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The cruelest thing he ever did was make the cage beautiful. The cruelest thing I ever did was stop looking for the door.

Edda Voss, Letters from the Interior

For the ones who stayed too long and the ones who went back anyway. You know why.
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Prologue
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Before

There is a field behind the farmhouse where the snow never fully melts. Not in March, when the rest of the valley remembers what green looks like. Not in April, when the runoff turns the creek into something ambitious. The field holds the cold the way some people hold grudges, with patience and without apology, and I have learned not to walk through it barefoot even when every other stretch of ground has thawed.

I am standing in it now. Late October, though the sky has the flat white quality of deep winter. I am wearing a dress that does not belong to me. White cotton, long-sleeved, with small buttons at the wrists that someone fastened for me this morning because my hands were shaking. Not from the cold. From something I haven't named yet, because naming it would make it real, and I have spent the last six weeks negotiating with reality like a woman haggling at a market she cannot afford to leave.

The farmhouse watches me from two hundred yards away. Gray clapboard, tin roof, a porch that sags on the left side where the foundation is settling into the Montana clay. Smoke from the chimney. Light in the kitchen window. A man in the doorway.

He is too far away for me to read his expression, but I know it anyway. I have memorized his face the way a cartographer memorizes coastline, tracing every inlet and fault line until the map becomes more familiar than the territory. He is watching me stand in his field in his dress, and he is not coming after me. That is new. Six weeks ago, he would have crossed the distance in forty seconds. I counted once.

Six weeks ago, I arrived at this farm with a dead engine, a cracked phone, and a name I was still deciding whether to keep. The man in the doorway offered me shelter the way a jaw offers a hinge. Functional. Mechanical. Inevitable. I walked through his door because it was nineteen degrees and dropping, and because the alternative was a gravel road that stretched in both directions toward nothing, and because I have always been the kind of woman who walks toward light sources without checking what's generating the heat.

My mother called it optimism. My therapist called it a pattern. My ex-boyfriend called it a leash he didn't have to hold.

I am not an optimist anymore. I am something more dangerous. I am a woman standing in a frozen field in a green dress, looking at a farmhouse that has become more familiar than any apartment I've rented, any stage I've danced on, any city I've fled. The door is open. It has been open for three days. I know this because I check it every morning, the way a prisoner checks a wound, pressing to see if it still hurts, pressing to confirm the body still registers damage.

The door is open, and I have not walked through it.

Let me tell you something about cages. The ones with bars are easy. You can see them, name them, point at the lock and say, there, that's the thing keeping me here. The ones with bars make sense. You hate them cleanly. You rattle them and call it resistance and sleep at night knowing you are a captive, not a collaborator.

But some cages are built from firewood and sourdough bread. Some cages have wool blankets and a dog that sleeps at your feet and a man who braids your hair while you fall asleep without asking, without speaking, with hands so steady you forget that steadiness and gentleness are not the same thing. Some cages have unlocked doors that you do not walk through. Those are the ones that ruin you. Because the lock was never the problem. The problem is the woman on the other side of it, the woman who stopped checking.

I stopped checking on a Tuesday. I remember because he made oatmeal with brown sugar and dried cranberries, and the kitchen smelled like someone's childhood, though not mine and not his, some imaginary childhood where people stayed because they wanted to and left because they chose to and the difference between those things was not a philosophical question but a fact, plain as weather.

The snow will melt. It always does, eventually, even in Montana, even in the field behind the farmhouse where the cold has roots. And when it melts, the road will open. And when the road opens, I will have to decide whether I am a woman who stays or a woman who leaves, and I already know the answer, and that is the thing I cannot name, the thing that lives in the white space between what I want and what I should want.

The man in the doorway lifts his hand. Not a wave. A signal. Food's ready, or the fire's going, or he simply wants me closer. The gestures have become a language I did not agree to learn but speak fluently. I know the angle of his head when he's listening for my footsteps. I know the way his shoulders drop when he hears them.

My name is Anya Petrov. I am twenty-seven years old. I am a photographer, a former dancer, a woman who stabbed a man in a Chicago kitchen and drove west until the road ran out. I am not a hostage. I am not a wife. I am something in between that doesn't have a word yet, something that lives in the space between a locked door and an open one, between the woman I was when I arrived and the woman I am becoming in this field, in this dress, in this silence.

He lowers his hand. Waits.

I walk toward the light, the way I always do. The way moths do.

Act I

THE THAW THAT NEVER COMES
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Chapter One
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Black Ice

The Honda dies the way everything in my life dies: without warning, in the middle of nowhere, while I'm pretending I have a plan. One moment the engine is humming its arthritic hum, the dashboard lights flickering with the low-grade anxiety of a car that has seen better decades. The next, silence. The steering wheel goes stiff in my hands, and I coast to a stop on a gravel road that looks like it was drawn on the landscape by someone who gave up halfway through.

I sit for ten seconds with my hands at ten and two, as if good driving posture will fix a dead engine. Then I turn the key. Click. Nothing. I turn it again. My mother raised me Catholic, and I have never prayed with more sincerity than I do in this moment, hunched over the steering wheel of a 2011 Civic with 187,000 miles and a bloodstain on the passenger seat that I've been covering with a sweatshirt since Illinois.

The engine does not answer my prayers. I sit back and look through the windshield at Montana.

Montana is trying to kill me. That's the simplest reading. It's October 28th and the snow started three hours ago, soft at first, the kind you call pretty from behind a window, and then less soft, and then aggressive, and now it's coming down in sheets that turn the headlights into white noise. The temperature gauge on the dashboard reads fourteen degrees, but the dashboard is also claiming I have half a tank of gas, and I know for a fact I filled up forty minutes ago, so the dashboard is a liar, which makes it the second most unreliable thing in this car after me.

I check my phone. No signal. Not one bar. The screen is cracked across the upper right corner from a night I don't think about, a night in a Chicago kitchen with a man whose name I have trained myself to skip over like a stone across water. Touch it and sink. Skip it and keep moving.

I have been moving for eleven days. Chicago to Iowa to South Dakota to Montana, taking the back roads because back roads don't have cameras and small towns don't have questions, and if a woman fills up her gas tank at a station in the middle of nowhere, the attendant nods and takes her cash and doesn't look at the cracked phone or the sweatshirt on the passenger seat or the way her eyes keep checking the mirror for something that isn't a tailgater.

I pull my coat tighter. The heat died with the engine, and the cold is already finding its way in, the way cold always does, through the seams, through the gaps, through the places where something was supposed to hold but didn't. I give myself sixty seconds to feel sorry for myself. I time it on my cracked phone. Sixty seconds of sitting in a dead car on a gravel road in a snowstorm in Montana with no signal, no plan, no forwarding address, and a past that is exactly as far behind me as the last cell tower, which is to say: not far enough.

The timer goes off. I stop feeling sorry for myself. I start making decisions.

Option one: stay in the car, run the heater, wait for morning. Except the car won't start, so there is no heater, and morning is nine hours away, and fourteen degrees is the kind of cold that finds you even inside a metal box. I will not freeze to death in a Honda Civic. That is not how my story ends. My story ends in a way I haven't written yet, and it will not involve a coroner shaking his head over a woman who didn't have the sense to get out of the car.

Option two: walk. The gravel road goes in two directions. Behind me, the town I passed through forty minutes ago. Harrow Creek, population unclear, notable for a gas station, a general store, and a mechanic's shop with a German shepherd sleeping on the porch. Forty minutes by car. In a snowstorm, on foot, at night, that's a math problem I don't want to solve.

Ahead of me, maybe a quarter mile, a light.

It sits low on the horizon, yellow and steady, the kind of light that comes from a window, not a streetlamp. A house. A farmhouse, maybe, given the fencing I can barely make out through the snow, the dark shape of a barn behind it. Someone is home. Someone with heat and a phone and possibly a tow chain and definitely a door between me and fourteen degrees.

I do not think about the obvious. I do not think about a woman alone on a dark road walking toward a stranger's house. I have spent the last three years with a man who proved that danger doesn't live on dark roads. It lives in well-lit apartments with good wine and a lease with both your names on it. It lives in the person who tells you they love you while they're memorizing your passwords. The dark road is not where the monster lives. The monster lives where you do.

I grab my bag. Camera, wallet, phone, the essentials of a life stripped to its luggage. I leave the sweatshirt on the passenger seat. I leave the bloodstain under it. I get out of the car.

The cold hits me like a wall. Like a hand across the face. Like the first honest thing anyone has said to me in months. It takes my breath and replaces it with something sharper, cleaner, a cold that doesn't pretend to be anything other than what it is. I respect that. I have recently developed a deep appreciation for things that don't pretend.

I walk.

The gravel crunches under my boots, and the snow fills the sound in behind me, covering my tracks as fast as I make them. The light ahead doesn't get closer for a long time, the way lights do in open country, hanging in the distance like a promise that keeps recalculating. I put my head down and move. This is something I'm good at. Movement. Forward motion. The decision to keep going past the point where stopping makes more sense. My ballet teacher called it discipline. She was right, but not in the way she meant.

The farmhouse materializes out of the snow the way a photograph develops in a chemical bath. First the shape, then the lines, then the details. Gray clapboard, two stories, a porch with a railing that needs paint. A tin roof collecting white. Light in the kitchen window, warm and unwavering. A truck in the driveway, big, dark, wearing snow on its hood like it hasn't moved in hours.

I climb the porch steps. Three of them, wooden, the second one soft in a way that means rot or age or both. I stand in front of the door and my hand is raised to knock when it opens.

He fills the doorframe.

That is the first thing. Not his face, not his eyes, not the details I will catalog later with the obsessive precision of a woman who has been trained by experience to inventory threats. The first thing is the size of him, the way his shoulders nearly touch both sides of the frame, the way the light from behind him makes him a silhouette, a shape, a thing made of edges and mass. He is tall in a way that reorganizes the space around him. Not just height. Presence. The kind of physical fact that a room has to accommodate.

His hair is blond. Long enough to touch his collar, loose around a face that is all planes and angles, a jaw that looks like it was set by someone who does not believe in curves. His eyes are pale. Blue, I will learn later, but in this light they are the color of ice when it's thick enough to walk on and thin enough to worry about. A scar cuts through his left eyebrow, a clean line that someone's fist put there, or a ring, or a story I don't know yet.

He looks at me the way you look at something you expected.

That's the second thing. No surprise. No confusion. No "Can I help you?" or "Are you all right?" or "What are you doing on my porch at ten o'clock at night in a snowstorm?" He looks at me the way you look at a delivery you've been tracking.

I open my mouth to explain. My car. The road. The cold. The reasons a stranger is standing on his porch looking like something the storm dragged in, because that is what I am, something dragged, something deposited, something that arrived without agency and landed here by the kind of accident that isn't one.

"Come in," he says.

Not an invitation. An instruction.

His voice is low, unhurried, the kind of voice that doesn't repeat itself because it has never had to. There is an accent underneath it, faint, Nordic, the vowels slightly wider than standard American, the consonants more deliberate, as if each word is chosen from a smaller, more precise vocabulary.

I should hesitate. I should ask his name, ask if he has a phone, ask any of the questions a reasonable woman asks before walking into a strange man's house on a dark road in rural Montana. But I am not a reasonable woman. I am a cold woman. I am a woman whose fingers have gone numb and whose breath is coming in short, visible bursts that crystallize and disappear, and the light behind him is warm, and I have been cold for eleven days in ways that have nothing to do with temperature.

I walk through the door.

He closes it behind me. The sound of the latch is small and definitive, the period at the end of a sentence I didn't know I was writing. The warmth hits me first, then the smell: woodsmoke, bread, something herbal I can't identify. The kitchen is large, clean, older, with a cast-iron stove and a table set for one. The floor is wide-plank pine, worn smooth by decades of the same boots walking the same path from stove to table to door.

He stands behind me. I don't turn around, but I know exactly where he is, the way you know where a wall is in a dark room. By the displacement of air. By the heat.

"Your car," he says. Not a question.

"Dead." My voice sounds strange in this room. Thin. Metropolitan. A voice that belongs in galleries and coffee shops and Chicago apartments with crown molding, not in a farmhouse kitchen that smells like bread and woodsmoke and something I don't have a word for. Safety, maybe. Or its imitation.

"The roads will be bad tonight," he says. "You'll stay."

Again, not a question. I turn around.

He is looking at my hands. My bare, red, shaking hands. His expression does something complicated, a contraction I can't read, as if the sight of my cold fingers has short-circuited some internal process. Then it smooths. He moves to the stove. He pours something hot from a pot into a mug and holds it out.

"Drink," he says.

I take the mug. Our fingers don't touch. His hands are large, rough at the knuckles, with a scar across the right palm that looks older than the one on his eyebrow. His nails are clean. I notice this because my ex-boyfriend had perfect nails, manicured, buffed, the nails of a man who controlled things that didn't require dirt. This man's hands are clean but not careful. Working hands. Hands that have held tools and animals and things that resist being held.

The mug is hot. Some kind of tea, dark, bitter, with honey. I drink it standing up because he hasn't offered me a chair, and I don't ask for one, and we stand in his kitchen like two people negotiating a treaty neither of them has read.

"I'm Anya," I say, because someone has to say something, and my name is the least dangerous thing I own.

He nods. And I wait for him to say his name, the way you wait for the other half of an exchange, the social contract, the handshake, the reciprocity that makes two strangers into people who have met. He takes the mug from my hands when I finish. He sets it in the sink. He walks to the hallway and opens a door to a small room with a bed, a quilt, a window that shows nothing but white.

"Guest room," he says. "Bathroom is at the end of the hall. I'll look at your car in the morning."

"Thank you." The words feel thin. Insufficient. "I'm sorry to just show up like this. I can pay you for the room, or for gas, or—"

"No." He says it the way he said come in. Final. Not unkind. Simply closed, like a door that opens in only one direction. "Get some sleep, Anya."

He says my name like he's tasted it before.

I stand in the doorway of the guest room and listen to his footsteps move down the hall. Heavy, even, unhurried. A door closes somewhere in the house. Then silence, the deep silence of a place so far from any other human habitation that quiet isn't the absence of sound but the presence of everything else: wind, wood settling, the ticking of a heating system, the low animal sound of a house breathing around you.

I close the guest room door. There is no lock on this side. I check. There is a lock on the outside, a sliding bolt, old iron, the kind that was installed when locks were meant to keep things in, not out. I stare at it for a long time.

Then I lie down in a stranger's bed, in a stranger's house, on a road I can't drive and a phone I can't call and a life I'm building from whatever's left in my bag, and I close my eyes, and the last thing I think before sleep takes me is that he said my name. He said Anya, and I never told him.

I never told him.
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Chapter Two
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The Welcome

I have been watching the road since four o'clock.

Not from the porch. From the upstairs window, the one in the room that used to be my parents' bedroom and is now just mine, where I can see the gravel road cut across the flats like a scar on a wrist, running east toward Harrow Creek and west toward the mountains and nothing. The snow started midafternoon, and I knew. Not guessed. Knew. The same way I know when a late frost will take the winter wheat, when a ewe is going to drop early, when a storm carries weight or just noise. Some knowledge lives in the body, not the brain, and my body has known since this morning that tonight is the night.

She filled up at the gas station in Harrow Creek at 8:47 p.m. I know because I was parked across the street, in the shadow of the feed store awning, where the streetlight doesn't reach. She got out of the Honda and paid cash inside, and I watched her walk through the fluorescent light of the station with her head down and her braid over one shoulder and her coat too thin for Montana, and everything in me went quiet the way a field goes quiet before a storm. Not calm. Loaded.

I had forty minutes. She'd take Route 17 because her GPS would route her that way, and Route 17 runs past my property, and the turnoff is unmarked, and the gravel is bad, and I'd already done what I needed to do to her car two hours earlier, when she stopped at the rest area outside Drummond and slept for twenty minutes with her seat reclined and her shoes off. I'm not proud of what I did. I'm not ashamed of it either. Pride and shame are luxuries for people who have options. I have this farm and this road and this specific silence that has been growing inside me for three years, filling the rooms my father emptied when he died, and the only thing that has ever made the silence bearable is a photograph of a woman I saw in a gallery in Missoula on a night I was supposed to be buying fencing wire.

Her photographs were of empty places. Abandoned buildings, vacant lots, rooms where people used to live and don't anymore. She shot emptiness the way most photographers shoot beauty, with attention and tenderness and the implication that the emptiness was worth looking at. I stood in front of a photograph of a derelict ballet studio for eleven minutes. I know because I timed it. The floors were warped, the mirrors cracked, and in the center of the frame, a single pair of pointe shoes hung from a barre by their ribbons, and the light came through a broken window at an angle that made the dust look like snow.

I went back the next day. And the day after. On the third day, she was there. Dark hair in a braid, brown eyes that looked black in the gallery's low light, a body that moved like water. She was hanging a new print, standing on a stepladder, and when she reached up, her shirt lifted and I saw the moth tattooed on the inside of her wrist and I understood something about myself that I had been refusing to understand.

I am my father's son.

He saw my mother in a catalog. A catalog. Like furniture. Norwegian women seeking American husbands, a legitimate service in the late eighties, and my father circled her photograph with a red pen and sent the application and she arrived at the Missoula airport on a Tuesday in March with one suitcase and a face full of something that might have been hope and might have been resignation. He brought her to this farm and she never left. Not because she couldn't. Because he made it so she didn't need to. Or so she believed.

I told myself I was different. I told myself the wanting was different. My father wanted a body in his house. I wanted a specific person. He wanted someone. I wanted her. As if specificity is a defense. As if the precision of obsession makes it something other than obsession.

The headlights appear on the road at 9:31. I watch them move across the flats like something searching. They slow. They stutter. They stop.

I go downstairs.

I put the kettle on. I check the guest room, the one I made up three days ago with the blue quilt my mother sewed before I was born and the pillow I bought in town last week, specific firmness, because I noticed at the gallery that she tilts her head to the right when she's thinking, which suggests she sleeps on her right side, which means a softer pillow for the neck. These are the things I notice. These are the things my father would have noticed. The thought makes me check the room again. Clean towel. Water glass. The window is painted shut, but it's been painted shut since I was eight, when my father decided the drafts were too much, and that is a coincidence of old houses and not a design.

I believe that. I need to believe that.

The dress is in the closet. I should have moved it. A green wool dress, long-sleeved, buttons at the wrists, purchased from a boutique in Missoula four months ago after I followed her into the shop and watched from across the street as she held it up to the light and put it back on the rack because the price tag made her wince. I bought it ten minutes later. The saleswoman asked if it was for my wife. I said yes, and it was the first time the word didn't taste like a lie.

I close the closet door. She'll find it eventually. Everything on this farm gets found eventually. My mother used to say that. She was talking about lost tools and stray calves, but the principle holds.

The knock doesn't come. She doesn't knock. I hear her on the porch, the second step, the one that groans, and I open the door before her knuckles reach the wood.

She is smaller than I expected.

I have seen her in photographs, in the gallery, through the window of a coffee shop in Missoula where she sat for two hours editing images on a laptop, but proximity is a different instrument than observation. Observation gives you data. Proximity gives you temperature. She is cold. Shaking. Her hands are bare and red and the nails are bitten short, and her coat is a joke, a city coat, something designed for Chicago wind, not Montana winter, and she's looking at me with eyes that are doing the same thing mine are doing: cataloging.

I see her see me. The calculation. The assessment. Not fear, exactly. Something more practiced than fear. She is a woman who has learned to measure men in the first three seconds, to gauge the distance between standing and running, to estimate the weight of a closed door. This is not instinct. This is training. Someone taught her this. The thought of who makes my hands close into fists at my sides, and I have to remind myself to open them. Fists are not welcoming. My father's fists were never welcoming.

"Come in," I say.

She comes in. She moves past me and the smell of her fills the space she's walked through, cold air and something floral underneath it, shampoo or lotion, something that doesn't belong on this farm, in this house, in any room I've stood in for the last three years. The house has smelled like woodsmoke and coffee and machine oil and animal and me for so long that I've forgotten what another person smells like. She smells like a question I asked three months ago and am now terrified to have answered.

I pour the tea. She drinks it standing. I respect that. Sitting is trust. She hasn't decided yet. She holds the mug with both hands and the trembling is subsiding and she is looking around the kitchen with those black-brown eyes that miss nothing, and I know she is seeing every detail, the way she sees details in her photographs, with the attention that makes empty rooms look inhabited and inhabited rooms look like galleries.

"I'm Anya," she says.

I know. I've known for ninety-three days. I found her name on the gallery website, then her Instagram, then a dance company roster from 2021, then a lease filing in Cook County, Illinois, then nothing, a digital silence that started eight months ago and went deep, the kind of silence that means hiding. I did not look further. I did not want to know what she was hiding from. I wanted her to tell me herself, in this kitchen, on a night like this, when the roads are closed and the cold has made the decision for both of us.

I nod. I show her the guest room. I say what needs to be said. She says thank you, and the word sounds like it costs her something. Gratitude from a woman like this is not automatic. It's extracted, like a tooth, leaving a space where suspicion lived.

I walk to my room. I close the door. I sit on the edge of my bed in the dark and listen to the sounds of her settling. The creak of the guest room floor. The faucet running. The bed frame accepting her weight. A sound so small it might be a sigh or a prayer or the involuntary release of a body that has been tense for days, finally horizontal, finally warm, finally still.

I slide the bolt on the front door. The sound is quiet. The metal is oiled. I've been oiling it for a week.

The lock is for her safety. That's what I tell myself. The roads are bad. If she woke up confused, disoriented, if she walked out in the dark, in the snow, she could die. People die on these roads. People die in this valley every winter, lost hunters and stranded drivers and ranchers who misjudge the distance between the house and the barn. I am locking the door because I am responsible. Because she is in my house. Because outside is dangerous.

Because everyone leaves if you let them.

I sit in the dark and listen to her breathe. Not through walls. Through the silence. This house carries sound the way old houses do, through the bones, through the wood, through the architecture of emptiness that I have lived inside for three years and my mother lived inside for twelve. I hear her breathing slow. I hear her shift on the mattress. I hear the quilt settle over her body.

I open my sketchbook. The one I keep under the mattress, the one with eighty-seven drawings of a woman who is now sleeping forty feet from me in a bed I made for her in a room I prepared and a house I locked. I do not draw tonight. I sit with the book open in my lap and look at the drawing I did last week, her profile from memory, the line of her jaw, the braid, the moth on her wrist that I will someday touch with my thumb and she will not pull away.

Someday is here. She is here. And I am my father's son, and the door is locked, and the snow is falling, and she said her name like it was the least dangerous thing she owned.

She doesn't know yet that I already had it.

I whisper it to myself in the dark. Not because she can hear me. Because I've been practicing.

"Anya."

Three months of practice. It still sounds like a prayer.
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Chapter Three
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Guest

I wake up in a dead woman's bed and don't realize it for three hours.

The light in the guest room is white and flat, filtered through curtains that are too thick for the small window. I lie still for ten seconds, doing the thing I've been doing every morning for eleven days: remembering where I am. Hotel outside Des Moines. Rest stop in South Dakota. Car. A stranger's farmhouse in Montana. Right. The quilt smells like cedar, and the pillow is softer than I expected, and the room is warm in a way that means the fire has been going for hours, which means he's been awake for hours, which means he is a man who tends fires for sleeping strangers.

Or he is a man who doesn't sleep.

I dress in yesterday's clothes. Jeans, a thermal, the city coat that has officially been demoted from "coat" to "gesture of optimism." My bag is where I left it, on the floor beside the bed, everything inside it accounted for by muscle memory. Camera. Wallet. Cracked phone. A paperback I bought in Iowa that I'll never finish because the protagonist keeps making choices I find morally instructive, which is the last thing I need from a fictional character right now.

The hallway is narrow and smells like coffee. Real coffee, the kind that comes from a percolator and fills a house the way a voice does, reaching every room. I follow it to the kitchen, which is empty. A mug sits on the counter next to the stove, clean, turned upside down on a towel. Beside it, a plate covered with a dish towel. I lift the towel. Two eggs, scrambled, with toast and butter. Still warm.

He made me breakfast and left.

I eat standing up. The eggs are good. Seasoned with something I can't name, herbaceous, garden-grown. The toast is from actual bread, not the sliced kind, a dense loaf that was clearly baked in this kitchen, probably yesterday, possibly while I was sleeping in his guest room in his locked house. I eat everything on the plate and wash the dish and the mug and stand at the kitchen window and look at the world I've landed in.

The farm is bigger than it looked last night. The house sits at the center of a bowl of white, surrounded by fencing and outbuildings. A barn to the north, large, red paint faded to the color of dried blood. What looks like a greenhouse behind it, the plastic sheeting snapping in the wind. A chicken coop. A corral with no animals visible. Beyond the buildings, fields, white and flat and endless, running to a tree line that marks the base of the mountains. No other houses. No other lights. No road visible through the snow.

I am on the surface of the moon.

I try the front door. Locked. Not stuck. Not frozen shut. Locked, with the sliding bolt I noticed last night, the one on the
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(O The cruelest thing he ever did
was make the cage beautiful.
The cruelest thing I ever did
was stop looking for the door.
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