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FROM
BROWARD

TO
OAKLAND

Blue alien baby

| wasraised inside the grayish womb of this duplex. Structural support skewed as follows:
endometrium (femininity), myometrium (fatherhood), and perimetrium (family). Particles
flowed into the bloodstream, failed to fuse, and then left the synapses firingkitam stem
severed. Homeostasis happened only too briefly before the sensor shorted in its unstable
environment. Negative feedback: dad refused to match his blood. Fuse blew. Daddy issues:
heds not on my birth certificarebothlvihghds a
Broward County, FIl ori da. Heds t he ,gleepingshe f e
on Fort Lauderdale Beach. Carol Betty Dwyer Jr: good times, and Michael Patrick Dailey:
skinny love. She was a smadiwn gypsy, the first born of sefhade millionaire parents who

owned an automotive repair business, too twenty to care. He was a gbobdyi in solar

panels who had an Irish drinking dad employed by General Motors, and a sweet, sick mother
back home&d a miracle woman who led two years in an iron lung (to survide she
exchanged her unique sound for a voice box, and her speech maniputatshce).

At the time, | was just a fetus with two possible fathers; he was the guy who decided
to stick around. When his mother contracted fRadio Syndrome, they moved back to his
hometown, Motor City, mortgaged that duplex in Oakland Countystarted a life together.

The duplex on Beaufield Stiesquatted on a foundationlun ke 1 ts names
hopeful wordplay (BEAWkiful-F1 EL D) , as i f a streed wiotuHhidn b
earshot of Detroit. The house on 1631 was a stiff-cldred eyesore coated in rubbery
sheaths of fake brick. Black vinyl clotted like connective tissue underneath; sometimes
mel ting on a hot summer 6 s day.tindf wan, oméendows
white aluminum held up by lousy, fraying sash cords. Inside, there was endlessshagyvn
carpeting and funky stucdextured walls.
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They brought me there when | entered this world. was what dad cal l
al i en b ab yaof my mothec aagmegisbloeucblor because | was dying and could not
get enough oxygen. Even from birth, | was fighting to exist against odds because | was not
meant to live. You see, my mom and | used drugs. During the pregnancy, she and dad came
to visit her family in upstate New York. Cousin David was snorting blow with her by the
third day. Dad said it happened all the time. So, | was a preemié babgal peanusized
thing. That was their nickname for me: peanut. Mom was in labor for hours andamours
had many complications. When she got around to the pushing part, the umbilical cord
wrapped around my neck and was strangling me. My own mother tried to kill haedel

always been within close proximity to death

Mike, Carol and MegharOctober 21 1989
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THE DUPLEX
ON 1631
BEAUFIELD

fiMotor City O
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| go back into that imaginary, sagpace of my mind and think about my beginding
Detroit: the Fatherland. After my Irish immigrant grandparen&, married and had their
children, their children never Iéft except for my dadl who would return for the eh The

D a i b goytlteir start living at a scant house inside the city of Detroit. Grandpa found a job
working for General Motors (GM) after hame home from serving in the Second World
War and then met my grandmeoo started having babies.

The second ol dest of four fAbaby bffommer 0 c
Florida to livethe next town over from where he was eaisRoyal Oak. Th® a i | lmg 0 s
moved out of the city when GM started paying my grandpa more because, quite simply,
those were the companyés glory days. Despit
grandpa developed a meanness with his unquenchable thirst for aldotiolhe would then
always carry with him, just as my grandma developed into a passive and battered woman
who would eventually get deathly sick with the illness she would carry the effects throughout
her own lifetime: polio.

In a Catholic faithasedhom over come with violence and
learned to cope in their own unique ways. The eldestainewas the first to escape as a
teen to peruse an exhausting and expensive lifetime goal of keeping up appearances. After
she left home, mydad and his not so much younger brotheaul went in different
direction® dad the jock and troublemaker with his pot smoke, my uncle into his life of
mystery that hinted towards unspoken queerness and an utter devotion to my grandma. The
babyof the fanily, sweet reeheadedMary was, as my dad called guiet as a church mouse
terrified into hiding inside her bedroom with her books, not speaking.

Still, when the Dailey children grew up and became adults, they kept their new lives

close to home. My twaunts bought houses in the posh, safe bubble of Bloomfield Hills
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where their children would have lives of opportunity and go to the best private and gifted
school s. My uncle never moved out ofemyy gr an
grandpa ad had her own resideet a shame for a woman in those days when women stood
by their man no matter his crimes or Il ndece
together through the good, the bad and the ugly. Looking back on it now, | can see how my
gr andmao6s omihdsimpacted my tad in kis adult life and failed marriage.

It seems to all makes sense now why he is so quick to
give up on people and why also hisywof love is, above
alld conditional. He moved to Michigan to start a life with
my mom, to help his ailed mother, and to raise the growir
fetus inside his girlfrieilf
when my mom became too much too handle he would bt
her (like his father idl) andthen he eventually abandoned

her after a brief marriage (like his mom ditow much of

our live, | wonder, extend beyond the behaviors we lea

from our parentsStill, | spent the first six years of my Irene & James Dailey
childhood in Ferndale before the divorce. For whatas,

Ferndale was a decent place to plant roots.
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nDawno

| remember the night they tried to kil my dad, but candét r e me m&® émighthow ol
have been three. It seerasery event of my childhood has blurred together into a thick,
woolly mass At the time, | had this whiteyood andplastic canopy bed all decked out in
pink-c hec k e rfeodd fffrad | vy st uf lhad bodirt mé ther entyre bAduand L
bed set for m birthday, spending way too much money as she always did. And when my dad
dragged the brightly wrapped present box into our house for the party, my mom had to bite
her bitter, saucy tongue. She always felt m
well when it came to their opinions of how to raise me, and it seemed that everyone had their
pick when it came to my rearing. This became especially true as time went on and | grew, but
only when | was allowed to choose for myself did | actually learatwas good for me and
how to live an honest life.

That night, myparents were gone at a countvgstern concert with their friends,
DannyandAmy. | knew when they were back because | could see the crack of light spill into
my room from under my bedroodoor. That thin sliver of yellow cut into the dark of my
sleep and awoke me, or maybe it was the soundetb#ihroom door banging into the

swollen, woodrame.

As| POP OUT OF MY PINK CANOPY BED, my slemler feet sinking into the browshag, |

make my way towards the light and to the door. My fingers thesgtass knob armuy body

enters ablast of full on brightness. It hits me in an -@ftbreath way, and | find myself

shuddering. After the shock wears off | don¢

the dull furniture that rests idly as it always has. Then, something moses. 4 flash of

mom rustling through the <c¢cl oset i n my paren

My view of the room is telescoped, like looking down a long ally, as my bedroom is directly

across from theirs. Normally, tmeom seemsuch closeas our house is small and cramped

and we only Ilive in the | ower flaté but toni
Mom appears before me before | noticed her coming. She stands with her full hips at

my eye level, bending at the waist to kiss my forehddw touch of her stubby fingers
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through my stringy, sandolored hair makes my eyes close. From the darkness behind my
eye lids | hear her tell me to go back to bed, and when | open my eyes again she has already
disappeared.

|l call out, AMom?O0

But there $ no answer. She is gone.

| hear the jumble of a doorknob handle and it jars me. To myDafinycomes out
of the bathroom followed bfimy. Dannyd o es n6t noti ce me standing
eyes are narrow and his face looks tigkmy sees meShe winces éittle and then flashes
half a fake smile from her crayesolored lips. | watch the backs of their fizzy hair disappear
through the kitchen as they make their way towards the side door. Then, | hear a cough
coming from my hahigaptchédsandrding sound that éxists viithna
ahmmmn oi se thatoés unmistakably my dadés sound
| inch my way towards the bedroom across tall in my Neapolitaitoloredrayon
ni ghtgown. As | get cl oser, a obendoor. llemteg ht r a
and see my dad spread out over the white comforter.el low h a t bl anket. It
orange flowers and green swirling designa remnant from theunnyplacewhere they met
Dadbés only barely wat chi nhkpxytblnayeasth denith. iHe o ad c a
opens one of his hafflosed eyes, sees me, and then pops opens his other. His eyebrows rise
into the shapes of sharp mountains which almost meet his glossy, cloedtmet head of

hair.
AMagean, 0 he says in the way | hate.
AWhat ?0
AWhy are you wup? 1 tds past your bed ti me.

I | ook around the room for an answer, b
commercials on the tube are changing. It makes the room turrgpest and violet. My dad
sitsup in bed and beginstophllack t he soft, white comforter.
go back to bed.

ADado |
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All the sudderDannyappears in the door frame. Hi s
mad. It makes me think that his mat of curly hair is a volcano, anfadasis thered lava
pouringdown | d o Daényseds me stilk Am | invisible?

| look over at my dad for a clue so | know how to respond, but his face is frozen, not
a tell. Then, as | 6 m Dannyrsomethingmwlirls pastaout ofthe | o o |
corner of my eye. A bright flash blinds me and | can hear things crashing. | instinctively
squat down, close my eyes and cover my head with my boney, chicken arms.

AFUUUCK!0 dad screams.

I un-latch my arms antbok up.Dannyhad ripped the television out of the wall and
hurled it at my dad. The wall behind the bed with all the shelves is empty and broken junk is
all around. |l dondt understand whatodés going
topofhisheadah f | i pping over his el bo®lany clheddkn dtg

see him.

Seconds laterhe Volcano reenters my paret 6 S r oom an ddadsDad fights punc
back and starts punchinganny too. Thick, tan arms are tangled and hum in consta
centrifugal moti on. Spit is flying from Dad:¢
look more like a werewolf than someone human.

AStop it! Stop it! Stop it!o | screech, s

The Volcano and tkre Werewolf dondt notic

| am truly invisibe, | think.

The two creations slam into the dresser next toDaeanygets it good in the gut with
theangry | mpact odclawsyis chiddte adrsl faks nowvadstdor, tripping
backwards. d swings his arm to clockéh/olcano in the jaw but his opponent scurries out
the bedroom and escapes with hot asdiling. The Werewolf runs after him and |,
bewitched, follow too, drawn like a magnet to monitor the escalating violence.

In thedining room, | see a pair of Tasmanidevils turning and turning and burning
up the brown, shag floor. They are more tangled than ever and are literally rolling around
rapidly, trading places on top of each other, bloodying up theetavith smears of a very
deepc 0l or ed r e avhoselblood & i3 ddcause ¢he bodies are quickly changing,

appearing to only look like one. Maybe they are both bleeding.
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The cyclone of fists and arms and legs and backs rolls its way into the kitchen like a
top. Amy enters from the side entrance up frarehort set of stairs that can lead outside. She
raises her hands over herhead inalewvers e fAv. 0 Her mouth is hor
shape and screams come out. 8sches down and théamcks and flings hershoes off to
strike the moving pile obody parts, but misses. One of her sneakers flies past my head and
hits the wall before it lands flat next to me like a swatted, lokgd on impactShe starts
beating her fists into the pile and the cyclone slows down a little. | can see blood seeping out
from the Werewolfodés arm and | think the Vol
Amybs arms grow to twice their strength, and
it falls into her hea®iamgnthatrcaulslde himl t 6s my dad
The Volcano uppecuts my dad as Popeye holds him into place. His legs flail around
like a fish out of water, but his knees buckle, and then he tries to jump up to break free and
stand @ his own two feet. Instead, the Werewhlhges his head bkwards and blasts the
woman holding him right in her face. She flings her hands over her eyes and Dieny.
grabs daddés shirt and then they both turn
bloodied carpet and my bare feet. | start wailing again for them to stop. They continue their

attack and | rub the tears away from my tired eyes. When | lower raylfsteAmy ripping

the phone off the wall. I i mmedi a Shelgnabsr eal i
the device, coiled s#oot cord and all, and runs towards the side door and outside.

ADawn! o | cry. fAHelp mel! o

Silence.

Suddenly, the sound of loud bells and twinkling fills the room as thephalhe is
hurdling inside and the windowpane across f
by billions of bits of broken glass and sticki ke pi eces of k@pdked.erletdd
like the phone flew through my chest and broke me. | start walking all over the broken glass,
my feet pacing and bleeding.

ADawn?0 | moan | i ke a wet ally cat.

I know shebdés sl eeping on the couchl| but |

keep walking in crooked circles, pacing 1in
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panic. In my head, all | keep asking myselféhere is the living room? Where is the living
room?

néeMeghan, 0o a weak voice breaks.

I t s her ! Tshddenlpfeet safer inghie valgue thdught that this person is
good and she will help me. | need to follow her voice.

il gomgtocalt he police, 0 she says.

| wander my way towards her into a dark room with open windows. Two arms grab
me and pull me inta waist. | can feel hair tickling my shoulder; | look up and see the older
girl with the pernd my babysitter! She is crying and looking over her shoulder and into the

open living room. My eyes fallow hers. | notice that the bloody and broken living ocodm

a few feet away, but | feel |l i ke I 6ve travel

Meghan & Mike, story time in the pink canopy bed
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fiLittle mud fingerso

THE BLOCK | M) LIVING ON has a gang of kids who hang out in yards until the
streetlights come @ embarking on acts of imagination and dirty play, rain or shine. This is
the soci al net wor king of t heandsi®t€ Gus dowrTthee r e 60 s
left side of the Wick who live in a square, grey house where long grain rice is always
cooking; all the way to the right corner is the even smaller white house with green trim where
Jill and her four bibl®@bsessed sisters cram together; and then next store you have musical
Claireand her single mom in the loomingbrosn at ed house, sheds the
| know besides me. Me? | am one of the youngest in our geckipder(gartenkid always
trying to act older than my age.

Before the streetlights stalbuzzing,the Chaldean cool kids from the grey house,
Kevinand Kri stals ftDBdvi Inse Nihgahtt .idt 6

AWhat 6s that?o0 | ask.

Tall, fair-skinned Claire let out a laugh. She rises to her bare flat feet, standing

dauntingly at a near fiveoot frame and flutters meangly fingertips over her head with eyes

big and wide.
Altés the night when witches and demons c
| look at my best friend, Gefkaring Jill. Her bl ank | ook back
advice on how to react. | tdi Mkesmmbeads beéd¢wool

the dirt ©pil e | Oimo nsyiright shoulder oAt aany gmgmé @t no
bound to hear her mother whistle alildé s pudgy | e danordown the blockv e t o
fordinnerdil6 s mom coul d bd harnt hoper d unigrsgerl 6wi j ump
Al &m going home, this is wrong, o she fina
| wave and hollebyeeeein my usual, exaggerated way.
Kristal digs into the green pataf ground shesits on and then flings a clump of
rooted grass at me.
AChi cken?o0
Her cere&box shaped brother, Kevistarts makingoock, bocknoises, bobbing his
head.Kevin is usually sweet and shy, but not at the chance of mogkeiy N o w , hebds ju

adumbboy again.
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AStop 1t!o | whine.

| chucka fist full of ditandaimat Kr i st al 6s gap toot h. I n 1
Chal dean words | canot under stand. I stick
More dirt flies through the air and | canot

puddle ad make my dirt into muck by stirring the brown stuff with a stick.
Ka-pow! Krystal gets it.
Pasplat! Clairesees it irthe eye.
Before we know it, the dirt fight has turned into a rful i ngi ng mess. W
splattered and glowing ghoulishly undbetskirted halos of the tall, silver street lamps. The
sky is just a grey sheet of smoke overhead. We put down our wet weapons aindthake
damage.
AAw, n omoguing toketl me !'Kévin wheezes
Krystal shakes off some crusty mud from her shoudahet slaps the knobby bones of
her dirtspeckled knees.
fi ¥ah, we better get going brotderb y e ! 0
Skinny Kristal wraps her wiry right arm ¢

off with him down the streetike a pair of wild horses. It was just naad the blonde, giant

Astick girlo | eft.
A H eClaireg 0
A Hh? o
AYou knowmakadt his really fun?bd

nuh, no. What ?0

AiWe should mud a witch! o

Shesnortsi You mean Mrs. T?0

AYah! TIlawi tncehani s gunna get i1ité you said

Clarest udi es me with one shy eye, cool anc
respond.

Al 61 I baec crcikgéhot Ibasi ng, scampering away.

When | return lightning fastClaire just shakes her head and watches me with my
Muppets sandbox bucketas lpilt hi gh wi th thick brown goop
head.
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The sky has turned into a deep, vel vety
covered in mud cakes. The streetlights are screeching loud. The car is bombed solid.

For the grand finaleMrs. T bursts out of the screen door, waving her hands like a
sorceress at the night skylaireand | turn to each other with mixed expressions of glee and
terror then try running, but wedre recogni z
witch: methe guilty degoer, andClaire by association. Our parents have been called before
we can mke it through our front doors. ide stand there steaming mad in their w@altired s
momdés still at wor k s washilye catim the coeeppriunder thee a n d
halo of a street lamp, as Mrs. T barks at us until suds made the paint shine. She tells us she

should have called the police feandalizing, and thatre are meddling kids who are in dire

need parental supervi sheworddirelssut | donodét yet K
What | do understand i s next ti mElarewhen &
wi || soak my PJs while I snore at her sl umb

and embarrassed, and then slink back next door.

Jill & Meghan
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AThe holidayo

Growing up, my favorite holiday was Halloween. It was
extra specialn our house. This was becausem and
her mom anchermo m @nem had growrup under the
dirt and deep green shadows of the Adirondack
Mountains in upstate New York. Her lineage was farm
grown, which sprouted forth values such as eating the
perpetually bland supper on your plate without
complaining, not asking for much or goingthout, and

wearing handnedowns and hanchade clothes. |

myself was wrapped incloth diapers. But unlike my

Carol as a mobster momds | ineage where handful s

the same roof to share the workIl oad, | was r
For Halloween, mom wdd decorate the duplex in the same cardboard cutouts that
got dragged out of the basement every year. The pictures were cartoonish yet surprisingly
personified with spiders in sneakers and cats with bowties, their shadowy parts covered in
permanent, softgiches of velvet. When we went to the market for grocemesn would
grab colorful Indiarcorn stalks then stake them in front of the house, and plastic spiders
dangled from the already dusty corners of our unenclosed,-twhiperch. | loved to take a
trip with my parents to Yateds Ctiahgader®hdl | f o
the straw strewn pumpkin patththe only thing better than picking out my own gigantic
vegetable was the excitement of being able to carve it (with the help oadngndi mom of
course). A Halloween pumpkin was a like a living canvas waiting for itteraece, for its
goopy gus to be torn out, for its spirit to bedit waiting for some human hands to give it
identity and purpose. A pumpkin was to be cherishedlewed. If birthday cakes are for
people, then Halloween pumpkins are for celebrating the lives of themselves. And long after
they ended up a mush pile on the curb, mom, dad and | ate their seeds for weeks. It was like
planting that joy inside our own guts.
Only second to the thrildl of the Abirthda

This is the area of the holiday where mombés
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the Styrofoam and plastic costumes bought at Myjer or the drugstore, mom med

costumes from scratch. After coming to a mutual decisioout my disguisemom and |

would trek out to the fabric store that no longer exists on the cornerMife9and
Woodward. There, wedd grab pompoms-sizebotr dboar
and shiny glittering accessories. From the meagatents of a thiplasticbag, mom would

busy herself under the glow of her green Singer sewing machine until she produced the most
elaborately detailed and unique costume anyone in my gradeveadgeen. The year of the

poms, cardboard, colored fabric and sparkles | was a élowomplete withcardboard

clown shoes and expert makp. Other yeard was a pink bunny in ribbons and soft cotton,

an androgynous vampire with glowing green teethpmavincingly real Raggedy Ann doll

that begged to be pinched, and even a Pat Benatar punk princess complete-tiigh slajyr

and a jacket embroidered with the golden letters across the back waitiRrec k 6 n Rol |
These characters were some of her besations, and they could only have been the results

of a mom with deepoots who grew up sharing hante-downs and sewing her own clothes.

Every year, my elementary school had a Halloween Parade. The kids at George
Washington would get dismissed earlg bor e | unch ti me, and arri
parking lot twehours later all decked out as little children who costumed themselves in the
robes of idols, heroes, princessasd characters. In one big pession of tiny hands holding
tiny hands, the grade would trace the outer blocks of our square, brick school, always
making our last stop a destination at the corner flower shop where each child would receive a
precious, red rose. One by one, children would file inside the tiny shop withosgamizel
chaos, all smiles, to receive their annually anticipated gift. Tiny costumed bodies would bob
out of the shop like worker ants and march back towards the red brick school insight. Back
inside our gradsegregated classrooms, a party would then commeheeevsugar made
obedience intolerable and roses would wilt on the bright, plastic seats. | always felt bad for

the flowers.

The year that everything changed was the year that | had to go to @vV®&ywad to pick a
baggedcostume | chose a witch: simplblack hat and a thin jaggedly cut disposable dress.
We also picked up a packet of face paint; the kind that is impossible to apply that (in an hour)

melts off your face. | accessorized myself with a scraggly broom. The day of the parade, dad
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was runnindate from work to pick me up before lunch, so | walked home instead. When |
got home, | plucked the costume from its package and it folded out stiffly with crisp,
embedded lines. | scowled, pulled it on, and then began the task of trying to smear the green
makeup on my already greasy face. When | heard my dad pull in the driveway it was too late
and | already missed the parade. In a rush he pulled on his old, black robe from high school
graduation and a mask that looked like a silly reaper. We rushed tangftas in his white,
rattling work van to join t hedisooJeradsnsyteachbem par t
saved me a rose. | wished she had left it at the flower shop. Looking at it just reminded me
how | missed the parade.

| startedtoresentyn dad, even though | Kknew he trie
fault that he had to play iMr. Momod because

again.

| T IS DARK INSIDE MY ROOM AGAIN as | am jolted awake.

What was that noise | heard outside my door?

I hear the voice of someone talking | oud
being filtered through a pillow first. | toss aside my bed sheets, touch my toes to the floor and

creep towardsthesoundove | earned to walk lightly in tf}
At the door, I press my cheek to the woo
hear mom.

My fist wraps around the handle; | gingerly twist the nob. | know the brass can
squeak and | know how to silencestBound with just the right andle pull down, twist
right, hold firmly and dondét ever take your
as it will make a clanking sound.

| crack the door slighyl and notice the familiar jelbean trail leaishg from my
door way, but it doesndét make me smile. Some
|l et myself get excited. |l 6m very good at | uc
show because there are more important things to worry ailoet than feeling what you
feel. | stand behind the door in the shadows inside my room so thatn#one walks by,
t hetyldoi n ktillih ded
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|l 6m a masterl édmealgot todbbenot safe here
| hear the footsteps of my dad walking nowhereiinles. | figure he is pacing. My
ears perk up when | hear my name and | wai't
me . I t 6 s s \Wmethehell mrg | gbingkoedp about Meghahpause. And then,
You piece ofshitt dondét under stand.
A familiar fear bubbles up inside me as | anticipate my having done something
wrong. The fear grows to something like panic as my hands start trembling and a buzz fills
my ears. Everything fall s @&awJoatyo the walld drcumd s u d d
me.F ozen, my body has |l eft me. | forget that
the white space where | have learned to disappearbtaeks everything else out. | lose
minutes, Ieetime.ld n 6t even know i f l 6m thinking.
Everything is gite Everything stops | wait here
The loud clang of the phone cradle being slammed jars me back to where | stand.
Violently, my thoughts rush back to the surf
inside my head again. | stumble backwards simake it off. Dad is on the verge of yelling
and | realize that he is on the phone, as well as who he must be talking with. | carefully twist

the handle back into its latch to shut the noise out, and then crawl back into bed.

The sunlight hits my face making me open my
taking a moment to marvel at the way the blue morning light makes my room look like dank
and frozen, | jump out of bed.
Horrray! | shout inside.
| run for the dor. Opening it, | see the jelhean trail at my feet and get smacked with
a recollection of last night. | look around and see no one in sight.
ADad?0 | question aloud. AMom?0

My bare toes follow the brightoloredcandy past the dining room and into the living

room. This time, | dondét pick up the beans.
with his |l eft hand; a basket faces him on t
stand there foramiut e wondering where mom is and why

this time. They always hide it. Before | can put tardtwo together dad sees me.

AMmirng Maegan, 0 he speaks flatly. HAHappy
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I shuffle over to hi m tamidswaakhkandudlleameds goi
go get dressed. | disappear into my room and pull on a pair of worn jeans under my
nightgown to cover my | egs. The@Goniéds ghh@abs eny
At Conni®és house | pl ay wietnhd hleers sd/g u drdhteesies, ummyl o
Basket on the diningpomtable. Dad must have toldonnieb e f or e he | eft t hat
open mine yet, so Jessy begrudgingly shares a cholate bunny. | bite down hard into the ears,
and chew slowly.

A few hourspass bythe time | hear a car door slam outside. | run towards the
window at top speed. | see mom coming up the broken cement sidewalk in her purple down
jacke® that jacket; so fluffy it envelops her, like a plum with a fader face. Itlooks like

S hsebéen crying.

Back at home, dad and mom start yelling. Dad is shouting that mom is a bad mom for ruining
her daught er 6 s E agsback at dad aatling him cursames. | lgaenlthiati
mom had gotten fAmessed ummanacedernt Sheihadlsgentthen d wr
night in jail, but da dhaue &oiwhitehedre tndly-all.d guess s o t h
that s why Cbnni®ad htorawsgo fTheir voices grow so
the neighbors hearing them ayd feel scared and embarrassed. | start crying. Big mistake.

ANow | ook at what youdbve done! 0 mom spats

Mom i s pointing her finger at me | i ke 120
blubbering harder and slide down thenpy, dining room wall, collapsing like a dead object
to my feet.

Suddenly, | see dad 8&&e mom. His hand almost knocks her ovédre Starts shuffling
her feet repeating;lit me again assholelbad obeys to momdés command
upside her head.h® lets out a scream before grabbinglherad trying to hol d
which are pulling the hair out of her.

AStop it!lo | yell

Dad looks up quickly as if he suddenly remembered | was in the room. Mom takes
this brief moment of distraction to kickt dad but dad catches her leg as she swings back
and mom falls down with a great crash. Things are getting broken around them as the rumble

of their feet makes objects fall to the floor. Mom is rolling around on the brown shag carpet
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kicking and screaming dnclawing for her life. Dad is kneeling on top of her and is
repeatedly striking blows to her head. I t 6s
rumble around on the floor with arms and legs flying. Mom manages to sit up but dad grabs
her by the armmad t wi st s it behind her back. She 1| et
her arm.
AYoubre hurting her! Stop! Youodre really
Then, all in one movement dad flips mom over onto her stomach and then jumps up
to stand and slams hisetedown on top of her. Mom cries out again. Dad starts kicking his
shoe into her back over and over and over again and again. The sound is hallow and harsh.

|l tés horrifying.

My hands start trabling and a buzz fills my ears

| gointo my white space

| wait there
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ASticky fingerso

As | became older, my mud fingers turnecclggd | went beyond that childislact of
vandalism and grew to become the kid who regulariyragted acts of theft intadulthood.
It started graduall y. It began at home. I W
to go get a chocolate dgt Dairy Queen, or maybe just enough chaiega blueraz Slurpee
from 71 1, or someti mes, Il just wanted a kids m
into taking tendollar bills, or even a Jackson to get toys. It felt good to go out and get things
for myself that | wanted.

In the beginning, | stole from the parents who were providing for me to buy things
the storel di dndt . Irjustavanteg Wherensoth caught me one day and scolded a
sharp |l esson on how we coul dno6ét af fstoresd t o |
direct. Had | known we were poor before? Does a little kid really notice if the salad dressing
i snoét Hi dden Vall ey +Hipdn the plastewod lumituredFad Di d |
known before that anything that could be sewn or crafted wasradd like my Cabbage
Patch dol? Before my mom made me feel like | had committed the original sin, | thought we
were just like everybody else and happy. | figured | was just helping myself out and avoiding
my parentds fAnod ans wshehadopPriedlup thdflodgateoohredith e n t
and disenchantment?

After that, | was al ways aware that money
it was tucked inside your pleather wallet, even if you could see it with your own two blue
eyes. | believéhis was when it all began, when | started hating money and stopped thinking |
could ever own any of my own someday. In my youth, this resulted in a lost sense of
responsibility to the dollar. Stealing was only natural for a fretewho was told she shal

not want.

It all started at the mall in a toy store. | took a tiny plastic toy, put it in my pocket and then
walked out the open doors. Then it vaasparkly, glitter notebook at the supermarket that |

stuffed into the back lip of my jeans. It turneda taking thick sticks of Hubba Bubba gum

when mom wasnét | ooking, or snatching a tub:

she said we couldnét afford. The wunpaid iten
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secret inside crevices of myothes. Stolen objects were like extensions of my limbs, only

more exciting, because | could marvel at my new possessions and think of how smart | was

for being independently richer without the family sacrifice. Deep within my psyche festered

the conditiord elation that getting something for nothing made me feel like | was delaying

the effects of being podr as if each item | stole was gradually amounting to some bigger

and more powerful monster that <coul dghcl obbe
But, in reality, there was no limit or justification. With my stolen things, | had provided a
service for myself by myself. | didndét need
| was in charge and powerful, but out of control Wh a t rehlizedwiaslepadate from the

fantasy in my mind, | was the real monstersaig. Inevitablyall illusions would shatter.

Carol 6s Cabbage
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AToyso

When | was six and my parentodés begagotoahe pr

therayy. The results were to determine my custody. From the therapist, | received two

diagnoses. One called ADHD (Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder), anatther ODD

(Oppositional Defiant Disorder). From the psychiatrist (that came with the therapist), | was

then given a teill-a-day prescription. The pills were powders packed into smooth shapes

colored yellow or blue or white. Some were very tiny andysbirange. | would go into the

therapy sessions by myself, with my mom and me, with my dad and me, and then all three of

us together. Most of the time, | went in alone. The therapist had me color pictures and play

with toys as we talked. | usually pickedéhbi®y g e n @ dahings like a &re truck, the

rubber balls or the action figures. The therapist said | was an aggressive type. Setting out a

choice selection on the carpeted floor of her offsteelet me choose the two male figures

and thenaskedwh | di dndét want to play with the dol

on her desk and showed her how they liked to fight. She sedlibht down in her yellow

notepad with a black pen. When my parents talked about my new letter namesaithey

had an ODD attitude, artbereasodh  c oul dnd6t do ABHD. homewor k was
At school, | made regular trips to the guidance office to take my medications, or

sometimes, foother behavioral instances, iasthe sixth grade, when | thought it would be

coolt o bring my dadés pocketknife to school (

down there for hitting other Kkids. I had to

though it was ok for dad to beat the shit out of my mom. After it becapeen that | had

an anger probl em, my therapist told mom and

could recognize when | became angagd be able to let it out without hurting others. After

that, we had a thref®ot blow-up boxer figure in our dinmmroom. When | punched him with

my fists, the boxé&r brown hair, red gloves and a missing t@btkvould bob down toward

the floor before flinging back up erect. The boxer lit up with red lights on the seam of his

green boxing shorts and would say things ik that all you got?OR Good hit!if | smacked

into him real good. Although, this anger toy idea backfired. Mom and dad hated when it

talked and | spent too much time beating into it. Instead of training me to recognize my

anger, it just made me want @l the time, fight.
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ASecond duplex

When | was seven, mom loaded my childhood into a twsmtjoot U-Haul. Her Alcoholics
Anonymousfriend Lee then drove us to upstate New York, where her whole family still

lived. | remember the day as clear and cold as ice. It happened after | spent my court
assigned day with dad. Stunned to silence, he cautiously pulled up to the duplex but had to
park in the street because the moving tuck was so large it had taken over. The thin silence
that veiled him lasted only a moment as we exited the van. Then, his mask shattered, he
began shouting at mom as mom ignored him. She was suddenly more powerstiutbd

up the ramp with an ar mful of boxes and saic
all the times before when she challenged him to lay a hand on her.

The dynamics twisted, dad was helpless. He started crying, held me and then flung
mefrom his arms to wave wildly at her. | discovered later that mom had decided to move us
illegally, predivorce settlement, and not tell my dad. She only gotyamith packing up the
flat because he had been staying with his mother and sleeping on the Aotalhto the
border patrol in Canada followed our escape, but there was little they could do when | was
still | egally my momds chil d. tBrted droundandom wa
took the long way around. So in, dad resented thehfiweded miles between us because it
was man 6 way of toasting the end of folwng and brutal years of marriage. This is why |
never received a dimef child support, and Michigan law ioonfliction with New York
Stateds all owed hi m thethe gpadarnal prabdem withny thinth i t . F
certificate. She had wronged him, or he was wrong to her, and | was the pawn who paid. |
knew her reason for leaving like that was the fear of being killed. The other part | may not
have known then involved the severif her addiction.

We were heading to our second duplex, a house ownedydby mo moé sd somet her
place on Cresendoe Rofdstar ound the corner from my gr an
webd |live in the upper f | atutmdmtadand thainele er b e e
Alan occupied the bottom floor. As she told me all about in on our drive across the states, |
had all | could do to pay attention. Naturally, my imagination ran wild picturing this house
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that 16d |ive in, that was around the corner
having so much family suddenly so close made my head reel with fantasy. | pictured sunny
days i n green meadows waking up ofithe steeethouse
loved watching people and seeing but not being seen. Maybe the duplex was a painted a
sunny color with lots of flower beds for mom to plant her garden and mat tine veggies.

She said thatncle Alan was helping us out, so | better el and act nice. She also told me

that | had a new cousin namBdil who lived there too, algg with tncleAlanrds  gi r | fr i en
was told he and | were about the same age. This seemed to sweeten the pot. My thoughts then
drifted off from picturing this hose to daydreaming play with this new cousin of mine. | saw

us together in the park on the jungle Ji m,
never had a brother, $hil, | decided, would take that place. | pulled joy over my sadness; |

was comng home.

RIDING PASSENGER IN THE U-HAUL down a big streth of nothing called Intersta@®,
| could see the busy life slowly fading. We pad a city a while back called Albany which |
amt ol d is the capital. That was about a bag
sandwich ago. | have pee so bad butmomsayse 6 r e al most t her e. I gu
Muffin (the cat | named over breakfast eating a blueberry muffin) is melikiag
crazy between my dangling, bare feet. She hates car rides so this is like forgtireold on
little baby; | tell her.
A Modmmaybe Muffin has to pee too. o
She rolls her milkyblue eyes and crunches up her boney nose.
ANot now! o
| slap my summelegs on the seat, and then fold my arms in protest. This pout | have
perfected.
Long stretches of almost lime green grass whirl by from inside theoaditioned
cabin. | see cows (but not as many as | did in Pennsylvania). | see corn stalks. | gee prett
little houses that remind me of a book series my dad once read with me Avali@dGreen

Gablesl t 6s al | vpeircyt uwaet elrocook iomrg . I gaze out fr
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watching TV. |l 6m transfixed on telseen Amst mo
somewhere inside me, I get this growing feel
home, even though wedve just fled from ther:

filling a balloon ready to burst, but then | realize@idot about going to the bathroom.

AfMadbooom! 0O

AQui et! 0 she barks. AWebre here. o

| stareout the window. ThetHaul i s passing a sign that

AExit?0 | question aloud. AWhy are we | e
here?o

AEXiti s a wor d t hedtingthe feeway angdrgeéinge t oMo m® s
tie-dye driver friendexplains. At this, mom lets out a laugh.
fiFreewayY? @ he says s ar ®actick yooarddelsWe 6 riecHomaeety i n D

anymore. 0
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AWherei t 6 s al wayds spring ti me

When we moved to Johnstowd the
Motherland after the divorce | had a whole

new way of life. Hovever, it was the same life

mom had fled when she turned eighteen, the

place untouched. Sameothing to do there.

Same peog in the small town (populaticabout

8,000) who knew all about your business and

coul dnét keep their mouths
mosquito that constantly buzzea her ear and

bit her .0 Jénhstownts a goad/ place

tobe bornandagoodpace to di e, but
Carol Jr, Carol, Sonny and Sonya place to live The fresh air was
make called her a gypsy. Out of ®randmothes s f i ve <chi |l dr en, my mc

was the only pe to move away from the twifiGlove Citie® of Johnstowrand Gloversville.

During the 18 century, Johnstownand its neighboring city of Gloversville thrived as the
countryodés | eading producers of finedhbgather s
ofallthingd gl oves. The bul&s otfhen taamer 6fsr a mcloaneor
the toxic tanning mills that existd8d not separate from the communitwyt rather, inside it.

Leather mills could be found at the end of your residential block, down the street, or even
just across it. My mombés family, The Dwyer 0s
in Gloversville to a furnished apartmem Main Sreet inJohnstown eventually ending up

on Dove Street in the same city where they decided to permanently plant thér tbets

Dwyer family home within footsteps of the n
largest in town, first opened in 190 Around the year 2000, Kagbegan to get torn down

(a long, lengthy and quite dangerous proceSkemical spills, lost limbs and cancers were

not uncommon effects from exposur€urrently,Johnstowd s | eat her and GI c

gloves are no longehé¢ breadwvinning trades bthese cominglingities While some leather
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mills are still in operation, the majority have been abandoned, bulldozed, or repurposed as
leather and glove productions were outsourced to more cost effective sources of labor and
production overseasJohnstowd s ci ti zens now survive on me
uneducated jobs of inopportunitfter the millennium,industry reentered the city with the
expansion of thdohnstownd ndust ri al Par kb6s war ehwkyfore and

t he Dwy6Eranilfathehad a plan.

In 1968, a trucker by the name of Sonny (born Thomas Francis Dwyer Il) bought and
took over the small automotiwepair business next to the family hamédu nhamdés Spr i
Shop. Hs father, the original Thomas Francis
Dwyer (a stout, sureninded Germanwho
habitually wore a sharp suit), agreed to helg
with the take over and start up. Together, the
began to fix the types of vehiddhat Sonny
was most familiar with: big muddgighteen
wheelers, as well as a growing number of cit]

department vehicles. In time, as the busine

flourished, Sonny quietlbought up more and

more homeswhich expanded his property The Dwyer boys at Cam
Il i ne. Thi s a lolbeconme @incDrponatioa, rardd gshus vemxclusive business
rights (which was especially important as i

big break was gaining exclusive rights to f
truck) as his basfriend from high schoobecame the wner of the waste management
company.
Bythe ©8 0 s, Dunhamos edlyy snyGrandfatherbut afso hisowifek
(the book keeper and payroll chief) as well as four of his five children (my mom being the
Abl ack s hdanmy(FrancitTheanad)llabored o the shop floor in mechanics,
aunt Sonya (Sonya being the female version of Sonny) worked the computers and kept track
of customes and automotive parts with myale Keith (the spoiled baby), andnale Alan
(my Grandmothedy s f a v or iag & hired thand @nd a \parts delivery man. In the

approaching year s, sever al ot hersSdrimghopy mem
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Inci where iitods al,becae afambpwned)and apenaded business that
generated its own stock and broughtmillions out of its monopoly in the headuty

trucking repair world over sttoo fir away competitors. Still, mgrandmothecurses the day

her Sonny bought the business and thus sold her chance for frdgdombh a més 1 s t he
of Dwyer life.

Into the new millennium, the businesgpandedagainto include a brand new parts
department, which provided all sorts of steel gizmos to townspeople who did their own small
repairs, as well as other larger repair companies. With his obsession for hard,warkest
and the skill to develop lasting business relations Grgndfatheensured an empire for his
family so that they would always be together and always have enough financial opportunity
to be happy and live a good life. What he could not have antcigataccounted for, mind

you, were the inevitabl®rces of evil beyond his firrgrip of control.
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AJust like coupon®

Eventually, as we settled into our new life, mom got a job at a florist shop that doubled as
someoneods ranch house. The f1l ower shop hac
something overwhelmingly beautiful. | loved to walk their after sahogist a fewblocks
from Janson Elementady to watch mom arrange the flowers. That was her job: flower
arranger. She really had the eye for it. Mom would take a few wisps of something someone
had snipped off and then recycle them into a perfdmigncedbouqued all the right
colors, shapes and smells complimenting each other. She had a way of finding the beauty in
certain Agarbage. o6 And it was | ike every cr
Yep. She didndt dnasheanade flower agides edrihis svas before her
mental illness consurdeher. Or maybe just the drugs.

After that, she went on &¥fare and we got free groceries. Back then the food stamps
we used were still pieces of paper, ripped from the binding of a-thickrectangle shape
book, like coupons. | remember thinking the food stamps looked just like coupons. They may
have even printed Afood coupond right on th
stamps seriously. | was seven and the pieces of paper looked like Monopey, just a
little larger and shinier. They had this gold strip that gleamed, just like real money did. Once,
when mom wasnot |l ooki ng, I went through her
from the book. Holding the pieces of paper feltpowdrf. | knew t hey werendo
the fact that they could be used like it had somehow, in my mind, equated the food stamps
the equivalent of using a pile Barbie shoes to get a pack of gum at the store. It felt somehow
like cheating, or robbing someeaim plain sight.

| took the few food stamps torn from the book and decided to use them at Burger
King. | was going to buy a kids meal (with chicken nuggets, not the hamburger). | vlaked
short distance to the faiiod restaurant the next day aftehagol (literally kiddie-corner to
Jansen), stood before the regidtemy face almost even with the courieland ordered my
BK kids meal. When | handed the teenage cashier my food stamps to pay, he looked around
uncomfortably and asked where my parentswere.s ai d my momdés at home.

wasndt money. | said ités food stamps and t |



ML Lords Three Days in SeptembeB8

there. | said that he was being mean and to give me my kids meal. He handed me back the
coupons and said sorry. lagced back at him and said you will Be this is discrimination!

Al in a huff, I stormed home | ike a bul
even <care about the fact t hat Il 6d | ifted
blubbering at herthta t he Bur ger King kid was mean anc
stamps to buy a kids meal. First, she gave
that the Burger King kid was right. Food stamps could not be used there. | was so confused. |
criedout, Why! Mom explained that they were only good at grocery stores and places where
we could buy food to make food, but that we
ready to eat. | shouted back, What about the apples? What about my cereal? Yé¢ still
those on food stamps! Mom said yes, but 1t v
didndét get 1 t. Someti mes, mom would trade he
t hat werendét f oo dhingswrappecin littleind iZiplbce as hig as any |
thumb.So | di dnodt understand why | coul dnét tr
meal at Burger King. She jusiltl me to shut up and mind my Ps ansl Qhe was the adult,
and | was the childend of storyGo playoutside.
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AStepping in for dado

Our lives settled, things really took
off. Mom resorted to dating a long
string of abusive men and she stayed
out late to party with them, thus
neglecting her duty to take care of
me. This got us kicked out of the

second duplex. Unclalanand mom

had a by blow out over babysitting

In the limo rights and she lost, already indebted

to him for not burdening her share of watching my coddil in exchange for my uncle
watching me. And so, Mom and | moved into our third duglex white house with black
shutterson a hill called Clinton Street, for a fresh start just before she met her second
husbandManny.

Immanuel(Manny)Burrell was as big and black as onetloé Green Bay Packérsa
real Bob Mann He wore a team jersey all timeotgust to throw people off. Bhnyhad
played football through early adulthood, but for flmdinstowrColonials, not a professional
team. All of his little toes were missing their tiny toenails from the constant impact of the
game. When | was told we were going his family reunion in the summertime and we
showed up at a park, smoked meat and soul foothit n t he air, there w
of ground. | learned that he came from an incredibly large family, had two kids in Albany
and that he hailed from Gloversville, New Y
forget. |  h e ar ddrobm, makingrher mdaa. It memtnod for a lwigle and the
sound of momés bed constantly banging again
up the i dea of falling asl eep aGamdywgsstll a sna
hanging around from #ong weekend of parting at the house. She sat watching TV. |
brought her in front of the closed door, pointed then asked her what was going on in there.

Your momdés found s ehmslwredaktiski egotrug aféw hgursilaterk e s
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and walled myself to school. In no tiep it was all three of us in a stretémé to elope
them. On their wedding dawe wentinto Sardoga, ate fine foodandcelebrated.

But & quickly as she married him in the courthouse, everything started to fall apart.
Mom would go on rages out of nowhere and nothing made her right. Every word made her
angrier and she would yell and yell and yell. Sometimes, she charged with knives oatimed
us throwing lit matches. It almost always ended the same thoughiiaithy beating her to

calm her down.

| AM TRYING TO WATCH HAPPYDAYSbut t hey are arguing so | c
TV. This is my favorite time to turn on Nickelodebacause tby play all the old shows like,

The Munsters, | Love Lucgy | Dream of JeannieMy favorite of all right now isHappy
DaysSomet hing about The Cunninghamds makes me
Everyone in the show is clean and pgpand the family eats dinner at the kitchen table
together every night. The girls and boys are all best friends who like hamburgers and
milkshakes. | love fast food too. And music, especially that. A show with a good theme song

and cool music is standarddLove Lucyis still my alttime favorite, but sincélappy Days

has come on | 0omethe Riaakdesrandahe Merteea Mafyy be | 6fm | ust
marriage. Maybe | justwanto wat ch something in color inst
white programing on TV thesedays; t hi nk it éds going away for e
the old shows and make them colorful. Can they do that? Will they be black and white
forever?

Hah!

Oh, look atthe Foitt he6s i n the water stil]l wearing
Hebés going to ruin igdnkcahopysed and ¢ranlotliefvolumé dial e d g e
on my tiny tube TV. The course feeling of the hard plastic reminds ragamthpaste cap as
| twist. | remain at the foot ofhe bed, a fooaway from thednd | fantasize ar which |
wish | could join andescape. | can hear doors slamming outside the blast of character voices
projected inside the shelter orbverthe sosnusof | roc

shouting | have to cover my ears to not get pierced by the sound.
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Abruptly, Mom bursts into my bedroom. This scene familiar to me. Her crazed
appearance is nothing ndwthe tearstained face, the bloeghot eyes, hair disheveled,
cotton fabric of her clothes stretched more in certain places. She looks through me and past
before turning away to barricade the plywood door. It knocks back at her in one jerky
movement, opening slightiianny is on the other side, forcing his way in. Henwithis
game of keeout quickly.

Mom andMannypush and shove each otheroés dens
mechanically over the stitbcean of my tightly wound, bluearpet Some of my scattered
Polly Pockets get stomped to bits with their locomotieet.f You never realize how heavy
bodies are until you see them fightiag. I t 6
but watching it is in slow motion, like moving furniturklom flings herself into my bed
w h e r eafelytandl snugly crammed into @ak of the roomMannygrabs mom by the hair
and rips her out from under the covers where she tried to hide. He swings his arm back to
deck her but mom dodgesiMlannyd s boul der of a bl ack fist go
the nook wall, which jutswt | i ke a Av. 0 The i mpact of the
but whatos |l eft 1isnd6t a hol e. 't shows that

plate, which is now bent from his sheer force.
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ACVSo

When | wadiving with mom andManny, the police caughne for the first time. | had et a

new best friend who lived in a brown house a block over, towards the nicer part of town
where all the old Colonial houses stoBestinywas a new student, like | had been pséw

years before. She had a younger sister, an older brother and a mom and a dad who lived with
her, but they werenot home a | ot after scho
who didnoét) . I would go to hegfromthelsvelsd f t er
her bunk bed (a strange sleeping novelty | had never lsefene). Myfirst best friend at

Janson Elementary was a girl namieds She had a single rtieer who worked her tail off

They lived in an apartment complex with no yard and only one bedioesd.mom let her
daughter have the bedroom and she slept on a pullout couch. Her mom was an Austrian who
still had an accent. Whebestinycame around and we became friends, my besid Ines

and | and her were like the three musketeers. Each of us had a reason to hate our parents and

rebel. And before we knew it, we almost got arrested by the fourth grade.

| ND MAKING MY WAY INTO A SMALL , CVS STORE on Main Street with my fends
DestinyandlInesin toe. Tiny ratfacedDestinyis wearing that black¢ hi r t wi t h a A C
under her momdés trench cleeslong, thik aulbuchihairgustt al | e
about covers the entire size of her borrowed plush jackash past them through the heavy,
glass as the bell above the door sounds our entrance. Bright, florescent lights buzz overhead
our fourfoot frames. We shuffle past the pharmacy and rows of pills and vitamins towards
the isles with cooler stuff.
AStiyckmeh 6 |I tell them. AANnd donét | ook at
They nod, meeting my eyes. | shake my head.
AThat include me too, guys. o
Destiny and Ines turn serious and follow me like shadows to the stationary isle. |
unzip the thick, winter jackddestinyl e t me borrow that bel ongs t
AHornet sdo on the belly pocket nonchalalystuftant | y p

Lisa Frankj our nal i nsi de. Al most i mmedi ately, | O
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clearly hear the person walking around in the next isle over. The solid clomp of their work
boots moving over the tiled floor sounds like hammers hitting wood. | snap out of it and grab
some thick, plastic stickers to put into my front pocket. And sonokaitée pencils. Add a

few scented erasers. Suddenly, a loud cough from somewhere around me makes me jump off
my feet. | then dart my eyes over towards my friends and then back again to examine my
shaking kne&s the boney, scabbed knobs that poke out fragen my pink elastic shorts.

AMove quick, o | whisper, facing the shelf

Before | can grab anything else, an old woman appears from the right passing by us,
moving slowly left towards the pharmacy. We all freeze. | start looking very intently at the
backd a | abel on the first thing | can find.

What the heck is canned duster?

The old woman passes the isle completely, and | let out the breath of air | had been
swal |l owing down. I dondt waste kRandmakeme t 0
move for anotherDestinyand Inesjoin me, one at a time, to the art isle. | look left, then
right, and left again before | begin to stuff a set of finger paints past the elastic wrist of my
jacket and shove them up the sleeve. First bhee red yel | ow, green,
Something rattles. | turn quickly to see thasis inspecting a bead Kkit.

AJust put it in there!od | rasp.

She makes a sour face. | roll my eyes at her.

Destiny backs intolnes and then the square, plastic kit skwhown loudly on the
floor.

Our eyegrowwi de wi th fear. I dondét wait for s
was, | quickly grab a jar dbak, put it in my pocket and then abandon my friends and head
for the candy isle.

There, | stuff chocolat€runchbars into my coatBubble Tape. Nerds. Push Pops.

Fun Dip. A Ring Pop. Warheadsam in heaven. | lose track of time. | look around and

notice that it is not | who have abandoned my friends, but | who has been abandoned.
DestinyandInesare nowhere in sigt . I pani c. I make a run fo
from making it out whea

ANot so fast! o

A cold, boney hand grabs my shoulder. | turn and face the breast of a green, CVS shirt.
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AUhshihio I stutter. Al was just | eaving. o
The ugly womands face turns up, al most sn
Als that so?0 she says, poking at my tors
ANoothing.o | try to yank away, unsuccess

AOh, no! o She procl aaigmswigrhounkl. Yo, AYouodr e

The boney hand ushers me towards the pharmacy, up past a few steps, and into
secretoffice where another woman waitsthis one younger, pudgier and in glasses. She
waves the ugly anteater woman away and then asks me to confess my name, where my
friends are, and that sheds going to cal/l my

fiParent 6 | correct her sarcastically.

Unamused, the woman removesrhe gl as s es and iveprheayour| vy st
parentds work number . 0o

| |l ean towards her defiantly. AMy mom doe

AOh?06 her voice raises. AFine then. Give

With a flick of her chubby wrist, th&eoman begins dialing with the back of a pencil
eraser. After a brief wait, she leaves a message.

Al right , 0 she begi ns. ALet me have a |
oversized, winter jacket. o0 She s hlatkbess shuemmehre
out there Ms. Dailey and thihinggoes down t o yourDikyovesteal! 06 Sh
this too?0

| ignore her and reluctantly hand over my almost free stuff, feeling crushed.

We wait inside the office, unsuccessfully, for my mom to catlkb@o the pudgy
woman phoned the police. An officer arrives to give me a stern talkingnd eventually
mom shows up what feels likeurs later. She puts on her nice face and sweet voice that she
doesnodt use for anyone otker athangthbhosaeemwin
trained herself to. Then, she whisks me away from the CVS store quickly, totally

embarrassed that | 6ve made a spectacle of he
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ALopsidedo

(0

Ines, Erin & Meghan, Jansen Ave. talent sho

When | waseightyearsold, | grew my first breast. Overnight, a mass budded underneath the
smooth surface of my tiny, ros®lored nipple. No bigger than the size of a mutant Apple

Jack, my left nipple seemed even smaller now with the pale flesh beneath bulgitigeinto

shape of the worldés most inpighifi©cant moun

I di dnot know what It was when | woke up

school suddenly became a gross undertaking. Clothes spilled out from the drawersahd spre
over the room, mirroring my widening panic. | tried on almost every kind of shirt until |
found just the right one to conceal my chest from its overnight siege of freakiness. Because it
took me so long to get dressed, | had to skip my cereal that rgaanoh eat something at
school instead. No problem. | liked the variety of hot meals from the breakfast program that
came at the cost of a quarter (the discount breakifasupplement to my podid free
lunch). It was just too weird and embarrassing to tell mom what had happened. | left for
school in a hurry that day as to not be seen by her. | just wished the lump would go away.

| hid my problem fom mom for as long as | could, about a week. Sskéd my best
friend Ineswhat was wrong with mdneswas a lot fleshier than | was at that dgshe had
a thickness to her that oozed health and appetite which my scrawnfigitiekdid not. Fine
freckles dotted her full cheeks, like tiny constellatitietow the glow of two hazel worlds.
We both had long hair but hers was thick, glossy auburn locks that hung down to her ass like
a single sheet of stiff syrup. She looked like the youngesion of her Austrian mothet
myself looked nothingike my owncurvaceous mom Ever yone <call ed me

Aisting bean. o | was compl e d elikeymy ghin,rflatiamdh t

S

(
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impossible hair. Besides my prettyfate, di dndét | ook anything 1|i ke
without womanly featuredike breasts, my friendhes did. Something about her, like the
other women in my life, gave way the impression of softness. They knew how to be a woman
naturally, effortlessly. | was just straight and harsh looking.

Nothing soft about me; | was as tdugnd sharp as nails. Once, however, at the
dentist, |1 was told | had a rosebud mouth. That made me feel delicate and beautiful. The
hygienist had bright blonde hair, painted lips, glittering jewelry and a pleasant srakl|
woman. Her womanliness made feel cared for and safe,v en at t he pldcent i st (
of tooth torture).Ines herself had corrective braces in opposition to my overlapping and
hi deous Avamps aied stheeetdi.dndt know what was
thought maybe | had breast caricet i ke owur friendlnekthat wa8s mom
i mpossi ble because | nditilldwas worriedv M imagmatieneas b r e a s t
the supemanimated kd. | went home that night after hanging out wiittes and told my
mom | was ging yound@ | had breast cancer!

And so, this was hova week after | had grown my firdir e a st al |l of my
friends, men and womecame to know about my female situationwhs mortifying. The
night | came home f r o@ancerhmon callee avatydore shie knevg e c r
asking for advice. She didnét wundeorasactdnd t he
di dnot hda 8 b e c d averdhavé boobsWhen a friend of hers suggested that
perhaps | was maturing into a young woman my mom saihp o s si b1l e! Sheods
third grade.But when a few weeks later another chest lump sprouted, the evidence was clear:
| was becoming a woman. And everybody wné&he only problem was that by the time my
second breast decided to grow it was too late for the other one to catch up. | was-an eight
yearold with an uneven chest on a st&tkaight body where no boob could hdddopsided.
The different sized lumps skdy sprouted as the rest of the female changes also began to
take shape. Within a few months my leg hair began to become coats&taged shaving
And these tiny hairs formed on my private area too. They went from stubby to straight to
circle shapes. @m was convincedfinding my dirty underwear it waser husband
Mannyd & fallen justright whenhe picked ouhis afrostandingat the sinkinto the basket
down belovd right in the crotch of my underwear! There was no way in hell | was telling

her that Igrew hair down there, not after she told the entire town about me grawoah
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nMoth to flameo

Strange people were always coming in and out of our apartment at all times of day and night.
Sometimes | would wake up and see one pass¢@®@ n t he couch. One tin
cousin Missy came over and drew out a glass cigarette. MomNsatiahy front of Meghan

and then Missy got up and went into the closet. After mom mavtaethy, | started to notice

that all the adults would go intoroomsnd c¢cl ose the door s, and |
could hear their muffled voices so | didnot
catch on and I knew whatever they were doir
looking atthegroud and sniffing a |l ot, acting | ike t
from behind the c¢close doors, they were diffe

When mom would go on rages, sometimes they lasted days long. Her temper was a
saga | 6d unwitadanoghiyngulbisk e i inevwru@earstaod whagth a mo s
made her so mad, I j ust knew that she had
Every time she transformed | had to convince myself that she was someone else. To do this, |
would separate her in myind. My cherished white space then became something quite
different: it turned cold. | learned to visit the white space like atdjfied from the ground,
observing not seeing, though far away and indifferent. When mom became that other person,
| waited in the frozen white, like a voided soul.

THE BELL RANG AT JANSON ELEMENTARY what feels |ike foreve
standing here at the drayf spot next to the curb waiting for mom and her powlae

Oldsmobile to pick me up. Even the weikils got picked up before me! This is so
embarrassing. Do e snot@tkid anymo@ K @ onw atl Imats t Icdam 0 t k

escorted back into the school by a teacher this time. That would totally kill my reputation.

Even Billy Gropilled the third timesixth grader with the pea brdinyea h , his mombé
already been here. Ever since that ti me Bil
everyone | aughed he always gets picked up | ¢

getsoutthatlhadtolgeu | | ed back i nside again and babys
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Crushed, | turn towards the school to walk myself inside before a teacher can come to
fetch me. ltds a beauti ful © bhoudeandplayoussiled | |
| kick a dandelion out of a crack in the sidewalk and smoosh its yellow guts to pulp with my
shoe. Stupid wannabe fl ower. I'f | hadnodot t ol
could have just walked home by now. This isnay fault.

Beep! Beep!

| whirl ardétdiml!. |tds mom

As soon as | get in the car | can tell somethingisupMom doesndt clegkai t t o
snap noise of the buckle latching into my seatbelt before gunning the engine to bolt from the
school. The car jerks away frothe curb, a front tire bumps up and makgsbelt snap back

up into its holster like a whip. | look over and see that hergaleoth,bed sheet face shows

signs of crying. Around her eyes has turned a dusty colored pidkhar nose has that
signature Rudol§low.

AWhat 6s the matter?0

Mom keeps her eyes on the road without a
else entirely and rigeeing the asphalt, as if she is stuck somewhere in a dream.

AHey? You alive in there?d6 | joke.

Oh man, big mistake. This sets her off.

AEverything is fucked up! o she barks. @AMy

Crap, not this again.

Al just candtoTAKE hdwhsymor e!

Mom is having a melt down again. But thi
remain as calm as possible, reach for the st
losing her shit. The Oldsmobile swerves to the right andofefihe road bfre stopping in
the middle of twainteresting residential streets. | know from our public safetgrabl/ at
school that this is a fowway stop. Luckily, there is no traffic. Mom continues to sloppily
steer the car down the residential stse avoiding the main road. She then leads us on a

i'sceni clonsiowmvidich m&es me think that she is lost.

=]

Wh earegou-going, Howdo-you-notknow-wherehomeisd you-grewup-h er e ! 0

5t

Be quite for chrissake! Do you ever shut



ML Lords Three Days in September9

Idi dnét mean for my words to flood out I
even though lknowmomhate i t . That 6 sfivedaMouteohe cal |l s me,
The car is heading towards a street with a dedlow sign on tle corner that reads,
Dead End| was just about to say something to her when, all the sudden, the front of the car
comes crashing over a stop sign and drives
there dead silent. llgnce in my side mirror and see the bent sign behind ugppdear as
mom pulls the car into a tight turn towards the direction where we came, the tires squealing
like a hot scream.

She drives on. We dondét speak.

The Oldsmobile travels towards the south sideJalfinstownand soorafter | recognize
where we are. Wedre by the public Iibrary.
apartment, just down the block to the left. They have special story time for children and lots
of cartoon movies that you canrent. Asveeps t he tall, square build
over to see if there is anyone | know standing outside by the big steps. Nope. She turns a
corner. | refocus my vison and stop seeing past mom to see her too. Sheksekd libut at
least she haker seat belton. One hand rests in her lap. Her fingers keep clenching at the
tight fabric of her faded blue jeans. It makes a soft scratching noise. | peer deep into her face
to try and wunderstand it. I try alwmaysbhseme who
So mysterious. Past my momdés head | can see
open road. Panic fills me as | see that mom is not slowing down for the stop.
No sooner than | yell, Watch out! do | hear the sound of crunching neetatar T
bones my passenger door. It happens so fast
heard no squealing. The impact was solid. The other car slammed into me like a cannonball
hitting the water.
AGet me outodé the peatedi ng car! o | scream r
Mom seems possessed. She doesndét even rea
What she does do is drive away, my voice still screaming those words leaving traces of pain
like smoke. Witnesses can see our apartment house from the scene of the accident as she
pulls the busted [@smobile towards our apartment and then straight ugltpeedriveway.

The vehicle parks jaggedly like a wounded animal would lie down. Mom leaves me sitting
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there stunned as she runs up the backstairs and into the house. | follow her up there, more
angly now than hurt. My emotions pull me towards her, moth to the fame, once again. Inside,
she is losing it.

AHI de me! Hi de me! Meghan, mommyoés in a |

Her desperatiosnuffsthe fire andmolds me into soft clay. | look aund, my veins
surging with the intense energy of pure pani
think straight on a place for her to hide. We nearly knock each other over in the kitchen
coming like two freight trains from opposite directsot turn to my right.

AHer e! Hi de in my room! o

Mom runs back into the kitchen and grabs something before dashing into my
bedroom cl oset to hide. Thereds so much jun
inside so she starts flinging out my clotlasl toys. | quickly scoop up what | can as fast as

sheds throwing it to arrange it in my room
the door.

Rap, Rap.

Thereds someone at the front door. | igno

Thud! Thud! Thud!
The noise grows louder. More urgent.
|l 6m not going to | et them in. I know who
But they find their way in. They burst through the back door. They find my mom in
my bedroom closét cigarette in one hand, a drink the other, losing her shit. Theychén

her in my room and take her away.

At first, | refuse to talk. But | break down eventually. | fill out mgcaunt for the witness
report. I't was just a matt er aderedtbackneherble f or e

came frond back to Beaufill.

Our fresh start on Clinton Strelead expired in less than a yeamom lost custody of me. In
time, | would discover that husband number two was a crack dist@uioa  m aaboveu p

the deal er, o I |l ear ned. Il n ot her wor ds, h e
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dealers. Big time stuff. He did eventually go taspn, but not solely for drugs. It happened
after my mom divorced him and he was stalking her. One night, he broke into her apartment
and wrote obscene words in red lipstick on her mirror. Other times when he broke in he just
sat in a dark corner and waitéor her. The last time he broke in she was sleeping in bed. He
stood over her sleepingody and raised a butcher knife then slammed it down on the
mattress, over and ovand over again, trying to mutilaker. It was rumored that when he

was in prisondr that he actually did kill a guy.
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AThe original Bettyo

The first ti me | |l ived under my grandparent
mom away. That was the year 1997, a few months before Christmas. | hadivesl/er a

whole house before then, sjuapartments. My grandparengsive me the stability and
unconditional love my own family unit lacked. Life there was goodlléddhem mynormal

parents They were timelegs | called them Gram and Grampfter just a short time, |

knew I 6d miss them more than upstate New Yor
t h en havetoleavé mhy normal parentedamy school friends to retuto theduplexon

Beaufield.

In the morningsGrampwould get up earlya drink his cup of coffe before heading
overnextdoot o Dunhamo6s f or himvsiartdd .beforebsenrise, atyfigen. o r
(sometimes even arohu r bef or e t h athirs to edt brebkfastdeliae sdnoolv n
two-hours later and see his usedfeefcup still standing like a sore thumb on the pretty
placemad picking up hismesswasn@ranb s | ob . There was al ways
their housé breakfast, lunch and dinner. For the fitishe in my life, | was madéo eat
three square meals ayd The real meal of the day, not dinlesupper contained all five

food groups, served family style. We drank famesh whole milk mysteriously delivered to
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the backdoor every Thursday, in twquart cartons frons k i tairydGramkept her kitchen
spdless. | could always count on a clean cereal bowl and spoon in the mornings. Throughout
the day, dirty dishes disappear edthewbrk. ti dnodt
was magical. The ceramic dining wear always came out warm to the tixechandheld
hugs, smelling like a muted strain of lemon.
Clean warm and dry

Gramwould come downstairs shortly after me, still wrapped in sleep. She wore her
sleep hours after waking, like dew slowly drying from the skin of a leaf. She would say,
Goad morning MeghanAnd it was.

When she yawned, | sprimgaout fomrhgr lipsTheypveye se 01 C e
much alike,yet so different. They were like a negative imagévo contrasting pieces that
made a imagewh o | e . Maybe itds Dbretlabghes sharechgoomanya s a
gualities with myGram Though mom had her exact same namg,Gram is the original
Betty.

ToCAROL every day is a new task. Around seve
buzzing. Like everything she owniser clock is ancient but well cared for. It is a square
shaped thing with digits that spill over on top of each other when the numbers change, like
flipping the pages of a wall calendar. Its sound shouts too loud and horrid. It takes her several
minutes 6 hear it, as she is deafening more and more by the & s rrdlubskeyes
flutter their way open, as she chomps down
The muffled, nearly inaudible wordé&w shitescape her lips as she continues yawd a
stretch her way into the early morning.

Downstairs, the typical A.M. radio news has been left on, accordinglgoaay
always does before locking the door behind him as he leaves for work. The sounds of WEMT
cast over the kitchen while the smell ofrBubrewed coffee invites her to pour herself a cup.
Sonnyleft a mug on the counter next to the pot. She smiles seeing it; a gift from her
daughter.Carol blows on the steaming liquid n d r e mesmMednesiaymeaning

groceries anarrands. Her thoughtdrift away from the present as she mentally recalls her
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shopping list, whickshemade out the night before, like every Tuesdaght of every week
since she became a mother and wife.
Carobs shopping | ists ar ejustaséea mtheddidaeveaund a
thoughSonnybarely eats and she hates to cook. A small note on the countex,gasp of
lined paper, reads |

/
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| learn that making a menu involves the interchangeability of ingredients. Vegetables are
decided upon whatever canas hand in the cupboardAnd after years of cookingalty,

meaty, buttery and fried comfei®od for a family of sevenCarols t i | |djust @ dirinérs a
forfew.Sonnyl et s her Kk n blow marty peogHazebehting hera tgnight Carol?
already knowing the answeédr sometimes he might exclaiipu make too much gathmn

food! and then tell her that he would be perfectly fine just eating his bowl of cornflakes.
Their banter is love, but sometimes he goes too far and hurts her chafhaetenan
provides the woman makes the home. She understands well that submissiveness is essential

to maritalharmony.

Although she has much to do, Wednesday ison€ambb s f avori te days be
count on visiting with people at the groceryrst&he is lonely with Sonny always working,
andlooks for conversation anywher®/e d n e s sh@piry $rip can take hours depending
on who she runs into.
Faithfully, she leaves by nire6 c If @a k t h e goocety gt@res PrioenChopper.
Carol has Ived in Johnstowmearly her whole lifePushing seventy yeardreamsfor a life
of travel seem penanently impossible because sted Sonnyhave built their lives there,
with the family business. ey are prominent figures, wadhown and welliked by mostly

anyone who has strong ties with the community. And they married young, as most couples



ML Lords Three Days in Septembeb5

did in the 1950s when a young female became pregnant. My mom brought their marriage

togethed her exi stence t hevekhowitt of our family a

Wednesday nightar e r eser ved fkeepingBDarablsa mod . b Sdhke doubl
Sonngs payroll calcul ations for t he week. Al
financial worry, the business is like a constant thorn insitls. She despises the fauat it
wasnot s ol Whenytle @appartunityecane knocking, Sonny shut the door.

Every day when she wakeSpnnyhas already left for work, and though he stops
back over to the house to bring in the mail or eat luntob rarely sees him fade-face. His
absence keeps her distracted and looking for things to do, and it evolves into constant
redecorating. For instanc€arol can find a dozen decorative uses for the same pair of
wooden country sheefonnyjokes that sh&eeps replacing them to see if people will think
that they are walking to different areas of the house. Despite her care to keep relocating them,
there is the quirky and contradictory fact that she sees no use in removing the price stickers
on t hebasksWle@®s goi ng t oshstells mawhenimotce Wattey ?

price stickers off anyway.

Carol Betty Dwyer Jr & Carol Betty Dwy@r Sonny 6s parent s
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fiMan of steeb

The family businessuns my gradparents lives, but especialBramp s . He i s the he
The success of Dunhams rides on the success of his ability toirggt done, even though
it fansly owned and operate@rampgrunts the majority of the wodk filing paperwork,
customer relations, oversight, payroll, budget calculations, tax preparation, fineness, know
how, now light labor from heawabor, building repairs, snow removalnNne n t ce ig &
bottomless resource of knowledge and manpower.

| never see him fotong, with the exception of mealtimes. A true workaholic, he
never takes a day off, em after retirement. The worcktire is just that: a word on paper. In
hisseventies, he still g et s 0 ups schdadulefcompletelya . m. 1
unchangedthroughout the yearsis body slowly deteriorating.

He is not an agileld man. Playing team football for tdehnstowrColonials into his
early fifties resulted in steel knee i mpl an
heard stories whie he played the game with a broken, bandaged thumb (it was only an
accessory Once, he fell off a rooflat on his backcleaning the rain gutters, brushed his
pants off and then got right back to work. Another time, he was installing an overhead air
corditioner forthe shop room antkll off a ladder. MyGramfound him lying there after he
di dnodvtup ferldinned but t hat w(@snedifor asdoctoafar ithgt 0This

onetime he ripped off his big toe nail and just kept changing his whitaeg$laocks as the
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blood pooéd in his Sketches sneakes. Blood thinners mael
him a red fountainWhenhegets fluid n his kneeaps hewraps
them in twolayers ofsplint and hobblearound like a piraten a
wooden leg.

Some might consider the old man to be crippled but |
has always defied the odds throughout his life. ®hampis a

bionic wonder, a superhuman, and it is necessary that he thi

of himself as so. Otherwise,
man of straegt h i n responsi bi ¢ irighty
thing the correct way, alsothe hardway al | t he t i

pretty suped Man of Steelbut myGramjust says he actike
a foolfor his age.

THIS IS MY ROOM a't gr andpar ewdod dresshre with ettached,estatked
bookshel ves; an indented shape i n -standingmi dd| e
dresser across the bed that has a three mirrors that fold into each other, a single blocky
nightstand, and the bé&d completewith head and footboards; they all match. Every piece of
furniture is hanetcrafted, custom built and real, honest wood. They are stained a warm, red

honey color and are soft and supple to the touch. Running my hands across the surface gives

the sensationfa luxurious fullness. Just try and indent the furniture!

You canbétltdés solitdtbds soft
ltds |i ke my grandparents themsel ves. It hir
parts. The whole house is full of this kind

Gramlets me hang posters from the tops of the bookshelves. | am told to udeod wa
tacky putty. | break it off in bits anstretch The bits are dull blue like stiff, dry taffy. The
posters hang down awkwardly. They are giant, glossy teen faces looking out into this very
old and traditional room. (All around me there is pinstripedipaper, and also a quilted
comforter, the entire volume library collection from the 1980s on the shelves, and county
curtains that fall to the floor like two braids.) I love all three of the Hansen brothers. But |

dream of marrying TaylorGramlets me pay the cassettes on her oversized, JVC stereo.
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Therebds @ntompartimr ged r & angxs tp thes little doar avheted 1 8
slid-inmyHa n s o n Becadinb. @herg s also an attachment with atsemigh plastic
lid on a hinge wherescords can gaGramtold me how much mom loved that girly fellow in
tights and glitter nameBowie. She gave me his records and | play them wondering why.
| hear the door slarat the bottom of the staisnd know Gr amp®é.s home
Gramb s b u iy sureiatkibtsand on the table by sigmnthe-dot. | am upstairs lyg
stomachdown on the plush carpet watching my favorite gtufhusic videod on their big
screen. | hear mgram@ s heavy, steel knees trudge up t
smile heading towards their bedroom. Helces b ack at me | i ke heods
suddenly remembered | lived there. The sounds coming from the TV shanleThe music
of today destroys him, every time.
AWhat is this garbage! o0 he points, horrif
I want to telHKeithlSwealviides, thet nlewknow he w
Mom likes him though. On the screen, a story unfolds: Keith is a police agent. All the ladies
are after him but he only has eplaedinfidea one
restaurant and now there is an investigation. Keith bobs his head a lot real smooth like, and
he wears a white suit so white itds al most b
Altés MTV, 0 | say.
AEM what ?0
Gramps expression to the @cdertni $tsé6 4 heh asianr
his head and continues to hobble toward the bedrddm. | eaves fealinh | 6 m |
uncomfortable. I contempl ate <changing the
hooked. Gramp comes out of the bedroom, now in clean gedeee pants. Before he
descends the stairs, he shoots back one more disapprdaraghat readsGarbage What
awful garbageHe slowly disappearsne leg at a time
Gramyells up the stairs when | lose track of time. The hands on the wall clock above
the TV (setfivemi nut es f ast }h arneda dsgraimdeil @uiokly Enapt up bffe
the floor and flick the button that blackens the TV. | pull the chain that dims the brass lamp
too. | crouch down to pull on the white socks back over my bate dad then emordown
to the kitchen table, all knees. My feet sound like they belorspiti@aeone twice my size. |

amafouf oot el ephant with a cheetaho6s speed.
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fiRoyal paino

Dad worked his business while | grew up. He owned a trade he rRRoyad Painting, was a
house painter, and employed young guys off the books and off the streets. When | got older
and | started dating, my boyfriends and male friends worked for him too. Once, | got into an
argument when one of t hrealmpanehbecassahe dsedrlye bldea d we
nonstick tape. Actually, | was more surprised that dad bought the tape because he was so
cheap. I f he did spend money it was on odd
deals. At most, his way of thinkingas that if you were going to buy something for a buck, it
better be worth a buck fifty and come with a free gift.

Dado6s Ironstantty elecsrated the flat recycled things. It was a perk of the
job that his clients often left behind some of theiwanted belongings in the grand houses
heéd paint. | called this fAtreasur e,wewrdting.
travel all around Detroit to get to his jobs, blasting classic rock from the open windows. In
pai nt er 6gallonlacket anca btin@ee cord works just fine as a seat and seatbelt. Ok,
sometimes | fell over on a sharp turn. | recall the excitement of entering the empty echoing
houses, my feet bounding in all directions, looking for the treasBmmetimes, | only found
brokefurniture inthe garages, or ethngtuff | had no idea what to do with. But that was the
fun of treasure huntit youdéd never knew what youdd find.
find and then create personalities for the people who had lived theheuse with no
treasures but abandoned cleaning supplies had surprised me when, | entered the master
bedroom to find the eBuite bath had hordes of glittering feminine prodicised insidethe
drawers and cabinets. In awe, my pretselfi gathered theshiny haltempty bottles of
perfumes and lathers, the stilliact lotions and loose powders, plus tiny packages of pretty
bath salts and even a tube of unused orange lipstick. The sweet, warm smell from a bottle of
slightly used bath oil made me fedddiroyalty indeed.

But é | didnét just show up on the job to

not the fuzzy animal itCaddy Shacka go-ferd go for this, go for th& | need a Philips
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head screw driver to take off these fixture plates, go geéhenwol and an empty plaster tin

fer putting the parts in, etdad had a good time with word play. In addition to the gofer
duties, | also did all the tiny people tasks closest to the floor or ground to save the grown
menbdés backs. Mo asebloard work, lyoing to towrcwithu tHeebtlie, {sbdick

tape. Sometimes dad sent me on missions too to find lost items needed for a partiéular job
Meggy, have you seen the tube of DR, Maegen! Go find me some drop cloths to cover
this carpé.

Have youever removed fiftyyearold wallpaper?

Dad always brought me to those jobs, for
sprayer that you had to pump, pump, pump and then spray scrub spray. A weird wire brush
was used to breakp the gluey paper before yaould even attempt to chisel withtlaree
guarterinch bent putty knife. Most wall paper jobs took days, but with my help, dad could be
free to paint the rest of the house so the job couldhfiois schedule. However, | hardly
remember him paying me fordgthard work. Maybe once he slipped me a Jackson or two.

By middle school, | was assisting witlusiness proposals. It was a process that taught
me thepredatoryquality of business. It began with dad getting a call from his associate at the
property managment company who would then tell him about a prospective job. If the job
seemed appetizing, dad would stalk over to the site to survey the amount of work that needed
to get done. Because the meDetroit area was his innate territory, dad would embatkrou
the white work wvan without even | ooking at
legal pad and start working the figures, which involved calculating the painting needed with
costs of materials and an estimated time it would take to get thhedeoe. From this legal
pad | would transfer the figures into a master document | had created in a word processor,
plugging in all the necessary information, where, at the bottom, the final figure would gleam

with all its possibilities.

In the murky shdow of the Motor @y, life in Ferndale was more colorfthan uspate New
York. | appreciated that. Because | lived with my dad, | did his kind of things. | helped him
with jobs and gave him a hand around the house on the weekends. If there was a sporting

event he was going to wh e tagalgtovelLizwas\waleays wer e
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too sickto go out and do his kind of things. So, even though his girlfriend lived with us, dad
and | had an active lifestyle without her. All three of our livesrszbseparateut together

In the summertime, dad would take me to

ride the rickety State Fair attractions where heg
refused to let me binge the super fried foods; toles
oowandahhat thefourth of July fireworks on top
the roof of theRenCerby the river; and in August
wedd walk down Woodward I t he
classic cars during théream Cru s e . e

refresh ourselvewith a crisp glass of ginger soda

called Vernors or a trip down the streebif soft

serveDairy Queen Fall was less spectacular for Mi ke & Meghan biking

me asTigersseason was winding down as thiens got ready to play. Dibreathed in sports

like a leafto a tree. | knew better than to talk while he was watching the games, but most

t i mes matterd | ditlmardywvay. He was too busy calling out objections and jubilee to

the screen. When winter rolled around, lefkect from Erie was in full force with its sharp,

icy winds and bitter, bone busting nchel d. We

southern part of the state protected (maybe somehow) fromé under bel l 'y of

trademar kyefit danddld,s0 j obs took him places poun«
By the time I got to high school, | wasna

was drawn to the clan of goofy senitfreatregeels my freshman year, and after they

graduated, | never recovered to joining a group again. | changed friends like teenage girls

changed their outfits, usually choosing only two friends at a time to falosaknit group a

three. So if there was something cool going

bring one of my creepy friends al ong. We 6 d

always fatest i ¢ since we has t hethes musit depasgment)yaned i n g

Met r o Det ranistic ans cultueaineyventrts, Beats and Eatwas one of my

favorites because its purpose was to celebrate my three favorite things, while the Renaissance

Festival celebrated a simpler kind of fun thais playful andransportive. If | was lucky,at

would take me to concerts in trade for some timehe job. Together, we wettt the concert

festival of my generatiori,ollapaloozac r eat ed by a -mam&dmhigyoongp 6 s f
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adulthoo@ Perry Ferell, fromJ ane 6 s .Afdhdre was one thing over which dad and
| bonded most it was rock music. But seeing as to how we lived in the Motor City, |
developed my own taste for the sweeter, more soulful sounds of Motown. Music made me

feel better thamlive, and | was happy to be able to share that joy with my dad.
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AiThe other womaro

The fragile womb of the duplex was neviee same after mom and | lefit. a matter of a few
years it became a void that had been scrapped and gutted, all traces of its former self
removed. This no doubt was influenced by my
been gone.
She was long blonde hair and baniglgrco Pololabels andSuessjeans; a paiof
i mpl ant ed DD 6 sfoobframeaandpae indredilely atvkware pancass. The
woman said words likpoopy doopyor chrissake. Shenade me read from a thick yellow
book titled The Book of VirtuesShe was fake, manipulative and a-piipping alcoholic. |

called her Liz.

| was living with my dad andehr  whi | e mo moé & She was éghtingefor & joimlto  t r |
custody arrangement. Every summer and Christmas | was able to go back to Newmdrork a

visit mom and tell her how life was in Michigan. She was eager to hear how things were at

my daddés and she was super curious about wh)
allowed to talk to his new girlfriend. But | was nevel
allowed to point my disposable Koda#t her The
Chi st mas I did (sneaking g Upon T
insistence), developed the pictures at the drugstore & :
then showed mom my holiday photos | found out why

After seeing the photo of Liz, mom went ballistic. Shi

demanded to know why Betty was sitting in her- ex

husbandds house. told chandthad she was ohistakent S d . dlad 6 s

girlfriend, Liz who had moved in the duplex while we were gone. Mom was vilely insistent

that this woman was her frienBetty. We had spent time with heshe pleadedpon 6t y ou

remember? The breasts are a helluva lot are bigger than they were when | kneshéher

sadBut itds sure as fuck the same woman. That
After mom phoned my dad in Michigan and the shouting match was over | learned

that Liz and mom were ldoholics Anonymous buddies. She met my mom and dad at the

meetings that | used to tag along and attend with them. We had gone to her apartment a
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couple of times together where lusegptb ay wi t h her -ommeaantinkeld s br |
must have blookd it out. Mom figured their affair started after she was incarcerated that time

for the Easter eve car crash. Liz had gone by the alias of her abbreviated name to conceal her
identity. Her real name to everyone else but me was Bglizabeth) Hall. Butthe lie stuck

and then everybody just started calling her Liz.

Immediately, | sensed how L{the imposter Bettydlisliked me. She acted like | was
an intruder in her life, not the reality of the opposite. Truthfully, she seemed nice on the
surface, but saw the dark daggers in her eyes and heard the forced tone in her voice, the
actions that spoke |l ouder that she wanted me
card | found it later on the bedroom dresser. Angry red ietfevas scribbled albver it,

Boot camplit shouted from the page. Eventually, Lizt gbis wonderful idea temotionally
divorce med honestly, as an elevegrearo | d . Regardl ess, that 6s wk
ended up living in the vacant upper flat of the duplex all by thykewas explained that
emotional divorce meant that she was going to be in the same house, but not give her love to
me. She said loving me was just too difficult for her, so it was better for me to live separately
during those pré e e n y e ar sa# of bselthadearhulaf hoop, a bed, a dresser and a
closet full of clothes plus the envy of al/l
what | knew, how lonely and uncool having my own apartment actually was. A friend of
mine eventually told hanother and | was after rerouted into the room that was once my pink
bedroom, their room, and since had been converted into a spare. It was redecorated in my
least favorite things: white ceramic bunnies, fake flowers and walls the pukey color of an
eagerlooking yellow. It even had a white scrolling daybed with a matching, meéiklew
comforter. It was ridiculous and | looked ridiculous in it.

Soon after rejoining the family, Dad and Liz started dressing me in their perfect
image of a well behaved kil hey di dnodt take me shopping a
genderlss clothes to replace nsgragglyones. | was told my outfits were scruffy and too
revealing. The clothes | had werendt good en
They wanted méo wear labels, like them. Untiigh school, Liz would lay my outfits out for
the next day in a dining room chair. Il n the
into the shape which suited her: aoschoal,f f vy boc
|l 6d i mmedi ately change into my friebhdnds <cl o
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finally, Dad and Liz leme pick out my own clothes with a crispy $100 bill, freshman.year

Even then, | was only given money them sparingly and wouktea what | needed instead.

| consider their motive was to make everyone think we were normal. However, they failed to
realize my i1identity had been | ost in their
decide for myself what | wanted to look likkeiring those crucial years of seliscoveryhas

contributed to my feelings of sedfenderless.

THINGS HAVE BEEN GOIN G MISSING AROUND HERE s i n weebeeh toved upstairs.
Lizsas i to0s me. We argue all t h e takes haresidebt@oc k an
much.Buthe he doesndét see what I see. Heds not
hand and foot because sheds fAsick. o

Get me a glass of ice water. Can you bring me a glass of iced tea? Would it be ok if
you started dinner becaue | 6 m not feeling well. The bath
Dramamine tablets, can you go to the store. Close the door. Please.

This bitch is alwaysick They say she has MS, something called multgalerosis
(which 1 d6m told has something to do with hei
of the ti me. Li ke, shedés sick bad when my d

gets a whole lot better. Seems fishy. She can still walk, but she shoatsi® and just lies in

bed all day watching Lifetime TV and bingei
groggy, her eyes glassed over. | know that look all too well.

Lizsays | 6m the one thatods been takiymg t he |
dad believes her. He keeps demanding to knov
heés talking about. Liz and | got in a real
know | d&m going to hear it wh@&we het arotmeed tham m

sound of his white, work van roaring up the driveway.

I dondot bel oB&wrythingfdeiswrong

It started with the bathroom. My bare hands are touching used tampons and snot rags and
slimy empty bottles in the trashcan.But havendét found what he wan:

il di dnot do it! o | shout .
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Dad grabs me by the left ear and drags me into the kitchen. He grabs the tall
wastebasket with his free hand and then leads me outside through the side door. | stand there
very stll next to the smelly garbage can and look down at the ground at my bare feet. Dad
angrily unlocks his vehicle and then swirgsth back doorspen. He lays down a tarp and

then dumps out the can.

ADi g! 0 he demands.

fi | @dantouchingthatt dondovéasvenlgd
ADo it or else!o
AButdaodad

ANOWB

Hot tears stream down my face as my slender fingers timidly stir up the layers of used
coffee grounds, scraps of red meat, old torn papers, the peelings of vegetables, fish skins and
empty containers all th@ay down to tle murkiest layer of grey rotting thiag
Al dondt even know what | 6m supposed to ©b

The search continues throughout t he hous
builds to a head. Eventually, we thud up thersti the empty flat for him to search the one
bedroom | occupyThere, deep inside my slamtalk-i n c| os et , he finds
apparently been | ooking for. I'tés an envel op

Goddambit MeghMayhdu blLd ezn wtaassk irnmgg haur mai |l ! 0

5t

Mai |l ?d Helsglasmsss and confused. Al dve neve

St

A ¥a h , right. Just |l i ke youbve never seen

here either! o

fiad, what are you talking about ?o0

He starts towards me slowly, stalking,i k e |l 6m wup for assaul
ingtinctively. He raises hisfishi The | ewel ry! The pills! Mail!

I crouch down on the carpet, cover my hesz¢

and that it was Liz and she planted thatinmgma nd i t 6 s lieaShé hatad nek,a mn

di dnot he understand?
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DEFLOWERING OF |NNOCENCE

fiBleedingd
I

AAunt Jsited wedthregears after | grew my first breast. Thus, | officially became a
woman at age elevemy sixth gradeyear. | was livingwi t h my dad. We di dnoat

Just becausanother womarwasi n t he house dnydmaterhal me an
guidance Li z wasnot a mother figure or a best
womanhood | had to extrapolate. | kneshe used tamponshen she cycled, but | myself
d i dumdetstand how to use them.&week out of every month, a blue box of storand
Super Plus sat next to the toilet. | would fold back the thin cardboard flaps and look inside to
see a festive collection of orantgbeled, white stickshaped things. They looked like strange
candy.

The first time | unwrapped one, | discovered that inside each packagea was
cardboard tube containing a chunk of cotton on a string. It was perplexing. | pulled down on
the string and the timn chunk fell out. The cardboard tube fell away, spilt in two pieces. |
then tried to stuff the cotton inside me, even though | was not beedinl t woul dndét
hurt So, when it was my time of the month, | used maxi padsvful, awful maxi pads.

They were as big and bulky as sub sandwich, with the texture of sheer polyester. The maxi
pads never worked right because | di dnot Kk |
crotch of my underwear.

So, | started using something smaller that | likedvds a packagef smaller pads
calledliners These were more comfortable to wear,
using them right. |l found out the hard way
when | bled through my jeans all throughauy sixth grade year. The blood would dry to the
color of a reddish mud. Kids in school teased me that it looked like | shit my pants. | learned
to doubleup the liners (sometimes using two or three layered on top of each other) and tie a
sweatshirt arounany waist, still not understanding that | needed to use a maxi pad to
properlytrap the amount of blood. | just thought bleeding through happened to every girl. |

thought | was doing what | should by using a type of feminine product, and because | was
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using the feminine product, | thought the problemsbeing a girl and bleeding in the first
place. | had a onsizefits-all, selftaught understanding. After aBandAids were bigger or
smaller, but never thicker or thinner, and they all worked the same.

The school nurse corrected my misunderstanding when | came into the office one day
after leaving a puddle of blood on my desk chair. | asked the school secretary for a pair of
pants from the | ost and found, a ratibon sokheet 6 s w
could inform me. After that, | went back to maxi pads. But in the summertime, when school
got out, myAunt L. told me to use a tampon so | coul
know how to use one:st$ ke 0h atodgbendo dr ahtheoetfitea a n d y
try. | unwrapped the tampon, pulled the cotton chunk out of its cardboard tube by its string,

and tried to forcehe little white skirt inside.

fiHeado
[l
| remember my childhood sex education. It came from those classes at school. From the
fourth grade through to the sixth before | departed from elementary education for middle
schoob | learned about the mysterious wonders of the female body.

Sex educatt week was an excuse not to do cl as
long, just a few hours of sex talk that interrupted the study of multiplication tables, the
history of the United States, or learning about what cells were. One week out of every year,
for three days in a row, a nurse would knock on the classroom door with a cart that had
slides, handouts, and a shonofsexual) video about sex. A cherof laughter would
explode in the room as the mousy nurse entered. Our classroom teacher would then tell us to
put our books away as the nurse separated girls from boys.

Our education was taught by gender. The boys would leave the classroom and go
down the hall to get their male sex education in the school gym. Our classroom teacher
blocked the glass pane in the door with a piece of construction paper on her wHyeset.
classes were pretty basic. The nurse would inform us about the different pansdeatip
our vaginas and how much bb@ame out during our periodshout aDi x i e w@th,p 6 s
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(but that wasndédt supposed to happen for a wt
and were informed about peer pressure when it came to sex (alweys aqenario with a

bel oved boyfriend who the girlfriend had t
changed since the 1960s, when my mom was a little girl in school. It was-fthiuok

scientific terminology and otdf-touch scenarios that, mostdily, none of us girls would

ever encouter. The times, they hdskenac hangi n o6 .

Those outdated sex education classes, though-ismmative, did not prepare me as a

young women for the world of sex | had been generationally thrust into. Once, iftlthe f
grade, a boy in my class made a joke | di dn
the lunch table where we sat with all of our friends and $&lidlat 6 s t he di ffer e
Meghan and buttér His answerButter spreads bettet went homehat day and asked my

dad what it meant. He asked me who said the
kid signed my sixth grade yearbook with the rhyidaye fun in the sun and gktid in the

shade Another perplexity.

| had no clue about ahyh i n g . I di dnot have ol der si bl
mominijail,i n anot her state. Dad and Liz sure as [
teen sel f. They didnot even | et me dress |

through doig. Yet | had no idea how many different components there were to intercourse.
Thi s wa sgmréatn dynaplayime fiefdl.slt seemed that everyone my age was into
something with someone. Yet, one of the crucial components | failed to understand was the

practice of being unobtrusive with sexual acts

The elementary school | attended in Ferndale has since been closed down in the years since |
left, but at least it was converted into a community center. Between the time the school shut

down and thetimetheent er was being built, I came t o k

I AM VULNERABLE
I am weak and unpopul ar, al | the cool kids t

for forever,and i t 6s about to get a | ot worse.
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His name isBrock Crane We both went to Washington

notice the boy with red hair and ealood eyes until the sixth grade. When | found out he

l' i ke Gelly Roll pens (my favorite ever), [
we split midde school8 he goes to Coolidge where only A
Samantha&uper goes to school witlBrock Everyone calls her fAGodz
tall and big boned, Samamnthahd | @rrh thiokkas thiégvesddsing b e a u t

ewverything together. | practically live at her hopgeh i ch i s good for her Db
a nurse and she and her sisters are never ho
t hough, | 6m meeting her wher 8&rodkwaateddouasdktod r o p s

me . My smile shot through the moon and | 6m s

Walking down Livernois Street towards her house on West Hazelhurst, | start to get the

butterflies in my gut. My legs are moving quickly back and forth like an enginguisk, it

feels I i ke my feet dondt evedlkeepspnhingintoe gr o
fantasiesabout Brock and me being boyfriend and girlfriend and then all the new, cool
friends 1 6d have. Alpboflgngwapr obl ems woul d just
Samathad s wi de body is standing stildl down
sheavays does. He rblugiotl dor rmMdruee grsenyditsh and som
|l ake rather than an ocean. I donodot tosfeela anyon

hot twinge of panic crashing against my brain.

AFuck, 0o I say to myself. Al d&dve been stood
AHey, 0 she says, approaching. ASoé therebod
AYah, | ooks Ilike it!o | snap.

AChill -beanstirt @y not whlome. \Weohave tolga sanke. My

whereds el se. 0
| stamp my sneaker into the cement.
AFu®akl Today was supposed to be perfect.
AUmM, t hey 0 romeragattingigadetteds gtey éhouse. 0
AGuy? What Guy Do you knowwherehiious e i s?0
Samanthaoints toward the street | just passed and grabs my arm. | grill her about

Brock on the way towards our destination, asking a million questions a minute that all
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generally sound something likelo you think that blah blah blah means liees me?
Annoyed,Samanthdells me to,Calm the shit down and shut upe both burst out laughing
and then turn do weanevarseenleferathat saysePearsonsSt. gn | O v

A | Peaiotpeer? O

AHuh? 1 s what Apear o or Afpeer 0? Have yo
saying?o

AThe street!o | | augh. AHow is it pronoun

Samantha ust shakes her head and ignores my
than me.

By this ti met, sveme ehaugda vaerdd aare waiting
but it | ooks | i ke every other on the bl ock
pastelpainted ctors. In fact, it seems likevery house in Ferndale has been squished into the
same sturd shapeThis streetooks just like any other: shabby, depressing and scarce with
the same buraip lawn that never grows, the same cHaik fences, and the same meager
per sonal touches (probably paid fdtycomes cr ed:
from a cheap, florescent light bulb in the sky.

After a few minutes go by, a group of six or so boys exit the house fallowed then by their
trail of smoke. I't doesndot smell l'i ke a cig
d i d n @rstand. hvehnt to whisper @amanthahat | thought it was just going to Brock
but thereds nowhere to whisper without being
We al | wal k around a bit, not going anyw
always do: hang out inrgups walking the streets that border Deé&oigetting into shit and
gossiping. | keep givinggamanthashooting ¢ances that | hope she will decode d3p
somethingShe didnét, so af tBeockhashéw kRiveakd all kgidv
feellik e | & m hneorte etvoe nh i m. oseroTdhe boys étart gang onhaboat other
girls and | can actually feel mBrockbecames s i n Kk
my boyfriend, today is the day bethagrlguysr each
are going to | ook at and all theydre going t
This is the worst day of my | ifel | 6m never

think that Brock could like me? They keep g@ on about some Viki chick who gives
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awesome head and hlammawhoidid |

head too, and Latoga but she did not spit, and that made
al |l t h e Odoangod'and lgump fists. | figure they
are talking about somethg like kissing when thetalk

aboutspit, but to them it seemed betthan a regular kiss.

z\‘

| decidewhateverthis is | haveo do. To makadrock like
me. | tunto him.
il oll give yotu head! o | bur s teghan&Samanta

An explosion of laughter roafsom the groupSa mant hads eyes tur ne

planes. They guys all loolat me with this expression like | was putting them Grap. |
couldno6t | et them know I was cluel ess.

ANo! No, really!o

AMeghan! 0 S a, machingloamymmmadokpellsne away.

| 6 mrrifledbshe embarrassd me, so | pushaway. $ie gives me a wounded look,
standsthere for a minute, anthen walksback towards the direction of her house. Nar
end of the block she paudesfore disappearing, | think to see if illwfollow her. But ljust
stard there in the circle, feelinge@xplicably proud. Finally, | aralone with Brock (well, and
about five other boys). | look up and thee all staring at me in a weird way.

AWhat ?0

The boys askne i | know what | am getting into and | sggs,almost convincing
myself it istrue. We all lookaround for a place to do it. €he, at the end of the blocls, our
old school.

AWe c@anit at Washington!o | shout

The boys all leap at my enthusiasm. It makee feel goodsee their excitement
alrealy knowv of a perfect spot to etop of a smaller roof you canlimbd where |
sometimesgyo to be alone ahdraw or write poetry. | poirthe way and all the boys follow
me. It s like finally, fort he first time in my | ifselfthat 6m co
| 6m sur e, af t askmehoebdis girlfri@d and rky lifewillcHangeorever

We get tothe building. The gys stand there wondering aloud wh&meck and lare
going to go to do it. As thegebateit, | climb to my way up: scatg the side wall and

stepping oer a series of stones until | get to the platform and nayself onto the tar roof. |
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look down at them triurphantly from the top. Brock turrte face his friendswait here he
tells them. | watch as he approachies sde wall and then stasdack up at me. He mek
his way up clumsily but &. for a first timer.

| face Brock on top of the roof, alone. He s towards me with his mouth, bagi
to kiss meWe sit down. His tonguesifat, wetand aggressive. | instantly realizg/ mistake,
but there is no backing out. | want to be cool and only a dwesdly looser girl would bak
down. But then just asdecide to givet my full effort, Brock releasesy tongue from his. |
dondt get it.

AWhat 6s the matter ?0

| look down and seBrockb s zi pper is undone. He i s gr

try not to let the panic show on my face, and smile instead. He grabs the back of my head and
forces me down. My eyes pop all the way open. | pulklzalittle and he grabs my hair.
ASuck it!o he commands.
Confused, | start sucking Brocktells me,Not like that and then begins moving my
head up and down. Mgparklysilver chdker fromC | a i keepsdgstting caught in my hair. It
hurts every timé move my head but there is so much going on that my theaghall just a
me s s . piecewgethéwvthat | d6m doing or whatodés really
Suddernty, | hear voices. | bring my head up to look Bubck slams it back down. In

C

<

that momentlsawablr of boys standing by the cinderb

all laughingBrockb s | egs begin to quiver. He starts

throat deeper. | gag. As | begin to cough this liquid shoots inside my mouth. Instindtivel

pul | back and this clear fluid gets al/l oV

disgusting. | just sit there, stunned.
Brock smiles really big, stands up and zips his pants.
AThaoukhave a ni ce,thcalgapaffthbmd. shout s
Theother boys folbw him, laughing hysterically. 6 m i nst antly al one

f
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Sometime in theniddle of my eighth grade yedrdeveloped another coping mechanism not

as positive as the medication | took or the poetry and art | made. This negative behavior
coincided with the emotional invalidation and insults | increasingly received from my dad.

Even though | had creative outletsfeeling helpless at home remained. Tapless feeling

was crucial to the fact that | was unable talk to anybody atheuprivatized, emotional

abusel was essentially voiceless, all theme knowing that the problem | was dealing with

could not beavoided as | gae from a living environment iwhich | was powerless to gain

control. As a result, | tookain inward. | started hiding myself away to avoiddagb s h ar s h
words , and Lizoésisocaness. wavhhedt o gnoyobdttlede nough

emotions reached the point of explogiorh took the first step towardgeling again.
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Without any knowédge of the habit of action
| was about to commdt | took a safety pin out of
my top drawer. Then, | bent the soft metal into |
straight shape. | touched the tip to thegin skin of
my upper thigh, pressing down. | pressed harder a
harder until the slrp point punctured deep into my
buddingflesh, until thetip had plunged inside. | then
dragged the pin towards my knee, producing a ro

2

of red bubbles that pooled quickly to the surface. =~

was like holding your breath underwater and seeir “

the oxygen escape to the murky surface of a once Carol visiting after her release from jail

still lake. | could inally breathe, though, | was also drowning.

Cutting wasan escape that gave me control over my own life and, over time, | acquired an
unhealthy appetite for my own blood. | was completely disconnected with reality and myself.
I di dnodot f edtbanyonekoeanythind) ewastmegsting what | called ashe
void throughthe mediums of othdess violent outlets of art and writingleft most injuries
in visible areas. In school, | would even go so far as to cut myself in the middle of class.
Teachers would approach me, stunned and stuttering at first; however, ultimately becoming
frantic as | continued defiantly before theireyeDon ét do t hat é. Meghan,
hurting yourself!

This resulted in the first of many involuntary hoslii@ions at various merithealth
facilities acrossMichigan and New York.Every falld for four years, my depression
wor sened, and 16d become admitted. Th&@eyte yea
found people like me who hurt themselves amotigstvarietyof kid patients who were also
crazies These children of the young adwards were heartbreaking. Some kids were as
young as fiv@ angrier than hell and outwardly violent. Most were teenagers though, ages
twelve to eighteen, with behavioral problems of all varieties, some just deeply depressed, and

others far beyond help ihé throes of varigs realityaltering psychoses.
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AGirl on girl 0
IV

At about thirteen, | experienced an awakening of sexuality. The opposite sex started to look
at me differently, so | slowly began to notice. The long stares of boys in my direction were
perplexing to my adolescent mi nd .my breastsi dn 0t
hadndét grown since they started, my face wa:
weird. Why would anyone want to look at ME?

Even still, my first sexuaexperience was with an unpopular girl in the seventh grade.

It was an act of pity for her, and experimentation. The night it happenednadolescent
tragedy. She had sent out invitations to our entire grade for a Halloween party in her
basement. We gnt the day decoratidg black lights, balloons, streamérsthe works. Her
mom made treats and put odobwls of salty crunchy snaaks even her annoying little
brother stayed out of our way. As the hour of the party approached, she and | got geeked by
crankng up our favoritesongs fromThe BacktreeBoys,N 6 S Y,MBflttany, and Christina.
When nobody showed up an hour past the time to arrive, my friend realized no one was
coming. | winced and tried to make her feel better and she shamelessly freaked out.

And twhaethé @mtysprouted
| closadl my eyes in the dark basement, let finger my vagina, and kiss me with her tongue.
She wanted to do stuff to me so | let her. The first person to touch my virgin vagina was a
g rl . | di dnodt oftantdl met make geople bappy.IMy Bappinesga?pAs if.

After that, my friend tok me into the township to meet the boy she liked, who had a
brother. Both boys shared a bunk bed. She felt confident enough to start trying things out on
boys, but she néed me to get with the guys. | was her buffOne girl is fun butwo is a
party. We rolled around in sheets and groped. When it became clear that the brothers wanted
a three some, but not with my friend, | backed out. She was angry at me, as if Iragddet
her and asked for it. We were so naive and ridiculous. And we dressed like sluts, so what did

we expect?
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fiBest is the besi

| was an easy target fards to make fun of: | wathe weird girl. That girl that entered the
seventh grade, Best Middle School, said to befiiesd middle schoolwith pipe dreams. |
came all brighteyed like my life was going to transform, thinking it was a step closer to

high school and somehow, the transition ldanake me mature and beautifllrong

EARLIER THIS YEAR, | went through a phase where | wanted to be a cheerleader. Because
| have this best frier@ Brookew h oratsirally athleticandl wish | could be likeher.
So, trying out was mdé3rookeand my friendSandy(who isnotfriends withBrooks).
Sandps ki nd of the school |l ooser, but | feel
Anywayyyzée
So, like, finalyyy after all of this working out and shit wlBnookeit was the day of
tryouts When we got there it was totally intens$stike, every girl in the school had shown

up to fulfill their deams of becoming pretty and popularas just as sold oats them

Walking into the school cafeteria, stupid, cotmandy sprayscented girlswarmed It was
like a giant slumber party without the pop music and pajamas.

That was when | was lik&heerleading? Uh. What was | thinking?

All of the popular girls were clustered together next to the stage, like a bunch of
retarded pink flamingd@s jumping, stretching, bending, and tying the laces to their perfectly

whit e, Adi das 6.

Gag me.
They all wore that yedr &4 ihdi donéend:indteh
Al justo wob&capl . Il tried it once in my batt

just looked like avreck But, of course, the popular girls were standing there in their cluster,
bending over atthewaishts si ng t heir | ong hair up i nto tt
perfectly messy and completely easy.

Bitches.
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So this ye@mort il oy ewlbatedikelsbtdeadlook a bob &d bamngh e
that is so perfectly styled and hair sprayedthétm t e a s e dy tofwear a vagp\Wherma r i n
| walk into the cafeteria and wait in line to registére girl behind ta table with the
clipboard asksne i hewlNewAnd | 6m | i ke,
ANoO, | 6 m Mdyoplhidiot).l Dael bgen at tahyesg 0school w
She didndét recognize me because dyonad all
know, for practical cheerl eading purposes. L
to keep your helmdtair perfect!t Whetmy b angs ar gagbttl frepkeoutfSett | y s
guess she didnot yrradenak helmetavightet, that and Whm thé helin
would suspect that I, the weird ass wigtd who fell in the trash can at lunch, would every

try out for cheerleading?

Oh my god, thavassoe mbar rassing when | fel/l into the
went to push it to the side, but | pushed it too hard anddthkmA 6 BOOM! The LOUDE
sound EVER echoed in the lunchroom, making the whole place go from zoo to cémetery
with all the noise screeching to halt, the ENTIRE lunchroom looked at ME to see what had
happenedé and there | was, inside the trash
the whole goddam room got loud again in a roar of laughter and pointing fiktggréook!
The dumkass white girl just fell inside a trash caBO HUMILIATIN G! Ugh. The stupid
ass principalvasright behind me and he thought | knocked it over and fell into raw garbage
on purpose! Seriously?! UGH! He made me pick up the garbage with ANDS! My
HANDS! And, so, like, there | was, sitting on the floor, everybody laughing covered in
garbage and picking it up.

Who puts wieels on a 4@allon trash can@ | should have wrote a letter.

Anywayyyzé

After my name was called from the clipboard chick and | jumped up and down in front of a
table of hadbbeen housewi ves, I got bor ed. My frien
ATO so they were called al most | ast. I was |

Great. Now what?
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| walkedaround the hallways of the school, went to my locker to clean it aadarge my
awesome door collage, and then | tried to see what classroom doors were left open. My
English room was locked, and so was the computer room, so then | tried the art rossn acr
from the lunchroom where the cheerleading tryouts were being held.

To my surprise, the art door was open. So | let myself in. | looked around. | saw some
scraps and started doodling on them. Then,
drawers. Nothing was too interesting until | got to the bottom, file drawer where | thén saw
a box of French chocolates! Oh wow, did they look good. They were all so decorated and
pretty. | figured that my French teacher, Ms. Brown must have given them aa tieacher,
since they had to share the same room for classes and all, you know, Best Middle School
being cheap and what not.

Yeah, | decided to have just one. | opened the lid wider to grab a pretty chocolate
truffle, popped it into my mouth and thignwow! Did it tastegood! After that, all bets were
off. | quickly looked up at the glass pane in the wood door to see if anybody was coming,
snatched my teachethocolates, hid behind the desk, and devoured every pieceslithdre

emptybox back in théottom drawer.

Before my dad picked us up that day, we learned Bhabke was the only one cut out for
cheerleading. | shrugged it off and congratulated herShatlywas a big baby sobbing on
the curb outsidd.was glad she lived close the schoolso we could drop her off and get rid

of her.

Then, that Mondayhack at schoglan announcement came over thedPA

AEverybody I|isten up, I need your atten:
principal said.

The whole classroom in first period stiffed.

AOver the weekend, an incident occurred
seventtoreighthgr ader s came into Mrs. Al ebsé&dd6s room

The classroom busted out laughing.

My face kind of turnedcarlet.
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fid in her aesk during the cheerleading tryouts. Now, this was a special box of
chocolate and she is very upsdtexpect the student who is responsible to report to my

office immediatelfof ace t he consequences. 0

Well, two days days went by, and | sure as |
whole issue had blown over. But oh no. During first period, the principle made another
announcement.
AAttention all | adinasismimnedacaesiey .roeport to t
Then word had caught on about the cheerleading tryouts and rumors were being
passed around school that the chocolate thief had been a girl.
But heads were turning left and right in class after the announcement, perplexed as to
the vague and urgé announcement. | guess nobody figured it would have amounted to an
assembly. Every girl made her way to the gym and were separated by grade and then
categorized in even smaller groups by the first letter of our last ndfaesy athletics
instructor in he school showed up to lead the groups. We were coached about honesty and
the value of respecting our teacherods perso
one by one i f we had stolen the chocoedat es.
to pull out a piece of paper and privately write the first and last name of the person who we
t hought had stolen them fr onyouMmow it, mAhamd s e 6 s
showed up fivée i mes, which was more than anyone el s
Pathetic.
After the votetallied, | was called in front of the entire assembly #mehescorted to
the principal s office. When he asked me wh
see what the big deal was. | was hungry.o

| was the most hated girl in schdo espedally, the girl most hated bgheerleaders
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ASuddenly Susaro
By the millenni um, I was in the eighth grad
grew up in and came back to was still just
fiction. Robots didnot was h t hney datliasdhhess , c |

girlfriend. | did. One less tense night, all three of us were watching a rented Blockbuster
tape, the size and sound of a box of chocolates, when | suddenly felt chilly. | got up from the
creamcoloredleather couch, and wemt look for tie blue and yellow patchwork blanket

i nsi de d agitdeddbedbonwhich g parents once shared.

As | REACH for the heavyblanket from the shelf, a blue binder falls out of the fabric. A
hidden binder. What is this binder? Dad and Liz wdrmee about going into their room. |
know 1 6m not allowed to touch anything in ¢ttt
enter but ldod t €uwuxhktleem and theirrulednd now, therebds this:
| want to know why thigylossy,two-dimensionalgirl is smiling on the cover. | crane my
neck behind my back to see if anyone is coming, then quickly open to the first page. Bright,
enthusiastic letters spell out on the page.

Her name isSusanGreenand she is from Springdale, Pennsyiiga These pages are
telling the story of her adolescent life, from birth to present.

Susanplays soccer an&usancheers. Her face is alabaster adorned with big, brown
eyes the color of an acorn. She has a straight, megawatt smile, a mom named Ciady and
brothercalledZack. Everyone smiles.

This is really strange. I dondét wundersta
closet, the years so neatly organized between the pages. But something inside me grows, like
a limb lengthening, and | knowrneeddad make sensef it. This feeling of growth wells
inside mel get lost inside & depthsas | sit on the blugile carpet wondering how to address
my concern. | push ynfear of the unknown aside, fear likdbaulder blockng the cave, and
headtowards the living room.

My words blurt out, AWhat is this?0
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Their eyesare watching the movie arttleir headgurn to me. They see the binder
first, and look away.
AWhat the hel]l is going on?0 | say.
Silencehangs like a puppesuspendedn a string, théelevision is the only audio.
AWebve been meaning to sit down and talk
how to say it.o
ASay owhlabtniwmad! Who i s this person?o9
In the blue and yellow light of TV and floor lamp, Dad and Liz fumble with words.
Finally, Liz says it,in the only way that one coudd

AShebsi gbar . o

The words are | ike a jigsaw puzzl e. Each
whole.lc andt s eragméntedvimagésdrom the bindaake a person, or how these
three words make sense. They play back t& me

Sheods

a nose
..youré
the mouth
é sister
are the eyes that stare back at me.

Together, though, the face isot blurry to be featuredSusanis a face behind a fogged
mirror.

AWebve been meaning to tell you, 0 dad re
Christmasébo

The word fall away from me. | hear the echoegragments.

Visit. Sister. ChristmasSusan

Aféand sheds meealkl| yoexoi ted to

The fog lifts.

A Whwhat 2 She knows about me ? 0

=]

Oh, yeah. Wedve been taldkbwing on the phon
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AWhat the hel]l i's going on!o 1 6ve had en
what the fuck i1 s goisrmge amy.|addWwithemore?contrelh e ? How
It is then explainedo me that a school projebad helped her find her fatidermy
dad.Our dad How hadhemade another child and not known? When did this happen?

At the age of fourteerSusanwas justtechnically a year oldér her birthday in March of

198 and mine in February of 1987.e/re only elewe months apart. Both our motkenad

been living in Florida when they met our dad and became pregnant. A blood test confirmed

t hat s he wadaughten hotvever,ta blood wsb was exactly what dad and | lacked.
While Susanhas definite proof that she i1is dados

wanted to help my mom take careof,me0 he di dndt take the pater

This was, of course, sot | y f or his advantage, not th
could parent me, his conscience at ease. It
the contributing ¥c hr omosome t hat made me. He rationed
he was gi ng to be my dad. A test di dnodt do tt
uncertainty, |l 6m forever | eft to wonder, C O

story that myreal father was a bouncer she had a thing with at some macaroni restaurant
where she waitressed. This guy wasfilialian Stalliono and his name was Richard. When
my dad would slack at parenting, mom would repeat how she should have went after my real
f at hhe wauld never have domigis, her loud mouth crying and repeating over and over
agai n. Wh a t 30 Iselieee hey mom and osvn tdab she is a bastard child OR have
faith that her dad is helad?
| have never been good at staying kind to
| have spent myife feeling cheated from this essential knowledge, left resentful
towards those who choose reinforce the secret. The only thing | do believe in is the right to
govern my own | ife. This | oss doesndét give
in. No child should have to wonder who their parents are. And yet, | live with that mystery.
And so, | continue to feel lost. And thus, | question everything when it comes to my position

asdaughterin the Dailey family. And also, if they are my family, evrough this is not
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their fault. I wonder 1 f they know that I (
Because of all/l t his, | dm not sure how to | o
foundation of my connection like the surface ofthe ean on a hori zon t ha
|l 6m not sure i f thereds | and beyond my vast
swaying.

Are they rolling towards me or are they rushing away?

When dad, Liz and | first meusan it was the winter affr | found the secret binder
explaining that | had a sister. | was thirteen and unprepared to accept that | was meeting one
of the most important people in my life. Raised an only child, | had alwashed for a
sibling to be bedriendswi t h . getthd chdnoedd wear her hamd-downs or become
j eal ous as she matured. |l wasnodét given the
shadow in school. When | m&usan she was a fully developed person: a pretty teenager
who already had befiends, an annoying little brother and a boyfriend back lbraehome
that was three hundred miles away.

Deep in the back of my mind, a shadowy realization buried itself and festered. |
realized that even if | wanted a relationship with my sister, ittwdun 6t be t he one
missed all those years gone by when we were both maturing into young women. Meeting
Susanf or the first ti me disister,dttelt likeelavhs meatilgan me e t |
adopted sister who was swdy chosen to joinhie family. Or maybe that was mélpon
meeting her, | regret my actions were not welconmmghe leastConcern and confusion
created a barriet.canstill sense my coldness, the distance, tnredambivalencd felt that

day. | wasthirteen just staringat her, not extending my hand or a hug.

In the future,Susanwill move to Michiganto attend Oakland University. But her physical
closenesswo 6t ¢ h ack@feematianal cldsemesStill in high schoothen | will feel

like too much time had gori®y without my effort to aeate a bond. Yet every time | deer

again | will feel guilty for my lack of effort. She will béeautiful and pogar; the kind of

girl you look up to and want to hang out together. In the future, one Easter we will both show

up wearing the same color pink and laugh at the coincidence, but | will stand nexatalher
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feel like a blemish that needs berubbedout. Susanwill seemto be the missing link in
dadbés beaut i f ekoutfike an ejyegoyeversinte | arrivedtagain eight years
aga when | was elevegearsold. | won dldok normal and it will be the truth. | will be a
mentally ill eighteeryearold whose appearances and atisidhangelaily. One day | could
look gothic: an overmedicategirl who hasglazed eyes with sefhutilation scars, a buzz cut
and black hair; while, it seemsnly in the next moment | could be a pedéméng hippie
donning loads of dangling jewelrmy light frame weighealown in oversized, thrifstore
clothes.Susanwill consistently lookike an Abercrombie model, and | will healous.In the
future | will let my jealousy precede the acceptance of my own weirdodss dominated
by my feelings of inadequacy khyer appearance of normalcy and perfectiowill know
Susan to beimperfect, but she will loolperfect to me.rl the future, Iwill let this selt
consciousness inhibdur relationship, lending to guilt ahissed opportunities while we are
young, when [ still havéhe chance to be her sistand friend.

In the future, Susanwill get her degree at Oaklandniversity where she wilinet a
guy namedBill . They will fal in love. After, they will spendome time living in the house |
grew up in whichwill convert into an income property faur dad. During that tiey | will
live across the street with dad and in the new house. | will be even closerSosanbut |
wo n dnkke the effort to be her friend or hang out. Insteadyr dives will change
dramatically. She anBill will becomeseriousand! will becomemore chaotic. Tragedy will
strike. I owi || move out of my dadds house ar

and farther away. Never returning.

Meghan & Susan
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AiFourteen doing thirtyo

ITés YMMERTIME and |1 6m visiting my mom again upst .
place after leaving the halfway house in Gloversville. My Gram says she needed to be
farther away from the bad people, and | sense immediately who she is refeéitige to
people my mom usewith, several names and faces | wish to forget.
Today, momand her boyfriendeddie, plus her friendCandyand her boyfriendBill
and meare at the Canajoharieo@e. Likeusual, mom and her friendseaup to no goodnd
getting me involved. We all gerunk together in the woodsipping from thin tin cans of ice
brewed beer. It doesndét matter that | 6m onl)
join in. Butthen mom and her friends also dedidget loadedThey creep from the car back
to the stone slabs in the shallow gorge as if they are holding gold. | see smoke rise in thick
clouds over their heads and they start choki
or bot h. | 6ve deci de duptoaraw. ihd piecerof papbréefareame |l g at e
looks like shit. Smears of bright colors blur together like one of those giant lollipops you get
at the state fair. I have no idea what | 6 m
where | have no breasts, a shoe staaguring the whole barrowed mess together. Mom said
there was no use in gpading money on a new suit wheard Sonya had an old small one |
could wear. I didndét arigdgwes bdeausaemel cloil loe
Crayola:cerulean blue Istopped using the stubby waxy sticks for acrylics and charcoals
and colored pencils, but the color of this crayon has stayed with me, like the ghost of a dead
friend who died young. Maybe that was me.
In the distanceCandy begins peeling off her clothe&r o s s . Shedés so d
flabby with her tiny toetanned body, broo+hristle hair and that goofgiss voice of hers that
makes her sound both | ike a man and bat woman
nudity! That és |j ustc tpoaor ko,b vainodu swe Tdhoinsé ti sn eae dp
| turn to yell out to mom but shend Eddie are twosteps ahead of me, alrgad
stumbling towards the car. B#d s g &heshinei cagrin going and mom looks glossy
eyed and mischievous, as usual. | let my butt slid off the metal tailgate and bounce down
towards the ground, dropping pencils at my bare feet. | snap one in half with my heal,

tripping backwar ds . sAdimygrabbypéndilsrandyvathere@pad, hg t h
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see mom duck her head out from the window of
and hand&ddiea bag.

So mom,Mannyand | hopinsidethe Oldsmobile whil&CandyandBill trail behind
from the gorgeand get ito theirowncarBut as wedre driving home,
The next thing | knowBill is trying to run our car off the road and mom and | are screaming
and yelling while I 6m getting Biolsésépsdscapg ound
in front of the Oldsmobile and then Bijllmps out of the cé& eyes red like a mad bullke
heds going to start a fi,gvete.isitHadd@isintylee | d migv esrod
seat provokindnim bellowing about howh e 6 s g o but and beat higgface in, but mom
isscreaminthar der than heds threatening. EBdieom t he
and tries and fails at grabbing his face through the open window wither her mauve claws. Bill
setsoffand break i nt o a run for mombés door. Mom cr a
rolling up the window.But he next thing | know webhaf squec

on the road, driving past B#tanding in the roadis hands flying like a pinwheel

We get t o my nmoan®d @ecealuathitdredtt t hi nk we wi
Edde&s crazy driving. The whhehneustdownte rBadlsé 6 s ¢
Eddie kept stepping on the gas, spitting stones from the hot coal tires down the backen
roads.

Waitd never mind.

Here comes Bilhow. He explodes from the car, leaving it half in the sidewalk, half
on the road, the engine runningg#in the same scenario: two men goindpeéateach other
senselessl| stay in the backseat, but someoneuimping out of the car running into the
apartment building, and then someone is following them but returning with a knifeelAl
breaks loose just as | hear the sirens. Amhtmom hands ntée knife. Not a pocket knife.

Not even a s witcheo tarvdr,Isteped like awidé carroa The blade is large in
my small, bird hand.

AGbring this to the apartment above our s,

| dondt hesitate. |l just run.

My feet fly up the shitty, old step. | ascend three flights, pass our apartmetrd

and keep climbing untilreach the next flight and start knocking. For a moment, the inside is
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still and think no onesi there. Then footsteps. A chgingles and snaps back. Two brown

beady eyes squint back through the door crack while an unseetrho as ks what | 6én
explain myself feeling all the sudden unsur €
wider. Af at, pockmarked face | ooks at me I ike 128

he pushes me inside.

The first thing | notice is the me#s garbage everywhere, but more than ggebha
see bottles of Jack Damselempty bottles, half empty bottles, full bottles, broken bottles,
bottles under things and on things too. The red head with the blue visor on sees me looking
and aks me if Iwantadr n k . | 6 ve n e vsdeforenmkdow Jf BlikektbutD sag i e |
yes. He reaches for a dirty glass from the sink, rinses it, and thes pe somember
liquid. | accept the cup and look away as | lift the glass to reach myllipsugh but
swallow.

We make small talk. We exchange names. | look around the mess some more.

AYou want to watch TV?o0

ASure. o

We go into his bedrooywhich is a tight space off the kitchen with a curtain for a
door. Inside, the windows are cover@dblack trash bags. | laugh insiddust be why all
the garbage is on the fladDne window is open slightly, the crack of light blinks red and
blue.l push boxes aside with my knee, inching through the piles towards the sight. Outside, a
crowd of bored lowlifes gather to observe the saanéhe streetA man gets handcuffed and
stuffed into the back of a police cdrooks like Eddig the shadow is tocaf to be Bill.|
watch for a minute, then pull back theakeshift plastichade anglop down on the bed to
tell the messy drinker who | am, what | like, who my mom is and what happened that day.
|l tds the only r oo moadiome bedtramepHodzontllyiwa ¢otmer,faur ni t |

TV and a dresser, no couch.

ltds turned dark outside and the room is
bellied, overweight man tells mabout him being a truck driver, playing video games and
that he likes Howal Stern. K asks if | would | like to watch it tocdAnd we did. And then,
he asks me if | want to have sex and | say ok. When his sheetadeedhe gés off of me

and just g5 there stunned.
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AYoubre a virgin?o

He speaks in an angular tone that saysmve done something wrong. | pule
stained covers over me, ball myself up, and then myégtrying to sound stronger than |
am

| was only trying to give you what you wantethought. | was only trying to fit in.

He backs away.

AHowé haweolydu, anyway?o
| hesitate.
AHow ol d are you?0 | say, suddenly just a

Warrensi t s up str ai gh t-réne. |l blirkrHe repeats/hss questigns t we r
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nFerndal e Freako

| have heen n gquestion 2 ¢ rC;Qde
NO‘\’ "(f?\_\_{)i’ig ir pru SEIAR
My ocpoles dveamy and “surrea@ o
;‘ﬁ\ﬂ(:\;(v € v ,?5 when

'DCS*dvd.t, i$ ohyndant

i am d4no Comp licated o try aml cm\m
To_folr the  words

Put inty o sentencu

Tormn o \ine e
Deswribe the wmass confusion
6t Ap net mind T
Pathetic burst 5§ emotion
Pecomes detadheds
Tose me home,

| learned more secrets about Liz as the years wenlagoncalled the house one day and
asked to speak to his mom.
His mom?
Not only did she conceal her real name, alse hid the fact that she had tadult children,
JasonandDanielle Mom told me hw she lost custody of them after Liz got drunk and they
almost died in a house fire she started, just like her parents did to her brother and her. Liz
was an adopted child who ciaat her own darkness. She had ti@oes. Still, dad always
seemed to takeehn side and was in return emotionally abusive towards me. | could hardly
believe this woman had made my dad turn on me wherwskea lousyperson. She was
awf ul , but she had somehow bewitched my dad

could live or low | wanted to do it. | was todd

Al am just | i ke niiyl naom hae rl.iot t | e bilabyanmvhen
sick in the head fandwinlele dh anveed iac ahtoito nd.ionner r
Al will c¢clean t he hfioNios,e 1o nwoSnabttu rfddaeysdhs . 106 &t . &
my door closédatd.dondét need my bdé@dlomwgilhgsnolhack
mom from the housfelmpdaorfe.agi |l e | it tilMgy fdlaadwer

didndét hit me; I just forgot to take my medi

Describing the abuse would be the same as telling you the color of air.
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How would | recount something so intrinsic to my own thinking? Or describe the
paternal manipulation that replaced my thougtith theirs? Why was | taken away from my
mom if | was to live in a house that was also unfit and meneafigtionally damaging?

What does it mean to say you love someone with the same breath you hurt them?

To cope | cut. When that wasnét enough, I

Life at school became my escape. | loved learning and the stability the classroom
offered. My teachers were more like role models than dreaded adults making me pass grades
(ok, so | repeated a couple years). | relished in their presences and wonderééywhere
before they started to teach, and what their private lives were like since. Each teacher had
their own personality that either worked or completely failed at producing actual learning. |
found that when a teacher was more personable, the morgeeng®ecame in the work.

Perhaps this explains why | was drawn to the arts growidg thgy weremore expressive.
Though, every once in a while, a math or science teacher made the classroom exciting. Even
still, I found myself in creating. First with ardnd then with writing. But then | noticed |
would fuse the two.

I n my paintings or drawings, words woul d
there. And al most al ways, what Il wrote had
consciously tmk anything of this, | just did it. Until, one day, my advanced art teacher, the
notoriously sweaty and sincere Mr. Scott, pointed out in a criiqi¥®u know, your art
really would be more impactive without all this lettering on the canVélsat he was
refereeing to then was a mixed media painting | had created during thénglhad an entire
semeter: a dead version of myself wittlectric blue hair (yes, that was a thing of mine)
where, above my head, scratched angrily into the canvas were the walds [ at t hat p
carved into my soft, scared fl esh: addi ct,
outline in the shape of a mushroom. Today, (
forearm. The other words have been covered by new sc#ne shapes of hash marks and

lines and lines and lines.

At age sixteen, | had been seeing psychiatrists and therapists for twelvesyeaas
my parents started going through their divorce. The list of mental diagnosis | carried

around as uselesssaa TFshirt tagd had grown to include depression, severe depression,
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bipolar disorder, and anorexig@gventually and finally to include borderline personality
disorder, some years lated) did not identify as being mentally ill, despite what all the
doctors were telling mefou would be fucked up too if you had my litapught. | figured, if
only my life were normal, | would be too. But, there was no use in imagining for something
bet er in order to feel nor mal . I di dndt have
fighting for my honor. |l was as innocent and
It seemed the main concern ddctors was trying new medications and prescribing
themwithout hesitation, like Halloween candy. With this cocktaibentated care, | found
that | was never on a certain medication in the bunch for long, maybe a few months, before
the doctor would prescribe something else to try a new commination. It wasbxeoys by
my constant regression that none of the medication was actually working. Still, the pills they
kept trying square peg, round hole. On average, | would consume gitbpsychiatric
medication combination at a time, twice a day. Sometimes,/sometimes less.
What | did then to help myself (as the medications were pushed and pumped inside of
me) was write. Taken after my mom, | was naturally a creative person, dabbling in the hand
made arts. However, it walsatdtl ulmegdn It ctfaee
satisfied. o | trul yd howthatdvasmahoie negv aramat Whaty et p
discovered as | began writing was the wtoégaper equivalent of a brugb-canvas art.
Making art was all about transmitting an idet a rendered image, which was something |
never cared too much for. Actually, I | ackec
art |l ook Areal o to real i fe, I l' i ked my i
accurate or fully renderedo me, art was about feeling and color and shape and contrast and
texture. Creating art was more in the process. It mattered more tbow | experienced
making art than what it actually looked liké&ot such a great quality to possess towards
something asthetic As a resul t, ot her people in the 0
they called ® Not quite good. Thoughthere were those in the same art world who
believed in me and my strange artistic renderings. So, | started writing poetry on tHe side.
kept a journal that had a cover design in mstdined glass with smooth cream pages

l ines. There, the fiwhite canvaso was freeing

I stared writing & di dnodt stop
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AChildren of godd

Youth Club tripto Colorado. Meghan arms folded, rigidanelle to her right

Dad and Liz sent m® Youth ClubatFer ndal e6s Fi r shurchUmnan éfferd Me t h
to make me decenEvery Wednesday kids of all ages would gather to worship, eat a crappy
overcooked dinner, and hang loose for some goodsagpdoved fun. What becameiro
infamousseniorhigh roomwas locatedn the basemendf the church. It reeked of the ®s
yellowed walls and stained shdige color of rust The carpet was a stiff orangea that
coated a seating aré@e opposite direction of @op-down living room.It wasa creation of
hallow, hard stairthat mimicked the comfort of the ancigbwliseum in Romel. was known
for laying out bellydown on one of the giant orangéeps, headphones blaring, sketchpad in
handé among ot her mythaii anangd.withTny onead typically self-
chopped andieon coloredsomethingcrazy.| typically worea differentbandshirt for every
day of the week wittpaint permanentlysplattered on the fronts of my jeafsit my nails
were always perfectly polished despite my outward mess, jewelry dangled and drmpped
every part of me.

Within those safe sefbam colored walls of our room all are equal. Popular kids talk
with geeksand freaks war more than feaBy high school, we had a solid social group of

Clubberswho all hung out like best friends, once a week. This could never happen in school
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where a daily, dogmatic hierarchy ofeasicool s
eccentric and fused as a giant communal pot of cheddar fondue.

Every weekjt became more cledahat most Clubbers wertroubled kidslike | was,
who needeckxtra support outside of home. | waerte becausedpent my free timeuting
myself,but| first came to Ferndale First becausg friend Aliciainvited me to a Lockn in
the seventh gradéfter that, dad and Liz signed us up for Sunday service. Dad converted
from Catholicism to Methodism, and | became a Youth Clubber and started goingr¢b ch
regularly for the first time in my life. After a few months, the church began torfess like
spending time with an extended familgunday services became bearable with the
anticipation of social hall snacks that followed the last hymns, and Waatyeebecame the
days | instantly gained a group a friends. Church brought unlikely groups of people together.
We learned stuff about god and volunteered in Michigan and in the other neighboring states,
but a lot if it was about making friends. We helpedselves by helping others under the
light and guidance of godmen.

So | grew to like Youth Club. vas n 6t so bad, but I still
would showup highafter burning bowls on my way walking to the church. A couple times, |
drank lifted bottleso f  Ar bor Mi st with my girlfriend®s,
floor of the sanctuary. And when | was plastered one Wednesday, ltrearno suckan
older Clubberglick (but was, for obvious reasons, shot dowh). was ina mood, nobody
near me was safe from the filthspewed | oncetold theelementaryClubbers,in detail,
what 69 meant.(That spurred a conference with an elder about my behavior and place, an
older Clubber who was to set an example, at the church.)

Friends at church collected like a links on a chain. Just as Alicia had invited me to
join the Club, I invited my best frienBamanthafter| got to Ferndale High, freshman year
At church,Samanthandour mutual friend (a year oldefanelleformed an astoppable trio
We bonded on being babsses iad we were also expert lifters, collecting stolen goods in our
rooms like squirrels gather and hide nuts for winter.

One day, we got tired of only taking things from stores that wiiuildto our purses,
sowe walkedto the Old Navyon Woodwardand all $ole matching messenger bags for the
goods voff. d lthd the pprple baggamantha blue one, andanellepicked pink. Our

specialtywas alcohol. In Michigan, you can buy beer and wine anywhedeug stores,
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grocery stores, liquor stores, some gas stadiopgu name itHell, with the right black

person by your side (and a few extra dollars), you can even goligteoastore on 8Vlile at

age sixteerand get whatever you warfamanthaJanelleand | would hit up all the local

drug storest he t wo CVS éans the Foodtard grAderg to get our liquid gold

Usually, we took bottles of Arbor Mist, but any bottle fit perfect in dutky, vinyl

messenger bags. Once we had the goodsv e 6 dSSanrtha s 0 at t i ¢ Jabhell@s oo m
basement lairand getloaded.Mor e t han ointhelaumdey d0d0m Fnk ® avoid

going upstairs and seeing her parents. It was like we \weng but our favorite moviel3,

with the characters Tracy and Emieno dideverything but anal sex amaeth.

We didnot get caught uGoing black te@ ¢he samea staree d a c
threet i mes i n one day for c¢os mebingasolowa and i s ky,
getting caught by a store manager stuffing a bottle into a bag should have madp,hats
he let me gowithan, donét ever want t andthastlfdhmor¢y ou i n
invincible thanweegoteaught walkintg obwadMatand CD
during a Christian youth concert outing that we were forced to cool our @reraown. We
told the church vanto stop at the storebecause we needed t o l
pr odu evhat?ldb éunts. Much to the erbarrassment of the Horch, the police were
called and my friends got banned fraktal-Mart for the next ten years; |, as thag leader,
got banned for life (which has since been revoked).

After that, Samanthaand Janellehad to stg away from me for a wle. Dad went
through my room and found all of the things
everything but the clothes | had and banished me to the vacant, second floor apartment again.

It was the second time he made me live up there alonewhend bad. Church di d
wasnbét fAreformed. 0O

However, Ferndale First was always welcoming mdter what mess | got myself
into, again Everyone was a child of god. We were told to be his greatest creation. Flawed,
but given salvationStill, forgiveness was an impermeable idea: an encrypted philosophy |
coul dn o0t scramted befote arte &rom the darkness | looked out into, inside my

proverbial caveThe darkness | possessed extended beyond the light of god and his gift.



ML Lords Three Days in SeptembeB6

AGreyhoundo

The last day ofreshman yearl wore a purple Ishirt stolen
from my exthat readFuck Youon the backcourtesyof a
sharpie. As | walked down the acudhelling hall®
concentrated by the years of lives before, that scent the stuc
memond | could hear laughing and applause. Most peop |
j ust did double takes, t hei
been slapped-dowever, his made me feel more embarrasse
t han cool . I hadnoét anticip
give everyone attitude. That was me at sixteen.

When the last bell rang, my history class over (oh, tt

irony), | jumped up and practicallymaout the door. It seemed

rling

att e

t hat every other high scéhoooler was 1T n 1nsta

jumping around like animals and hooting and kigh v i n g, but I di dnot
Nope. | speed walked my ass out the double doors and hightailed it home tielBestveet,
| had plans.

Now, around this time | developed an intense love for angry @usiostly Marilyn
Manson, Dope, ICP and Emineinworshipped these artists; they sang, screamed and rapped
my pain. Certain lyrics were so meaningful to me, | cooed myself that the artists and |
had somehow known each other in another life and collaborated on the messages. It was as if
they knew me personally. | convinced myself of that, to feel less alone.

When | arrived home that day, | flicked &iTV as | waited for the taxi that would

take me i nto Rdyha Nobddiesklashedlamss the streen in greys, reds,

greens, blacks and whitBrianWar ner (t he arti stodéds real name)
a tree. | watched the dead eyexd i | dr en and the pope kiss Wal
bridged

Some children died the other day. We fed machines and then we prayed.
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Puked up and down the morbid faith. You shdwdgte seen the ratings that
d a YW are the nobodies, wanfme s omebodi es, webre dead,

who we are.

| hopped on aGreyhoundthat afternoonand disappeared to upstate New York, trying
desperately to |ive with my mom again. I di
lines. In the meantime, aearch party had ensued; the contents of my trash can emptied out

for clues.By the time | got dragged back to Michigan again, the duplex was aboutao be
full-on rental property and daslas now living in the house across the street. Liz had also

made someealestate changes of her own; she converted the upstairs space of her best friend
Sher ryos henawa seeond plade to live. Buinas just a placehe could hide out to

get drunk, really

Uncle Ron died that summer | ran away. It wasfirst experience with deateudden

| got a phone call from my dad one afternoon. Through broken sobs he said that my
uncled the one we had just visited in his new home in Arizona less than a year ago, the
uncle who was a new dad, the vibrant surgeb thirty who loved MC Escher images and
spicy food had become suddenly ill, and over the course of three days, dropped dead.

| didndét know what to do with myself.

I di dnodt understand how someone SO0 youncg
without warning. He was a doctor for chissake! In my adolescent mind, terrible things like
that didndét happen to people | i ked lhiikne Sudds
friend Constance who killed herself with a bottle of pills, or our neighbor @aBeaufield
Street who beat his wife with a baseball bat before holding her hostage, ending the day of
terror with a gunshot to the heathose werany experiencethen. | only knew that the old
died, and the young waited. | reasoned that if someonesdi@édenly, it was because they
had rolled some bad dice or played with the
wrong. He was unblemished and excellent (unless you count a failed first marriagedas a sin
yeah, righj.

| mourned his loss internallyreserved poison, but the denial of which wormed its
way out. The aiof death settledhside me. | became increasingly seéstructive, running

farther and farther away, not just from &febut frommy trueself.
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A Al in the family 0

Sonya & Meghan

Mom spent most of the summer disappearing. But at first life was perfect. This was her
pattern to build me up with promises of sobriety and change for her best self yet. Either she
had quit drinking and drugging for good, or we were planning our nexenfdv lies, but
she believed she could do it. That was what mattered, not the truth. She needed to hold on to
the future to get herself through the present. Mom was a dream chaser, not a realist. | was
part of the dream.

Too quickly, reality would set ireclipse all distant brightness with impeding violent
i ght . She had an inability to sustain such
from being disappointed when she fulfilled her legacy and let me down. My love for her was
based on believin . It didnét help to stick to the fa
was more. She was my mémthe one, the only. My soft gypsy moth&ho ran with my
heart in her right hand, an hourglass in the other. I could never catch up. My sadness stood
i ke each grain of sand that collected at th
ever had a full breath of air without feeling smothered by the weight of her.

That summer | ran away was worse than ever. She started disappearing &r entir
weekends at a time, or longer. | was home alone, counting the falling grains of sand. Her

Afriendso would show up and take her away.
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streets at night or get high with the weed and cigarettes she left mbesstbrnot rat on her
for going away. Sometimes | invited boys over. One of my best friends was a neighborhood
boy named Brice, but there was nothing sexual between us (even though he wanted more).
Wedd play video games, c a radtraick and | Iea drevihg mo v i e
around. Another one of my guy friends was this kid Birkhe town waste case. The
difference between nice boys like Briceandead g6 s | i ke Dirk was all
had a stable home life and hardworking folks; Diriswa punk and both his parents were
addict s. Hanging out with Dirk, wedd get fuc
Hell, even mom would join the parties. It was embarrassing for me that my mom hung out
with my @Afri ends.tous&with the samenpeople as yqurpparsenes.dThat
just takes the fun out of it.

| used to hang out at this squatter pad on Market Street. It was an old Chinese
restaurant that had been converted into abmdroom (if you could call it that). Drug houses
are all the same. l'tdés all found furniture t
single twin mattress on the floor as a bed (no sheets) containing an uncased pillow, random
dishes stolen from restaurants, graffiti all over the walld, m@ver (not ever) is there any
toilet paper. The only thing of wvalwue that
TV. Sometimes some video games. Drug houses are all about getting fucked up and wasting
the day. You could do this rambling abagnspiracy theories, drawing on the walls, or
engaging in risky sex. The TV is always on
quiet in a drug house, even when the floor is covered with bodies that have passed out.

Out of al | t h eanddreduirg anch autuo$, dlarketl wasl my viavorite.
Perhaps it was just a sign of the times: | had finally reached the age of experimentation. In
my younger days, | 6d dabbled in a few other
Michigan, the drug housds6 d f r equent di cedifited Théreg kst ofuthe t h e
using areas were confined to either basements or attic spaces. But Upstate, | experienced
entire apartments that were bottormd for getting obliterated. The difference was
commitment. Yo had to really, really love drugs to devote your life to them, sacrificing all
el se. That was the useré6s | ife Upstate. I wi

sitcom that gets killed off after a couple seasons.
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Mom and | shared squattpads and friends who used, but not entirely. She was into
way heavier stuff t han Hnkke hedanddherdrienild, and she k e ¢
didndét drop pills or acid Ilike I did with m
weekend, before she disappeared, mom showed up with this kid my age named Jamal and all
of hisfriends. Jamal was like a gadnto her for a long time, since she got involved with the
Burrell family, and like them and their legacy, Jamal sold drugs. He was known for coke.
Mom brought him over with a giant bag of blow and me and him and his friends all tooted
lines for a weekend beler while she disappeared into the city for her own drugs. And she
never told me what she did out there when s

porch sale to sell some things, and | knew she owed money for the drugs.

That summer was also wtar f or my momdés si ster Sonya, wh o
going through an embarrassing separation that would end in divorce. Life changed swiftly,
her addiction to alcohol grew stronger, and soon she had to vacate the home that she herself
helped buildon top of Bleecker Mountain.

The converted space over the garage harbored refuge for my cousins and all the
neighborhood kids. It was our own piece of heaven. Detached from the house, we could stay
up as late as we wanted, drink and smoke unseen, plagsgamwatch rented movies or
explore the mountain, lake, or wander the deserted roads. | started to date the drummer of a
friend of a friend that hung out at the garage. And then | wound up dating a close friend of
my cousinbds aft erwadwitktberdruramer dering d dyunkEronighy at the |
garage. My cousin had been in boy scouts with nw beyfriend, Luke Gaddison. Myuat
Sonya also loved him like a son. He was like family.

Luke first introduced me tthe United States Navy. | was &ftnyears old and he was a boy

| liked who had just joined the servideuked s dad had been a Navy ma
wore his sondés blue and gold recruit sweat sh
late summertime turning into an eafall into our relationship whehuke decided we were

going to this party his friends were throwing a huge thing just outside of town. | had

picked out an outfit that was casual but pre
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me t y e t . metlh® énnayingl ngxt door neighbor, Fred. The party happened years

beforeLuke came out as gay. | had no idea.

FRED IS DRIVING THE T HREE OF US out of Gloversville and towards Bleecker

Mountain. The boys bl ast ddckssag watchinmg the world c o n v

whirl away. | love staring out of the window, watching objects and people and houses and

scenery fly by fast. In no time, the car pulls up to a tiny ranch house and halts. Fred then

backs the vehicle into an open spot on trevegr driveway. The rocks crunch beneath us like

the pips of cries. There is a camper on blocks to the side of the house, parked on the lawn. It

|l ooks | ike itdéds never moved from that spot.
As we exit the car, | stand awkwardly to the sideke claps my had in his, and

guides me towards a side door opposite the camper. We enter into a room full of smoking

teens. Korn blasts into the walls of the room, and someone hands me a red cup. In the living

room, we play cards and dance as my cup keeps magicallyngefi keep drinking,

absentmindedly.

The party lingers hazily into the hours of early morningke has me on his lap, whispering,
We should try and do it agaihblush.We st i | | h a d\hebxtt htahdi nsge xI ykento
leading me out the door. Cacophonies of voices hedkhkeo 0 0 0 cabus asdwe stumble
past, and into the camper.

This is the last clear thing | remember:

Luke hovering on top of me  in bed

saying,
lcandt .

The camper rocks tauntingly. | see the shadows of hands through the glass. Giggles.
Laughing.

And then those words that changed everything,you want my friend to come in?

The first friend is rough, smiling anehger. | try to slap him ofhy bare body but my arms

are brien elastic bands. The woiilo @nly comes out sounding like a whisper.
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The second friend climbs on top of me too suddenly before the festfis over. |
flop my headto face the door. | contract in the middle to try arse and leave. The first
friend rdls over and pushes nmback into the bed, standing and zipping his pants. | turn my
head away, panicked and useless, to stare at the cream, plastic wall and wait for it to stop. |
wait for my head to stop jerking and foryrhody to stop moving up and down. | wait to stop
feeling the crude weight crushing me, sinking me into the mattress. | wait to stop feeling
flattened.

Luked s v o i cak wavesthatabreaks and tells tihéo stop. The camper is on a
sea crashing againte rocks. Other voices attach to vapor hands streaking the windows.

A light appears. Then a black box.

Then the tsunamiThis shit is recording Recording overe me s t h et owpedak A
wave. It drowns me.

The third friend takes his turn on top of me, the black box shining light in my eyes.
|l 6m t hankf ul to be blinded. More rocking. M
mov e . I notice the walls are texttathandl They
want to be a thing disappearing violently into the wall.

The light leaves. The rocking stops.

| lay still I lay quite  Itry to fall asleep

| am exhaustedMy eyes close and | focus on the echoing of the music, at bay of rocking.

| rise. | ty and walk. | fall into everything. I collapse onto myself. | make it into the
house, hands holding onto the walls, still in my underwear. | find the bathroom and pee,
mi ssing the floor. I fall onLukehed f theara n 6 | h
word hedés saying. I can only make out the
outside. | fall asleep intensely, immediately on top of a hard bentheikitchen of the

camper . My dreams take me i rnytheme.a dar k hol e

| 6m awakened by a | ight. Then |lnowbybuac k bo
wantit.1 6 m mur muring for him to stop. I still C
over . I do. Heds quick and | atime. gle gets efff u | . \Y

laughing. Cheering.
As the fifth friend crawls on top of my crescent shape, he wastes no time and shoves

hi msel f i nsi de. After a few thrusts, Someon e
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to butSheds 6 th.atthevace saw. gThe fifth friend resists and is pulled off of

me . I |l et myself c¢cry and | <candot fal/l back a

By the time | see the blue tint of daylight
from the shower let one of them fuck me in. He said he felt bad for me and he let me cry.
Now, my hand is on his friendbds dick while
me. That girl left her bod like a shell Itd i d n tbet. Shemas thevoid left who had given
up and settled for what affection she could get. This i$theh wmogedused to leave with
the boyfriend she came to the party with who, only after, tried to help her.

This girl deserved what she got and lived with what of her wageft.
Her mom brokehe bedroom door down, screamedaygs scattered, kicked the enen the
floor where they lay and took her away. Her mom called her a slut but the rape kit called her
a victim. The investigati on dtagknhéytmadeavasa ny wh
never found. She didnoét get the undbutwear
borrowed, from her fancy Aunt.LThe boyfriend got his sweatshirt back after the mom got a
pitcher of KootAid dumped on her head for taunting thd gt dinner. The girl ran out of the
house that night at dinner in her pajamas and bare feet, traveled to the next town over from
inside the waters of the Cayadutta Creek, and then ran to the boy not knowing where else to
go. She cried on him, gave himeth sweat shirt and was driven b

home much longer before running away again.
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ASophomore Skinheado

SHE CALLED ME A LESBI AN, b u t I 0m not . We JohnstoweHighdn gy m
whitest shit hole ever, and that bitch called anéesbian! Jesus Christ | hate this school.
Everyone here is soountry their lives so small. There is no diversity or culture here. It
pains me.

All 1 did was sayl liked her lip gloss, and this whigread idiot thought | was hitting
on her! Fuck me for trying to give a compliment. | hate girls.

|l tds because of my hair

Yesterday, ifbetween hits off a joint and blurry

glimpses of aCheech and Chongarathon onComedy

Central I we nt i nto the bat ra
sewing scissors, and chopped off all my hair, down to tl
nub. No reason. Just did it. Hey, why thiek not i t 6
just har! The pizza boy saw me first flew open the Meghan dancing to uncle Alans b a n ¢
door when he knocked. Oh man, his expression was priceless.
Yeah, probably wasnot t he biclkahgeyiwier,a t o ¢
drunk off my ass, | dunked my head in a ba#ldiluted Clorox until it bleached. Turned
yel |l ow. Now, | 6veubardgeui Wedt 6 hewors&aPamMg boyf

me. What an asshole. | should stop sucking his stumpy dick. He smells like ass anyway.
Yeah, so, no everyone in school isallin g me ykebob err dil esba@p or Ab
whatever. Theyore all i di ot s. Hel I |, hal f t he
English teacher has been on my case though.
me carrying drug$o get me kicked out. That dumb bitch. | smoke my shit before | get to
school. And anyay, my water bottleisfullofe d k a ( b ut knewhtleat). d o e s n 0 t

This girl found my art journal. When she brought it to me in class she had this pained
expressiod like a confused mix of horror and disgust. | had my rape poeheia.tSecond
page. Now some catbitch in this school knows. She should have just thrown it away. But
everyone else is walking around snickering behind my back, calling me gay. If she tells
pecople | was raped, theyoll al | start a new

| hate everyone.
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AUrchin loveo

PART |

A M NAMEG SILVIA RAMANO. My momé6s outt aolltead fyro uion | Flharwie
to take me to omysAadyodsTheuseésfono one el se. 0

The cop escorts me #u n t Kat hyds house ( wlhfdGémsy).cl os e
Aunt Kathy answerthe door after a few louds knocks, half in the bag.

iMeghan? 1 6s that you?

AN o ! | Siviad me ,

The cop blinks.

fiM aam, do you know this young girl? She was caught stealing and needs to be put
into the custody of an adult od el se wedre g

fiwhat ? Whyés you do that &Meghan? Wher eds

iNo , i SiMiasuntKathyo

iMadamyowoknow this young offendder or not 7

I was smart enough to push my way into /
6Goodnight! o

fiYeasure. Shean® ay here t oédnight, 0 she says.

AYou o1 | have to take herngt blwu the papertwvbrie st at
Goodnightd

Somehow, no matter how many times | got caught stealing and the police were called, |
never got time. It was a joke with my friends that | wakicky, | should get a fodleaf

clover tattooed on my askdid stop stealig t hi ngs t houghlasttmelent ual
almost gotarrested for stealing had forced open a pladk and was taking from the stash of

5¢ returns from behind a restaurant calked ma ntag@tsmoney for weed and piling them

into ashoppingcart 6d wheel ed acr os s-nighhgrocehyiA geariedey f r om
| 6d end up wor kithegocdrycand the eegtarirant. But thah mghtH was just

an urchin thief, scrounging for drug moneygave thecopsthat secongyradementalityof a
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faulty police reportHow had they not caught on that the
as the restaurantPhat was the time when | lied myself out afrest, beseeching a frail
illusion: my innocence.If | was ever to go tgail it would've been that night when |
committed petty larceny. | should've spent the night in jail and woke up to an appearance
ticket, but | played the Al &d&m just a dumb gi
Theboy | was pilfering with, his name wdsevo® current love of mylife, or so |
thought then. id had pins in his earlobesslime green whawk atop his shaved head, baggy
Jincojeans and olive skin to die for. He was my homeless boyfrienanwhg mom (ot in
Floridg) hatedWh er e she actwuall y wanvas hbmedliwduld&rteakk n o w.
out my first-floor bedroom window to be withirevorand r oam t he ni ght . W
go anywhere but playgrounds and graveyards to sit in the still, dank dark and get
unbelievably highTrevo®b s own mom was aevdar came lkomeld and the r wh
home she did have elcarse Hs olgel sisteresometamesvied ssrcrash w
thereand take baths together.
Even thoughhat was the last timedot caught for stealing still took me another
three years to stop andtpaway the sticky fingers for goodihat would be the time that the
tragedy would strike, whehwo ul d sober up my | i f eedgedaon | good
a while. Well, for the most part, but not for lonhat tragedy was more than sobering; did

not wantto become a statistic.
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fUrchin loveo
PART Il

My Gramwas the one who calletrevor an urchin. Mom had better choice words for him.
Shortly after we were caught for stealing, | learned Tnavorhad gone to jail that night. He
wrote me a love letter from the county jail.

With Trevorin lock-up, | shifted my attention to one of our taal friend® an older
t weeker who went by his | ast name of Bonf i e
Mar ket Street squat. Agai n, | 6d roam the st
avoiding life at home. By this time mom had startédkeng around home more, but she
wasnot real | y tHodyrTde dedressiorwsade bipplar bad cldimeed her
usually high spirts, making her as immobile and sedated as a garden snake in September
muck. | hated seeing her high, but seeingdegressed was worse. She would lie in bed all
day, day after day, in the same soiled pajamas eating bags of cheddar popcorn and sipping
from bottles of stordorand berry flavored water. | hated seeing her blue eyes grow paler. It
was hard to tell if it wa a sideeffect of not having more money to sustain her high, or if an
actual distain for living possessed her. Maybe both. It was more difficult to consider that a
lack of drugs made her think that life was not worth living.

The end of the month, whenettfree money ran out, was a hard time. The house
stilled with herimmobility, seeming to be caeter by a spell. That sadness was penetrating.
It reached my bones and ached inside of me.
suffered and laugheddether, but lived in our own ways, as distant and as near as earth and
skyd coexisting as one life force. | needed her, but she needed me more. That burden
compelled me to be with her, but when she was sad it pushed me away. The collective

sorrow was a gity, dense suffocation.

Bonfie made me feel less burdened. He kept me away from home, and | kept his body warm.
It was an exchange much like taxes: we collected from each other without much interest in

the business at hand. One night together turnedtwiodays when | skipped class. In the
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afternoon of the second day, it rained. All of our clothes became drenched from the
unsheltered streets. We wal ked up the hildl
seediest laundry matt (a place you cbsit inside, dry your clothesnd smoke drugs). Our

lack of pocket change only made our clothes hot and moist. From there, we went to the dollar
store so | could géfirevora birthday card to mail to him in jail. Afterwards | decided to ditch
Bonfie and eturn home from my twaday hiatus.

When | walked in the unlocked front door, mom was the one missing. | walked to my
grandparents next store after sitting in the apartment for a few hours alone. When mom
returned aly briefly, 1 ended up living at my grdnp a r e n t fér & whaleg @hiatrtime |
was gone, she had got herself arrested and had been sitting in jail when | finally showed up at
home. Everyone was real hushed about what had happened. The silence, like gelatin, encased
all around us.

My grandparats bailed her out the next dagfore she went back again

| walked over to see mom at the apartment, and she was losing her shit. Clothes were
flying, music and TV turned up. She had a beer can sweating on top of the Formica dresser
and a cigarette soking up the chilled, near Autumn air. Her short, wispy hair was flying in
all directions and she wore sweatpants under a plain wisterl

The fAeveryt-lhpogr ast fackead, but | could b
of the sitiation Mom begarby giving me shit for disappearing. And then she told me what
had gone wrong. She had got into a car crash all messed up and was arrested. But this was
her third DWI felony, she yelled exasperate
meant .t.l WHhelmoéshe told me | stild] di dndét bel
was going to prison felt like stepping inside a worm hole and getting sucked into a parallel
universe whereghe surroundings are the same, yetamiliar. | felt like a visitorin my own
life, stuck inside an endless looping dream.

And | never woke up Not even to this day | remain haunted

| continued seeingrevor after he was released from the county jail, the same jail my mom
sat inside, waiting trail. But | had to do this in secret. After a while | caught on that my
grandparents were tossing his letters from jail before | could read them, because | still

receivel | etters from jail from my mom. Living
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structured including the coveted 6pmhar p supper thato kaalttaddt ¢ he
to sneako seemy boyfriend directly after school.

My Gramstarted to catch on that | was coming home high, even though | avoided
direct eye contact. More structure was imposed. | was thus summoned home earlier and
expected to cheein everywhere | went. Gram ran a tight ship. She always needed to know
who | was spending time with and whéfet he who only satiaupaed he
last name. In a small town, last names define whole families. My grandparents would tell me
yes or no with just the wutterance afl dnoltast
hang out with them. Locations were keydodorget going to any house on Market Street, or
Water Street, or any other street around that vidnityh ey 6 r e al | bad news.
Street. God help me i f my ge. Braty puach anynhodss f ou
that ran by the Cayaduttaréekwas sec al | ed Ai nf e-typeeeople upitotnd  ur c h
good. Perhaps it was the Mill poison that seeped into their brains and maddhthem
undesirable peopl e | wa snmdtime, trévorimadvieeen pusioed h a n g
out of my life. My grandpardss had won. (But what they didn:
still boozing and getting high at a frienc
understanding then that his good last namepstdpvith him. He was the bad seed who stole
money from his family and used it to pay for his own drugs and squatter apartment, when my
grandparentos thought he was a nice, but unf
grandmotheuptown.)

But one day, while | was upstairs in the font bedrodmgvor got enough balls to
knock on the front dodér and myGramknew it wasan outsidebecause nobody they knew
well came knocking at the front door. By the time | got downstdirsyor had already
managed to punch my Gram after she refused to let him see me and then tried to push his
way through the front door. Well, needless to say that was bad idea as my whole family
worked at the business next store and came running after him to defend their monef Three
my family members hopped in the shop van and ran him down as he tried ¢m rfoot.
Story goes that mynele Alan jumped out of the van, pounced on top of scrawny, heroin
infestedTrevor, and then beat him to a pulp before personally delivering bithe police

station. And then, he was back again in jail. The cycle continued.
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THE FIRST TIME | attempted suicidé was fifteen. Before | left for school that day, |
swallowed two handfuls of the Paxil | had been taking for my depression. Walking there, the
sky was slate grey with drizzle. When | was called into the guidance office for my scheduled
meeting, the nuesnoticed | acted strangely as she handed me awlaid envelope. After a

vitals check revealed a fever and shallow heart rate, the police were telephoned to escort me
to the hospital, by the backseat. In my back jean pocket was a soft folded lettemyro

mom.

That was the daynom had hers in court. Though she had a chance, | understood
shedd be going to prison. The | etter she wr
woul d be absent for an indeterminate number
sent backo Michigan. | wanted to die. All the prisons were downstate, near New York City,
nearly three hours from the small, dmiddled life that festered idohnstown | had run
away from my daddés to be with her bthat ever
letter. Since my premature birth, | 6d been |
hand. Was my love what she traded for a life of addiction? Did she not love me enough to get
better? Was | not good enough to keep her sober or make hetovesay?

| hated myselffor not being better or stronger or more willing to keep her safe.
Thoughts of what could have been plagued my guilt haunting.Had | only stuck around
more when she needed me | could have helped her get, lettehe infinte cycle of our
relationship orbited around drugs, on both si&w® with crack and blow and me with weed

and painkillersl cared moreabout avoiding life than living it. And so, | felt it was my fault
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we both became involuntarily imprisoned. She letdne w n but 1 l et her dc
much of a daughter in the sameOuwdaeglingdruyyat s he
agendas were like forces of evil beyond-selhtrol. They propelled us away from each other
as much as we desired to be ineachhoer 6 s | i f e. Wed wedustdoughtot h t o
against each other instead of for each other. And yet | was left lost wondering how it had all
gone downhill so fast and so far. Too majuestions remained unanswerdty soft mother
who once sewed dalland clothes, read books to my class, cooked ‘siytee dinner and sat
on the PTA was a person who abandoned me time and again in pursuit of a happiness she
never found.

After her time served, she would exchange her country roots fendpimnd wear
red, white and blackstating she had joined the Bloods (initiation by gaagg). My mother
was always a mystery to me. Thouglmy children of incarcerated parents repeat the same
patern and serve time themselveknew | had to be different. | felt the weight to esctpe
stereotypeBut even more, | wanted to make my mom proud. If | continued dbe/rsame
pathshewas on, | 6d probably be anda singla mother, oon wel
worse My mom wasall of those things, but she was also made for more. She was talented,
compassionate, and never truly loved by anyiarthe wayshe dserved. | took my broken
heart and triedo give her the life she never had, but first | tried to end my dwnok mea
l ong ti me t o r éerldaughereverdil we ara howviagethdr neesled to
realizdd | 6m her | ife too.

ITGS PRETTY STANDARD that most psychiatrically hospitalizeddolescents pend
twoweeks in the psycvardb ef or e i nsurance r un £veothdughand t |
| 6d attempted s erentc Bull Bvo wekks iw a psyshand cah ifekl flike
months. Time spent there can make you feel craagebeing unwell is the only influence
you get from youpeers. Over the minutes that ticked away on my phone card, | joked with
mom that it was like we were both in prison.

A psychward for those eighteesndunder is a sad corner inside a hospital they try
to hide. Ot her 0 ac c e pdpitalfdely (if hot dordineghta & bed ands r 0 ¢
receive the luxury of an open door. The ward where mentally ill minors go is a locked place
guarded with alarms, clusters of cameras, and twinityhour nurses stationed at both ends
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of one long, depressing lharhe windows are bared, unable to open. They are smeared with
spit and sweat and snot, and decorated in c
The florescent hall light is yellow and flickers. It is never completely dark; flashlights roam

the rooms every hour to make sure no onetbsnselves while others pretend to sleep

In each whitewal | ed r oo m, youol l find two thin
cupboard to put your nursgproved clothes (no laces, underwire or removable parts that
could be wused for <choking, stabbing or hang
allowed pins or staples for fastening so the boards stand empty).

Every minute of your day is scheduedrom the time you wake up to when you eat,
bathe, or use thbathroom. The hours of your daily activity are then marked down in a file
folder and assessed by people youodve only |
mi nute you walk in the door therw@r eocktanedi c at
dispensedwo or more times per day in handfuls of oranges, blues, reds, yellows or whites.

The food is the only thing you |l ook for
changes. Dessert is the best surprise. But, this is hofpitdd and wor se, - itods
healthrhospital food. Pretty sure the food we ate was rejected from the acceptably ill patients
and staff. Everything you eat is bland and ¢
so you can only have a spoon and a fork.

| was lucky enough tget admitted before Halloween. This meant the rare occasion
of celebration (watching scary movies on the Day Room TV, and Bingo§ @4dNDY! If
you ever think your | if e6s Twizelggsamd€rsinchbars | ust
made me wanttocdy t he surge of Afoutside foodo on n
amazing after eating desserts likBE-cream(made with ice, not milk) and soggy banana
pudding.

The only other bearable aspects of the ward were that sometimes you had cool nurses
who | et you draw in the Day Room and skip me
a total nut job who wanted to rip out your hair piece by piece in the middle oigtitewhile
you were sleeping. And if that happened, at least the staff let you change your room and take

an extra shower to calm the fuck down after being attacked.



ML Lords Three Days in Septembed 13

Two long and tense months went loying at my grandparents after my releakstopped

coming homelate for six-onthe-dot dinner no longertrying to hide the fact that | was

blazing high.Instead, Iwould go upstairs after eating to play music on the upright stereo
mom got methe previousummer. | used headphonésvrote poetry andirew psychedelic

art. | stayed hidden behind a shut door most of the time. Then, just after Christndravead

the fivehundred miles in the cold to claim me. In the picture we took standing before the
Christmas tree in my grandparsritont room, myshaved head was growing back, then-two
inches long and dyed jet bladk/henl cut it all off with a pair of blunt scissorklet the hair

fall to the bathroom floor as my life fell apart aroundine. di dnét want t o be
beautiful becausefelt ugly, evil and utterly alone.

On the drive back to Michiganothemusdbados w
liked, thenon anew silver disc called £Dd Thursday, Led Zeppelin, and The White
Stripesleading the way back to Beaufield Street agBut in the back of the van wasax.

In it an oversized RCA stereo set, two speakers, and a stack of rélduedsast like a scab
over the present. Andiithe left corners of each record, scrawledlexck or blueink, my
mot her 6s beautfalyis durgivee d
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AJunior prom dateo

Back in Michigan again,igh school became time | started dating seriously, anddmaid |
not know how to pick O6em. Perhaps this habit
oddbundefinable relationship with my father.
girl feel |l i ke a princess. And he certainly
confide in. What my dad was to me then feels blocked, like fierce pressidedp against a
dam, and what he is now is always up for trial. In any case, | found myself habitually dating a
certain type of boy that caused etoe-many heartaches: the drug addict who was also a
minor-threat criminal. For reasons | still try and enstand, this type of boy fit the bill for
me. And | was ineplicably drawn to them. And nmatter how much they hurt me | fought
like hell to get them to stay.

Not only were these boys paads (or worse) who spent timeandout of county
lock-up, thee boys were also (al most al ways) ma ma C
mot her6s single and just getting by with too
how the majority were very much unemployed. Living at home, they could be.

Perhapg was trying to find myself a family.

The boyfriend that worked with my dad who got into an argument with me about dad
not being a oOreal 6 painter B ehcsamane avasNeie used
Brown. That was a thregear onandoff relationsip that never made it past the stage of my
discount store promise rindleil was a scrawnass kind of guy with a rare skin condition
that made his whole epidermis turn into tiny goejyored scales over the winter. The doctor
said his only cure was to e to Florida, which fittedNeild s pi pe dr eams f i ne
thought he could be the neWtalt Disney Christ. But, not having the job needed to get his
scrawnyass out of his cramped mother6s house, h
moreimmediate pipe dream of becoming the nExtinemfrom Detroit. Like the song from
the Kottonmouth Kingdeaturinglnsane Clown Possée lived just off Central (cruising) on
Albany Street.
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When prom season came @anaol junior year, my fancy Aunt.ltook meon a grand
shopping spree with the same amount of exube
woman becomes a wife. Ao r d s t sheobouig me a beautiful reselored g@wn with
delicate silver slingpback shoes that sparkled. The jewelry wasastone encrusted. | even
had a tinychested bustier bought from one of those expensive boutiques in Bloomfield Hills
to accommodate the fact that | would be suekednd bareshouldered. My aunt had
ensured all the maki ngs Neléndea upfifmil theyeveaflte pr om
dance. When he used me as his one call | was horrified.

C o u | kel himself lockedp on his own timeThis was PROM!

Perhaps mylad felt the pressure of Aunt buying me all those nice things, because
the next morning, my date was free. Dad had gone down to the bonds man at Oakland
County and posted his bail before trial. | remember him sayir~
something likeNeil could work off the fee in exchange for
some timepainting, which is why he went to work with my
dad that same day. This happened all while | was getting
nails did, makeup done and hair poofed on top of my hea

piled high in the shape of a swirling cone, like a shell. De

droppedNeil off at his hose with just enough time to jump

inside the tux they hastily rentled. Because
enough time to take a shower, his hair stood up permanently weird on one said of his head.

We had just enough time to s kbBlgpmsaoftleachenpyl e Ko
tree before rushing off to Detroit. Little did | know then that nobody actually showed up to

prom on time. WhemNeil and | stood before the grand scene of Rm®stertaid admiring

the golden twinkle of the Detroit iRer in the backgpbundd and then went inside to climb

the grand staircase to show our tickets, we discovered that we were the first couple there.

Neil was a Ferndale High drequt, twoyears older. It was first prom for the both us. We

crept back outside and snuck cigtes with one of the staff.

Like my mom, Neit oo was al ways disappearing. Hedd wi
and someti mes | couldnét find him just beca

remember aligning with his motheCindyd a sweetsweet woman who worked hard as a



ML Lords Three Days in Septembed 16

nurse to support the entire fagniliving with her (children TinaMarissa, Neiland four
grandchildreny t h a't her son needed hel p. Hedd been
and he needed to go back again. Bisux fatherhad abandoned him but left Nehd
Marissathe traces of his addiction. My alliance witiis mom came about because Neil
started disappearing for days at a time, neglecting the little helping out he did around the
house to babysit his niecasd nephew. When, one time, one day missing turned to three, |

went out looking for him. | found myself in a dangerous situation, vithmae | | , you o6l | |

N WIERE ARE YOU GOING ?0 Liz calls out from inside the house. She is in her permanent
outfit of pajamas, her dyed hair wild and matted to one side of her gauaeeé head. As
usual, the features that look back at me are diluted with alcohol, the eyes puffy, lips lacking
their usial smear lipstick, and tanned skin deflated from lack of hydration. | feel something
like pity and quickly snuff it out.
ATNeildbs house. I 61 | be back before nine, o
agai n. Next time | wondét whirl around.
A Wi ybulpick me up somesughrr ee cough drops on your wa
| know exactly the kind. The cled#tue, storebrand lozenges that get left around the
house as a child would disperse candy. This woman is so predictable. All | can do is shout
Asureo back, tightening my eyes isne tshheei rc asnod

see the anger on my face from the back of my head.

The sun has already set forthedayt it 6s f al | a-ozoénedramge hazek y h a s
about it. Soon the orange will fade to grey. Almost every house | pass has that deceptive,

warmgl ow coming from the inside that makes th
mean to be creepy but I l i ke to |l ook inside

about how other people live. One family is eating dinner at a dining roond tahtem, dad

and two kids under 898 0 étydechaindangling chandelier. In another house, all | can see is
the picture changing on the TV. Neitiviwsthasluc h a
barely have time to catch up to my racing thoughts befget there. | cross Pinecrest and
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walk down the familiar scene of his road. Ninth house fromctiveer is where the whole
Brown family lives. Address 1340. | climb up the steps and rap on the front door where

smells of syrup and French toast stickseegree.

The door crackgeopen slightly. | t 0s

AHey there kiddo. o

AMeghan! 06 she cries, flinging open the d
AHave you come to play?bo

A No, not this ti me. Il s grandma home?0

Zoebs arm pull s me f the sultryt likireg rodno and putlsaomee | nt

towards the kitchen. | step over garbage and toys and paper products and food on my way in.
Zoed s b a b yBridgnisgallirg @nound on the soft, cluttered couch. I look past him and
to the other small child sittingt the table that is piled high with more garldageld pizza
boxes, baby clothes, kid clothes, paperwork, assorted dirp |l asti ¢ di lse s, e
daughter, Ocean who is coloring a spot sheods
AOh, -aMédg Here, take this red!o
Ocean shovethe colored wax into my palm. | bend down toward the table and tell
her what a pretty picture s he Gisdyisna the snk, , di s
shaking up a bottle of formula. | go over to her and tap softly on her right shoulder. She

jumps; a reaction | O0ve tried to avoid.

Aftershéd s d o n eBraine eld i ppwyl | her i nside my empty
conversation with her about her son. The thin, plywood door is closed behind us. | talk low
so the children will not hear. | teller that her son is using again and she says that she knows,
but feels helpless. I tell her | feel the s
Webve both foolishly thought our |l ove would
hands and avoidc h ot her 6 s ledyre sg.oilngt ¢lol lherk f or hi m
been gone for three days this time and | ha:
shocked by the numbéB. 6 can only assume sheds been wo
and hasndét been around.

I tell her 1611 find her son tonight. It
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Walking down the second block of Albany Street, | head towards the drug hknew that
Neil frequents. The man that lives there lets me inside and shows me upstairs to a small room
that has builin furniture. The only thing that stands alone is a giant, bamboo moon chair. |
plop myself inside the quilted dome.

AHave amyyssedNeil?®u

Three of the five boys | recognize. They are passing a blunt and also smoking from a
bong. Two of them arBeteand Fetter, who | like. The other one is that skinny asshole who
goes by the nickname AThe dddueks peopdeiovep Thgy b e c a
all look at me and shrug.

AAIi n6t seen d6em, 0 FetlTtyémpita®Eys?.o fHave you

Tyler lived all the way in the other direction, across frormie on the shitty side of
Ferndale. | do not feel like walking that watythis time of night. The sky had already turned
grey and was approaching twilight.

ANo, man. Can | wuse your phone to cal/l h i

Petehands me his phone instead. | flip it open and dial, but get no response. So | call
back as soon as | hang up. By the second fing,| elad @rswers who then yells down to
the basemermand hands the phone over to Tyler He say6s he delessnot k
either. I 6m starting to wo Nale@robabilyftold thbneto b oy s
keep me away because he didndét want to be f ¢
plugs one nostril with his index finger and sucks in a line ofrblo

ATel | me where he is,0 | demand. But the
wal | . Ailédm going to find him whether or not

So | sayFuck youand head down the stairs and towards the door.

Outsice lom filled with hurt and rage. I me
for the next few blocks over. I know that
somewher e. Mo st people dondét answer when t hi

there. | can only imagine what | must look like to tlderacrawnyass white girl with a near

shaved head dressed in Hadittoms and an oversizedsThi rt . They must t hi
somepl ace wicked. When people &kd answer, It
AHI . Sorry to bother you but INéilBrowno o ki n g

Have you seen him?0
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These people stare back at me looking incredulous. These people look at me like |
have three heads. These people tell me to go home backtomytpare it 6s getti ng
Every time | flunkout | get a little more desperate. The urgency rises in my voice.
My story gets longer, more emotional.

AHI, my Neib Brdwnh &@asndbeen missing for three ¢
Please, have you seen I#ind

By the ti me | reach the third block ove
sounds sadder and less intense.

ADo youNeilkBoee®w Hebds been missing for three
addi ct . Do you known anyone who would know w
| stat knocking louder and longer. If someone answers, | try to start a conversation to
figure out if they are helpingleist ay hi d or not. The [ ast hou

nice, buttercream colored home with an attached deck out front. | can HBémaurmuring
inside and the cutout design on the upper portion of the front door shows me that the lights
are on in another room. | have a good feeling about this house, so I climb the deck steps and
knock.

At first, | think the person that lives herencAt hear me because of
louder. | notice they have a brass loop attached to their door so | usaqf tap, rap

Another moment goes by befole¢ door fl yds o-meéeswidast ab
There, glinting against the dark of thddunt r o o m, iI's the face of a
into me. The hole fixates on the flat space between my eyes. | hear a click. A voice from
behind the click asks mé&atthélitel holé. imotdteohi enrge 6hse r «
a small onaunderneath the larger one. My eyes follow the shape down and | notice a finger
in the trigger hole. Then two hands that hold the whole thing back. In time, | see his full
i mage, but my Vvision keeps focusingatmyack on

head. The voice that must belong to the man behind it speaks again. He sounds more urgent.

Al SAY6D WHUT ARE YOU DOOG N HERE?0 his wo
wheel.

Al é& | él éo | stammer .

A WH A5To

A My, I, | 6m | ooki ng dublikeaguestamoyf ri end?0 |t
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ADad! 0 a younger mandés voice breaks. @ Wha
The gundad sayt hat donedt matter, t hat .8utgur |l 0 s
the son is able to persuade tfioramyfacatothea dos h

floor. The son grabs my elbow and pulls me inside the house, looking up and outside
worriedly as | enter. It takes me a minute t
no longer pointing at my head. Upon realization,dkl@around the inside of the house and

think it looks normal to me. But still, my thoughts are broken. | get information about these

two men in bits and pieces. The son is middle aged and husky ie avwé&atshirt. The gun

dadods foresameugasoist annot see. I j ust notice tha
wrinkles and a mustache. Theydre both white
the room mutteringi 6 sorry but at dis time oVh@soni ght
hands me aphoreef t er | t el | him what Neildsn ldowsneg amer|

home. | hear his voice on the line as if it werside a cave
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fAiHitting low noteso

MY FRIEND SHAMIKA IS OUT ON HER F RONT PORCH hanging with all her friends.
Theyore kind of younger than me at just si X
anyone who wil/ give me a chance. ltds only
theydre | oudly heaeviorbgscargongd dardweesn. th kno
probably smoking pot too, which is why 1 0d&ve
her crowdds cool

| decide to stop envying them from behind the blinds in the dining room window and
go oV e ored ahyvags. Bhe only TV is occupied by the man lying on the couch,
watching sports.

ADad, | 6m gamhkadsehotseSh

He sits up and tells me flaiut, No.

ABut why! o | c¢cry. Al dédm not even doing any

Dad doesndét wast e aikxactlybecaase i é6fso rae srcenomad n d

Altdéds not even eight ob6clock, o0 | quip bac
He doesndét want to hear it, but neither
anissue.God!'eld6s such a control freak, and itds st
streets and do all sorts of stupid shit whe

fact.) Why does he have to be thi &specialy? He
not now! I tell him he candt keep me here an

Slam!

The heavy, wooden front door latches.

AWhat the fuck, Dad?o0

He bolted up from the couch as | went to leave and pushed the door shut in my face,
catching my check on thaoor as it bounced backwards before it closed. | clutch my face.

AThat fucking hurt! |l 6m out of here. 0O

| reach again for the handle.

His hands grab my hand away.

AStop it! You candt keep me herel!o



ML Lords Three Days in Septembed 22

The front of his body pushes the front of my body itme back of the door. My arm
gets snatched up in his arm and it winds up behind my back.

Oooow! Il Asshol e. 0

=]

=]

Youdbre not going anywhere! o

Al 6m going to Tami kads! 0

AYou candt hang out with those kids! o

ALi kel hl cano6t ,niydddintieegutand breal for thie side domre

But he catches me and grabs me by my shirt in the kitchen. The fabric begins to tear. |
scream, Let me go! About what feels like a hundred times as he wrestles me to the floor. A
foot presses hard into my back. | flaloand like mad fish on a hook. | twist over and
scramble to my feet. | break for a run again but this time towards my room. | know | can be
safe if | can get there to lock myself in my closet again.

| make it a few feet into the living room before two argrab me and | get thrown
like a sack ito the couch. The smooth, creamo | or ed | eat her comes dov
bent over and taking blows to the head. It feels jerky and hard, like being smacked around
between the ears on a wooden roller coasterridéd  hi t back as best | ¢
make an i mpact on him. Heés too strong. So |

My hand on the door knob that leads up to my room drops away as a guitar hits me in
t he back. | t 6s dad dadivingroancarten The i chka t s chuen dkse eqfs
and n F stringsmakesca hideous musical arrangement as it bangs, bangs into me.

Dull clang! Harp chang! Bow! Bow! Clang!

The guitar neck hangs | i ke a snapped chi
the guitar on me has woken something up inside him because he stops hitting me as if he
feels better. He leaves to go down into the basement where he smokes his cigarettes

AYouol | be sorry!o | shout to his back, t

| run up into my roomthe door slammindoudly behind me. But then | run back
down stairs to grab the cordless phone and then run back upstairs again. | grab the key hidden
under my jewelry bw and lock myself inside the walk closet. Inside, | let myself cry a bit

before | call the police.
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When dad talks to the police he is eerily calm. He tells the authorities that nothing
happened and | just | magi ne dakingng mediaidng | t hi n g
shout back that heb6és Iying and that | didno
more he lies the more hysterical | become. One officer escorts me into the computer room so
we can talk privately. He asks to see wheee hh u r t me , but the bruis
though my red scrapeaap face clearly shows signsbbfe i ng att ac kedSheMy da
did that to herselfThe police man, in a lownocking voice tells meyou really do need to
take your medication8efore he gets up to leave | desperately ask him to look up my dad in
police records because heds violent; he has

out.

In the school bathroom the next morning, | take off my shirt and stand in froné ¢brig
glaring mirror. Deep, purple bruises have formed on back and upper arms. | begin to cry as
my mind gets |l ost in the white space and suc

|l m back there, reliving it, all over again.
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nDaw&t er so

The second time | attempted suicide occurred a year after my first. At that point, | went from
swallowing two handfuls of Paxil to swallowing two full bottles of the psychiatric pills | was
prescribed, Effexor ER and Risperdal. To say that mpetasion to die had become more
seriouswould be an understatement. But the most frightening aspect of it all was the
carelessness with which | was willing to forsake my own life. When | swalloWedose
pill s, i t edne.d knéw what V' was dofn@ was lethal, but | treated the act as
casual as a trip to the store for staples.
bottles, unscrewed the caps, and popped handfuls of pills until the containers were empty.
Just like that.
When | swall owed the pills before bed, I ha
hallucinations and impaired motor skills were strange and unintended side effects too. My

grand idea of suicide bigx was slippng offtosleepad never waking up. I n ¢

MY EYESAREOPEN, arené6t they? Squint | eft. Squint
together now. Wider. Is that as wide as the go? Ok. | guess this is seeing.

€ use your eyes.

Thereds something in my bed!

é

What the fuck is that?

eitdés me.

Oh my god! Oh dear god, 8o something is trying to attack me!

€ use your hands to see what it is.

Where are my hans! My handz! Hds.

€ hah hah ha.

Oh. What the fuck. Those are-miy hanz, hatdt s mo ol , ANGhyY own dp . Wh a
they eel, feel like ldead, lead?

The voice inside my head continues to taunt me. It laughs. It sings.
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Under the comforter, thin cotton sheets cling to my damp skin like plastic wrap. The fabric
feels oppressive and utterly restraining. tiggle tightly, my limbs taut like strips of
stretched leather. Everything seems to be moving more slowly. My body is a dense mass that
weighs under me.

€ use your eyes!

Eyemdécr yi ng!

l 6m trying to find my eyes laf¢candtl bHhegauwus
floor of my room has turned into an ocean and there are tiny, pastel colored cartoon elephants
trying to kill me. They lurk everywhere in the hidden corners of my room. | lean over the end
of the bed with my shoulders. | realize my meds is in the water. My neck lurches
backwards, just missing the srgpv of an alligator.

€ la-la, here we go. Over the meadow, to the boat.

edie die, down to drown in the moat.
The singing grows louder. More voices jam | think | see flashes of bodies, like vapor,
floating about the <ceiling. I concentrate o
exhausted by the time the two piles of fleshy sludge surface on top of the comforter. | use
one paw at a time, bramj one with the other, my fingers not working.

| manage to pulback the hot blanket, like knocking over a tin can with your back
hand, my arm flailing awkwardly above me before flopping back down. Trying to move my
toes is the nhexti ftfiasdk, bdbaududed mmy body i s ex
elephants to come over@aat me. They drag bloodied knifes and chains as they dance from
one spot to the next, evaporating and reappearing like mist. I do nothing but wait, a paralyzed
plank on the bed.

é

€ in the dawn a new day, we like to play.

eitdos all youwrblatkdkheatt.t . He sees yo

éeédonodot |l et it get away.

In one jerking movement, | lunge towards the ocean floor, landing not in water, but flat on

my face. The hardwood smells like paint. I lick it.
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Inside me time sways in waves. Each passing moment curls towerdsrashes
through my body, and then drifts away. The
drowning.

| work harder on getting my hands and legs to work. I slither on the floor. | manage to
scuttle, the reverse of owatl kwhnagt. iltdédns clriakwel itr
legs that move, assist and support.

Then, it happens. A roamirftand finds my eyes: my glasséddhold them over me
like a sword. Rolling to my back, | manage to fit the plastic frames to my ears, my face. The
room shits around me. The elephants disappear, but the alligators have stayed. | can feel
them snapping their square jaws in the distance, towards what leads to my door, appearing to
me | i ke a |l ane at a bowling al |l edyar kl,t 6asn dn oltc
suddenly confused about why everything appeared bright and colorful before. The darkness
swallows me and | turn very scared. | can sense that the pool is filling more rapidly. | panic
not knowing how to swi m Ivaloend met Myechest ddgiasrto i s a
feel the weight of the water as | sink deep
need to escape the weight of this room. | 6 m
dark. | need help. Help.

Justmoments ago, it seems, | leaned over the nightstand, braced myself on its corner and

slurred®
Aliie niieed haaallp. o
Dadbés bedr oom erashé stcrdaenddi WiUtUK!ICa n g
Now, everything is farther awayss.Bubb6m hove
But my body is a jackhammer bouncing wup

stopping pounding into the floor. My torso is twitching back and forth. The head on top of
my neck wobbl es. Pal ms sl ap my sides. |l 6m co
AFuck ontdaifsF uoc ka rtefthgoert arouna the walls. Fuglkecho the hall.
Liz is crying. She doesnodot know what to
anambuance
AFuck buldne camind fuck, and fuck and fuck.
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His body appears and disappear and out of the rooms like a tornado. He brings
hangers. They get chucked at my body. My head.

My body gets hit with the hangers. They are made of wire.

Liz runs away. Liz disappears.

Another hanger.

AYou are never coming home! 0 his mouth ye

(He means once and if | get back from the hospital.)

He adds, fAl 6m Done. 0

(With me, that is.)

The words,
Youdre neverYoomregnbhomeYoaomr egnkReme comi n
repeat angrily from his mouth all the way the emergency room.

When we get there, he reaches over, pulls the handle, tells me to get out.
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AStaying up | ateo

Aunt L, Susan, Meghan, Carol, Liz & Mik

| t dtakd long for me to move baclpstate again, to try and live with my mom again.
But this time we planned it out in the open with the rest of the family. Mom had just been
released from prison after nearly three years of incarceration; it was perfect timing for us to

start over and begiour life. We both needed a fresh start, and we decided to do it together.

o
o

It was seied that the day after my highc h o o | graduati on, I
grandpar ent 60 s NewmarsMountain Aird 408204cl Wwith mom and them,
and then tedwdumaked mil e dr i JdéavevMithigan and | my
that sick duplexon Beaufield behind, trade the Motor City for green mountains for good.

And better yet, 1 06d d®andAidEagyui ckly, | i ke ripp

It would end up provig tm easy.

Butdad va s n 6 t havi nglwagleaviny, deavinalike arhardl rock being
projected from a sling shot, but logartbwas ev
graduation fronDetroit Country Day The whole situation was kooky. It seemkdttdad had
concentrated all the hard feelings about me
Regardless, dad was so pisséithat he refused to throw me a graduation party. He said it

like a threat, like thid If you go befordogard s g roand, u aytoiudr e nolt havi
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was mad at his intolerance, but not as much as | could have been, because | was going to
escape. | counted down the days as if | were avwkidl an Advent calendamy room

cluttered with sealed brown boxes.

The day caméast enough. In a few short hours, all my belongings for the past eighteen years
had been stuffed inside every available crevasse the Newmar, inside and out. We joked about
not having enough room for ourselves after all my stuff was put inside. Evendhsalse
uninhabitabl® weighed down with sheet upon sheet of my artwork and paintings, crates of
records stacked and strewn across the floor. The only things | left behind were my prom

dresses and my cat, Muffin, but she had long since been my animahgshéti devotion to

my dad.

It was good to be back in New York. Moand | excitedly unpacked thlmxes and
cooked up alll t he comfort f od flied ddugh)cocktald t ha't
wi ener s, sugary <cereal s, ckeangand sendidssatossed saladsr i s p

with iceberg lettuce, doused in Italian dressing we mixed ourselves from a packet.

The first week | was home, mom and | got to work on a project long in the making: a
narrow garden that would grow beside the hot
to havea gardersince Beaufield Street where all the slant suburban basementwsindzre
lined with tomatoes, beans, squashes, peppers, carrots, green onions and more. The front and
back ofthe duplexwasalways lined withher flowersd tulips for our noses, marigolds for
the pests. Al t he pl a-cpapamerised Worse. Monelad af t e
also lived in two halfway houses trying to sober up, as well as some goverassested
housing that came with sunken, mi smatched
roaches. But after her éxwusbandMannytried to kill her,my grandparents hooked rhep
with the lower flatof myoc | e Ke i & lagrey, chipppd heuse that sat on the right
side of Dunhams, my grandparentdés windows |
mom, this was udder defeat. She hated living sexte to her parents where they could spy
on her every move, but she was desperate. T

green decorated apartment would be the last place she would live.
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The flat on 9 Dove Street was the same house | ran awdyrdéshman year. Only
now that | was returning for good did it actually feel like I was coming home for real.
Perhaps thatodéds why mom finally decided to p
dirt under the late May sun, her always trying to gettsmwear a pair of bumpy cloth gloves.
| loved the feel of the earth in my hands, the way the wet dirt smelled like many living things
at once. It was a time of possibility. Mom and | were starting fresh. We wanted to plant new
things and tearuprootsh® t ol d me to start planning bece
came from, Fl ori da. Momdés cousin Skipp stildl
she also got sidetracked. The garden started to wither and crisp brown. But before all that, for
a while at least, we had dreams of fresh vegetables. We ate our comfort foods while we
waited for the garden to grow. Watched movies starring strong women. And we played our
music loud and danced and danced. For a while we lived happily, sustenance through

dreaming.

After a few months living with mom, she got a sour taste of an unexpected consequence:
having & adultdaughter in the house meant having less welfare money in the wallet. | was
Aexpensive. o | knew t ha tdrugshbeitsharipgethistsecnaiiths t o f
her was out of the question. Some people spend their whoterlimaing from the truth to

protect their illusion. Any glimmer of light sends them scattering like roaches. Dare you
speak it, be ready for the falutd like a flailing, thrashing feline not ready to let go and be
submerged in water.

Mom started going on these rages, not unfamiliar to me. Either she was coming down
off the drugs, or she had been sober and needed more. Sometimes, | think she just hated me.
Butlknewi t wasnodot really her. Even still, I wan
be returning. These rages always intensified at the end of the month, when the free money
had long run out (even the food stamps). To solve the problem | was to get predjdied¢o
pay rent.

| applied first at the local fagbod restaurant where my cousitate had success,
promoted to an under managemensipon at KFC before leaving thgob for better
opportunity to dagare special needs adults. The job seemed easygh, but after failing

my fourpage A chicken exam,0 it wasnodét an option
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family owned restaurant my other cous@ourtney waitressed attRo man o 0 s It al
Kitchend the same place | was caught stealing from in thedlmidf the night three years

earlier. For less than two weeks, they tried me out. But again, | failed at memorizing the
components of the menu.

These results were not surprising. In high school, | had attempted to workDatithe
Queenaround the cornef r om Beaufield after one of my de
and got me in. | loved ice cream! And thus, how hard could the job get? However, once
inside, | discovered that what seemed so effortless from the other side of the order window
was actually dot of work. LikeKFC and Ro man o éaal an ektensive ynen@Iu e e n
failed to memorizel made more mistakes than | did not, frequently eating the sweet cool
desserts that came out of my meager paychec
A t aokuet girl ,o standing before a register \
combinations, and a phone that | had to answer and take downdord#éref which was
beyond my skil/l set . Operating under pr ess
remembering bw to assemble a number of food options. The variety of food service is
unimaginable from the other side of tyeron

And so, mom talked to someone she knew at the locdloR4 grocerg a chain
calledPrice Choppé&r which helped to get my butt insideetlseat of an interview. Like the
other jobs, | found that there was an extensivetsdshg process to get the job. However, at
the grocery, the test questions related tgoth customer service, common sense, and
safetyy and hey, kcoulddo that. | workd first as the dayghift cahier, withmuch praise and
success, eventually promoted as the head nightshift cahier; the only cashier at night per shift.
This, no doubt, was a job in favor of my insonthiaa positive replacement for my night
wandering. In factl only got the job after showing up at 2arwide awake, as if (the
nightshift said) it were seven in the morning. But | still worked the first and second shifts too.

For the first time in my life, | knew what it felt like to be exhausted.

ITG4PM AND IOM JUST GETTING OUTOFWORK,second shift. Payday.

the customer service counter, eager to collect angck, when a day shifter, Eugene

suddenly appears right next to me in line for the long wait.
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AHey, 0o | acknowledge him dryly.

AWhat 6s up?o

ANothing, | didndédt even see you there. o
Al just got here. o

An awkward silence follows while | try to figure out what to say without losing the
intensity | possess, waiting for my name to be called. | decide to ask the obvious to keep the
conversation short.

AYou picking up your check?0

AYep, 0 he says.

i S we @dod. 8mart answer. That should end it

But the overeager hobbit (who so totally obviously wants to bang me) insists.

AYou heading in?o

A N.0Shut up you simpleton.

AOh so youdre done for the day?o0

ltutnandf ace the counter so he won @tithisshee my |

pounced
AOh, nice!o
Donét do it, Eugeneé

AWanét to hang out ?0
Damn it! How the hell am | going to get out of this? He knows Iwlalk,c an 6t esc a|
But then something marvelous happens. | n s
figured him to beEugendeans in and whispers in my éar
Al 6ve got some pot i f you want to get hig
|l 6m so total |l y -downrsmokesslaldayd thoaght hd was assquare s
or something. And his timing is perféctl 6 m not due back to wor k
eleven to work third until seven, which gives me a full nineteen hours to partet sleep.
| 6ve been working the nightshift for al most
nineteen hours away from work feels like a holiday. Time to celebrate. My hours have been
such shit ever since | scongmore fdr one pf tHe aayshift h i r d

managers to call me up after a third ot o come
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thatdos a whole eight hours to sleep before v
second or firsthe same day my shift emét 7amthe sun just risen.

| lean back and say to Eugehe t 6.s g o

By the time we walk from P.C. to my hise and get inside the door, mom lmtady left

and itdéds dinnertime. Wedre hungr yEugeneandval k t
turn on a | ight. ltds madness. In the kitche
rug in front of the sink is mangled, broken glass scatters everywhere in its wake. Canisters on

the counter topple over, their contents spilling and waterléscown from the tap, only
slightly running. This does not faze me as f
but for Eugenel feel embarrassed. | usher him out of the room, snatch an ashtray and
apologize. Vi@ are hungry but cigarettes walb.

As we lounge on the floor of my lamp room, rolling a joint, the sound of the
apartment door unlocking is heard and then sudden life tears through our mellow silence.
Laughing and crashing: mom is home, no doubt, she is high. We listen to the vty
outside my closed door , and then it suddenl
realize we had company, she says. But neither did I, she had brought her own: another
woman who hides in the shadows. As she goes to leave the room, plagping kiss on
my cheek, the knickknack shelf on my wall comes crashing down onto tbe betiles and
precious things rush down on top of me. Mom missed her step, and fell into the Veadtd g
over atEugenefor signs of judgment, and then look batkmom, but | only see the white of
the door closing. Silence. More joint rolling. | rise from the floor andlsayt, 6.s g o

I stand i n t he octdoosaywaogbyeo But |romyeedhsr inrthere
with that woman, their backs blocking my view bktbed. They curve down over it like
protective animals. | come closer until my presence is heard. Mom turns to face me and
there, in the the gap her body makes, a pile of white and orange pills faces me scattered on
top the green blanket. Itismassivelbn 6t ask. The other woman,
obviously counting, scoops up a section of the pile and slides the handful into her pocket.

Mom says have a nice time, | roll my eyes backing away towards the door.
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I coul dndét waiet tH@mgesto onatd o 0 mEulgehethaantiren g , S0
way to his house on the other side of town.

A Wh at t he hewilt hi sheWRONG ebds my MOTHER! Wi
one! I me an, nmeto@et higdhnkeu tt hd enggu & o€ h fudkisgtsix! | She d s
canot believe heré atnhohy stvwen madebke ME Arg yeuw
(l1'tds not asheqarshawe.momé&Ey to buy DRUGS! o (1|

fucking need FOOD for chrilsvakd!i kKEhitdhi sh
believe hed shejustgot out of prisofl 0

~

il

AWhoa. Your mopn?avas | ocked
AYeah. Three years. And a | ot of other t
at her! This is bullshit.o
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nConairo

Mom wasdisappearing more often as the summer crawled on and | picked up more hours at
work. While she spent her days and nights doinglgamivswhat (ot working), | supplied

her with half my paychecks and feigned sleep. My insomnia worsened working the third
shift. | would spend upwards of three days awake at a time. What I did in those hours blurred
together, my life in watercolors all around me. | lost my sense of reality.

When | wa s n Brice Ghappek i n@d abe at home trying
becase my body was so exhausted it forced me to stay awake. It was like existing inside a
vortex. | was getting sucked into a routine of work, a few hours of sleep, weed; work, a few
hours of sleep, weed; work, working on weed, pretending to work, workinigem £tc. The
effects of this would result in yesaof broken sleep, tryidy years afted to regulate my
R.E.M. cycle. | felt insane.

And for what? At the end of the day, | still had no money and my mom was never
home. When she was  Ourilives hadatakendatturn tioe the warseywheny .
only months before the future had seemed so bright. The rapidness of the fall amazed and
confounded me. And yet, a way back up was not in sight. We continued our decline until it
ended one day. The result sesged all the hurt and pain. It clung to the air thickly,

hauntingly. It smothered all else that happened ever after.

| AT P.C. PUTTING AWAY RE -SHOPSS al | the crap customers
want, when in the basket is a hai Flidedgndr . A
the packaging cl aims it has ionic power. So

yellow things that came oun ithe 1970s. It has two switches: on and off. The thing fails at

getting my pixiecut anything other than moist. | need this hairdryer. This hairdryer will
make me feel better about not having any ne
whatwe haveand we fi x what can be fixed thatodos nc
about the cost of everything. Nothing is allowed to be name brand or remotely expense
(which is anything over twertlg u c k s ) . She is a price Nazi. Th

and saving and giving her all/l my money and
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bad enough that she threw me a graduation party and took all the money out of rdy cards
worse yet that | had to do all the party prep myself theaddecause shhad gotten messed
up the night bef orllateaenfdends.oThely allsugkk wake up.

Fuck it. | 6m buying this. I dondét care th
At home, 7am mom i s st i | | awake when | return f
surprised that sheds even there. She sits a

blue date book with the snajver. She looks up.

AWhat 6s that?0o0

|l 1l ook down. I candédt | ook her in her gl os

Al  4dVaat. &, That 0

| go for the saf approach.

A | used some money t hughta Hair diyardButsl got ®erd up ¢
percenb f f with my employee discount. 0

At first she just sits there, stunned. I
thing will blow over. Big mistke. She explodes like a cork.

AA BLOW DRYER! O

A .mom O

A A GODDAMN BLOW DRYER! WE DONOGT NEED A
DRYER! WE ALREADY HAVE ONE! 0

AMOM! Calm the fuck -diowee dol wWassodl y t we

Oh shit. Why did | say that.

A T WE N-THREE DOLLARS 0 Now she real | yTHREES e s i
DOLLARS! WE DONO® HAVE TWENTY-THREE DOLLARS! DONOGT
UNDERSTAND?O

Al'tés my money! I worked for it, I can s
AYou dondt have any right you | azy ass!o

Mom pushes the kiteen chair back with her legs as she stands sharply. She charges,
all feet, all near twdhwundred pounds of her pounding into the floor. She gets right in my
face, the spit from her angry mouth flying. She yells and yells and yells. | keep stepping
backwardstrying to back away from her assault.
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AGI VE ME YOUR MONEY! 0 she barks.
ANo! o
AGIVE I T TO ME NOWWW! o0 she drags out the
tone growling like the engine of an old muscle car.
ANO f uckimog OWAY,
A game of keefawayensues. Mom jabs at my sides, her stubby fingers scraping for
my wallet. | push the digits aside as fast as they come.
AWHERE | S I T? WHERE 1S | T?0 she demands.
Finally, | push her back. She barley moves. Her body is so much heavienitieen
never got over my anorexia. | barely weigh ninety pounds.
Mom pushes me to the side and | go flying into the couch. Face down, my pockets get
pilfered. She snatches my wallet and holds me down with her knees. | kick back. She budges.
| kick agah and she gets thrown off guard. She goes backwards into the coffee table, which
is a black trunk covered in stickers she received at auction. Green bills flutter in the air.
ANOW YOUO6VE DONE | T! LOOK WHAT YOU DI D YC
Her namecalling hitsme in the chest. It digs in deep. | wear it on my face. She can

tell sheds hurt me.

AYOU LI TTLE CUNT! 0 she continues.

Now itos all over . We duke it out. I S Mme
crying.

AYou never | oved meéyo |sohvee swhmempoer s. fiNobo

AStop 1t!0

| f thereds anything | hate most, i1toés mon

She blubbers on.

AAL I I ever wantedé | candét have anythin
to meéo

|l candét take it. | r angey layer builels over lKeemsoriove. &hei n g .
snatches the Conair and chucks it into the wall.

AWhat the fuck! I just bought that!o

Mom runs away. She runs outside. She rummages through the recyclables on the back

porch: all beer bottles. She picks up dlepand throws it to the ground. | run after her and
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tell her to stop. She whips another bottl e.
crashes inside the kitchen. Another bottle follows. | stomp over to her and try to grab the next
bottle outof her hand. It falls to the floavhole but landsn pieces.

Mom then grabs the whole recycling bin, and charges toward the sidewalk. Outside,
she slams bottle after bottle after bottle until they are all gone.

AAre you happy nowBé. sheoakkatbwhweegmgos dv

| wait for her to come back inside, but she only grabs her black, faux leather cigarette
case and returns to the porch. She tells me to just go al@éady.

| stand in awe, unsure what to do. | wait around trying to éguout, sucking down
t he Newports she (ironically) | ets me buy. T
cigarette of choice.

By the time | 06ve stubbed three butts, I
through the living room, into thidtchen, and then open the screen door to go outside. There,
in the middle of the sidewalk, mom is passed out. She looks unnatural and mysterious, like a
mermaid, one arm starched out cushioning her head, the rest of her body on its side. It looks
as thou@ she was trying to pick up the glass.

| sigh.

A weight sinks inside my chest. | feel a stiff pull to go and lie with her with all that
broken glass on the sidewal k. |l want to hug
She needs me.

Butldon ot . I stand there for a few minutes

Next store, at my grandparents, the butanb on the back door is still locked, even though
itdés after eight od6cl ock. I remember that i

steps, and wait for someone to stir awake. | almost fall asleep.
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AAunt Saonyads

Meghan & Carol at S

| spent the next few weeks ligrat my grandparents, until myr@ Sonya invited me to stay.
Her divorce was about to be finalized astte said she would like the company. lswaore
than welcometosleepinCourtieg canopy bed; she was never a

Because her drinking probleooincided with a mean streakrda Sonya had been
forced out of the house she helped build up ire&ter Mountain. For a while, initially, she
stayed in momdéds apartment on Dove Street wh
she got her housend moved down the block.

Aunt Sonya and ncle Jack(soon to be exinc | e, though 1 6d cont
uncle anyway), had spent years renovating a quaint cabin they purchased after they wed.
Over time, it was transformed from a singjlgor, singleroom rustic jewel into a muHevel
beauty complete wht a lakeview to go with the lake access, a garage, complete with an
expansive deck and open front porch. The even acquired a rental property across the road.
Growing up, this was my dream house. | envied my cousins for growing up in such a
beautifulhomeBut | i fe on the mountain wasnbét as pe

After sever al defining moments and event s
apart, and it seemed sudden, even for its slow decline.dyolas more devastated than my
aunt Sonya. It waghe babysitter she trusted for all those years who looked after her children

while she worked worked even when my uncle lost his job, forced to support her family of
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four for year® that stole her husband. She was beyond devastated. She took the rigw reali
extremely hard. Her drinking escalated, and she became permanently jaded and angry.
| coul dndot bl ame her.
| envied all that she had my whole life.
| saw her as someone | ike a dream that yo
It was too bad that she did. | ffdiorrible for her. My aunhad the perfect lii@
perfect home and perfect family. And then, one day, all that was taken away, and she was
alone. It was a tragedy. | watched her and the dream of her get snuffed out like candle light.

Aunt Sonya&se, ndwkbomy momds apartment, wa s
Dunhams). SheiMed only a block away. And myngle Alan he lived behind my
grandparents (and Dunhams) t@ur family was always so close.

Her new house was charming, but nowhere near as oiwaras the Bleecker
Mountain home. She had two floors, a basement, and three bedroongsfor her, and two
for Courtney and J.T. when they visited on the weekends. The bathroom upstairs even had
this cool switch built into the door, so that when you etbg, the room came alive light. |
|l i ked her house. But it was obvious it wasn¢
nei ghbor 6s Jnkad deocessclosedt yoar honse, the driveway was paved, and
the closest thing you have to a lakes your nei ghboro6s aboovegro
mountain home. Regardlessind Sonya decorated in her unique country way and spruced up
the space with some new furnitéreshe had to. After an incident where she showed up
unannounced to take some thingmatt fightfully) belonged to her, lan t Sonya was
allowed back in her own home. Anything she wanted back had to go through a lawyer first
and then be brouglitown the mountain by her kids to her new home. It was heartbreaking.

Aunt Sonya just cried andied and cried.

I still saw mom while | was Iliving there. Si
the Dwyer sisters were a mess at that time. Betweom not leaving her bed andghaSonya

in fits of tears and beers, the two of them grew closer than ever again. They talked over the
phone constantly and would wal k the Dbl ock be

still working three shif ttreallyasund awhole hecksfast i | |
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lot. But when | was, | spent time with aunt Sonya. We would spend days on the couch
watching movies (not unlike me and my mom did), or we would sit out back in our two
pieces and tan. We di dn and ofike a Hig swetarrthose daysat h e r
more than an aunt, but I guess thatodés becau
Most of the time, this was a good thing. Soi
Youdre just [Andk was ke Ilthad dome sommething wrong, but | was never
sure of exactly what.

There was always something off about our relationship, even from when | was a
child. 1 remember being young andrda Sonya howling that line, or her glaring at me as if
| 6d br oking.rParsobmeealivays wondered if maybe Unldekwas my real father,
but this probably wasnédét true. Still, the s
acknowledged fact that he and mom once had sexual relations together, back when the
cocaine flowed like dandelion seeds during the hay fever of the 1980s, when ewengne
sky high on blow. Maybe myuait Sonya just thought | was a man stealer.

| guess 10611 never know.
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THE NEWMAR DIESELS ITS WAY TO DOVE

STREET; parks like a sigh in front of a yellow house.
Royal Mountaincampsite is missed alreadiyis Monday
September'd, 2006 Labor Day weekend at a close,
officially putting an end to this tumultuous summer. | spent
the holichy cashiering extra hours at my new job, the CVS
on 9Mile back in Michigan. But in New York, mom had
spent hers avoiding my long distance calls. And my
grandparents had doas they always dil they went
camping.Now home, they gather, without hurry, thei
things to bring inside their yellow house. Clothes need
washing, the groceries putting away, and paperwork to
begin for the long week ahead at Dunha8wny soon

disappears into the garage. Duty calls.

AYou owe me

dead, aodight?
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my

12

money, ybubdsh.

ai not

needs my money. N o

mo

pl ayin

Carol pleads and cries over the phone for more time, saying

t hat she had
buts he coul dnot

thinks back to the night before, when she was in Schenectady,

a

g

daughter,
et it

and

Wi C

favor s.

s |

now. Pl e ac-c

getting her fix. She had brought part of the money for the sale,

using the fast cash she made selling stuff at her porch sale, but
twas a holiday weekend

and she

money she needed to cover in.full
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Stepping out of the coach, Carol sees her plants need
revivingfromthewek end6s scorching sun. Baskets of
bunchy green flowered things sway from the roof of the
front porch, bushes rustle loudly in their crisp and the long
flowerbed that lines the fence lies in wait. She douses the
wilting buds with her green can. The plants ar
unresponsive; they sag lifelessly. Extending her hand, she
reaches to feel the waxen leaves, rubs gently. She regrets
not taking the time for extra care before going away. There
never seems to be enough time. Guiding haicstick
without sympathy, ewtionlessly. Moments morph into
minutes, accumulate hours and mount days. Time piles in

unseen layers. It entombs a life, and then it ripples on.

The Man on the phone only cares about numbers. To him, life
is in G6s and Carol 0!
AYou brhg me the resta my money or itesihgtime. Lights

out. He ar me bitch

In the corner of her eye, a grball of fur roams the yard

two lots over. Preciousno mé s me wandgs r unt ,

outside Car ol goes to catch the cat, but she ca
up,andt hen c¢l i mbs the stairs to knock on her dez
door.

No answer. No answer.

A guy and a woman show up at night to collect. The Man never
shows up for petty cash, only big jobs. Carol recognizes the
woman, so she opens the door just a little bityaird talk her

down. But an elbow appears, then a thick forearm applies
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pressure, the too sudden sound of wood splintering and the guy
is inside. Carol starts crying. The guy smacks her down.
Thud.

Back at her own house, sgp at her posn front ofthe

kitchen window Carol chairsmokes helight-100

cigarettes, keepingwatchv er at herrtmehbught er 6s apa
to see if the lights gon. She picks up the receiver of the

curling landline, and dials.

No answer. No answer.

From the fl oor she whimpers t hc
can work her debt off. Tonight. She tells them the Man can do
whatever he wants to her. Anything.

Then chaos. Loud noises.

And she keeps dialing and smoking, watching, and waiting.

The guy aguing and yelling while meanwhile, the woman
going into the bedroom, looking under the mattress, in the
dresser drawers, inside the closet and tossing out clothes and
shoes.
But no money.
The guy grabs Carol upff the floor, drags her out of the
house A grey kitten escapes out the front door. The guy stuffs

Carol into the back seat of a car. They drive her to the Man.

Dialing and smoking, watching, and waiting.

Carol 6s body is pushed through

some stairs, and into a corete room.
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The Man is waiting.
He tells her to get on her knees.
She does.
She starts sucking his flaccid dick.
Then, he starts choking her.
His paws on the back of her head, pulling out clumps of hair,
forcing her throat deep. Eyes waterifgearing, gagging,
coughing. Unable to breathe.
AYou think |1 6&6m playin bitch?d6 he yells. AY
money! o
Blood rushing. Eyes turning red. She pounds her fists on the ground desperately.
The Man kicks Carol 6s arms out fro
Carol hits the floor face first, gasping breath as the feeling of a hard shoe slams in her gut.
AYou think |1 6s playi
The Man yanks at her arms. With a tight grip he hblelswrists, making Carol hit herself.
Still holding her wrists, he drags her across the room. He pulls her into a chair, rips off her
soft cotton shirt, pulls down her shorts, and then forces his way inside her. He asks her if she
likes it.
Car ol ahswersShéscreams, her voice horse. With every cry she feels her raw throat
bleeding. Blood trickles down from the corner of her mouth to her chin. A red drop rolls
down and falls into his white sneaker.
ALookit what you did vy
Please. Plase. Please.
The Man calls out, demands help. Both the guy and the woman are standing in the corner,
watching, and waiting.

il ce this dumb b

The woman Carol recognizes |ingers towards
the arm.
The Man smeks her in the face.

iDi spose ov this garbage! Do it «cl

The Man grabs Carol by the face.
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fiLet this be a message ta all yall, fdeadin, favor wantin whites garbage out théraint
nobody me s s iawaywih#l Aimheobadnede ! Peace, B. Swee
The woman yanks Carol by the arm, drags her out of the room.
What day is it? Did | leave my back door unlocked? Whesere, is my daughter? Wait,
why is Meghan in Michigan?oWlhat wiastt hios ds el

mouth bl eeding? Why do I feel wet and col c
will my parents think? I dondot want to di e
more things. | need toeée |

Carol is pushed up the stairs, to the garage, and into a car. The woman asks her a lot of
guestions. Carol says she is penniless. Says
will. Then she tells the woman about the people she loves. Shertellohethe mistakes
she made. She pleads. The woman tells Carol
make it easy, and she is sorry about her kid.
She holds a nitrogen tank to her lips OR She chokes her out and leaves her in the car to die
OR MAYBE It is the toxic chemisdrom the local leather mills

No answer. No answer. No light.

She Kkills her.
Then,leavesCarol there and walks away, wonders what to do
with the body.

By TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 5™, the lot inbetween the

Dwyer home an dapartmenioccupicdhyght er 6 s
D u n h auzaes back to normal. Customers and trucks

and service vehicles were in and out of the buildamgl up

and down the drive frormi:30amto 6pmas business went

back to nomal after the holiday weekend. By nightfall,

Carol 6s worr yherre aahegde stithadma x ;
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no lights on. Againshe phones and again theseno

response.

Tuesday the womaeturns to the cawith the guy and cleans
up her trace. They wiauntil the middle of the night to drive
Carol 6s body back home. The wor
apartment and finds a vacuum cleaner hose. The guy attaches
it the exhaust pipe of the car, which sits dormant in the open
driveway. He goes over to his dar&hicle, grabs a heavy
black garbage bag by its shoulders, and then drags it over to
Carol 6s car, disposing her de:
woman goes back into Carol 0s apsée
her inside. The woman returns with a blanket. Site the
blanketoverCar@l s gr eyi ng amdy sb Ischaetbesc
sorry. Then, she walks away. They leave. Wherrétesn, the
woman notices Carol ds purse in

She tosses it in the trash on her way back inside.

ON WEDNESDAY THE 6" OF SEPTEMBER, Carol

calls Sonny from worko go and help look for their

daughter. They go over to the apartment two lots over, but
their daughter stillaa 6 t b eThely @som td searching
outside. Sonny notices a trash can in a wrong spogdés

to place the container aside the house. Walking back to the

front of the house, he notices the trunk of the car I

is ajar. He goes to close it.

And there his daughtes,iinside theOldsmobile.
Dead.

Asphyxiated.

Dead for two days

Unseen by anyte.
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Meghan and Carol. Last picture. Last meeting.

September®, 2006 was my first day of college for the second semester. | remember walking
to school feeling more alone. Somet hing was
loss.

| had an evening class that day, creative writing. As | sat in my plastic seat my phone
started to vibrate in the bag at my feet. | let the call go to voice mail, and then | snuck out of
the room to retrieve the message. It was my coUsie She was cryig. She told me to call
her back, but did not pick up when I returned the call. | went back to class and tried to shake
off an odd feeling I couldndét give words.

By nightfall, early evening, | made the twaile walk from the Royal Oak campus
back to thesuburb of Ferndale where | lived. My frie&develived a few short blocks from
my dadds house; | decided to stop over.

When | got thereStevewas outside in the dark yard. He had just bought a used car
and was testing thiée of theengine. He usherete inside the passenger seat of vehicle. We
sat there, |l i stening to the engine, me suck
pile of CDs. He decided on punk rock. Over the sound of guitars and drums | missed another
call. It was my dad. | told Ste to turn down the music, and then | returned the missed call.

N HLLO ? DAD. JUST SAW YOU CALLED.Wh at 6 s up?0
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He doesndt respond.

AHey, are you there?0 | ask.

His clears his throat, and then asks me where | am.

Al 6 @tevesthouse. He§ gues what ? He just got a car! o
Dad says thatoés ni c$tevethephdnet hen asks me t o
| wait, shifting in my seat.

AHe sai d hset awandasl m san d says, haading meethe plioneSt e v e
AWhat. Why?0 | put my ear to the phone. 0

At that moment, an intense twinge of pain rises from my feet and fills my body. The only
word to describe it ised. | feel like fire. | feel hot and urgent. | am burning. Pas@ts in.
AWhat do you mean he said to O6stay cal m a
Ad1l doStewes bammer s. AHe just wants us to co
The red bursts inside of me.
AFUCCCK! 0 | scream. AFUCCCK! 0o | vyelp agai
AWhat! Whato6s the matter?0
| slam my feet into the floor of the car. | punch the armrest, the door, the dashboard. |
scram andléreabout, sudden tears streaming down my blushed cheeks.
| stare ahead, and say to [&m
AMy mom is dead. o

Stevewaits to respond, stalls to find word&nally, he says to née

Awel |l & | donodt know why youdd say that,
intuition. o He pauses. fAiThatdés scary stuff .o

| gape at him. He rambles on.

AéMy mom had this thing happen to her onc

His lips aremoving but | no longer hear the words. | swallow hard on a fireball

building inside, feeling |ike 10611, at any
think of the past two dayds |1 d6ve called mom.
way her recording always makes me sdhiltley baby, ités Car ol . Y oL

think about those late nights | worked at CVS. | remember my cigarette &resiking
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outside on the cold concrete, cel l phb one i1
machine. | remember the strange, hallow feeling | had when, by the second day, her words
went empty the recorded message missing, just the blank static where her voice used to be.
| remember how the emptiness cut through me. | remember mentallygwiyself to
remove the hot knife. | remember so many thingser smile, her fits, the way her skin
smells. | tear myself away from the fire building inside of me, tear myself away like waking,
and look over abteve His lips are still moving when | cutrhioff to speak.
ALet 6s go, 0 | speak flatly.

Then exit the car.

At my dadOo s jde dea. Me first, dolowed byeSteg push past my dad and Liz

through the kitchen.
AHol d on, 6 | shout back angrily. ALet me
AHoO coul d she possiblyeé?06 Lizbés words tra
| seeDanielleon the couch as | head towards my rod@neat. She only shows up

once in a blue moon. | wonder weyh eneg e. Sheds got nothing to

When | return from upstairs, we all sit down in the living room. Nobody says a word.
Dad and me are on the leather love seat. Liz and her daudgutézlle are on the couch.
Stevestands awkwardly, his back against the front door. He leans forward dsdoanzk.

fSteve® 0

AYes, Mr . Dai |l ey?o0

AfMaegan really needs a friend right now.
you are here. W Il you help her? Wi lIl you be

Adl , yes. 0 He is exasperated. ASure. oo

God, | feel so bad for him.

AfMaegané you know I | ove you, right?o
Dad stiffens his arms around my neck. It feels like a noose.

| nod my head yes.

AéDondbt you?0 he asks again.

AYes, o | say aloud. Annoyed.
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AOk. 0 He pauses. fABecause 106l always be
AJ ugsett, on with it. Dad. o
More silence.
fébecause you are a child of god, and the
ADAD! o |I shout. AJust. Tell. Me . O
He blinks. Liz starts weeping whi@anielleconsoles herSteveslouches againshe

door.
AJust otdl Ispmeak flatly. fAl know sheds deac
Silence.

Dad grabs me tighter. He holds me as hedays

ATher e, there was an accident. Grandma a
mor ning. | 6ve been trying to figursmsooyut all
Meghan. Your mother is dead. 0

Screaming Howling Wailing Thrashing
| am an animal.

Only sounds come out of me.

I gurgle lgulp 1choke on air

| deafen my own ears with four words repeating, repeating

Your mother is deadYour mother is deadYour mother is deadrour mother is deadyour

mother is deadyour mother is deadrour mother is deafour mother is deadrour mother

is dead Your mother is dead Your mother is dea@ur mother is dead Your mother is dead
Your mother is deadYour mother is deadYour mother is deadrour mother is deadyour

mother is dead Your mother is deadYour mother is deadYour mother is dead Your
mother is dead Your mother is dead Your mother is dead Your mother is dead Your mother

is dead Your mother is deadYour mothe is dead Your mother is deadour mother is

dead.
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anger
w1 U1 wouunu
o . Church, Fort Plain
OblfUG €S Interment will be i
Cemetery, Fonda.
flowers, memoriz
' All obituaries in The Leader-Herald are paid for by fur tions may be made
 the deceased. The paper verifies the information and p  munity Bible Chu
‘ Ave., Fort Plain, tl;
charity of one’s ¢l
Carol B. Dwyer e ——

Carol B. Dwyer, 46, of Dove St., Johnstown, died Wednesday,
Sept. 6, unexpectedly at home.

She was born Oct. 21, 1959, in Gloversville, NY, the daughta' of
Francis “Sonny” and Carol Luck Dwyer. She graduated fmﬂ
Johnstown High School in 1977. -

She is survived by her parents, Francis | .

“Sonny” and Carol Dwyer of Johnstown; |

daughter, Meagan L. Dailey of Ferndale,

Michigan; sister, Sonya L. Batty of

Johnstown; 3 brothers, Francis “Tom”

"Dwyer III and Linda of Gloversville, Alan

‘R. Dwyer and his companion, Tami Rogers

‘of Johnstown, and Keith L. Dwyer of

Johnstown; several nieces, nephews, ,
cousins and uncles. < Sy A

The funeral will be on Monday at 11:00 Carol Dwyer
a.m. at the Barter & Donnan Funeral Home,
corner of Main and Melcher St., Johnstown, with Rev. Wally
Braemer, pastor of Community Bible Church, Fort Plain. Burial
will be in Evergreen Cemetery, Fonda. Calling hours will be
Sunday 5-8 p.m. at the Barter & Donnan Funeral Home. In lieu of

rs, memorial contributions may be made to the Community

Qm:h, 5 Silk Ave., Fort Plain, NY 13339.

depression

I miss who | was when | was hers. | miss my laugher. | miss my anger. | miss my

wandering. | miss my rebellion. | miss the tension. Now, | just want to be pulled by

anyone. The only difference is that now | get hurt and not loved aftendwWjis a

world without reassurance, before my biggest obstacle was unpredictability. |

consider now to be like a second life, the afterlife. | am a ghost of a person without

her.

Do you remember being happy? Are you?

anger
FueK cancer.

Sorew youc SsCi aily
‘[C)\H Lz‘th]nwn\‘\_\—'

uﬁn ;-u-J’HLCd u&ws.Lf

Bt peace be %m the

sot€ered The dead.

For '\‘V\DS»D whe die un}\_)&‘!’

Yor Ahose wihe Vhave Adied witheut trust
| Sumwian gour cries :
l}n\‘prﬂm} Ao thase Survived,




ML Lords Three Days in Septembed 55
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bargaining
The verbs of observance are my vain yet heartfelt attempts to make her feel real
again. | find myself going about my daily routines, simultaneously thinking of her as |
usually do in my noun ways, while also looking for the verb. Most always, | find
materalization in the arts. My mom was an artistic type, and highly creative on her

best days. On her best ever days, she would dream. | find myself more focused on the

latter.

On my best days, | forget that | am myself and become her. It is my greatesbsind m
precious fantasy. Sometimes, when | am crafting, | forget all of my worries and
pretend that | am making a gift for my daughter, and the daughter is me and | am her.
My beautiful, soft mom. | remember her scent of Ponds cold cream and haunting,

blue es. Those eyes. Her eyes were milky blue and they were saturated with her
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|l ifeds tale. Her eyes were the color o
would behold me. | would give anything to feel that type of importance again. When |

felt theamberof my momés | oving gaze, i s was

Depression
If emotions are like a loaded gun, love is what pulls the trigger. This time, | have let
myself die because | have |l et myself |
you down, so it is better to go alone. This is what | have learned but | have not
followed through with the information gathered along the way, the evidence. Perhaps
it is human to need and want love but | feel alien and abnormal. When it comes to life

| am dueless. | have not a shred of truth.

anger

; : No%
/l\ ‘ Nei cj\/\bofg No!
- No5
&= } Nol
=B N
=4 | !
g 5 e g, I e { = i ! No
% ki =i & ”\,_- ‘ ,]‘ l—;‘-w—* . Vehjcle !
<O 2 Covol BT
\L - Dove Street — 5 badyuny
i ; Aistovue

- 1| body discovered in backset of vehiclel@ys post time of death in a highly visible area of business

- 2| vehicle (property of victim) unregistered and unused (est.) 9 years / contained gas / victim unlicensed
" 3|victimbs purse and identification unable to b
“4|lvictimbs answer i ngsedmwaHprioritodiscowtry of dhady /eonfscatect by police
"5lvictimbs upstairs neighbor stated hearing an
~ 6] no suicide note recovered / victim avid writer (esp. during incarceration) / victim released 10 mons. pr|

" 7lvictimbébs apartment found in boxes [/ wvictim ha

- 8| cause of deathcarbon monoxide poisoninggdcuum cleaner hoséfiaed to exhaust pipe into interior of caf

f e

t he

OV E
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Static

| had a dream last night. In my dream it was Christmas time and | was busy wrapping
presents at a party. It was a loud party. My whole, big family was there. We were all

| aughing and merrily drinking, it waita bl ur
but it rang again so | picked it up. On the other end of the receiver was mom and she was
trying to give me a coded message. She was!
somewhere in a desert. It was a loud party. It was difficult to hexad lwas on the verge,

and then she hung up.
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fiDaniel in shining armor o

A few days after the funer al I flew back to
time to grieve; | had to earn money to get the hell out of Dodge. A npoisthto enroliment
at Oakland Community Collegé 6 dit mg b at a local quicknartandwas then hired at
CVS. Thus began the long, extended process to receive my Associates while alsodvorking
five years to earn my twgear degre. n New Yor k f or my mot her s
of my first classes of fall semesderDeath, Dying and B&avementEnrolling for that class
not knowing my mom would suddenly die felt like a strange scheme ofNgtdeacher
regarded me incredulously, with wondestill, |1 refocused my energy from grief to
productivity. The work environmenhad control anatlosur® tasks tobegin and complete
without infintewonder . Just show up when youdre sche
paycheck. Easy. Work was blaekdw h i t e . Li fe wasllcalors béedingi st 6 s
infinitely, appearing as one.

Like Price Chopper, CVS had a training program. But CVS sent me to Detroit. This
was the real dedl no blue computer program! Prospective workers showed up by the
dozens, some hired (like me), some | discovereere part of a transitional program for
people wio had backgrounds but were being tested to see if they could work in society.
Outsiders. Minor criminals. Now, to these people | could relate. There, a mini store glistened
with metal shelves lined high with products, the place complete with workingenegatthe
faux checkout <counters. It was a consumer 6s
playing store. For three daytad dropped me and my bag lunch off at the slouch of a
building. | raised my hand at the long conference tables, appeaptyaly interested and
took minimal bathroom break| was determined to succeed anetkly, | flourished atetail

cashiering.

At the stare off 9-mile, my bossScottgrew to like meHe was a thin, youthful man as

precise as he was tactful. | was respectful, dutiful employe&ho always said yes to extra
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hour s. |l 6d wal k the two miles to college fr
then leave class and walk the twoles back agaid usually in the dark. But work | did
more than | attendesichool. The ral job with an education happened after you tgolr
books home, and plaad your butt at the kitchen table. | schedutbdee to four classes per
semester and worked my off days, plus nigind weekendsLike Price Chopper grocery,
my CVS was a 2hour store, buScott never asked me to work overnightde was too
professionalunderstandinghat shift meant extra pdy something P.C. never gave n@nly
in a small town.

As time went on, | discovered mwork ethic was to put the job before mysef,
behavior displae d from how 16d |l oved my behawviolse r . I

transformed intanore productive forms for worksale from the fact that | was perpetually

lated a habit my mother passed downtome. s| owl y became an empl oy

abandonment kept me in toe and trying hard, my expectation to be disappointed left no room

to judge when dayés werendt fun, I coul d st

still and focus on makinghe world go white (my expertise in disassdicn converted to
obedience)A body is just a body if you refuse to feel it (or the pain in your aching legs and
feet). Plus, | rarely objected or complained. Years of beingNoldafforded in other ways,

like learning to be grateful for anything at all.

You want to pay me $5.25 an hour? Wow! Oh

Working the register at CVSihstantaneouslpecamea strange displajtem. Before
| had beera lurkerwho avoided soclagatherings My previous employment at obscure
Wide-A-Wake quickmart ensured thés the only people that shopped there were odd balls
too afraid of a big grocery, old people set in their wayspanibre commonlg addicts and
gamblers. After the height L1, my Arabic brother bosses experienced even less cash flow
as racial tensions in the Detroit area reached a new high. Soon after | walked out one day
(one of the brotherds publicly screaming at
However, in the wellit couponrrcutting world of CVS where customer service is
crucial, |1 found myself trying to whHover people for the first time. For the sake of good
business, it was the unwritten qualification of the job to make people like me, ik

shopping at CVS. My smile was my biggest s

€
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behind the register and mentally wil!/ t hem t
the world. Before that job, | nevenderstoodvhat it was like to hae people observe me, to

really be seen, not as myselfbut as some nice, wholesome tigiyl in a powdetblue polo
andnametag. | had to force myself to be comfortable with eye cbritaeventually caught

on and the confidence almost seemed natural enSoon, | was beingested by my co

workers. AfamouslineYou know t hereds no empThatyweuel of tF
be Brandon, a stodoy and easgoing guy who had the magical quality of working hard

but having fun while doing it. Brandon,gh t wo Br i ttanyod6s who most |
plusthepot o depart me n tadGaya bEcameegood friendsnBirorkSriends
ony.Beggar s c an 0gmothdr alwagshsaicd & learnsed quickly that work was a

welcome escape.

One day awwo r k , this cute guy | 6d 0s ehestnut hairallu nd c @
shaggy to the shoulders, hedaolwn, jeans frayed and dragging at the ankles spitting out two
bare Bir kenlstcoocwklodendd tf eheetl. pd ibdunt 6 ts nmki 1 cewme,tThhiosu gd
| 6d been running into him on Beaufi dam Stre
the corner off Albany. Héft ed his sullen head a littjeand smiled baclAfter that he started

coming in twice a week, and then sometimes twice a day. | keewas into me so | soon

asked him od@t you knowto play pool at the Cue on Hiltorf?is name wa®aniel Court

He told meon our date thate liked my surenesandsaid | had a sexy attitude. He liked my
attitude?A first! That was in late September. less than two months, | had moved in with

him.

Turned outDaniellived right down the street from my dad. We had practically been
neighbors nearly our whole livesut never came together. This, we decided, was a sign. We
were destined to be together. Moving was a
rental, paying nothing, but our roommate did. Suddenly, | had a whole new life and had
moved away from hmoe for the first timé not to live with family, but to start my owur
relationship quickly advanced@hus, when I told dad thhtvasengaged he asked me if | was

pregnant. TwiceAr e you sure youodre not pregnant?
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This happened about five months intay new relationship, in February, after
Valet i neds Day was r gpenntleedvhole eayanside éhe Bathroomewith
diarrhea and nausea, not me. He tried to celebrate a few days after, when | came home from
class to a trail of rose s and ta lights to the tub. But thainly made me uncomfortable.
Nobody actually does this, ¢ 9vd arguedladd them m c o
watched a movie, exhausted with our differences. The diamond ring came the weekend after.
Hedd got d o eenn oarfbedmond witkk s one red rose and proposgde
actually slept o a bed stuffed inside the closet, like addicts). The rock was so huge and
glittery. twasthenicegyi f t | 6 d .©fwceurse, Isaid yes. Buetden again, | pretty
much talked him into proposing with conversations of hope and how much | loved him. We

discussed marriage opedlyit was only a matter of when.

While we were datingl went to his apartment nearly every day before and after class,
if I wasndt working. Someti mes | pl ayed vi d
up after them, but most of the tin@mnieland | curl ed up and watche
on this cool new website calleAmazon We kissed. A lot. His lips were broad, full and soft;
theydd press into mine and el ectrif yghmhe. I f
di dndédt want to come down.

Less than a montimto our relationshipl was dyng my hair with streaks of black in
Danieb s b a brie day after art clasghen he proposed a questidfey, you want t@o
to Chicago for the weekend?o | want to what? Go to Chica@o as in another city, in
another stat® for the weekend, judt justlike that? No reason? Just, hop on and go? Who
does that?

But Danielhad a reason. He knew my motherds b
weekend, and he wanted to be supportive. This, of course, sent me over the moon. Not only
had he listened to my woes about my first birthday without her, but he also planned a way
to make the date less difficult for me. What a great boyfriend | had! By some freak
occurrence wor k hadnot schedul ed me Friday thr ol
Still, 1 need to cavince my dad to let me §o | was still living under his roof at that time.
Danieland | arranged what we were going to say, and then had the sit down with my dad. |

think he was more surprised thi2@nielplanned to pay for everything.






