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			  In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content:
			  67 7 Dhara was not usually jealous. At work or at parties, she didn’t appear threatened by other women. Only people I knew from long ago caused her to act this way. It was as if our lives began when we met and we were only allowed to live for the future. Our building looked straight out of the Jetsons; we’d furnished our apartment with austere modern sofas and chairs. Dhara knew the names of the designers and how to distinguish the Neo from the Portola Collection, an Arco floor lamp from an Orbit sconce. We worked for the company that had contributed more than any other to the death of print, the end of the book. I wondered if Dhara secretly hoped that I’d give up my dream of writing a novel, because storytelling was an act of memory. She never talked about her own childhood, and her attention drifted when I talked about mine. Besides two or three visits home each year to Dayton, she rarely brought up her family. What I knew about them had come not from her but from listening at the table over the Christmas holiday or during the annual festival of Diwali. Dhara grew up in the Dynasty Inn, at the crossroads of Interstates 70 and 75, in the middle of Middle America, and spent her childhood watching weary travelers headed north or south, east or west, always looking down the road toward somewhere else. The thought that a family lived here, in this motel, must have seemed as strange to the parade of people passing through as the aroma of curries that Meera Patel cooked on a portable stove in the back room office. From an early age Dhara tried to mask the smell with vanilla-scented candles, and over time she, too, saw her family as strange. She and her younger brother, Ajit, were among the few South Asian kids at their school. To combat the taunts and exclusions, Ajit took bodybuilding supplements and spent hours in the weight room until he resembled a 68 comic-book henchman, and Dhara survived on charm and good looks. We called her Indian Barbie, her father liked to say. Her hair was so tall she had to duck to get through the door. She rode in a float as homecoming queen, won a scholarship to Wittenberg, and would have waved good-bye to Ohio for good had her mother not grown ill her senior year in college. Dhara finished school and returned to Dayton to work at the Dynasty and help care for Meera, whose cancer eventually went into remission. Then September 11 happened, and travelers, upon seeing brown faces behind the desk, would turn on their heels and head to the next cheap lodging . Jagdish Patel bought a flagpole and raised the Stars and Stripes. On the marquee out front he hung the words AMERICAN-OWNED MOTEL and, after the deployments, WE SUPPORT THE TROOPS. If the rooms or the service weren’t perfect, customers could grow hostile. One St. Patrick’s Day a college kid told Ajit to hop on his magic carpet and fly back to his own country. Ajit wheeled around the reception desk with pointed finger, saying I’m Indian, you fool, and got his nose broken with a single lucky punch. Dhara tried to clean her brother’s blood out of the pale carpet, but her scrubbing only made the stain grow. That year she applied to business school, and though she got into a couple programs in California, her mother convinced her to go to Ohio State. Dhara did not regret it, because in the winter of her first year her mother’s cancer came back, and at least she could drive home weekends. By summer’s end her mother was dead, and too soon after that her father fell in with the Dynasty’s receptionist. When Dhara left for Chicago and a new job, she promised herself she would not look back. I loved my wife, but we did have this fundamental difference: In order to leave she had to sever ties, while in order for me to get on with my life I had to go back and repair them. Every day I brought my father lunch, smuggled into my shoulder bag from Imego’s gourmet cafeteria. Dhara reminded me I shouldn’t abuse the free food in times like these, but I needed to cut costs, and a man can’t... 
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