
The day began unlike any other. I combed my wife's hair in long curls and tied it into a ponytail with a leather string. I did her makeup, not modestly and barely noticeable, subtly stressing her beauty, but almost cruelly and exaggeratedly obvious. Subtlety was barely visible from the stands. Her eyeshadow was sunshine yellow and her lips poisonous blue. Yellow and blue. They were our stable colours and matched my yellow silk blouse and blue trousers perfectly. 

