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N a r r a t i v e M a g a z i N e . c o M

T H E  C H O R E S  that in her marriage made her 

limbs ache have become a quiet pleasure. The 

new man, with sole custody of his children 

three days a week now, feels differently; he 

confessed to her that very morning that  

he’s begun to send the laundry out. 
So she feels a surge of domestic affection as she lifts 

off the floor of her bathroom an undershirt he’s left 
behind and carries it downstairs to her laundry room. 
She stands and holds the T-shirt to her face and inhales. 
Then with a start she pulls the shirt away. 

It smells nothing like him. Or else it smells exactly 
like him—this man she kidnapped and intended to hold 
without ransom, forever—and that scent of pine and 
earth she fell so hard for does not belong to him at all, 
but to the laundry detergent his wife had used to clean 
his clothes.
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