
A chair, a table, a lamp. Above, on the white ceiling, a relief ornament in the shape of a 
wreath, and in the center of it a blank space, plastered over, like the place in a face where 
the eye has been taken out. There must have been a chandelier, once. They've removed 
anything you could tie a rope to.

A window, two white curtains. Under the window, a window seat with a little cushion. When
the window is partly open--it only opens partly--the air can come in and make the curtains 
move. I can sit in the chair, or on the window seat, hands folded, and watch this. Sunlight 
comes in through the window too, and falls on the floor, which is made of wood, in narrow 
strips, highly polished. I can smell the polish. There's a rug on the floor, oval, of braided 
rags. This is the kind of touch they like: folk art, archaic, made by women, in their spare 
time, from things that have no further use. A return to traditional values. Waste not want 
not. I am not being wasted. Why do I want?

On the wall above the chair, a picture, framed but with no glass: a print of flowers, blue 
irises, watercolor. Flowers are still allowed. Does each of us have the same print, the same
chair, the same white curtains, I wonder? Government issue?

Think of it as being in the army, said Aunt Lydia.

A bed. Single, mattress medium-hard, covered with a flocked white spread. Nothing takes 
place in the bed but sleep; or no sleep. I try not to think too much. Like other things now, 
thought must be rationed. There's a lot that doesn't bear thinking about. Thinking can hurt 
your chances, and I intend to last. I know why there is no glass, in front of the watercolor 
picture of blue irises, and why the window opens only partly and why the glass in it is 
shatterproof. It isn't running away they're afraid of. We wouldn't get far. It's those other 
escapes, the ones you can open in yourself, given a cutting edge.
[…]
I get up out of the chair, advance my feet into the sunlight, in their red shoes, flat-heeled to
save the spine and not for dancing. The red gloves are lying on the bed. I pick them up, 
pull them onto my hands, finger by finger. Everything except the wings around my face is 
red: the color of blood, which defines us. The skirt is ankle-length, full, gathered to a flat 
yoke that extends over the breasts, the sleeves are full. The white wings too are 
prescribed issue; they are to keep us from seeing, but also from being seen. I never 
looked good in red, it's not my color. I pick up the shopping basket, put it over my arm.
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