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Editorõs Note 

 

In this second issue of Reedy Branch Review we wanted to 

continue to showcase the talents of Pitt Community College  

students, faculty and staff, and supporters while also appealing to 

a broader range of possible contributors . To that end, we opened 

up submissions to anyone supportive of the mission of Americaɀs 

community colleges. Many colleges try to sum up that mission in 

a taglineɭa short phrase that tries to convey the goals of the 

institution. The tagline of Pitt Community College  is, ɁEducating 

and Empowering People for Success.ɂ Most colleges who employ  

a tagline go for something similar, something inspirational or 

aspirationalɭSteve Kolowich takes an interesting look at taglines 

in this piece for The Chronicle of Higher Education. 

We see Reedy Branch Review as fitting squarely with  the 

Ɂ$Ô×ÖÞÌÙÐÕÎɂɯÈÚ×ÌÊÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/""ɯÛÈÎÓÐÕÌȭɯ/ÙÖÎÙÈÔÚɯÈÕËɯÈÊÈËÌÔÐÊɯ

departments campus wide strive to do the Ɂ$ËÜÊÈÛÐÕÎ,ɂ and they 

are mostly  quite successful. Giv ing studentsɭand othersɭthe 

chance to demonstrate what they have learned by creating 

something that is uniquely their  own  is one way to ɁEmpowerɂ 

them. It is our desire to provide a venue for the sharing of the se 

creative efforts. 

You may notice some changes this year. For instance, this 

issue is bigger, with more of everything. A sign that we are 

growing in a positive way can be seen in what did not make it into 

this issue. We received more than twice as many submissions as 

actually  made it into the final version of RBR 2017. Many of those 

submissions might  have made the cut last year, but with the 

luxury of so much to choose from, we were able to be more 

selective. There is also much more artwork this year, which was 

https://www.chronicle.com/article/88-College-Taglines-Arranged/232003
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one of the goals for this issue. One further change this year was 

the addition of fiction editor  Scott Temple to the editorial board . 

We hope you enjoy this yearɀÚɯReedy Branch Review, and 

encourage you to consider submitting something for the next 

issue. 

 

      ɭthe Editors 
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photograph by Chris Fouts 
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Umbrella Outcasts  by Margaret Rogers 

 
Rain 

fell in gray sheets, 

like the minutes passing by, 

while I and an army  

of one hundred more  

stood vigil for a bus,  

lazy and late, 

leaving us all in the gray  

of the sky, 

of the road, 

of the sea of trench coats, waiting,  

and the grove of umbrellas around me, 

a community banded against the rain , 

excluding me 

and another. 

 

Through the sea 

of rain-slick shields, 

I saw him there: 

Blonde hair plastered, 

gaze cast low, 

shoulders bearing the weight of the weather.  

Our genders differed, 

our lot in life the same, 

shunned by the safety 

of rotating black umbrellas, shared, 

the boy and I, 



 

8           Reedy Branch Review  

 

the only outcasts 

of this umbrella community.  

 

I joined the stranger, 

to squelch and huddle, 

sharing our nothing in dreadful weather.  

We all had time before the bus came; 

why not be wet together? 
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The Machine by Margaret Rogers 

 

Sons and fathers, one by one, are fed into the machine,  

Casualties stained in crimson, and new recruits now clad in 

green. 

This machine, it had a name, befitting of its lore: 

The one who ate and killed with hate, was the one we all 

named War. 

 

They pack their bags, and smile thin, and laugh about their 

leave . . .  

Because they are our friends, we see them lying through their 

teeth.  

They step outside where the car awaits, and we bid our last 

ɁÍÈÙÌÞÌÓÓȵɂ 

3ÏÌàɯÍÈËÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÝÐÌÞȮɯÕÖÞɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÈÙÌɯÉàȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

check the mail. 

 

Green fought on in the twilight air, or dawn, as they all said,  

2ÛÈÕËɯËÖÞÕȵɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÙɯÏÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÎÜÕȮɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÌÛɯÊÖÜÕÛɯÛÏÌɯ

dead! 

Green becomes red, but our hearts are black, and our minds 

are just confused, 

Why are we killers? Is this who we are? Or are we just being 

used? 

 

The gears still churn, the blades still cleave, and War continues 

to kill,  

Red pleads, ɁÞÏàɯËÐËɯÞÌɯÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÌÚÚȮɯÈÕË why are we in 

ÐÛɯÚÛÐÓÓȳɂ 
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Silence meets the little sheep, and ushers them on in a line, 

Steadily more meet their death for naught, and somehow this 

ÐÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÚÐÎÕȳ 

 

No one questions, no one fights the great machine of War, 

We only step so gladly to it, obliv ious to the gore. 

 ÕËɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÒÐÓÓɯÈÕËɯÔÈÐÔɯÈÕËɯÚÓÈàȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÔÈàÉÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÌȮ 

And ÞÌɀÓÓ go home and know of what is happening inside.  
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My World and Theirs by Margaret Rogers 

 

(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÈɯÞÖÙÓËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÔàɯÖÞÕȮɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯÖÕɯÏÐÎÏȭ 

The scenes play out 

froÔɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɀɯÓÐÝÌÚ, 

and I control them in time:  

Pause, fast forward, play, 

flip a page back and rewind.  

  

One life ends, another begins, and I move from world to 

world.  

New words pass by my reading eyes, 

and light passes by my page. 

Is it sunny up there in my  world?  

I wonder,  

but burrow deeper  

into the pages. 

  

3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÔÜÚÐÊȮɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓȭɯ(ÛɯÊÙÖÚÚÌÚɯÉÖÛÏɯÞÖÙÓËÚȮ 

soaks through the pages 

to reach me, 

ÉÜÛɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÉÌàÖÕËɯÔàɯÚÐÎÏÛȭ 

My bowed head moves at last; 

I look up from the book  

and see 

my wo rld.  

  

The breathless world of fantasy lies paused upon my lap. 

There are no more of those come-and-go lives, 

those riveting stories. 

But up here the sky is shining, 

there are glimmering wheat fields of gold,  

serene music floods the senses, 

and I am home. 
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The book is open, inviting, teasing with shapes of words  

I can almost read, 

but I close the book. Not today. 

(ɀÝÌɯÙÌÈËɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÝÌÚɯÖÍɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȮɯÊÖÔÌ-and-go, 

I must never forget  

to write my own life  

before I read it all away. 

(ɀÓÓɯÓÐÝÌɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÓÐÍÌɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯday. 
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Ninety Degrees East  by Joy E. Moses-Hall 

 

Scariest of them all was the East Beast.  

Scariest of them all, among the very scary, ever wary women 

of 1980, was the terrifying, soul-denying, female-belying warrior 

named Mary Jane East. The Class of 1980 was the first class in 

which women were admitted as cadets at the U.S. Coast Guard 

Academy (and other service academies), and MJ East was the 

Valkyriest .  

This was the prep school for Coast Guard officers: college, 

seamanship, and military training . The professors were all men. 

All of the command positions were held by men . And the 

shipboard billets provided communal berthing for men . The 

barracks had been a fine place where princes could grow to be 

kings under paternal nurturing . Now, infiltration by wom en 

meant bathrobes would be mandatory and Christie Brinkley 

forbidden; crybabies and airheads would take the leadership posts 

once reserved for superstars and crackerjacks. 

MJ, though, was no crybaby. /ÏàÚÐÊÈÓÓàȮɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÐÔ×ÖÚÐÕÎȮɯ

but what little there was of her was tougher than a baby blue ox. 

Her baritone bellow mingled indistinguishably with the 

ubiquitous male cadences. Occasionally, during a rare moment of 

regimental hilarity, a rusty stentorian rasp could be traced to her, 

ÉÜÛɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÍÐÛɯÏÌÙɯÏÜmorless persona. 

 Her hair was clipped precisely to the stiff cartilage of her ears; 

her jaw was rigid enough to crush steel; her shirts and trousers 

were pressed with impeccable creases that stayed ridiculously flat 

even when she was inside them. Her barr acks room was devoid of 

dust and hollowed of humanity . And her shoe leather gleamed 

like onyx slippers with fresh spit shine .  
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Her own classmates were wise to stand at attention in her 

presence. Officers with years of seniority cringed before her glare . 

Ships would cross the ocean rather than pass her in a channel. MJ 

East was a Wicked Witch in a land fit best for Odysseus and 

Poseidon. 

So when I made a mockery of squared corners under the very 

nose of Miss East, Her Beastliness cursed fiery rebuke upon me. 

Squared corners are a peculiar habit of the freshman swab 

year whereby all turns are effected at ninety degrees. Eschewing 

coddling behaviors that even hint at soft and rounded, first -year 

swabs are propelled at double time, and must veer around corners 

at pointy angles. This veering is both blind and slippery, as swabs 

are also forbidden to glance left or right to check for traffic, and 

they wear leather-soled shoes that slide like banana peels on the 

high -gloss flooring . Even the most alert swabs are caught in side-

panel collisions at reckless speeds. Damages are furthered by the 

ËÌÊÙÌÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÙÔÚɯÔÜÚÛɯÙÌÔÈÐÕɯÈÛɯÖÕÌɀÚɯÚÐËÌÚȮɯÉÌÕÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÓÉÖÞÚȮɯ

but pasted to the waist as a training exercise in peripheral vision 

and thigh and elbow agility.  

On this particul ar occasion, I was visiting my best friend Patty, 

who had the misfortune to room directly across the hall from Miss 

Beast. 

All of the women of the Class of 1980 were beasts of some sort. 

They were the finalists in an eat-or-be-eaten Academy culture that 

from bottom to top rejoiced when they failed and despised when 

they inhaled, and the females were cranky about it . Their asbestos 

hearts neatly deflected the fire and flint of an abundance of 

androgens fired like tracers from the muscles and muzzles of 

milit ary men. These women hauled hazing to a halt, compelled 

ÊÖÚÔÌÛÐÊÚɯÌÛÐØÜÌÛÛÌȮɯÈÕËɯÊÓÈÚÏÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ ÓÔÈɯ,ÈÛÌÙɀÚɯÎÌÕËÌÙȭɯ
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3ÏÌàɯÔÈÕÕÌËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÚ×ÖÙÛÚɯÛÌÈÔÚɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÖÙÛÌËɯ

government-issued boxer shorts. They cut their teeth on coral and 

their hair with sw ordfish . They fought fire with hellfire. They 

were tough and brittle stars . They were not about to have their 

hard-fought battles sullied by a bunch of weak -kneed 

yellowbellies like us, smearing their contrails, tracking mud across 

their proud pages. 

I ord inarily squared my corners, even on duty at 0500, when 

the suave swabs who steamrolled the system sashayed civilian 

style. But I was in a brazen mood that day, and as I turned the 

ÕÐÕÌÛàɯËÌÎÙÌÌÚɯÐÕÛÖɯ/ÈÛÛàɀÚɯÙÖÖÔȮɯ(ɯÍÓÜÕÎɯÔàɯÈÙÔÚɯÞÐËÌɯÈÕËɯ

danced three beats of two-ÚÛÌ×ȮɯÛÖɯ/ÈÛÛàɀÚɯËÜÔÉÍÖÜÕËÌËɯÓÖÖÒȭ 

Ɂ,ÐÚÚȵɂɯ 

Outrage thundered down the corridor in a Beastly bellow like 

steam from a flared snout. She could see noble female history 

pooling, squandered, in a puddle at my feet.  

ɁWhat ÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɂ 

I about-faced into the Wrath of East, immediately repentant .  

Ɂ ɯÚ-ÚØÜÈÙÌɯÊÖÙÕÌÙȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȭɂ 

She lectured for five minutes on squares and corners, 

beginning with precision motor control and ending with 

Pythagoras as I stood motionless and braced-up in the hallway, 

back straight, arms down, neck stiff, staring ahead. Ɂ ÛɯƕƝƔƔɯ

ÏÖÜÙÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÈËËÌËȮɯɁàÖÜɯÞÐÓÓɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÏÌÙÌ, and I want to see 

ÌÐÎÏÛàɯÚØÜÈÙÌËɯÊÖÙÕÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÈÕËɯÌÐÎÏÛàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɂɯɯ2ÏÌɯ

chose eighty as a matter of class pride. Everything was counted 

that way.  

Precisely at 1900, I began marching tight little boxes in the 

corridor outside her lair . Ɂ.ÕÌȮɯÔÈɀÈÔ. 3ÞÖȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȭɂɯɯ2ÏÌɯ

watched each and every execution: not 89 degrees, not 91 degrees, 
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but perfectly perpendicular corners . Occasionally my feet skidded 

on the tile floor . Classmates skirted me in the double-time lane 

like autos swerving around an accident scene. 

Ɂ$ÐÎÏÛ-ÖÕÌȮɯÔÈɀÈÔ. Eighty -ÛÞÖȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȭɂɯɯ"ÓÈÚÚɯ×ÙÐËÌȭ 

When I finished my 164 th corner, she let me go with a snarl 

and a warning.  

Patty, meanwhile, had evaporated to the nether regions of her 

room, out of sight of East Beast. That was her closest interaction 

with East, which was later construed by MJ as close personal 

friendship.  

I stood forever wary of MJ, even when I became an 

upperclassman myself.  

Patty, on the other hand, stood in full dress whites . She was 

ÛÏÌɯÜÕÐÍÖÙÔÌËɯÔÈÐËɯÖÍɯÏÖÕÖÙɯÈÛɯ,)ɀÚɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÞÌËËÐÕÎȭ 
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Over My Head by Joy E. Moses Hall 

 

 
USCGC Eagleɭcourtesy US Coast Guard 

 

Is swimming in nine thousand feet of ocean any different than 

swimming in the fifteen feet of a pool?  

The nine thousand-footer was the Atlantic Ocean. We had just 

sailed the US Coast Guard Barque Eagle through the Bermuda 

Triangle on Friday the 13th, and were celebrating a robust 

emergence into the Sargasso Sea with a swim call . All hands (and 

feet) dove into the dappled sea, except for an armed small-boat 

crew patrolling for sharks .    

The water was gentle and blue from above, warm and clear 

from inside . I could see my startlingly white feet, whiter in the 

bluish water  than their usual milky hue, dangling below like 

friendly squids, but nothing else stirred for a hundred feet . Below 

that, the light snuffed into an impenetrable gloom . (ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ
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fathom the size of all that water between me and the bottomɭ

what if I were t o suddenly deflate and waft to the bottom like a 

human corn flake settling in the Atlantic cereal bowl?  It could be 

days before I hit bottom. 

Three hundred degrees of empty horizon inspired little 

confidence in human grandiosity . There was naught but air and 

water. A few heads bobbed nearby, nearly swallowed up by the 

infinite blues of wet and dry . To the left was nothing and nobody 

at all. Nothing up . Nothing down . Nothing west . A whole arc of 

eternity was void.  

To the right was the ship. The Eagle was small and 

claustrophobic when we were on board; it teemed like an ant 

farm, with no place to go, no place to hide for a moment of 

solitude, everywhere and always within 300 feet of 200 people. 

Now, from the perspective of a plankter, it was huge . The vast 

world was all of three dimensions: sea and sky and ship.  

 To be sure, there was drama below of which I was ignorant. A 

few feet into the dark haze, a tuna might be shredding a mackerel 

into fish sticks . Deeper, a saber-toothed viper -fish could be 

blundering  into a hatchetfish, a round, skinny counter -predator 

doomed to forever peer upward ɭtoday toward my chalky white 

feetɭand widen its ever -open, over-fanged gape. Way below that, 

in the coldest, darkest, heaviest part of the thickest ocean, might 

be a gulper eel, hardly a fish at all (being nothing but mouth and 

tail), distending over a much larger but pudding -shaped angler 

fish waving pustules of luminescent skin like bait, each trying to 

feed upon the other. 

Above, high above, comets were no doubt strafing planets and 

splintering into meteors, and super -novae were blistering the 

heavens with electromagnetic glare, all the while the galaxy 
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whirled around a super -sized gaping black hole, and star flares 

screamed out X-rays, but here, on the surface of our speck of 

cosmic dust, all was tranquil . The ship itself lured us gently closer, 

its maternal gravity borne down on us by the wind.  

To the west, there were only lemony sunbeams steeping into a 

relaxing marine beverage. 

 

6ÈÛÌÙɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÙÌÓÈßÐÕÎ. In a fifteen-foot-deep pool, it 

wrestled, it pushed, it dragged and it sucked . The Coast Guard 

Academy pool was a synthetic puddle, a lap -pool raised in 

captivity, and was in a perpetually churlish humor.  

We were expected to be competent, even masterful, as 

swimmers . No drowning boater wants to be left adrift just 

ÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÊÜÌÙɯÊÈÕɀÛɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌɯÚÛÙÖÒÌ. I was detailed to 

remedial swimming while the rest of the platoon challenged the 

obstacle course. 

The first lesson was to open our eyes under water. Babies learn 

such dignities before they even potty train . But up to now it had 

been unnecessary to see the water in the path ahead. The Coast 

Guard opened my eyes. 

It burned . (ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯÉÓÐÕËÌË. We were floating in the 

tears of all who had swum before. 

By the end of the summer, I could do a wide -eyed frog kick 

with my webless moby whites, though heaven help the 

unfortunate who drew me in the rescue lottery . Save yourself, 

ÔÈÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙɀÚɯËÌÌ×ȭ 

But swimming did not end there . We were to hone our skills, 

strengthen our lungs and our strokes. Every year brought diving . 

The pièce de résistance was the high diving platform . Someday we 

might have to jump from a hovering helicopter hundreds of feet in 
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the airɭwere we going to wimp out on a stable platform just 

thirty fe et from death or irreversible injury?  

There was no time to reconsider between the moment of 

jumping and the start of free fall . There was plenty of time to 

reconsider, but no traction, during free fall, and the deed was 

done by the time one finished enumerating the wherewiths of the 

ÞÏÌÙÌÛÖÍÖÙÌÚɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɀÚɯÞÐÓÓ.   

Worst of all was diving for bowling balls . -ÖÞȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

how many bowling balls actually drown in any given year, but, by 

golly, we would learn to save them.  

We donned masks, fins and snorkels. Masks?  Why on earth 

did I have to learn to open my eyes under water if they were 

going to hand out masks?  Snorkels?  Snorkels are only good to 

about fifteen inches, then you start inhaling water . Even a bowling 

ball needs fifteen feet to drown. 

And one by one, they did . Bowling balls flung themselves into 

the deep end like hairless lemmings, straight to the bottom. 

Classmates jumped in and retrieved them, tucking them tenderly 

into an elbow or hugging them to a chest as they swished once or 

twice with th e fins and rocketed to the fifteen inch zone, cleared 

the snorkels, and offered mouth-to-thumb -hole resuscitation 

before lifting the victims up to waiting hands on shore.  

(ɯÞÈÐÛÌËɯȿÛÐÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÙÖÜÕËȮɯÚÖɯÔàɯÉÖÞÓÐÕÎɯÉÈÓÓɯÞÈÚɯÛÐÙÌËɯÈÕËɯ

half-dead already. The eyeholes looked up at me, and somehow it 

knew it had lost the rescue lottery and slumped to the bottom . I 

held my breath and dove . I came within about three feet of it , 

arms still reaching, before bouncing back to the surface. 

Repeatedly, I bobbed back up.  

Finally, long after the ball had drowned, I managed to lunge 

and grab hold of it, but on the way up the added weight of the 
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ball held me down , and now I could not float . I jumped up from 

the bottom; I threw the ball up and nearly knocked myself out on 

the rebound, but we could not surface. I would get close, and raise 

the ball over my head, and take a breath of water through the 

ÚÕÖÙÒÌÓȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀËɯÚÐÕÒɯÉÈÊÒɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕɯÈɯÚ×ÜÛÛÌÙÐÕÎɯ2ÐÚà×ÏÌÈÕɯ

ballet. The ball doomed me, and I it. Together we sank, alone I 

floated.  

 ÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÙàɯÍÓÖÖÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÖÊÌÈÕȮɯƝȮƔƔƔɀɯËÖÞÕȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÓÛɯÈÕËɯ

ooze, how many bowling ball remains roll about in the abyss?  
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Down the Rabbit Hole  by William Eddins 

 

If I were a rabbit,  

would I look for food  

in your garden? Could  

I find sanctuary  there? 

It might be best for me 

to hop along and pass you by, 

refraining from eye contact  

like we do with homeless people  

on the sidewalk on the way  

to the parking lot after dinner  

or dash off down the rabbit hole,  

late for tea time. 

 

Would being a rabbi t make me 

more compatible? Could 

you imagine petting my white  

fluffy fur and feel me nibble  

at your finger? 

 

Or, would you feed me carrots  

and keep me caged? Only  

allowing me out once a week  

to curl up on your stomach  

while you lay in bed, watching  

Netfl ix, thinking about how you  

thought a rabbit  

would make you feel less 

alone. 
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Fear Calls Us to the Things of this World  by William 

Eddins 
 

My eyes open to the television 

still illuminating the bedroom.  

 

On screen, an elderly woman who claims to never  

leave her apartment peeks from behind a door. 

 

What is she so afraid of? 

 

When the host asks why she never leaves,  

ÚÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌÚȮɯɁ2Öɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯËÐÌȭɂ 

 

As if the Angel of Death cannot find her  

ÓÖÊÒÌËɯÐÕɯÈɯÛÖÞÌÙȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÓÒȮ 

 

sensitive to the skipping of a heartbeat, 

prepared to creep in with the final slow breath.  
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Stranger  by William Eddins 

 

You were the stop at the nail salon 

and Chinese buffet before me.  

Often, we played that game  

where we avoided eye contact,  

distracting ourselves wi th iPhones 

or what vibrant pattern socks  

the old man cloaked with a concoction  

of Clubman and wine flavored  

Black and Milds had peeking  

between his Dickies and loafers 

or steal glances through those reflective,  

broad bus windows.  

 

Every afternoon 

bouncing with pot holes,  

I daydreamed, you sat beside me, 

spoke to me, told me  

you admire my eyebrows  

ÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÖÜÙɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕɀÚɯ 

to be identical.  

I would get off with you,  

our fingers locked  

as you lead me home.  

 

Instead, our game ends 

when the brakes screech, 

sliding empty soda bottles  

across the floor,  
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and I watch you leave 

without saying hello.  
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Our Faults  by William Eddins 

 

If words spill on the page,  

let them be for they do not know  

ÛÏÌÐÙɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÙÌÈÙÙÈÕÎÌ 

themselves for your pleasure  

or substitute each other 

like hockey players skating,  

racing into position.  

3ÏÌàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÛÛÌÔ×Ûɯ 

to know what you want to say  

or who you want to be or spill  

ÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÌßÐÚÛÌÕÊÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯàÖÜ 

to unpack the universe and whine  

to the stars about loneliness.  
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Cousins  
 

 

 
 

photograph by Esther Metzger 

  



 

28           Reedy Branch Review  

 

The Shell Keeper  by Millie Sparks  

 

(ɯÞÈÛÊÏɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯÚÞÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÈÕËɯÛÐÕàɯÈÕËɯÏÈÚɯ

pointy ears that poke through her hair like an elf. When we were 

in high school she ditched nine times one year and was still 

marked present in all her classes. Here, in the coffeehouse we both 

work at, customers and employees alike are always bumping into 

her. Sometimes I pretend like she is a ghost or hallucination that 

only I can see. 

As I stand drying coffee mugs, she bumps into an empty table 

ÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÉÙÖÖÔɯÈÕËɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÚȮɯɁ$ßÊÜÚÌɯÔÌȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÈɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯ

ÚÈàÐÕÎɯɁÌßÊÜÚÌɯÔÌɂɯÈÕËɯɁ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàɂɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÏÌɯÐÚɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯ

to apologize for her existence. I try to imagine her having sex, but 

ÛÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÚɯÉÓÈÚ×ÏÌÔÖÜÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÎÖÐÕÎɯ

down on your dad. She is sexless. I imagine her naked body being 

something like that of a young girl ɭbald and blankɭwithout 

form. She behaves much like a child. In the confines of her small 

frame there is an innocence that pervades her every movement 

ÈÕËɯÎÌÚÛÜÙÌȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÚÏÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÈÐËɯɁÌßÊÜÚÌɯÔÌɂɯÛÖɯÈÕɯÌÔ×Ûàɯ

ÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ2ÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÏÈÙËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÕÐÕÌÛÌÌÕɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÓËɯÖÙɯ

eight.  

Everyone has a way of dismissing Sarah. No one finds any 

relevance in the beauty or knowledge of a virgin, but for some 

reason, most people find a vast world of knowledge in these 

endless train wrecks of flesh and fuck.  

But virgins always get backstage no matter what theyɀve got to say. 

3ÏÈÛɀÚɯa line from a Tori Amos song. Sometimes Tori narrates my 

ÓÐÍÌȭɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯÖÕÊÌɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÙÙÈÛÖÙɯ

from The Wonder YearsȭɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÚÈËȮɂɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÌÙȭɯ2ÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯ

fitting since she has a sad life.  
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I turn to my manager, Denis e, who is counting the money in 

ÛÏÌɯÊÈÚÏɯÙÌÎÐÚÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÈÚÒȮɯɁ2ÖɯÞÏàɯËÖÕɀÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÛÈÒÌɯÝÐÙÎÐÕÚɯ

ÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàȳɂɯ3ÏÌɯÙÈÕËÖÔÕÌÚÚɯÖÍɯÔàɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯËÖÌÚɯÕÖÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÓÌɯÏÌÙȭɯ

She is used to my questions. 

She continues to count bills and without looking up she 

ÈÕÚÞÌÙÚȮɯɁ(ÛɀÚ ÛÏÌɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌɯÍÈÊÛÖÙȭɂ 

Denise always adds little unnecessary tags to her sentences the 

way teachers and politicians often do to make themselves sound 

ÔÖÙÌɯÐÕÛÌÓÓÐÎÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯÚÖ×ÏÐÚÛÐÊÈÛÌËȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯ#ÌÕÐÚÌɯÐÚɯɁÈɯ

ÍÈÊÛÖÙɂɯÖÙɯɁÐÕËÐÊÈÛÐÝÌɯÖÍȭɂɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏàɯ(ɯ×ÙÌÍÌÙɯ2ÈÙÈÏȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯ

plain folks .  

#ÌÚ×ÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯ#ÌÕÐÚÌɀÚɯÈÜÉÜÙÕɯÏÈÐÙɯÈÕËɯÍÓÈÞÓÌÚÚɯ×ÖÙÊÌÓÈÐÕɯ

ÚÒÐÕɯÔÈÒÌɯÏÌÙɯÓÖÖÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÏÐÕÈɯËÖÓÓȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯɁÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌɂɯÐÚɯ

written into every curve of her voluptuous twenty -eight year old 

body, but her answer is bul lshit. All of these train wrecks make for 

a whole lot of bullshit .  

 

+ÈÚÛɯàÌÈÙɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÌÐÎÏÛÌÌÕȮɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÎÈàȭ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÎÈàȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭ 

She had been reading Sense and Sensibility. 

(ɀÔɯÈɯ+ÐÉÙÈȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÖÍÍÌÙÌËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÌÙɯÉÖÖÒȭ 

As she said it, she locked eyes with me, and the expression on 

her face was very serious.  

(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔÈÚÒɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯ

what she was trying to say. Sarah has a way of talking in 

metaphors and images, ÈÕËɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÏÈÙËɯÛÖɯÜÕËerstand, 

ÉÜÛɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯ×ÖÌÛɯÚÏÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÏÐÕÒÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ

page. She has full confidence that I always understand just what 

she means. That day I finally had to give up guessing and just ask 

her. 
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Ɂ#ÐËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÏÌÈÙɯÔÌȳɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯÎÈàɯÔÈÕȵɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖȱàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯ+ÐÉÙÈȳɂɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯËÌÚ×ÌÙÈÛÌɯÈÕËɯÍÙÜÚÛÙÈÛÌËȭɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

ÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯËÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ$ßÈÊÛÓàȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÈÕËɯÙÌÚÜÔÌËɯÙÌÈËÐÕÎȭ 

I will always love her for that.  

 

Today we are on our way to the beach. I am driving because 

Sarah goes 45 in 70 mile per hour zones. She drives me crazy. She 

is like an old woman. She keeps looking out of the window 

instead of at the road. Once, she actually stopped in the middle of 

the road with a long line of cars behind us to point at some cows 

in a field. COWS IN A FIELD! She was excited because one of the 

cows had finally had her calf. People were blowing their horns at 

ÜÚȭɯ2ÖɯÕÖÞȮɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÙÐËÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ2ÈÙÈÏȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯ

ÕÜÛÚȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯÍÈÙɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯËÙÐÝÌÙȭ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÕɯÌÐÎÏÛ-letter word ÍÖÙɯÕÐÊÒÕÈÔÌȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÚȭ 

Ɂ.ÕÓàɯÚÐßÛà-year-ÖÓËɯÔÌÕɯËÖɯÊÙÖÚÚÞÖÙËɯ×ÜááÓÌÚȮɂɯ(ɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕËȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÔÌɯÈÕËɯÈɯÚÐßÛà-year-old man is that 

ÏÌɀÚɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÓÈÐËȭɂ 

The people at the coffeehouse would be shocked if they knew 

the way Sarah talks in contrast to the endearing way she walks 

into doors. No one would be able to tell it by her oversized, floral -

×ÙÐÕÛȮɯÊÖÛÛÖÕɯËÙÌÚÚÌÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÉÖÓËȭ 

Ɂ"ɀÔÖÕɯ$ÕÊàÊÓÖ×ÌËÐÈɯ!ÙÖÞÕȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÖÓËɯÖÜÛɯon me. I know 

you know an eight -ÓÌÛÛÌÙɯÞÖÙËɯÍÖÙɯÕÐÊÒÕÈÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÙàɯÊÖÎÕÖÔÌÕȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȭ 

Ɂ"ÖÎ-ÞÏÈÛȳɂ 

Ɂ"ÖÎ-no-ÔÌÕȮɂɯ(ɯÙÌ×Óàȭ 

2ÏÌɯÓÌÛÚɯÖÜÛɯÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÚÓÖÞɯÞÏÐÚÛÓÌȭɯɁ-ÖÞɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯËÖÖáàȭɂ 
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When we get to the beach, we set up our chessboard on the 

boardwalk. I pretend like we are old retired men who wear their 

pants up over their large stomachs and comb their hair across 

their bald spots.  

Sarah picks white. 

Sarah always picks white. 

And good always goes first.  

,àɯÔÐÕËɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÓÖÚÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÚÛÈÙÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÐÛÌɯ

rook Sarah has her hand on. She cannot decide if she wants to 

move it. I hate rooks. They can only move forward, backward, and 

side to side. Sometimes I feel exactly the same way. I move 

forward and backward and never really get anywhere in our one -

ÐɀËȮɯÊÙÖÖÒÌËɯÓÌÛÛÌÙȮɯÊÙÖÖÒÌËɯÓÌÛÛÌÙȮɯÛÖÞÕɭin our humped back, 

humped back town.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÙÖÖÒÚȳɂɯ(ɯÈÚÒɯ2ÈÙÈÏȭ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÊÈÚÛÓÌÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȭ 

She takes my queen with her white castle.  

(ɯÓÖÖÒɯÜ×ɯÈÛɯÈɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÛÈÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÕËȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ

those Brady Bunch families. They all have blonde hair and blue 

eyes. They probably eat Quaker Oats for breakfast. 

Sarah pins my king between her rook and bishop. 

Ɂ"ÏÌÊÒÔÈÛÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȭ 

I look back up at the family ɭat the father. 

(ɀÓÓɯÙÌÕÛɯàÖÜÙɯÞÐÍÌɯÈÕËɯÒÐËÚɯÛÖËÈà, Tori sings. 

(ɯÚÌÌɯ2ÈÙÈÏɀÚɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÊÈÚÛÓÌȭ I see her bishopɭher bishop in a 

Southern town. 

Ɂ$ÈÙÛÏɯÛÖɯ#ÈÝÐËȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȭɯɁ"ÏÌÊÒÔÈÛÌȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

board. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÉÚÖÓÜÛÌÓàɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÚÖÍÛÓàȭɯ 
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I close my eyes. Sometimes I wish I were Sarah. Sometimes I 

wish I were anyone else but me. 

 

We move to a bench farther up the boardwalk to look out over 

the waves. 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÈɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯÖÍɯ×Ì××ÌÙÔÐÕÛȳɂɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯÈÚÒÚȭ 

We are acting out our favorite Golden Girls episode. We are 

boycotting television ɭexcept for reruns of The Golden Girls. I call 

her every night at eleven, and we watch it together in silence over 

the phone. Once she went with her parents to the mountains on 

vacation. The Golden Girls was pretty lonely that week. There is 

something about the constant in and out of her breathingɭher 

presence that means that I am not alone. 

I have not picked up my line. Sarah tries again. 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÈɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯÖÍɯ×Ì××ÌÙÔÐÕÛȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÓÐÒÌËɯÉÜÛÛÈÚÊÖÛÊÏȭɯ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÈÕàɯ

ÉÜÛÛÈÚÊÖÛÊÏȳɂ 

(ɯÈÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÞÌɯÈÙÌɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌÚɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯ

in life it har ËÓàɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÚȭɯ2ÔÐÓÌɯÈÕËɯÕÖËɯÈÕËɯÓÌÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯ

perceptions do the rest. 

Ɂ/Ì×-O-,ÐÕÛȵɂɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚȭɯ2ÏÌɯÐÚɯ2Ö×ÏÐÈȭɯɁ2ÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàȮɂɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯ

ÈÚÒÚȮɯɁËÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÈɯ×ÐÌÊÌȳɂ 

She reaches into her giant blue jean pocketbook and pulls out 

a candy cane, offering it to me on the tip of her outstretched 

finger .  

I was born hypoglycemic. I have known Sarah since we were 

ÍÖÜÙÛÌÌÕȭɯ2ÏÌɯÒÕÖÞÚɯ(ɀÔɯÏà×ÖÎÓàÊÌÔÐÊȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ

ÌÈÛɯÏÈÙËɯÊÈÕËàɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯÔàɯÚÜÎÈÙɀÚɯÞÈàɯÓÖÞȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯ×ÈÚÚɯ

out. But practically every day  ÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÚɯÔÌȮɯɁ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÈɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯ

ÖÍɯÊÈÕËàȳɂɯ+ÐÒÌɯÖÕÌɯËÈàɯ(ɯÞÐÓÓɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯËÌÊÐËÌɯ(ɯÈÔɯÕÖÛɯ
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hypoglycemic anymore and accept her little sugar gifts ɭher little 

hard candy offerings.  

She sees the look of scorn on my face. 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȭɯ(ɯÍÖÙÎÖÛȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÚɯÚÖÍtly, looking away. She 

chews her bottom lip so hard I think that she will soon draw 

blood. 

 

Sarah kicks off her sandals and runs into the surf. She makes it 

a game. As the waves roll out to sea she chases them. When they 

turn again towards the shore, she runs and lets them chase her. 

Her feet are wet. A good portion of her b lack, floral cotton dress is 

wet. 

When she grows tired, she plops down beside me in the sand. 

Actually, she lies down beside me, getting sand all over the back 

of her dress and in her hair.  

Sarah has very pale skin, just like me, and in her black cotton 

dress she looks like a corpse. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÓÖÖÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÖÙ×ÚÌȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȭ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯàÌÈÏȳɂɯ2ÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌÚȮɯÊÓÖÚÌÚɯÏÌÙɯÌàÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÞÐÎÎÓÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

sand, adjusting herself. 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÙÌÈËàȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȭ 

Ɂ1ÌÈËàɯÍÖÙ ÞÏÈÛȳɂ 

Ɂ1ÌÈËàɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯËÌÓÐÝÌÙɯÔàɯÌÜÓÖÎàȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÖÕÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÎÐÙÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÐÎɯÌÈÙÚȮɂɯ(ɯÉÌÎÐÕȭɯ(ɯ×ÈÜÚÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ

ÍÖÙɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌȭɯɁ3ÏÈÛɯËÌÚ×ÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙȭɯ2ÏÌɯÓÖÝÌËɯÛÖɯ

ÌÈÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËɯÚÛÐÕÒàɯÍÌÌÛȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÊÜÛÌɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÌÓÍɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÐÎɯÌÈÙÚȭɂ 

She opens Ü×ɯÖÕÌɯÌàÌȮɯÚØÜÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÕÓÐÎÏÛȭɯɁ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯ

haunt you for that ÌÜÓÖÎàȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÈÕɯÏÖÕÌÚÛɯÔÈÕȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÔàɯÏÈÕËÚɯÐÕɯ

surrender. 
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Ɂ.ÕÓàɯÓÐÈÙÚɯÍÌÌÓɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÚÐÛÚɯÜ×ɯ

and rubs the edges of a broken shell that lies between us. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎȳɂɯ(ɯÈÚÒȭɯ(ɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÈÚÒɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÐÚɯ

always refreshingly honestɭÌÝÌÕɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯ

answer me. Even when she thinks that I will laugh at her. She tilts 

her head to one side, holding the shell up to her ear. She smiles at 

me. 

Ɂ(ÛɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÉÙÖÒÌÕȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯ

you ÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÚ.  

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɂɯ(ɯÓÐÌȭ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÍÜÕÕàɯÏÖÞɯàÖÜɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ ÙÌɯÈÓÓɯ×ÖÌÛÚɯÓÐÒÌɯ

that? They put all of their thoughts into their poetry , and then in 

the off seaÚÖÕɯÛÏÌàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȳɂ 

I sigh. Sometimes Sarah gets on my nerves. 

Ɂ'ÌÙÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯÎÙÈÉÉÐÕÎɯÛÞÖɯ×ÌÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÞÖɯ×ÈËÚɯÖÍɯ×È×ÌÙɯ

from her denim purse and shoving one of each into my hands, 

ɁÓÌÛɀÚɯÞÙÐÛÌɯ×ÖÌÛÙàȭɂ 

I do not feel like writing poetry.  I feel like reliving the ending 

of The Awakening. 

Sarah scribbles furiously, then she shoves the pad of paper in 

my face. 

Ɂ'ÌÙÌɀÚɯÔàɯ×ÖÌÔȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌÚɯÎÓÖÈÛÐÕÎÓàɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÖÕÌɯÉÐÎɯ

joke. Like life is one big joke that only she can laugh at.  

I read it. I read what she calls a poem.  

The white capped army storms the shores. 

*ÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÉÐÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÐÕɯÖÜÙɯ×ÖÊÒÌÛÚȱ 

I am beautiful even though I am broken. 

La vida es muy corta. Vive. 
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Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÈɯ×ÖÌÔȮɂɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÌÙȭɯ(ɯÈÔɯÍÙÜÚÛÙÈÛÌËȭɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯËÖÌÚɯÎÌÛɯ

on my nerves, but even beyond that, I take writing very seriously. 

For her not to take writing seriously is blasphemous to me .  

Ɂ(Ûɯis Èɯ×ÖÌÔȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÚȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÚÌɯÈÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÐÕÌÚɯÈÕËɯÕÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÌÝÌÕɯÎÖɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȵɯ

3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÙÌÓÈÛÌËȵɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÛÏÌÔÌȵɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÛÈÕáÈÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÚÐÔ×Óàȭ 

Ɂ ɯÚÛÈÕáÈɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÖÕÌɯÓÐÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÔàɯÙÌÍÙÈÐÕÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȭ 

Ɂ1ÌÍÙÈÐÕÚɯÈÙÌɯÐÕɯÚÖÕÎÚȵɂɯ(ɯÈÔɯÚÏÖÜÛÐÕÎȭ 

Ɂ2ÖÕÎÚɯÈÙÌɯÕÖÛɯ×ÖÌÛÙàȳɂ 

(ɯÚÐÎÏȭɯɁ3ÏÐÚɯÓÈÚÛɯÓÐÕÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯÐÛɯÚÈàȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÐÕɯ2×ÈÕÐÚÏȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɯ

6ÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯÐÛɯÚÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɯÚÈàÚɯÓÐÍÌɯÐÚɯÝÌÙàɯÚÏÖÙÛȭɯ+ÐÝÌȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÈɯÚÌÊÙÌÛȳɂɯ

ÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÚȮɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÐÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËȭɯɁ3ÏÌɯ

ÖÊÌÈÕɯÛÖÓËɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɂ 

It seems the ocean has been watching Oprah. The constant roar 

of the waves sounds very much like self-help tapes.  

(ɯÙÌ×ÌÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯËÐÚÎÜÚÛȮɯɁ+ÐÍÌɯÐÚɯÝÌÙàɯÚÏÖÙÛȭɯ+ÐÝÌȭɂɯ(ɯÚÏÈÒÌɯÔàɯ

head in disbelief.  

Sarah realizes that I am not in the mood to play her stupid 

make-believe games, and her bottom lip begins to shake. One lone 

tear trickles down her face. She looks away. My anger subsides as 

quickly as it began. I did not mean to make her cry. I feel guilty, 

but for some reason, I cannot stop myself from critiquing her 

Ɂ×ÖÌÔȭɂɯ(ɯÛÙàɯÈɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÈ××ÙÖÈÊÏ.  

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÖÊÌÈÕɯËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàɯ

jÖÒÐÕÎÓàȮɯɁÛÏÌɯÚÌÈÚÏÌÓÓɯËÐËȭɂ 
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She dries her eyes with the back of her hands and sniffs. She 

looks like a little girl who just found out there is no Santa Claus. 

No Santa living in a white castle at the North Pole.  

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÏÌÓÓɯÐÚɯpart of the ocean. And so is the sand. And so are 

we. Life began in the ocean. Everything is related to everything 

ÌÓÚÌȭɂ 

-ÖɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛ, I want to scream. I think about my sexuality and 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯ2ÈÙÈÏɀÚȮɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ2ÖÜÛÏÌÙÕɯÛÖÞÕÚɯÈÕËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÐÛÌɯ×ÐÊÒÌÛɯ

fencesɭwhite picket fences that they hang queers on. Not everyone 

is like you, Sarah. It annoys me that she thinks that the grand total 

of the world rests within her tiny frame.  

Ɂ+ÌÛɯÔÌɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÖÌÔȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÛÏÌɯ

subject. Reluctantly, I give her my blank piece of paper.  

I have never let Sarah read my writing because often the 

metaphors and images she brings up in conversation are the basis 

ÖÍɯÔàɯ×ÖÌÛÙàȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÔÈËɯÈÛɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯ

ÙÐ××ÐÕÎɯÖÍÍɯÏÌÙɯÐËÌÈÚȭɯ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛȭɯ2ÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯ

mad.  

(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÌÙɯÚÏÖÝÐÕÎɯÔàɯ×ÖÌÛÙàɯÐÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÍÈÊÌÚɯ

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÈÞÈàɯÛÏÌɯÐÔÈÎÌÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ

exploi tative, and for two, she would explain them wrong. What an 

image means to one person is not necessarily what it means to 

someone else, but Sarah is so sure that she is the entire world.  

We both silently agree that it is time to leave, and we say 

nothing on our way back to the car. The sun is setting and the 

wind has changed. 

  

On the way home I see a patch of daisies beside the road 

il luminated by my headlights. I will make it up to Sarah. I will be 

spontaneous and fun. We will pick flowers.  
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÐÕÎȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÚɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÌÞÐÓËÌÙÌËɯÈÚɯ(ɯ×ÜÓÓɯÖÍÍɯ

the road. 

(ɯÚÔÐÓÌɯÈÛɯÏÌÙȭɯɁ&ÌÛɯÖÜÛȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȭ 

She hesitates, smiles back, and then gets out of the car with 

me. 

I will pick all of these flowers and put them in the backseat of 

my car for Sarah. They will be my apology.  

I have picked six or seven flowers before she interrupts. 

Ɂ2ÛÖ×ȵɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÊÙÌÈÔÚȮɯÍÙÈÕÛÐÊȭ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛȳɂɯ(ɯÈÚÒȮɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÌËȭ 

Ɂ4ÔÔȱ#ÈÝÐËȳɯɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛȱÞÌÓÓȮɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ×ÐÊÒɯÈÓÓɯ

ÛÏÌÚÌɯÍÓÖÞÌÙÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏàɯÕÖÛȳɂ 

2ÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÚɯËÖÞÕȭɯɁ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÕÌÝÌÙɯ×ÖÚÚÌÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÜÛàɯÖÍɯ

ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ ÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯ×ÐÊÒɯÈɯÍÓÖÞÌÙȮɯÐÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÚɯÛÖɯËÐÌȭɂ 

Sometimes I think Sarah has swallowed a book of Chinese 

proverbs. 

I stand for a moment silently in front of her with several 

flowers in my hand ɭmy guilty pleasures.  

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯ×ÐÊÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯÈÚɯÈÕɯÈ×ÖÓÖÎàȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÚÖÍÛÓàȭ 

Ɂ.Ïȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÏÈÕÎÚɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯÊÏÌÞÚɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÉÖÛÛÖÔɯÓÐ×ȭ 

Even in the glow of the headlÐÎÏÛÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯËÐÍÍÐÊÜÓÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ2ÈÙÈÏɀÚɯ

ÍÈÊÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÏÌÙɯÓÖÕÎɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯÉÐÛÌÚɯ

ÏÌÙɯÉÖÛÛÖÔɯÓÐ×ɯÈÕËɯÏÈÕÎÚɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÉÓÜÚÏÐÕÎȭ 

I take one of the corpses, intending to stick it in her hair as 

punishment.  

As I draw close to her to do this, I feel her suck in her breath 

and hold it. I feel her shudder ever so slightly. She is not looking 

ÈÛɯÔÌȭɯ(ɯ×ÙÌÛÌÕËɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÖÛÐÊÌ.  
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Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȭɯ Úɯ(ɯÚÛÌ×ɯÈÞÈàɯ(ɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÞÌÙɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÐÙȭɯ

Ɂ/ÌÙÍÌÊÛȭɂɯ(ɯÓÐÌɯÚÖɯÌÈÚÐÓàȭɯ+àÐÕÎɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÈÚ naturally as breathing 

out.  

As we get back into the car, I realize that the androgynous 

ideal that we both have always unintentionally achieved is about 

to come to an endɭkilled by something as pure and snow white 

as a daisy. 

 

The next night we are watching The Golden Girls on the phone, 

and I ask Sarah if she would like to come with me to the gay bar 

near where we work .  

She hesitates.  

Ɂ2ÜÙÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÌÚɯÖÜÛ.  

She had been pretending she was Sophia. She was in the 

middle of calling me a big bo tchagaloop.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÕÈȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÖɯÚÈÐËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÎÖȳɂɯɯ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ

regretting having invited her .  

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÜÕÐÕÝÐÛÐÕÎɯÔÌȳɯ3ÖÖɯÓÈÛÌ, àÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯÐÛȭɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÎÖȭɂ 

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȳɂɯɯ 

ɁWell, believe it or not I hear gay bars are not happening 

×ÓÈÊÌÚɯÈÛɯƝÈÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ ÙÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÐÕɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÑÈÔÈÚȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯÚÖȳɯ(ɀÓÓɯÊÏÈÕÎÌȭɂ 

(ɯÏÌÈÙɯÏÌÙɯÙÜÚÛÓÐÕÎɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯ(ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÖÍɯ

happening at the gay bar is closer to happening because my best 

friend in the world is getting ready to lead me gently to my doom .  

,àɯÉÓÖÖËɯÐÚɯ×ÖÜÕËÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÔàɯÌÈÙÚȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙȮɯɁ,ÌÌÛɯÔÌɯ

ÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÛÏÐÙÛàɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚȭɂ 
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When we get there, I am expecting Sarah to look different. To 

be dressed for the occasion of going to a gay bar for the first time. 

But instead, she is in her old faded jeans and sandals. No makeup. 

No toe or fingernail polish. Suddenly I hate this about her. This 

innocent eager face that she keeps showing to the world.  

I hesitate before going in, and she takes my arm. She is the 

brave one for once in our friendship. Our  roles have reversed. I 

think about not going in. I think about lying down on the 

sidewalk right here and throwing a hissy fit , but this may seem 

odd since I am eighteen years old. Also, this is the only gay bar in 

ÛÖÞÕȭɯ(Íɯ(ɯÓÐÌɯËÖÞÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌÞÈÓÒɯÈÕËɯÈÊÛɯÊÙÈáàɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÎÖÐÕÎɯ

back. And so?   

And so Sarah Bellingham ushers me boldly into my future . We 

stand at the window showing our IDs to be let in. The man behind 

the window is tall, classically handsome , and in his forties . He 

ÛÈÒÌÚɯÔàɯ(#ɯÈÕËɯÓÈÜÎÏÚȮɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÞÌɯÏÌÙÌȳɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÚɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯ

ÔàɯËÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÓÐÊÌÕÚÌȭɯɁ ɯÚÞÌÌÛɯàÖÜÕÎɯÛÏÐÕÎ,ɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÈÕËɯÓÈÜÎÏÚɯ

again. His skin brushes mine as he hands me back my photo ID, 

and suddenly I am gasping for breath. Sarah is next behind me in 

line, and he takes one look at her picture and says she looks like 

an elf, to which she beams. (ɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÚÖɯÏÈ××àɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÍÖÙɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ2ÈÕÛÈɀÚɯÏÌÕÊÏÔÌÕ.  

We go into the club and the music is so loud that Sarah and I 

cease verbal communication for the rest of the night. She holds my 

arm, but it is obvious that she is terrified of all these people. She 

has always been a bit claustrophobic and afraid of crowds. I feel 

her shake in time to the music beside me. 

And then, across the room I see him, Eric from homeroom. 

Blonde hair, good cheekbones. The sweater his mother gave him 

for Christmas. Sarah follows my gaze and then lets go of my arm. 
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She nods towards Eric, and turns her head quickly away so I 

ÞÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯÐÚɯÊÙàÐÕÎȭɯ2ÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÐÕɯ

our sexuality. That I could never love her .  

She wipes her eyes and nods again towards Eric. For me to go 

talk to him. The music thumps loudly in rhythm with m y quaking 

heart. I move forward, jostled by the crowd. When I turn again, 

she is gone. And I have no choice but to follow my destiny  

towards Eric , toward this new life that I have never known .  

In my pocket is the shell Sarah gave me at the beach. The one 

that said it was beautiful even though it was broken. Its jagged 

edge jabs deeply into my thigh, and I am torn between all I have 

been and who I will become.  
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Caught in a Dangerously Revealing Disguise on a 
Lonely Day 
 

 

 
 

photograph by Nicolas Ball in collaboration with Amber Watts 
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You Canõt Be in Two Places at Once, but That 
Doesnõt Mean You Canõt Feel Like You Are 
 

 

 
 

photograph by Nicolas Ball in collaboration with Amber Watts 
























































































































































