, Riann?” Jason asks.

“I miss my wife,” I say. 

“It has been quite some time since you’ve seen Caitlin,” Jason says.

“Yeah, months.”

Jason nods and then says, “Many months. Two years.”

“Why haven’t I seen her in two years?” I ask.

“You said you didn’t want to see her until you were better,” he says. “This isn’t uncommon of your diagnosis.”

Don’t listen to him. It’s not a diagnosis. You’re just unique. Different. There’s nothing to change.

I feel the otherness shift through my mind. I think it may be Nole, the part of me that seems most forward-thinking. I cringe at the thought of parts of me.

He sees my frustration and asks, “Are you okay, Riann?”

Am I okay? How could I be? Everything I thought to be myself had been challenged and stripped away. Instead of one person, I have learned in the past few months that I am many. Years. A voice reassures me. Correcting my blunder. They have been here for years. I am new to these sessions. I am new to the kind-eyed doctor that never seems to grow weary, even as I forget him and our sessions. I worry because I do not know every detail that they have shared with him. I worry because none of this seems real. What explanation could be real, though?

“Yes, I am okay,” I say. I do not want to dive deeper into my emotions. I do not want to become agitated. I do not want one of them to think that they have a reason to come out. I want to stay and see my wife. I want Caitlin back. I must keep my composure long enough to see her again.

“I have some good news for you,” Jason says. His hands move from their flat position to pick up a piece of paper off his desk. “Per your request I had asked Caitlin to meet with you for a session.”

I perk up. I haven’t felt hopeful in as long as I can remember—not that I can remember a lot of the past two years. “She’s coming?” I ask.

“She is, yes,” Jason says, and then he smiles.

Under the surface smile, I see worry. Frown lines are quickly hidden by his professional demeanor. Maybe he’s worried that Caitlin will be upset with me. I don’t know what my other personalities said to her. There’s so much I don’t remember. I know she was upset. I’m a terrible husband if I told her that I didn’t want to see her for two years. Even if I don’t remember it, I can’t believe any part of me would want to be apart from her.

“Thank God,” is all I can think to say.
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Like a ghost, the memory of the finger-tapping has become my own personal poltergeist. I feel jolted just as one would if the doors were slamming—if the lights were erratically going on and off. They may as well be. 

It takes days to recover from each meeting with people. Now that I know Jason may tap his fingers, I don’t want to go back. The incident has played over and over in my mind. Without trying, he has occupied every space of my thoughts. Even as he tries to help me, he has become part of the problem.

I lie in bed, and I replay each finger tap. I don’t want to think about it, but like bullets from a gun, I replay every second. Bump. Bump. The ferocity echoes through my brain—the noise, god the noise—it’s just as loud as it was in person. Even the movement scrapes at the side of my brain. 

I dread going back to therapy. I dread being here, but I also don’t want to go home. The noises were bad there too. The noises are bad no matter where I go. At first, they weren’t that bad. They were annoying. Now, as it goes on, they’re getting worse. I feel like a computer program that’s broken. Or maybe I’m not even the software. Maybe I’m trying to reinstall windows on a hard drive that’s already cracked and shattered. No matter how many doctors try, this isn’t going to work. My brain is damaged, and there’s no one that can help me. 

No one has the answers that can help me. It repeats on loop with each memory.

The strangest part is that when I’m normal, and there’s no sounds, I’m still myself. I’m not crazy, but the sounds bring me from myself instantly. 

In the time it takes for me to get up, get dressed, and make my way to the cafeteria, nothing has happened. I walk like a person that has never been troubled. I choose my foods, and I choose a spot to eat. Everything is fine.

Until it isn’t.

I can see them, and they can’t see me. I hear chewing as soon as it happens—a potato chip—and a few girls shake their legs. Turmoil is quick. I feel my brain shake. I have to steady myself. I will not cry. I sit down and attempt to eat. Slow bites that barely make it to my mouth. I force my spoon. I chose soup because it’s quick. I didn’t consider the slurping noises from the soup of the girl next to me. With every “ss” sound, I grow more anxious.

My palms are sweating, and my eyes dart to the exits. I stare at my bowl, and I count how many bites there are left. If I eat fast, I can probably finish it in 10, but that’s ten sips too many.

I move my hand over my face and re-arrange my hair. It covers some of the leg shaking, but I still know it’s there. I take another mouthful of soup tentatively. I feel compelled to check to see if she’s gone. I fight that urge. Not knowing is almost better. Only almost. I feel it dig away at me. I know she’s there. I hear the girl with the soup again, and my world becomes a blur. I’m tired, and I’m angry. I don’t know if it’s the sound making me mad or the pain that accompanies like it. My body feels like it’s been moved against a giant cheese grater.

I quickly get up and throw all 9 sips of soup in the garbage on my way to the door. I don’t stop in the hallway. I move fast through people sitting before I can tell what their legs are doing. I decide that I don’t need to eat anymore. I’ll figure something out. Maybe I’ll pay an orderly to hide food in my room. I don’t care. I just need out. I think about the soup. I’m mad at myself for eating the same thing that tortured me. No, it’s not the soup. It’s how she was eating it. Her slurping—who slurps like that? She must be a child, I think. I know it’s irrational and unfair to her, but my brain is tossing and turning trying to find an explanation.

I’m delirious by the time I make it back to my room. Tears are welled in my eyes, and the tension from the experience lives in each of my muscles. I should talk to Jason, but I’m too tired. I feel as though I have been held under water. I can’t explain to him right now. I can’t leave my room and see the sights that make me crazy or hear the sounds.

I push my weight against my door, making sure it’s closed. I’m thankful for the noise-proof rooms. We have emergency buttons in case something happens, but we’re allowed silence. For me, I’m grateful that in this room, I can’t see or hear the others. This is the second greatest thing to a padded room. It is solitude. Freedom. Silence.

With my clothes still on, I lie back on my bed. Why did I bother leaving my room? The entire world is out to get me, and the sooner I recognize this, the sooner I can just come to terms with my prison. 

As I calm down, I realize I may get bored eventually. Boredom is a small price to pay for avoiding the trauma. I try to consider things I could do. If I could find one friend that won’t trigger me, then maybe I could be okay. I can’t do that; everybody will trigger me eventually. The noises. The visuals. The people. They’re everywhere. Even when it’s over, it’s never over.

I try to erase the memory from my mind. Nothing seems to work. I hold my breath. I sing a song aloud. Nothing erases the memory of the sounds. Distraction would help, but now my room has become a tiny, little box. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do. I want to reach out and talk to someone. I want someone to understand what’s going on in my brain. 

When they ask what drove me mad, what drove me to the brink of my brain exploding, the answer isn’t going to be war or terror. It’s going to be soup.
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I sleep roughly fifteen hours a night. To some, that’s excessive. I like sleeping. I like to lie in bed and think and then drift into peaceful nothingness. Sometimes I dream. Usually, I just lie there in my bed, forgetting about myself. 

Group sessions are long. They’re boring. I don’t want to go, but I don’t want to stay in my room. I’ve switched my pjs for day clothes. Jeans and a plain, white t-shirt. I’m thankful that we’re allowed real clothes. I think they want us to feel like we’re normal and maybe develop social relationships. They want us to feel safe—or something like that.

Some of the people here decorate their rooms. I didn’t. My walls are white, there are no paintings, and I opted for the gray blanket that came with the room. I’d rather not be reminded of the perfectly put together bedrooms my mother had always decorated for me.

I like my room plain. It’s boring, but it’s peaceful. How could I be upset by anything in here? There are no reminders of anything. It’s like my heart—empty.

I’m supposed to be meeting Lila, my therapist, but I don’t. I don’t need whatever therapy plan she’s come up with. I’m perfectly content how I am. I’m not miserable. I’m nothing. I like it that way.

I don’t know how people explain their
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