
	 What	kind	of	place	is	this?	Did	my	parents	know	it	would	be	this	way?	Wars?	People's	sons	getting	killed?	People	
we	know?	Grieving	parents	secluding	themselves	in	blackened	hotel	rooms,	refusing	to	come	out,	to	talk,	army	guns	
falling	over	breakfast	trays,	propped	like	fern	branches	in	the	corners,	in	the	gloom?		


