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Dieter is a fictional account how the sins of ththér can continue to reverberate for thousangsanfs.
Told from the point of view of Snow, Hazard's (faify known as Dieter) mid-twenties estranged

daughter, the reader rides with Snow and Hazamsathe country as they seek to resolve a famiigecu



Poetics Statement for Master’s Thesis

By Lauren Light

Throughout my life, much like any other writer otist, or even introverted teenager, books and
stories have held a special place in my life. lld@scape through Harry Potter, fall in love wital@el
Garcia Marquez, cry at the beautiful world with ddran Safron Foer, be jealous of Zadie Smith and ge
lost for hours with Dumas. | knew that Sylvia Platbuld understand my despair, Claudia Rankine my
loneliness, and Elizabeth Grosz would sit with md gll me that I'm not alone. Though | have read
many books both in leisure and in my studies, hésbooks that leave an emotional impact that |
remember most. Like signifiers for different timiaany life, | can reference them in my mind andalec
the exact emotion, mixed with awe and gratitudé sbaneone would bless my world, just by putting pen
to paper. In many ways, Dieter is not only an appate culmination of my Masters of Fine Arts seg]i

but it also deeply autobiographical.

When | started in the MFA program | was nervous lao#ting to just do my best. | wanted one
of my first papers | wrote to be a fiction/theogbhnid, with emphasis on the theory. Unfortunatélyyas
poorly executed—I recall that the story was saladde but the theory was flimsy. | had to accept &%
much as | might love Elizabeth Grosz, that all-imipot author in my undergraduate work that |
constantly revisited, | just wasn’t at a point iy mriting career where | could make an effective=di
reference to her. When | tried to add “experimérftadtnotes into my fiction, it just felt flat arlike |
was trying to impress someone. This isn't to say éxperimental poetics have no place in my wrijting
love the rule breakers, but | can’t deny my lovaatrong narrative. Some artists concern themselve
with a special number of pages, or a special caim$ton poetry, or pictures. When my experimental o

Postmodernist-influenced poetics occur, it hadtanflly make sense, and it had to be organic.



When | talk about my poetics being “organic” whatéan to say is that | started Dieter with very
little planning. | knew that | wanted to write anlyer piece, but | knew that if | mapped out eachpér
and character, | would lose all sense of creatiyauise. | have tried this method in the past, lingd
worlds and people all to feel so insurmountablesdractually have to translate these ideas into
sentences. To talk about my process of writingnigassible without talking about biography. Dieter
originally started off as a phone conversation withfather. My father and | had a strained relathip
growing up, but once | moved out of the house, yherg eventually improved. We began texting and
talking on the phone more often. Through one o$e¢hgrecious conversations, | learned about his rich
memories of Sebewaing (Sea-bah-wing). Despite né&éigt years since he was last there, he was table

tell me vivid details of his house, the church, #melrest of this little farming community.

Both of my parents grew up down river, my mothebaarborn Heights, and my father in
Trenton (prior to that, as stated, was Sebewaiftpen they married, they moved across the staténadd
my brother and |. For a variety of reasons stittlear to me even now, we never spent much timéen t
east side of the state. Once a year, we wouldupatie Ford Explorer with pillows and blankets, tioth
clothes” and snacks. We would leave barely betoeestin rose, survive my father’s fast driving eastiv
down 1-96 (“Oh god, | need to cover my eyes. I'ningpto throw up,” was a phrase my mother uttered on
more than one occasion), say awkward “hellos” tatsiand uncles and cousins, dutiful eat honey ham
and scalloped potatoes, and drive back to Grane@iall in the same day. It was all done with g ver
proper sense of Lutheran shame, and even at a yaged felt complicit that we “never visited.” My
grandmother, Elizabeth Light (née Albrecht), theafithread that held the Light family together ddikis

past Christmas. Preceding her by nearly 20 yeasswyagrandfather, Reverend Gordon Light.

In my first year’s winter quarter, | wrote sevestdries about children coming to terms with the

world while growing up in Michigan. In some waysgi,ting about my family as a means to understand



Michigan seemed natural. And all the muddy ethigedstions that come with writing about family were

usually dealt with by obscuring and fictionalizimjormation and events.

| was never really interested in determining whoangience would be for this text. | figure
those who are attracted to it are simply attratdat As far as genre is concerned, | didn’t wianivrite a
traditional historical tract, nor did | want to w&ia bodice-ripping historical romanticism. Instéad
wanted to tread in the space between the two,ddkihadvantage of the freedom that | found ieréry
fiction. | could employ experimental poetics whilethe same time engaging with traditional nareativ
had the freedom to create the fictional town ofg@asnd the Hotel du Lac while at the same timadry
to maintain some historical accuracy for Detroitl &ebewaing. Tao Lin and David Sedaris inspired the
creation of the Hotel du Lac. | wanted a place b=t a lot of former glory and severely affected by
globalization and not being able to fully partidipan the evolving world due to lack of culturaldan
economic resources. | could embrace experimenglgmoby employing a “drug-narrative” with stream-
of-consciousness. | wanted the voice to morphsotoething completely different from the rest @ th
story. Here was a place where | could let loosé thie really lyrical language. When | started wmti
Dieter | knew his voice would change as he aget¢changing his voice when he moves to Ann Arbor
was a test. Because Dieter would have to devobra & socially conscious entity into a hyper-
bewildered perspective, | had to take special natdo fall into common drug narrative tropes.drt
immediately want to start with him having deep ispal connections the first time he smokes pob&es
acid. So | evolved time by not having Hazard nawery person he met, but instead just referringro
or her by their nicknames. The reader is to irfiet Hazard has spent a significant amount of tirgk h
with these people and has a whole list of backiesdre is too lazy to recall. Tom Wolfe uses alsimi
writing device in The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Tesb give the impression that he was on acid, andhkth

my own attempt is also effective.



By deciding to write about my fictionalized famitystory, | had to come up against some long
held preconceptions. The first time | went into &ogual city of Detroit | was in my mid-twenties was
nothing like | had ever encountered before: langiédings, some new, some old, and barely any traffi
pedestrians. | heard stories growing up abouwdfdlletroit’s faults, about its corrupt leaders, kauptcy,
crime, drugs, unemployment, and how it was dragtiiegvhole state down. The narrative was this:
when the unions came in they made unreasonablerdisntiaat drove away manufacturing, and when the
blacks rioted in 1967 it set off “white flight” tithe suburbs. Corrupt or inept leaders squandengd an
chance of saving the city from its plummeting tasd, consistently bowing down to the unions. Then t

drugs and crimes came in, turning Detroit into pocalyptic city.

| always suspected that this narrative was streltelnel muddled, and so some of my first tasks in
writing Dieter was researching the history of Migdmn, specifically, Detroit. As my research progeelss
entered a state of Fanny Howe state of “bewildetrh#tes, the decline of Detroit was well documented
but there was also a sense of achievement and +agice on that later. The first real clue that nmorgt
of Detroit was incorrect was when | started lookitighe numbers relating to white flight. While the
1967 riots may have accelerated white families mgwaut to the suburbs, white families were packing
up as soon as one or two black families movedtimaeighborhood. Housing shortage and
discrimination was a major root problem in Detiid it started as soon as Ford rolled out his Mddel
His factories and industry grew too fast for Ddtrand while Ford hired black workers, they were ldst
ones to get housing, often living in shacks andhsbsa outside of the plant. When the black famitlizbs
finally get housing, it was all in one neighborhpadd the facilities were substandard. In the ISout
discrimination took place mostly socially, but whie Southern whites and blacks moved up North,
discrimination took place mostly by confining faied to certain neighborhoods. Housing associations,
the Ku Klux Klan, and a wartime shortage on buiddmaterials severely impeded blacks obtaining bette

housing. From this problem of housing and raciswverything else follows. Fueling tensions are wars,



globalization, and President Nixon’s War on Drugertainly prominent leaders were corrupt (and down

the ladder as well), and poor decisions were mesjggcially in regards to pension plans.

| wanted a way to portray this troubled land asetting beautiful, so the creation of the curse
allowed me to imbue more magic into the piece. Eg ktichigan is magical. When the trees canopy
overhead as | drive down Lake Michigan Drive arel¢hol lake breeze kisses my skin, it feels like a
blessing. Michigan offered Motown, the Detroit Tigethe Pistons, the Red Wings, and yes, even the
Lions. Sonny Bono, Lucille Ball, Francis Ford Cofgmdretha Franklin, Diana Ross, President Gerald R
Ford, co-founder of Hewlett Packard William Hewl&harlton Heston, Mike lllitch, Magic Johnson,
James Earl Jones, Malcolm X, and many others eitkez born here or decided to make Michigan their
home. The entire economy and the way the worldadpdrwere completely changed by Henry Ford’s
plant in Detroit. The University of Michigan wasethfirst university in the country to offer an LGBT
office on campus. The Red Cross was created inpnse to the Great 1888 Thumb Fire. There is a
specific dynamics about Michigan that | haven’tibgeite able to capture, except to say that treeelot

of ambition included with the magic.

Armed with this new historical knowledge of Detraiew challenges arose. When | first started
writing Dieter, | didn’t have much planned afterdred Peter go to Detroit during the 1967 riotsetscue
Peter’s father. This is based on a true story: rapdfather was being treated for tuberculosiset th
Herman Kieffer Hospital, located on John C Lodge @tairmount Avenue, just blocks from the
epicenter of the riots at 12th and Clairmount. $tagy goes that he had to lie on the floor as itame
through the windows until some deacons or elders tis church up in Sebewaing had enough sense to
rescue him. | knew | also wanted to portray the3l8dt, not only because it was a dynamic backdoop
a scene, but also because in a lot of ways thermdiscrimination was more pronounced then. This

brought up a lot of ethical questions concernirgesentation and portrayal of Detroit. | didn’t wam



just make more “ruin porn,” but | didn’t want toysaway from the city’s history. | tried to ameliteat
with when Hazard goes back to Detroit with Snow &tatla, using him as a mouthpiece. | wanted to
make the dialogue believable, yet at the same tiisejt as a means to further Hazard's characterets

as give a more sympathetic look at Detroit.

A related concern was my portrayal of race. Becawseharacters are living in a racist society,
some more insulated than others, it's not untilehd of the novel that | introduce a black charaeith
a name. | didn’t want to fall on the trope of tletrong black woman” but at the same time, | wambed
show a kind of political involvement that the otlobaracter’s lacked. Claire is at the crossroadkeof
Civil Rights Movement, before the burgeoning dafygM@manism, where exclusionary practices
occurred both in the feminist, anti-war, and blaokial justice movements. | also wanted to make it
ambiguous as to whether Claire and Peter wereamantic relationship because | didn’t want tolfert
the narrative of a “strong black woman showing arpehite boy the error of his ways through love.”
Claire is obviously sympathetic to Peter’s probleassshe is the one that helps him after he hasakis
acid trip, but she is secure enough in hersekite her time on who she gives her heart to. Pelihaps
subsequent revisions | would include some dialdgpiereen the two discussing some of the challenges
and preconceptions that arise within interracigihgeduring this time period. | also made a cogniza

effort to show that it was both white and blackets who perpetuated the violence during the tetsri

The closest | came to being uncertain about usypgwn real last name in the text is when |
made some of my characters overtly racist. Altholudjid consider it briefly, | decided to ultimatetgep
my name attached because the racist legacy in §#aohs real, and | wanted to draw attention to this
ugly past (and present.) Similar to not wantingdeotray Detroit as “ruin porn,” | also wanted tokea
sure that my characters were racist without agtwetliting a racist text. Robert was a member of the
racist and discriminatory Home Owners Associatiod probably was well acquainted with the Ku Klux
Klan in his youth. The KKK’s popularity in Michigawas great, although not as pervasive as it was in

Indiana. His racism is slightly cooled comparedame other Detroiters because he is stable irohis j



and primarily concerned with saving a friend anehtBpending time with Dawn. Dieter would have
grown up hearing stories from his relatives aboeirdlt, but he would have been mostly insulatedhfro
black people in Sebewaing. We know that Dieter viemetroit at least once to help Peter drop Hhisdia
off at Herman Kieffer Hospital, but he doesn’t coemhon it so it must have not been memorable. The
second time he goes to Detroit he sees some @fdhee parts of humanity. Dieter and Peter wouldehav
probably made a few racist jokes after the riatrigher to give themselves a false sense of seamily
superiority. When Hazard finally says his racistament to Claire, the reader should infer thateue
does believe it to a certain extent, most of hlgefseare founded on ignorance and an inability to
critically analyze. Not to minimize it, but it isdeeply subconscious belief that surfaced as sete a
realized that his relationship with Lyons was theead. This does not excuse the hateful and vislent
that Peter uses against Lyons, but Peter hasdhitrbaking point. Both Peter and Hazard feel tlesite
protect their mate, but their relationship didngsblve over romance and sex. Because Hazardspiral
into addiction and dramatically alters his persitpand perception, he becomes a stranger to Hexdéer
may also harbor some unrealized sexual and romieaings toward Hazard. | wanted to make it
ambiguous, with the closest reference occurringnithey wrestle at the church when they are young. |
Hazard has any idea about Peter’s feelings, hmaitigly rejects them when he keeps referring torReste
his brother. Thinking about Peter as his brothentleplaces him actually acting like a friend teePe

Not only is he taking advantage of their friengslne is resting on his designation/laurels.

Another related problem in these racist and sexishanges were what slurs and words to use.
My poetics and personal ethics require that ldbghly analyze the usefulness of “the N-Word” befbr
add it to my story. Keen readers should recogriae ltomitted any use of this word despite itsdristl
prevalence, not because of erasure, but becausetédto draw attention to its absence in my tdatny
writers may disagree with this viewpoint, insteadating that writing a solid story should take
precedence over being politically correct, but ynmeart | can’t ethically use that word. That s#dre

was a significant struggle in having Peter usentbed “fag*ot.” | personally think in most handsista



vile, hateful word, and although I identify as a&eguwoman, | do not include myself in the group tizan
wield that word with personally affirmative poliitagency. Ultimately, | felt that this word was
necessary to show that Peter not only has readbdmtdaking point in his friendship with Hazardt bu

also drawing attention to his own homosexual debir@ugh his homophobic language.

Connected to writing an obscured family biographg a character study of Michigan, was my
creation of Snow. | was inspired by Marguerite Bugmbivalence in inserting a character heavily
modeled after herself into the text. | wanted Snhovwook like me, have similar a similar personaldayd
most importantly, share my last name. My name igréa Light, Snow’s middle name is Lauren. | am the
author, the reader can assume there is some letratloin the narrative, and it is up to them exile
how much stock they wish to put in that truth. dnted Snow to be a mostly reliable narrator, Ihad to
write it in such a way that acknowledged that sls skeptical of the curse when she first heatulit,
not so much that the reader would constantly rafaxdrack to the curse’s unreliability. Her ownceoi
and her stability as a person is dubious until iHhfiaally breaks down after finding his mother.d8nis
continually trying to please Hazard despite theibes both of them have put up in their relatiopshi
Their first major test comes when Hazard picks tgl& and then proceeds to loudly fuck her in tbieh
room next to his daughter. That Hazard would nktStarla to be quiet shows a distinct lack of dipest
towards the interpersonal and familial barriersefemore insulting is when Hazard agrees to takdést
across the country without even consulting Snovevsbarely puts up a fight, and doesn’t press down
hard enough about deserving to spend exclusivewiitieher father. They may have already spent caiite
bit of time together (I tried to give a sense aittivith The Mix), but Snow needs this coming-of-age
for her development. We never find out what Jo&s s& Snow’s past trauma, and | purposefully thett t
open ended. | did this because of pacing, and kedauvanted to have focus more on Hazard. On a
structural level, | wrote Snow'’s section with afelient style of orality/ aurality than present ve tother
sections. | began to craft Snow’s voice after | mdchthe casual lyricism of Eileen Myles’ Chelseid<s

When | write in my journal, or just record the tagvents, | do so in a similar, yet unrefined,ceoi |



looked towards Myles as an example of craftingst fierson narrative that | felt could best descrity

experience.

One of the first major challenges with Dieter inxed deciding on the point-of-view. In my first
submitted draft | only had Dieter, Mary, and RobBitter was written in the first person as well as
Mary. After spending such a long time writing irstiperson, | felt sluggish. On a whim, | experiteeh
with writing Robert’s section in close third persamd | felt like it gave a fuller picture of theemnits. At
the time this also made sense because Mary washirch more insulated society. Days after | turmed i
my first draft | wrote Snow’s character, and thiadieged everything. Because | wanted to achieve the
aforementioned orality and reliability of the naora | had to write her in first person. | decidgackly
that | would rewrite Mary’s section into a closé@dhperson point of view because | was unsatisfieti
how flat the first person narration felt. The geoh lay with Dieter. Dieter, my first and most lave
character was written in first person, and | colildear to lose the intimacy created by transferhim
to a close third. So | came up with the soluticat ihwould be Snow acting as the author for theyMa
and Robert sections. The readers are told that Siibiets of varied research, both scholarly and
metaphysical. The combination of these two allosvsSnow to have latitude in describing events and
utilizing the occasional lyrical language. The otilyie that she breaks the forth wall is when shecdly
addresses the reader at the end of Robert’s seRadrert’s final moments are uncertain, and althoug
evidence seems to suggest a certain narratiwendticonclusive. Instead of these articles drawing
attention to how unreliable Snow’s stretching @& thuth, she is instead rewarded for reliabilityher

transparency.

Naming and renaming gradually entered its way inéostory. | wanted the new names to be
within the realm of believability, with strong volge | think there is something powerful about aspe
willingly changing their name as a way to manif@stinner metamorphosis. Dieter is named after the
stern and stoic Lutheran pastor that confirmed n&t.alohns’ Lutheran School in 2000. While mdst o

my educators at the parochial school had a taterddaling with children, this Pastor preferredréat



the children as young adults. No horseplay, jokiag forbidden, and his favorite students were tleso
that had parents that consistently took them t@athan Sunday mornings. | wanted the name Dieter t
represent this kind of adult towards child aliematiand | wanted Dieter as a character to navitjge
world. His father is obviously more authoritariaaming his children with strong German names, asd h
mother is very concerned with preserving patridraeéions of strength and masculinity (despiterthei
harmful effects). During my studies of William Rk, we had a guest scholar by the name of Hazard
Adams come in and | completely fell in love witls mame. | decided that Hazard would be a fitting ne
name for Dieter, so completely opposite in its piety and connotations. There is a pun presetiidn
name “Hazard Light” and partially | wanted to shthe inescapability of a last name, and also with

partial ambivalence—my last name has always besmamted upon since | was a young girl.

Starla/Tara was done because | wanted to showaassracter with ambition, if not misguided.
Starla was added to the story partially as atfoHazard and Snow’s relationship, but then evolteed
become emblematic of Michigan’s story. Starla iavily modeled after my undergraduate freshman year
roommate. Starla, like Michigan, has a troubled pashas lots of (perhaps misguided) ambition.réhe
are a lot of elements working against Starla flifij her dream of becoming a professional wrestler—
poverty, drug addiction, obesity, and a severe tdakesources. We are unsure if the support netthak
her cousin offers will be lasting. Midtown is reesing from economic recession, but at the cost of

gentrification. Starla is at a better advantagmhee she is white, but her future is still unéerta

One of the major life events during the writingnay thesis has been losing my best friend of
nearly 10 years. While there is a kind of culturatrative for how to deal with the end of a romanti
relationship, | barely found any guides on howealdwvith this dissolution. When Hazard wakes ughe
morning and understands that Peter, his Rock,ng gue is hit with abandonment and despair. If |
“under wrote” this section of his reaction to lagiReter, it is only because the emotions were lmsedo
me at the time. My own loss of a best friend camswddenly, without warning, and despite how much |

examined my life; | could find no logical reasom the breakup. | suppose in many ways | unconsbious



viewed it as a curse—there was this great unknaalote out there that took away something valuable
for me. Of course, Hazard loses Peter due to hisrmgligence and denial, but Hazard, much likeime,

seeking a reason for why things happened as tliky di

Another early inspiration for the curse was my gtafiwilliam Blake. When | first started
writing Dieter, | had no real concept of the impaorte of his family members. One of Blake’s main
tenants is that there is always more than one waietv an event, and when we see another person
sinning, we can’t possibly have knowledge of whatytare doing. Because we assume, we fall short of
goodness and a divine creation. Translating thiatineter came when | decided to give a countentpoi
to Dieter's mother leaving by creating Mary’s chaeas. Mary and Dieter’'s mother both succumb to
adultery, the difference is that one leaves heb&ind and child, and the other changes her mind when
hears she can not bring her children. | wantedebder to assume that there must be some reasoa why
Dieter’s mother would leave her husband and childi®y making Thaddeus a horrible and abusive
husband, the reader assumes that Dieter’s fathstr meuabusive as well. It was when | was creating
Mary's story that I tried to picture what Samuelpge would look like and | decided | liked the loak
red hair. But the problem was that | already usedl trait in the man that Dieter's mother runs awati.
Both men are described in a similar way becauséridoy to break my 17 year old heart was a red-
headed hulk of a farm boy named Seth. It was thanl came up with the idea of the curse andiitdpe
related to the biblical story of Samson and Delilhlwas more deliberate with choosing the namdbef
Delilah’s descendents. Samuel is a derivative afistm, and Dawn has a similar meaning to the name
Samson (“man of the sun”), Lyons is referencinglitre that Samson killed when the Spirit of the d.or
came upon him, and Honey is references the hora\stdmson found in the lion at a later date. This
doesn’t seem to be something that Snow-as-an-aigtltompletely aware of, but the reader should be

able to catch it.

Another key element in William Blake’s writing ike role of religion and sexuality. For Blake,

organized and traditional religion was a destrcfirce, and many of our societal problems canma fro



puritanical sexual ethics. The Christian religidays a major role in American history, especiafly i
regards to Michigan. Many of Michigan'’s first fousrd were either German Lutherans or Dutch
Protestants. For my characters, | wanted religioconstantly be a background factor, if not a majue.
Obviously not only is young Dieter navigating tlerld in light of his authoritarian father, Peterda
Mary are also influenced by religion. | think tiiaith can be a beautiful thing, especially whes dtiven
by grace and forgiveness. Peter’s father offetalales upbringing for Peter, and as such, Peteetieb
able to handle life when he and Dieter move to Anpor. It's not that Peter thinks that drugs ar#,ev
but he has enough sense to use them recreatiomallin the way that Dieter/Hazard uses them as a
crutch. Peter also is in a good enough place wiverHazard when he denies him during their aggg tr
even though he’s angry. For both Peter and Margliuech plays a significant role in their socialiaa
with the community and how they are raised. HoweMary is living at a time not only when patriartha
gender roles are strictly enforced, but also wheemality is still largely a mystery for young wométor
Mary sexual desire is a sin, and her guilt fordratic dreams seemed like a natural extension. Dgwn
the most forward with her sexuality, partially twosv a progress of time, and also to offer Robertviie
is missing in his life. This is not to excuse hehhbvior for cheating on the virginal Annie Janeibatead
to further reinforce the fact that the Light famihakes their own decisions in reference to theecurs
Even though sex with Samson’s descendents leatisestoonsequences for the characters, | wanted to
also portray sex as a good thing. If only the cttara were in a different place in their livesjfahey
made better decisions, there is the chance thatthdd have a fulfilling relationship. Of coursee
ultimately find out that this was the case witht®r&s mother. Hazard had built up a whole narraitive
his mind about his mother’s downfall after leavimign when he was a child. Hazard also has a kind of
sexual dysfunction, using sex like an addict waidd drugs. The readers should get the sense that
Hazard never went to Alcoholics Anonymous or Naosofnonymous, and although he stopped
shooting heroin, he still has many self-destrudigbaviors. William Blake might argue that there is
nothing wrong with Hazard’s promiscuity, and toeatain extent, there’s not. It becomes a probleiyp on

when Hazard is incapable of maintaining fulfillimgimate relationships with individuals.



Writing this master’s thesis has taken many tutosgits creation. Ultimately the most
enjoyable element of writing my first long-form vkowas the freedom to pursue an idea of documenting
Michigan as a character. Narrative environment® leways been important to my work and now that |
live outside of Michigan, | distinctly feel the pub write about it. Rebecca Brown once talked dtioe
difference between devotion and obsession. Onsédfa@entered and destructive force, and the asher
humble and generative. Dieter was both of theslffarent times. | know more about the history of m
home state than | ever did before, but the lackpehding significant time in the places | wrotewhs
stark. Can you love something and not want to ik it For me, yes. Visiting Michigan and spending
time there is restorative and generative. But thiegs Seattle firmly places me in the category of
Michigan’s “brain drain.” | admire the artists amtiters who have decided not only do they love iwgit
about Michigan as a narrative environment, but hbsee decided to make it their home. | also suspect
that | will never be done researching and learaingut the history of Michigan. Whenever | come asro
a promising book, my heart races and my fingefstibadive in. It connects me not only with my home

state, but also with my family, my ancestors, arydcommunity at large.

Here are a few resources that have been invaluableHamper's memoir Rivethead: Tales from
the Assembly Line, Heidi Ewing and Rachel Gradyssumentary Detropia, Alan Bradley's
documentary Rollin: The Fall of the Auto Industndathe Rise of the Drug Economy in Detroit, Sarah

Colt's PBS documentary Henry Ford, and my goochftiand Detroiter poet and author Leto Rankine.



Dieter/Hazard
Snow Light. Age 25. Seattle, Washington.

May 17th, 2013.

“Why won’t that dumb fuck get out of the goddareft lane?” Hazard shouts over the din of
windshield wipers. The car in question goes temsnilnder the speed limit, and probably ten fabtan t
what is weather and safety appropriate. Arounaais hydroplane out into medians, semi trucks park
with little yellow triangles trailing behind therand minivans crawl along the freeway, emergendydig
blinking. Hazard'’s riding his ass now, and I'm hapithe guy in front of him isn't, a complete idand
doesn’t brake check us. Eventually Dumb Fuck ckarignes and | get the brunt of the middle finger a
Hazard accelerates past him. I'd tell Haz over berdow down, but he'd just say, “Pussies out here
don’t know how to drive in real weather. | grewingMichigan driving in blizzards. | should damn el
know how to drive in a little summer rain.” Shitglew up there too, making the trek down 1-96 from

Grand Haven to Ypsilanti so many times you’'d thittkmade a rut in the road, but | don’t say anythin

I never thought | would be friends with Hazard,amdess driving cross country with him.
Flighty, erratic, prone to long bouts of both sderthat would rival a monk and non-stop chattetr tha
would put a toddler on a sugar high to shame, Hhbigaa rock-and-roll listening, classic car loving,

illegal drug using, amateur yogi and rumored o@gaiparticipant in the Missouri Synod Lutheran



Church. Furthermore, he is a steadfast Detroit &ian, with a slightly ambiguous sexuality, “ifet

have genitals, I'll find some way to work with igthd my biological father.

In the rearview mirror of his restored 1971 Thutate is the Seattle skyline, it's sleek yet
grungy metropolis, fading behind veils of rain. Akds the motherland: Michigan. The Great Lakes
state, that fallen empire of automobiles and funeit home state of Madonna, Gerald R. Ford, Motown,
Francis Ford Coppala, and the Insane Clown Padéehigan, the land stolen from the Pottawattomie
Indians, invaded by the French, warred over in 18int by fires, consumed by factory smoke and
political scandals, yet still voting blue. Whererekentary children are taught to recite HOMES: Huron
Ontario, Michigan, Erie, Superior and teenagermléa predict cancelled school due to Lake Effect
Snow. The home of my mother, my father, their pereheir parents’ parents, and their parent'sigare

all the way back before statehood. Michigan, myleetgd ancestral home.

Truth be told I'd rather be driving with him thanyone else. He goes fast, but seems to have an
innate sense on how to drive, as if the car warengenital cybernetic extension of himself. If weould
have told me five years ago | would be friends wtizard, let alone trust him to drive us cross tgun
in this deluge, | would have told you that you weu of your fucking mind. He left when | was tare
and the five years he spent with my mother wasaobriee longest relationships he’s ever had, at|eas
according to her. It wasn't easy for my mom teea child by herself in Grand Haven, part of the
conservative Dutch Protestant Republican bubblenativag from metropolitan Grand Rapids, but she did
well enough. | passed high school with decent ggagled managed to get into Eastern Michigan
University to major in English. But the same itblatthit Hazard, hit me, and as soon as | graduateas
out of the state. Spent a year dicking around,rendp in a little border town in New Mexico befdre

decided that | hated the heat and the cockroaches.



I'm thinking back to the first time we met wadta Luna Park Café in West Seattle. Its servers a
trendy mix of counter culture: the 80s Goths, tleelbillys, the queers and feminists, the storzerd,
classical flannel and bespectacled hipsters. maahing the place was buzzing with bodies runnoagf
to full tables and by the conversations of wants @esires that rose and fell like waves. The wadise
decorated in a mixture of ironic and earnest 19%@sricana. A tall man with blonde hair stood up,
locking eyes with me. | realized that this is Hakzarhat man. Out of politeness or awkwardnessnitdo
know, | gave an involuntary smile. Hazard had emosgnse not to try to hug me or shake my hand, but
instead he put his hand in his pockets and gaweadl,sig smiled, shrug. | would have rather preddra
booth, some place more private. Our table waseamildle of the diner, surrounded by families and
couples having polite conversation about their veeekerrands and outings. The first thing that ssrik
me is how healthy he looks, despite his years mfing around, boozing, and hard drug use. Aftat,th
he looked almost nothing like me. His hair is dtigandy blonde, styled like a model's, and hisere
bright green. My hair is dark brown, almost blaakd the same with my eyes. My jaw line is narrower
than his, and my eyes are less deep set. His aoks hothing like mine, but it doesn't look anythlike
my mother’s either. Some rouge sleeping gene? Bidtnotice our similar high cheekbones, and his
ears are like mine: unattached, unlike my mothét’gisible tan-line where a wrist watch no longis s

exposed a pale expanse of skin, a shade simifay town.

He found me on Facebook about a month ago whee@uertagged me wishing me luck on my
move to Seattle. He messaged me, and said he wathmar. All that | had known about him growing
up was that he lived a very troubled life. Whenalswounger and first heard about him, | assignedahi
Christ-like martyrdom, cut down so cruelly in lifenable to see his dearest and beloved daughter. It
wasn't until | was eleven when | overheard my ARhibnda talking about his all-encompassing drug
addiction that my opinion of him changed. | grevhade him until it became not only a defining facgto

my teenage angst, but also a part of my identityag the girl with the Deadbeat Dad. Ultimately |



couldn’t sustain the hate and resolved to thinkiof less and less until he was no longer relevanty

life. 1still don’t know why | responded to his sgage a few days later. It became a mosquito ieany

-it was good not to respond, it was good not tpoad, until | abruptly changed my mind and messaged
him back. He said that he had something impottatell me, no, it wasn’t some cancer or rare genet
disease, but it was important that | know nonesletold him to just go ahead and tell me, busdid it
was essential that he tell me in person. When welsat | was unsure, he said he didn’t want to evasy
time, so he confessed all his sins to me. In ldngmnatic, and sometimes uncomfortable emailst | fel
pity, unexpectedly, much like my decision to firsspond, after a gut reaction of disgust and sdorn.
seeped into my blood like creeping lava, burningrgthing up in its path. So there we were, a maémth

the day when he first messaged me: Estranged FatlddDaughter, sitting in an overcrowded and greasy

diner, a chapel to 1950s family values and saceband sterilized pop culture.

He started with his hands folded in front of hiogking at my eyes, like some kind of seasoned
beggar. “Snow, now | know you're my kid and | ha¥elone shit to earn being your father, but I'delik
to try to have a relationship with you. There’shiog | can say to make you be ok with the fact that
wasn't there when you were growing up with your ifra.sorry. | tried several times to come bacledri
to think of a way to do right by you, but | justuddn’t. | didn’t want to come waltzing back into wyolife

when | knew | wasn't ready for it.”

He’d told me this before. The first time | readvier his message | thought it was bullshit. Or at
least, mostly bullshit. But then, hearing the wordme out of his mouth, deep and sincere, | wasnd
anymore. While | tried to decide how sympathetiak feeling, a turquoise haired server with a lirigh
guarter-sleeve tattoo came by to take our ordgratrard was put off by this interruption, he didiiow

it. Effortlessly he glided into a polite and funns@rsation with her, and when she smiled, her eyes



crinkled. | remember an odd sense of pride formggiuch a charismatic father bubbling up, from wher
| still don't know. Immediately, | reminded myséifat charisma was dangerous, recalling the various
farm boys and young athletic youth pastors who &mly teenage heart before | learned to identifir the

common trait.

"As | was saying," he began again, "I've donetafaesearch as to why | wasn't able to do this
before, and I finally think | have the answer. Arali might think that this is just some bullshitritpial
enlightenment or some 12-step bunk, but it's ndtdIhonest-to-God research. The fact of the méter

that our family is cursed, and if you want to egcajith your skin intact, you better know about it.”

At that moment | was dumbfounded, struck by thasitnce of having not only a Deadbeat Dad
but also a crazy one. Looking back on it | can nefmer how assured and confident Hazard seemedsat thi

point in his speech.

“Now | don’t know your personal spiritual beliefs, where you fit in some great cosmic library,
but we are a cursed family. You can look back gatiens and generations and the same pattern keeps

popping up.” He hits the table with his palms a®ifllustrate the point.

"Jesus," | whispered, and looked to the otheetats see if anyone was watching us. Fortunately,

the polite families are still immersed in their Edgenedict and plans to go to the farmers market.

“Please, just hear me out," he begged, but béfoaea respond to this, he continued. "Sure, it'll

skip most family members, but don’t think it wopdp up. One day you'll be scratching your ear @n th



bus, and the next minute, you're swept away in sdamn paperback love affair. If you're lucky, ydu'l
die. If you're not, then you might as well annoutegour friends and family that you're a neo-Nazi
looking for children to molest and sacrifice to theeat Satan, because all your relationships, amelin

all of them that ever meant a damn to you, aregytorgo to shit.”

I lifted my palm up in an attempt to silence hidis voice was getting louder and louder, drawing
attention. My eyes darted around again to the@dédimilies and | could tell at least one of thetheavas

listening in, unabashedly staring at us.

He started again, this time in a lower voice. "Naw not operating under the impression that
whatever relationship we have will last, I've cantg not deposited enough in the karmic bank toreuair
that, but | am hoping that maybe we can figuresowiay to break this curse. You seem like a smdrt gi
Woman. | can tell by the way you carry yourselittyau're smarter than I'll ever be. And | figureath
maybe with our blood combined, my life experieraral your book smarts, we can maybe save this

family.”

"You've got to be fucking kidding me," | said, purgy my chair back and not caring about the
surrounding strangers. Debates about heirloom mesateased along with the clinks of silverware.

Fathers sat up straighter, and mothers shot vitagters at me.

I won't go into all the yelling or the very cutimuestions about his sanity | shot back at him at

this point. After we were kicked out the café ane tops were brought in, | managed to calm down.



Then, after two weeks on my own mulling things oamed reflecting on my own past, | decided it was a
good time to move forward with my life, Hazard indéd. | had some terms of contact that | wanted him
to abide by, that he readily agreed to: namelyyagn't allowed to tell me what to do and to nevak a

me for money. But there was one he wouldn’t accapteall me by my middle name, Lauren.

“Listen, Snow, | know | haven’t earned a lot aiitlps with you, but this is one | won’t budge on.
Your mother and | named you Snow. Believe me, Mkabout horrible names—mine was Dieter for
Christsakes. But | earned my name change, andd ihawmder good authority that you've gone by
‘Snow’ up until the last year or so. But now yoefar to go by ‘Lauren’ because it sounds more amtult
some shit like that. But both your mother and Edathe name Lauren. The only reason we named you
that was to appease your bitch of a grandmotheofiense). My point is, if you want to change your

name, fine, but at least earn your new one.”

There is a picture of me, taken at about threesyeld, where | am looking up into the camera. |
am sitting on my favorite blanket: mint green wsttin around the edges. In this picture, in a rare
moment worthy of capturing with my mother’s Olymg@mera (a first born child investment), my
fingers are not in my mouth. Normally and withehtame, | would run the sharp edge of the satinsacro
my upper lip while my ring and middle finger wergked away in my mouth. It took years for my
mother to break the habit, and | would sneak togldiin my sleep well until | was ten years olcowl
(less than two decades later) my fingers bearigms ©f obsessive sucking: a ten degree slanttteth
on my right hand middle finger, and scars of tantirks on the ring finger. In this picture, my sldn
porcelain, my eyelashes, long and black like my,may lips, ruddy. A face unspoiled by puberty or
environmental factors. To look at this picture, aoeld possibly make the jump that my parents named

me aptly, if not slightly fantastical.



Snow Light was not an easy name to grow up witbstvpeople do a double take at my name,
and my grade school classmates were ruthless.rhiglowas a nightmare: awkwardly too big for my
age, covered in acne, and no small amount of premiiorthodontics made me the last girl at WhiteeRin
Middle School to ever be considered possessingyatéde beauty. Fortunately, by the time | gotigh
school, my name was more or less accepted withsetand glance. | never turned into a great beauty
or even an average beauty. While the braces wemr@ally removed, and the acne slightly abatedad w
still the chubby and slightly awkward teenager. &threr classmates similar traits could mean iniligib
or bullying, but oddly enough, | was generally wided and popular. If | had to guess, I'd challp to
having a thick skin and a sharp sense of humonyioue than likely, it was probably because | lacte=l
social clout to ever be cruel to anyone. Don’'tmgetwrong, it wasn't as if | were homecoming queen
the student body president, but | did have enowuglularity to get elected to be one of the homecgmin

duchesses, even if | didn't win.

Before Hazard got into the details of the cursel, ia turn, his life story, | thought maybe well-
likability was genetic. | certainly didn’t get itdm my mother. Who, although witty and kind, did go
out of her way to display these qualities. Shedatlyness to her, and as much as she tried tat filden
the other mothers, | could tell from a young agetdn effort it was on her part to socialize. Theywe
acted with the tattooed server the first time we wees only a small display of his charisma. Once |

began to spend more and more time with Hazardyriddahat he had a smattering of friends from adirov

the country. We'd go to a bar in the middle of newd) and he’d manage to know someone who'd buy us

drinks. Or we'd be at a gas station late at nigfhinat some place we’d never been and he’'d mattage
get a phone number. Checkout clerks, bus drivas|ibrarians were taken with his charms. To Hazard

the world was his choir, and all he needed to dgetaan offering was smile and say hello.



But Hazard did eventually tell me about the curdied it hard to separate Hazard the easy-going
and charismatic man and Hazard my cursed, delddaifzr. It took me a while to corroborate hisrgio
and even more research on my end to fill in somb@epieces missing from his narrative. I'm still
leaving room that his interpretation is a fantasyer all, how reliable are acid trips and psycRi&ut
Hazard stands by his story and until | can proveimtise, I'm giving him the benefit of the doubt. |
won't admit it to him, but he made a good point wheied to tell him he was full of shit. He saitid,
we can barely categorize our thinking of what exéstd what doesn’t exist. All the philosopherstbate
are trying, but they can’t come up with anythingjcsd know this tree exists because | can climiBiit
by what other criteria? And if we can’t categonzleat exists and what doesn't exist, then how thie he

are you going to tell me that this curse is not rea

Things we know about the curse: 1. It is tied to families- ours and the Janson's (more on thesn)|at
2. It only occurs to family members born in Michig&. A redhead will come and will offer love or
whatever else is lacking in the family member’s,lid. If you accept whatever the red head is ofteri
you will die. 5. Regardless of whether you accepegect what the red head offers, you will be safwl
from those you love and care about. Samson's deted®in objective is to cause division. “Now tisis
not to say," Hazard explains, "that all red-heagsdangerous. Personally | like a good roll inghek
with one, but there will be something slightly affout them, and once you realize it, it will be k.

Luckily, I think it is only a once-in-a-lifetime ihg.”

After he told me all the history of the curse,ddr the mistake of asking him why he thinks we

are cursed.



“Well, Snow, that's the kicker. | couldn't figuitout for the damndest time. With my redhead, it
was a bad acid trip that illuminated me to the that he was bad news. | looked around a long &nte
eventually | found myself with a psychic. She told that we are the decedents of Deliah. You went to
Sunday school, right? Samson and Delilah? The whagleu cut my seven braids of redhair I'll loseym
super human strength” Samson? Apparently, we aliabe great-great-great- grandchildren—who
knows how many removed, and that Samson bastashiddeel like his score is settled. It doesn’t teat

how many Light family lives he and his decedentsraining, he’s on a rampage.”



Before Kwame came and ran his administrationdiltad episode of “Law & Order," before
Ememin rapped on 8 Mile, before white flight and thace riot of '67, before the arsenal of democracy
and the other race riot of '43, before the unibe$ore Ford rolled out the black model T and ingtidl
the $5 a day pay, before the Ku Klux Klan chaptieese was a very pregnant young woman crossing the

Detroit River from Canada who just happened to pegreat, great, great, great grandmother.

Henry Light packed all his possessions, includirgpotgun, two children Alfred and Thomas,
and a very angry and pregnant Elizabeth onto hgowand headed west. They nearly drowned on the

Erie Canal on the Michigan, but by quite a bitwfl the crew was able to make the boat stay afloat.

If there were any sin in the marriage that wasl@sefodder or credit for future fights, my great-
great-great-great grandmother Elizabeth Light aastaised having to trek down the Erie canal while
seven months pregnant as her down payment agaemsy H hrough a series of bad land investments in
New York, Henry found that he could no longer suppds family. So in the spring of 1870, Henry made
the journey down to Michigan to look for land. Affeghting the mosquitoes, unsavory traders, aed th
occasional Indian, Henry found himself a littleqaéeof heaven in Dearborneville (later to be renamed
Dearborn, boasting the largest concentration obAkenericans in the United States.) Full of towering
white pines and rich dark soil, Henry found wheeenanted to live. Elizabeth, conversely, was not
having it. In her journal, she writes of how shiedrinnumerable tears” trying to persuade Henrtno
make this decision, but it was for naught. Hazasl this theory that Elizabeth knew, or at leastdrad
inclination that birthing a child in this land walstir up the curse. | think his evidence of tkipietty
flimsy—he said he discovered this one day when éetwo the Seattle agquarium on hallucinogens. "You
have to understand it was all allegorical. Thers tis great symphony of emotion underwater, asdeth

was an operatic like similarity between our cunse toeir lives. Don't look at me that way, Snowoh't



actually believe that these fish are cursed bylsr@usin or something, I'm just saying that hkiksome
kind of cosmic energy or Divine Being was looking éor me. | was meant to have that vision." When |
asked him how this whole curse business was goiregd, he said it that was unclear. When | pressed
find out what he say, he didn't answer. But heaktieat he was on to something important, and that

things would make sense after the fact.



When Hazard asks me to do my own research onursied family tree, | don't expect to write a
narrative. But ultimately, that is what | do. | thght | would search Google, ransack libraries,lgough
dusty archives, and write letters to distant rettiand that would be the extent of it. But thdy eurned
out to be the beginning. The more | read and disgdlie deeper and more complicated it becomes. The
more | try to search for patterns, the more | fimgkelf dizzy. | started by writing just the facis, | knew
them: birth and death certificates, baptism andiguoation dates, weddings, newspapers, books,
photographs and journals. And while the journats/ided some of the heartiest information, theseewe
still just faint shadows of my ancestors, of myatiles who share my same blood, and it seemeahtike
conclusion could be drawn. So | then move ontosaargossip, neighbor’s opinions, and even a
newspaper editorial or two. This complicated thiggge a bit, and although these lives are no Ionge
shadows, they are still fractured, blurry, and eoged. One night, over a bottle of Jack Daniaiant
my frustrations to Hazard. He listens patientliting me talk and rage my head off for who knowsvho
long. When [ finish, he just looked at me and saigh absolute seriousness, “Do you want to meet

Joan?”

Joan is a wisp of a woman who can out-drink evanafd. No one seems to know how old she
ways, some say thirty-five, others say she wasyreidty-five. She never says. Hazard told me heeon
tried to get it out of her by asking if she remengldewhere she was when Kennedy was shot, but she ju
gave a tight-lipped smile. She has platinum bldmaie that falls in perfect ringlets, and she alwax=zars
a brightly colored silk caftan. The day | finallgraed to meet her, she welcomes us with an anaineht
mangy cat on her shoulder, and enough silver amizerbangles on her arm that she has to speakrloude
in order to be heard whenever she moved aboubtima.rThere is something about her that is kind and
welcoming though, and not in that false-hippy sesfggeace and liberal guilt. Before I'm even

introduced and invited into her tiny cabin, sheashblazard away to get some beer from the cornes.sto



| immediately notice that her cabin is full ofwaork, and almost immaculately clean. | make a
move to take off my shoes, but she tells me nbbtber. There are wind chimes in the window, neat
stacks of books on the shelves, and a glass ctfiide surrounded by an oxblood colored leather
sectional. | sat there for a few moments, waitorgher to say something, but instead, she is lopkne
up and down like she’s appraising a dress in aigopment store. When | am done being examined, she
says to me, “Snow, sweetheart, | can tell you twgs right now. One is that you're a good person.
You've had moderately easy life. Don’t get me wroyau've had your share of heartache, loneliness,
and disappointment, but you're still tough as ndilse second is that you are definitely curseds Dhie
isn’t going to skip you. | can't tell when it's gaj to happen, but it's going to happen sometimgour
life, maybe next week, maybe ten years from nowybmanore: you're going to meet one of that

bastard’s offspring. And it's not going to be pyétt

Generally speaking, | try not to mock other’s bfdi The metaphysics is a messy realm. But
despite this ingrained social nicety, | can’t hielpt let a small scoff escape my mouth. Apparesileet

Joan is a bit of a pit bull.

“What girl, you think I'm full of shit? Then whyra you here?” She doesn’t wait for my answer.
“Oh, I know why. You’re wondering if that little dihead in your life who broke your heart is the ot®
cursed you. Well, I'll give you this piece of adgjdree, you to me. That little heartbreak washimat,
and | mean nothing compared to what this one isggtw do to you. You think you're so damaged, so
broken, so incapable of genuine human interacou. think no one will love you because you're so
fundamentally flawed. I'm telling you right now tget over it. This whole weak, damsel-in-distress sh
has got to go. Not that it's going to mean a daloon if you want to survive this, you better putymur

big girl panties and tough the fuck up.”



Like how any reasonable person would respondyrisbut of the cabin. “What the hell,
Hazard,” | yell, as he gets out of the Chevy witipeccable timing, beer in tow. “You didn’t warn stee
was a crazy bitch.” | empathize these last two wandhe form of a shout, just to make sure sheshea

inside.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, Snow bean, what's going on’zHsgt down, have a cigarette, and bring ol’

Hazard here up to speed.”

We sit down at a white metal picnic table that baght pink plastic seat cushions. I think this is
tacky. He gives me a cigarette and we sit in séehdon’t really want to tell him the exact thinat she
told me, but half a cigarette later, the nicotingsdis calming me down slightly so | give him anted

relay of events. To my surprise, Hazard laughs.

“I'm sorry about that, kiddo, | should have warngxli. Never, and | mean, ever, laugh at Joan.
I've seen what she’s done to other men, and | eligdu right now you got off lucky.” Hazard throws

down his cigarette and stands up. “Come on, Sndwy,bat's go apologize and straighten this out.”

“Why should | apologize? Can'’t you see all thisseustuff is just made up? It's not real. And I'm
not going back in there to get berated by a womho'syjust making wild guesses and assumptions about

my life.”

| almost expect Hazard to pull me back in thereryyear, but if he does have that inclination, he
thinks better of it. (Which is a good thing: rulember one of our relationship, he is not the bdsee)

“Alright, alright. It's your decision. But tell mthis, was what she said true?”

| don’t answer him. I'm certainly not going to dify that with an answer. It's too private to say

aloud. It's all too deep, too personal.

“You know, maybe it wasn't right of me to ask ytmudo all this. And | don’t just mean coming

out here to get torn a new asshole by Joan. Ydwem working hard to figure out this curse business



and the family tree, and for what? | don’t know wiou're doing it, but whatever the reason, | devéint
to see you get hurt. | wasn’'t around to earn youe lor friendship, and | don’t want you to do this
because you think you have some sort of duty dgatibn to please me. | can tell that you're a peop

pleaser, Snow. But you don’t have to do this.”

Damn. This is probably blatant reverse-psycholdgy,it works. | think, maybe Joan is right.
Maybe | do have to put on my big girl panties. t put the remaining nub of my cigarette and staackb

up. I march back into Joan’s cabin, without giveagmuch of a second glance at Hazard.

“All right, Joan,” | begin, with slightly grittetketh. “I'm sorry | was rude. | am going to ask for
your patience though as | wrap my head aroundhislidurse business. I'm not completely sold thest ith

the answer, but I'm willing to listen.”

Joan is a little bit nicer this time around, baotyoslightly. She shoos out Hazard again and tells
him  to drink a few beers while he’s waiting. Shi# glls me things about myself that no one knpws
things I'd rather not were said aloud. But theyhimgs that Hazard couldn’t have possibly slipped
her, so | begrudgingly allow that she might be trigh some other things. When she convinces me that
she might have a valid viewpoint on this whole eurasiness, she sticks her head outside and célfte o

Hazard.

“Alright, Hazard, we're done with the niceties amady to get down to business. If you want to
come inside and listen, you can, but you bettep k@@ir mouth shut or I'll throw you out fast enough

make your head spin.”

Hazard comes in, all grins and beer in hand. “Gdelear you girls worked out your troubles.

Now lets fill Snowbell here in.”

Joan holds up a hand. “Not so fast there, spasb@n You need to be aware of a few things too.

Snow is related to you, but that doesn’t mean khaile the same story. I'm going to get a different



reading off of her than I did with you. Some oé tihings you may hear will probably contradict what

told you. | suggest you take notes on what's déffér You can compare stories later.”

“But Joan,” | ask tentatively, “How does that maltey sense? Shouldn’t the facts stay the same?

Either an event happened or it didn’t.”

“You ever read the Bible? Specifically the New fhesent?”

“Well, yeah. You mean, Matthew, Mark, Luke, anthidd

“That’s a good girl. Now tell me, do all of theaecounts of Jesus agree?”

| start to get where she’s coming from, but Ufig its better to not interrupt her. “No, they'ite a

slightly different.”

“But most people seem to agree that Jesus wasasttan historical figure that existed, right? It's
the same deal with people. | might not give youghme details as Hazard about your ancestorst$ut i
going to be up to you to decide what the real ssryll give you what I'm reading off of you, angu
can take that as fact, or Hazard can tell you wi@tl him, you can compare and contrast and hdiyefu

get a better picture of what happened.”

It's after this strange meeting that | have &dbédea about my family and the curse. It takesame
few days alone in my apartment to process evenytthiat was said, but eventually, | agreed to mett w
Hazard and compare notes. Now these fuzzy and usdocdmages of my family became clearer, more

real. I'm still not sure everything | wrote is Gettshonest truth, but it feels like I'm getting skr.



Dieter Ezekiel Light. Age 10. Sebewaing, Michigan

October 16, 1960

“I'm telling you, it's really neat. You can seeetiwhole town from up there. I'll hold on to the
ladder. Just don'’t let go and you'll be fine,” Redays. | look up but | can’'t see the top. Pedgsst goes
all the way up the bell tower, all the way up te thof. From there, Mr. Hess, the church janitan
check the roof to make sure nothing’s rotted osudlly the ladder isn’t here, it's all folded updgout in
the musty church closet, but Mr. Hess left it artdome reason. The first rung hits right belowknge.
There are three ladders connected, running up di2futeet. | know this because Peter told me(dts 9
feet to the roof of the church, 120 to the tophaf bell tower. One hundred and twenty. | don’'twrimw

many rungs that is.

“Come on, Deet, you've got to go up there. Heggpiag to be back any minute.”

| start climbing. | stop at the second rung wheealize that the ladder wobbles, but it seems like
it is only doing it slightly. | need to be brave féw more rungs and | realize that | can slap Ttoa&
Sometimes Peter lets me help him ring the bellgMarch. It's pretty fun—Peter puts his hands an th
rope above mine (because he’s taller) and we pwihdand let the weight of the bells lift us off the
ground. Our game was to always hit this brick (“Btene”) that always stuck out kind of funny. A
couple of weeks ago we really went at it and Pei@naged to hit The Stone. When | told Fritz about i
though, he just kind of laughed. Sometimes we gaiaxd away and one of the elders has to come thy an
tell us “That's enough, boys” but for the most pastone seems to mind much (except for Mrs. Geller,

but she seems to mind everyone’s business). Myritavtime to ring the bells is for Christmas and



Easter services because Peter’'s dad, ReverendcAtbpetty much just let us go at it. | like P&ter
father. For being someone who does a lot of pregabin right and wrong, he’s a pretty nice guy aetd |
us have fun in the church, as long as we don't dgenaaything. The only thing we aren’t allowed toislo
do the funeral bells. Reverend Albrecht send€tders to do that one. One long ring for ten yeansl,
then short rings for every year after that. Evagyo the town stops when those bells go off, dognt

aloud trying to figured out who recently ‘passed on

“l hate those damn bells. Always wondering how ynangs it's going to be,” Mama says. The
only times | see Mama cry is when the bells dast long on account of a child. Luther told me once
that when Mama was a young girl, before she mdidfashe had a good friend die in the Sebewaing

River and no one told her until she heard the blsng.

If I were to fall, they’d only have to do one lorigg. My stomach clenches.

“You're almost half way there,” Peter yells out.

| swallow the fear in my chest. Mama is alwaysisgy'l didn't baptize you Dieter Ezekiel Light
for you to be a sissy. God wants you to be stridegylour Father and your brothers.” | know Petenivo

tell if | wussed out, but | don’t want to think aldovhat Fritz or Luther would do if they ever fouodt.

| keep climbing. A cobweb brushes up against nougter, but | try to ignore it. Men aren’t
afraid of spiders. | am finally getting closer.ppmoach the bell, surprised to find messy pairksts.

There is copper, gold and green underneath th& piat. | always thought the bell was iron. | mg



fingers over the surface and they pick up dusanftceeven guess how many times this bell has been

painted. | like the way the black iron bells shing¢he sun. Up close, its not smooth or shiny.

| am tempted to look down, but | don’t. Finalllge sky opens up and the last rung is at my waist.

| can see everything: long swatches of pock-mafaedland already harvested, the restaurants
and the car dealership, the old brewery that choubdight blue cans with Pheasants on them, pity an
cow farms with small milk houses, and finally, gwegar mill, with all the local farmers in line toogh off
their harvest of sugar beets. The long line of pickcucks ends just a little bit before our houdeet by
tomorrow they'll be past it. Luther tells me thdtelBlade is already reporting this as the biggastdst
yet, and it’s only expected to keep growing. ldthe deeply, making my chest big. | feel joy. lifee

strong.

“Dieter, I think | see Hess coming,” Peter says.

| take another look around and start the climbmeard. When | pass the bell, | stop and twist
my torso around. | draw my initials in the dustELL printed in big letters. No teacher to make ree u

cursive up here. | was here.

“What are you doing up there? Get down from thidiess shouts.



| groan and continue downward. | hope Hess do¢sihiny folks about this, but | wont argue if
he does . | made it to the top. I try to hidesnyile when | come face to face with Hess. A lopebple

avoid Hess cause he’s got rot mouth, but he’s lyspedtty fair all things considered.

“Peter, | know your father doesn’t mind if you geploring, but if something were to happen to
Dieter, I'm fairly certain his mother would murdee,” Hess says, not unkindly. | try not to blatHnis

breath.

“Sorry, Mr. Hess,” we both mumble.

“Go run along then,” he says.

With that, we're off, running out the back. Bohsething weird happens: no matter how fast |
run, it doesn’'t seem fast enough. There’s alwayertand in front of me, and | feel angry that mgde

are so short.



The next day, | wake up warm. Instead of feellmgrelief of not shivering, | am confused.
Mama likes to keep the windows open at night. Qhget up in the middle of the night to close my
window, but Mama said to stop being a sissy. Ske gavould make me strong like my brothers and my
Father. 1 don’t see how waking up with stiff limésd a numb nose makes me strong, but | know better
than to argue. Usually, Mama keeps the windows qil the first real snow comes but when | peak

my head outside, | only see light tips of frost.

I think, maybe Mama is sick. | go to her bedrodw, find an unmade bed. Usually she makes it
first thing in the morning. | pad out to the kitchand | find her staring barefoot out the windowt€ide

there is a long line of sugar beet farmers alrevaaljing for the sugar mill to open up.

| follow Mama’s gaze to a man outside in line.iBlstaring straight at our house. He lights a
cigarette and leans against his truck. The risimgshines brightly off him, so hard it almost lodks
his skin is on fire. His forearms are massive—eigger than Father's—and covered in thick red hhir.
hear a flick of a match and | look over to see Mdigtating a cigarette. | thought she stopped dfher
caught her smoking outside one night. But herdshethe kitchen, not even a window open. | make a

move to open up the window in front of her, but stogs me.



“Let it be,” she says. She takes a long drawl,rstif moving her eyes from the man outside. She
smokes the entire cigarette without saying anythidgen she finishes, she puts it out on the

windowpane and lets it drop to the sill.

“Mama?”

At this, she finally turns to me. She cups my facker hand and kisses me on the forehead.

Then she wraps me into a deep hug.

“My strong boy...” she begins, but stops when sher$ia door slam. The man outside has gotten
back into his truck and inched along a few mor¢. f8be looks like she is about to say something, bu

then doesn't.

“Go get ready for school,” she says. “I'll see yatdunch.”



| don’t see Mama when | come home for lunch, Inatleft a note saying she had to go to town.
She usually puts two slices of bologna in my sactwbut today it's only one, so | figure she wenttte
grocery store. | take Fritz's and Luther’s lunchesleliver them to the Gremel’'s farm. The Gremel's
don't live that far away, and Fritz and Luther stdrworking for them last spring when Mr. Gremel
injured his knee one day. When | cross the linaohers waiting to drop off their sugar beeteidK for

the man with the red hair, but | don’t see him.

The fields are mostly just mud now, with nothingah sticking out of them except a few stalks.
Other times of year | would just cut across th&liebypassing the roads. But now the ground istdb

to do that, so | have to take the long way around.

The Gremel’s are dairy farmers, and own a dozers@nd some pigs. They sell to the Bach’s
who deliver milk, cream, and butter to our dooitZ=and Luther take care of most things on the farm
The only farm work | really do is sometimes thirgiout corn stalks in the summer since | have tmbe

school during the fall and winter.



I get home from school and Mama isn’t back frommoyet, so | go back out to the church to play
with Peter. Most days Mama will have me help haekendinner, but some days she’s late, and she’ll do
it by herself. When | get to the church, | hearePély the school building. There’s this long métdle
that acts as a fire escape from the second stasgrom to the floor. Peter is climbing his waythg
slide, metal popping and groaning until he rea¢chegop. Then he lets go and a few moments lager hi

legs come out to where I’'m standing.

“My turn,” | say.

| crawl inside the tube: palms flat and knees bshimmy my way up. When we first started
crawling up the fire escape a few years ago, Iccounly make it half way up. But now I'm strong, Iso
can make it all the way up easily. Near the taprlost cut my hand on a piece of metal bent othef

way, but | manage to miss it. When | slide dowecihoes something harsh, louder inside than outside.

After a dozen runs or so, we start to tire anddieto make our way into the church. Peter

absently goes up to check the organ, but its nggad in, so we can't play it.

“Wanna race?” Peter asks.

“Yeah,” | say, “but this time we start at the satime.”



We go to the back row of the pews, him on thetrgigie, and me on the left. We lie down on the

floor, facing the underside of the pews.

“Ready?” | call out.

“Lets do this,” Peter says.

“‘Gol”

And with that, we begin sliding ourselves acrdgslinoleum floor under the pews. Using the
pews as a kind of ladder, we pull ourselves bac#s/tswards the front of the church. My pants start
ride down my waist, but | know | need to startwfth a strong start if | want to beat Peter. Stop/rto
adjust, and he’ll pull out in the lead. | win abdalf the time, maybe him a little bit more sifmedoes
this with his brothers sometimes too. My arms saetiag to ache, and because of the all the rud Uip
the fire escape slide, | can tell I'm running slowgan normal. But | keep pulling. A few more peavil

I'll be at the front of the church. My chest stadsurn and I’'m breathing hard.

“You're going to lose!” Peter calls out, soundiag strained as | do. | can't place where the voice
is coming from, so | pull even faster. When my héadlly gets to the last pew I look over just &es

Peters hands gripping the edge. I lie on the graumtbreak out into a huge grin.

“Beat you!”

“Aw shucks,” Peter says. | stay on the ground @atdh my breath. Peter crawls over to me,

panting hard. He collapses next to me.



“Want to go again?”

“What? No way,” | say. “I'm tired.”

He turns his head and looks at my face. His chaskflushed.

“What, are you a sissy?”

Without giving me a chance to respond, he jumpmerand we start wrestling. | try to wrap my

arm around his neck to take him down, but he’sgumick. I'm on the ground.

“Say it,” Peter says.

His knee pins my bicep.

“No way!” and | try to use my legs to kick him qunut | can't get the right angle.

“Say it!”

He shifts his other leg so his knee is now pinsotiner bicep. | struggle to kick him off, but he

leans back so far | can’t get a good angle. My antschest are starting to burn even more now.

“Uncle,” | yell out.

“What did you say?”

“Uncle, damnit.”

Peter moves his knees off my bicep but it stitirgj on my chest. He is silent for a moment, as if

contemplating his situation, and then lets lookmg and wet fart.

“Oh geeze, Peter, that's gross,” | say, half langtand pushing him off. And then, just to prove

my point, | let my own fart out.






It's been twelve days since anyone last saw M&ohody really talks about her being gone. |
know better than to ask Father about it. He conoesehlater and later in the evening after work. Last
weekend, | didn’t see him at all. | heard his fteps in the house early in the mornings, but the itv
Luther started smoking on the back porch or ingdw@ge. Fritz is quiet now, almost as quiet as ¢wuth
Nobody talks. | can’t stand the quiet, even if Mawasn’t talking, at least she made noise. She aboke
food, or cleaned, or turned pages in her booksehd more and more time with Peter’s family. They
don’t ask me about Mama, but | can tell they warddy something. | wouldn’t know what to say. lifee

awkward when | take home the casseroles Mrs. Altinexakes, but no one else cooks.

At school, everything is pretty much the same pkbéiss Wolter tells me more often what a
good job I'm doing. Yesterday she told me thatnkkded anything or wanted to talk, she was availab

don’t know what she could do, although | supposeai$ a nice enough thing for her to say.

| keep sleeping with my windows open. This is adjime for me to be strong. | think that she’ll

be back before the first snow. | don't want Mam&dme back and think I'm weak.

A few hours after | get home from school, Fathether, and Fritz all come back to the house. A
little bit later | hear a knock on the door. It'ageor Albrecht, Mrs. Albrecht and Peter. It's besiew
years since Peter and his parents have been oaenavhade them dinner one night after Pastor Albrech
first started at the church. Despite Father grgdtiem warmly, they don't fit right in our housecdn’t
explain it, but its almost like they take up tooahuoom. Or they are too happy. Or something. rAdte
few moments, Pastor Albrecht suggests that he gnather go grab a beer in the garage. Mrs. Allirech

then turns to Fritz.



“Well, young man, let’s figure out some dinner jau boys,” she says brightly.

Peter and | follow them into the kitchen. | hopesiilbrecht doesn’t get mad that her casserole dish

isn't washed yet. We tried to eat most of it, thetre was something not right about the texture.

“Let me just look around and see what you haves.Mlbrecht says, “Ok? Ok.” She seems
disappointed when she opens the refrigerator. d@esa half empty bottle of milk, there are onlydeérs

from the casseroles.

“Dieter, dear, will you go find me a pencil andrsopaper?” she asks.

When | come back, she is sitting at the table witther trying to figure out what we eat for dinnkle

shrugs. “Dieter was the one who helped her cook.”

“Dieter,” Mrs. Albrecht says turning to me, “WHhdnhd of things do you like to eat?”

What kind of things do | like to eat? What food ditelp make? Usually | just chopped things up. She
did the meat part. She did the putting everythoggther part. Mama just made everything smell and
taste good. | want to say good-tasting things| lbigin’t think this is what Mrs. Albrecht means. thar is

looking at me like | better answer this questiaghti | think he knows less about cooking than | do.

“Um,” | begin, trying to think of something. “Usliasomething with meat and a vegetable.”



“Like burgers or chicken?”

“Yeah.” | don't know what else to say. Luther @king hard at the piece of paper in front of

him.

“Why don't you go see what Peter’s doing,” MrsbAdcht offers.

| find Peter down by the river, poking the santhvé stick.

“Find anything good this time?” | ask.

“I'm not sure. Maybe an arrowhead.” He hands msenall stone. It's almost triangular in shape,

but there isn’t a real point to it. “Naw, it's juatrock,” | say.

I find my own stick and | go poking around. Moshés it will just be beer cans that wash up on the
shore, or cigarette butts, but one time we foupdeketknife. It was small, and mostly rusted, bat w

were still able to carve into some wood with it.

“Whoa! Come look at this!” Peter yells out. In Isisnd covered hands he holds a cardboard box,
half dry. The writing in primary colors is fadedydha cartoon bird is on the front. We look insi@lbere
are three small firecrackers. One is completelyched, and another one looks mostly wet. The laest o
however, is mostly dry. Peter puts all three ingasket. Giving up on half real arrowheads, wadketo

head back to the church.

Peter is walking fast. Is he just trying to lose™iHe seems intent on getting to his house for

reasons | don't know. Peter heads straight toithpldce.



Peter takes the three firecrackers out of his @ibck

"Hey, watch this," he says, and throws them ihtofireplace. Nothing.

"Damn. They must have gotten all wet," | say.

| start fidgeting around until | see a box of 188g rifle shells. "Think these would do anything?"

| ask Peter.

Before he can reply though, I've thrown one irte fire. There is a loud crack of explosion, the
scent of sulfur in the air. It breaks up our stuhegence. | throw another one in. Crack. The a@oth
Crack. And another. Crack. Everything is noisear’thear anything else. | can't hear anythingoaitfh
| can tell Peter is shouting at me. Who cares? khds start to tremble as | throw more in, and thren,
groups of twos and threes. | start laughing. Evengt is loud and fire. | grab a fistful and thrownto

the fire. Something hits me in the upper thigmgitig. | look down. A red wet stain comes out from

leg.

Peter's face is white, like the color you'd expgiectee on a model in a magazine. He's breathing
hard. | feel light headed and fall to the floor. kEdps me to a chair and tells me to sit still aves.

Everyone is going to be really mad at me for thig.father is going to kill me.



Peter puts a towel on my leg and pushes on it.I"Ow

"Shut up, just shut Up!", says Peter. There imwnith blood, but I'm not going to be able to hide

this and Peter knows that, too.

"I'm taking you back on my bike to the river. Veoing to walk to your house. We're going to

tell your Dad you fell on a pointed stick. Maybevias even an arrow head on the stick."

Sounded good to me. | sure couldn't come up witthémg better. We follow the plan and get to my

house.

Mrs. Albrecht is the first to see me. "Heavensit&eWhat happened?!"

"| fell at the river and got poked by a stickmiight have even had an arrow on the end of it."

My Dad stares at me. | know he wants to say somgthiit he dosen’t. "I'll take care of him. Thankiyo

for the talk Reverend."

The Albrechts leave and then my Dad turns to me.

He tells me to take my pants off. It's cold in theehen, but I try not to shiver. He prods the
wound. “What the hell, Dieter,” my father yells. iHes a hand through his hair. “| don’t have tirae f

this nonsense.”



“Stop crying. You got yourself into this mess.” eks deeper into the wound and finds the

bullet.

“You did this with that Albrecht boy, didn't youChrist, even the great and perfect Reverend
can't keep his kids together. And he comes oves teetalk to me like | don’t know how to take caife
my own. And his wife comes all over and she’s gperfect too, like we don’t know how to cook. We
aren’t some charity case. You get that straighittnigow, Dieter, we do not need them to tell us how

live. What your mother does is no business of shefranyone else’s.”

My stomach drops. This is all my fault. | don’tderstand. The Albrechts are so nice. But | was
wrong? | must be wrong. Everything hurts. The pres# the back of my throat travels all the waydo
my spine. My thigh burns hot. “Well, the good nds/that it isn’t that deep. We should be able tbifge
out without a trip to the hospital.” | am confudedvhat he means, the bullet is still inside me,lldon’t
argue when he tells me to follow him. We go outhi® garage. “Sit down,” he says, motioning to his
workbench. [ sit down on the stool as he rummagesnd for something. | am still in my underwead an
it is even colder in the garage. He turns arouhat ‘there,” he mumbles. “Sit on the bench. | neesitt
on the stool.” A flame comes out. He is heatingsamething metal. | feel like | might poop my paitts.

grip the edge of the bench. Everything will be ok.

“Alright, Dieter, sit still.”

“What are you going—" | blurt out.

“Just sit still,” he commands, “I'm going to géig bullet out of you.” He is holding a pair of

pliers. | can’t look. | can feel him dig into thender flesh and | can’t help screaming.






Thirty-three, thirty-four, thirty-five. | count thleaves on the tree outside to ignore the pain tha
has spread through my entire body. As soon astbdagd, | cry into my pillow, as quietly as pos$sib
Thirty-six, thirty-seven, thirty-eight leaves. Mgg burns. | want to muffle a scream, but | doréniv
Father to come back to my room. By the time | gaht low-sixties, | hear Father’s footsteps legdint
the front door. An engine starts, and the gravahches as the car rolls out onto road. As soorcar't

hear the car anymore, a light comes on in my rdosnFritz. He sits on the edge of my bed.

“How you doing, Deet?” he asks, softly.

| don’t say anything. | keep my body turned to wiedow, away from him. | know if | talk, my
throat will give it away that I've been sobbinge iduts a hand on my foot and gives me a reassuring

squeeze. Tears start rolling down my cheeks, hatd my breath so he can’t hear me sniffle.

“Don't tell Father, but | have something that ntigelp a bit.” I roll over. In his hands, Fritz
holds a small silver flask. | sit up, trying notrteove my leg, but it still sears. | take the chseffers me
and unscrew the lid. Just as I'm about to drinkittz tells me to wait. Despite the coldness innomgym,

| start to sweat.

“Here,” Fritz says, handing me a soda. It's walpot, | don’t care. “So take a sip out of the
flask, and then, take a sip out of the soda. b dlyou hold your breath.” | do as he tells mag &

tastes awful. As soon as | breathe in, the rave fastns my chest and throat. | try not to gag.



“Take another sip,” Fritz says, moving the sodentomouth. It helps a bit, but the taste still
lingers. After a few moments, | steel my courage take another sip out of the flask, followed glyic
by another sip of soda. | find it helps if | breathrough my mouth. | have another sip. And thamso
after that, another. | notice that it doesn’t tatdbad as it used to, and | feel a warmth andiags

starting to spread through my body. | feel the paimy leg, but | don’t care as much.

“How you feeling now?” Fritz asks.

“Better,” | say.

“Alright, that's probably enough,” and he stadsmake a movement for the flask.

“One more?” | dare.

“Alright, one more. But I'm going to get you a gtaof water.” He leaves the room. | take a big
sip, bigger than the other ones. It burns, butitwa feel better. When Fritz comes back, he makes
drink the water. | give him the flask and the emgxiga can. | lay back down, finding it easier v
now, and close my eyes. | can feel sleep comiritg frakes his way to the door and then stops, turns

around, and closes the window.

“There’s no reason for you to keep this open tonigdon’t care what Father says, you were

strong tonight.”

This is not right, but | don’t say anything. think about what | need to do about Peter and
everything else tomorrow. As soon as Fritz clobesdibor to my bedroom, | sit up and swing my legs

over the bed. My head is swimming, but | need terofne window. | can’t close the window. Mama



could come back tonight, and she wouldn’t know wiegipened. | take my good leg and lead myself out,
propping my body up against the bedside table. ufrsteady, but | keep moving. But then | puttgelit

bit more weight on my leg then | should and it dedbrough me. My teeth clench, and | breath in and
out. | grasp the edges of the window and pullalighe way. The window will stay open all the wapt

just half way. It needs to be open. | hobble backdd and fall asleep quickly.

The next morning, | ache all over. My jaw is clead hard. It is freezing. | open my eyes and |
can see my breath. I try to roll over to closeulwedow, but notice my leg is stuck to the blankéb.ok
down and see blood has soaked through my bandalg® éime sheet. | wince as | pull it away. | start
remember fragments from last night, and my stontaiais over. My mouth is dry. | let out a soft groan
lay back on bed. | need to get ready for schodlelarything hurts. | debate about staying homile, &iat

| don’t think Father would allow that. |really ¥ | could stay home.

“Christ, why'd you open your windows for? It's &zing in here,” | hear Fritz mutter. He crosses
the room and closes the window. He sits on theezashthe bed and feels my forehead. “Damnit,” he
mutters and leaves the room. He comes back witbithgquilt from his room and lays it on top of nkée
leaves the room again and | hear him go into MandbRather's room, and then to the kitchen. | start
hear noises, and then he comes back with Mamajkttpink hot water bottle. He wraps it in a towetla
places it by my side. It's so hot that | can ondychonto it for a few seconds before letting go arsd
keep it close to me. Eventually | can hold thererttiing, and | start to feel myself warm up maond a
more. A little while later | start to smell Fritooking breakfast. He comes in with some fried eggsa

potato. The eggs have a little bit of black on thbat | don’t say anything about this.



“Think you can make it to school today?” he asks.

I consider this for a moment. My leg aches, barething else feels better. | try to move out of

bed. My thigh goes on fire. My jaw clenches.

“Yes,” | say, trying to be brave. | know Fatheillvie furious if | stay home.

“Ok. | dropped Luther off at the Gremel’s this mmg, so | can drive you to school if you want.

I'll pick you up too.”

I am surprised when Fritz gets out of the car wihgst to school.

“What are you doing?” | ask.

“I'm just going to talk to Ms. Wolter for a momeht

“Please don't,” | plead. The other kids can’t knbm weak. What if Peter thinks I'm weak?
Father said that his family pitied ours. | damant to be pitied.

Fritz seems to debate arguing with me, but thebhggnay backpack and pulls out a piece of notebook

paper.

“If | write her a note, will that be ok? I'll tether not to let the other kids know.” I'm not stinés

will work out, but | don’t say anything. After legrawls out his signature, | stuff it into my baakk.

Peter tries to talk to me when | get into thesiasm, but | try to avoid him. | make a show of
organizing my desk and sharpening pencils. Whenié®to corner me between lessons, | ask to use th

bathroom. It's not until lunch that | don’t haveyamore ways to avoid him.



“What's going on, Deet?” he asks quietly. “Are ymad at me?”

“I don’t know,” | mumble.

“What happened after your dad got you?”

“l don't want to talk about it.”

“Did you go to the hospital?”

“I said | don’t want to talk about it,” | say, Ider this time. He doesn’t say anything for a few

minutes.

“Want to come over after school today?”

I should say no. Father will be upset.

“I can’t,” | say. “Fritz is picking me up.”

“Oh.”

We eat the rest of our lunch in silence. Sometktarts to seep in my stomach though and |
know | should tell him that | do want to come oMauf | don’t say anything. Peter is my best friend.
Maybe | can keep it a secret from Father, or tytade so obvious about going over to his house. |
wonder if we'll go back to church. Mama says itpartant for us to go to church, and that | shoatukl

forward to being confirmed. Peter’'s dad teaches\t, but | still have a few years before | havgado



through the classes. Would Father really stop m foeing confirmed? No, | decide. Mama will be back
by then and everything will be fine. Mama will pedily be back soon, and she’ll talk to Father about
letting me spend time with Peter and his family.nawill think it was nice that Pastor Albrecht arid
wife took care of us. She’ll be glad that Fritzrstd helping around the house. She used to arghe wi

Father a lot about what Fritz's chores were.

A few days later my leg still aches, but it do¢dnirn. Fritz helps me change the bandage when
he gets home from the Gremel’s and puts iodind.dnstings, and | have to grit my teeth throughbiut
it gets less and less intense each day. | missnglayith Peter after school, but this is the walyas to
be. He and his family made their choice. Fathemisnewhat to do. He wouldn't be in charge if he dtdn’
know what to do. | need to be good. | try to foonamy class work, but its hard with Peter thdrknow
Peter’s birthday party is coming up soon, but I'tlknow if he’ll ask me over. | hope he does, even
though | will say no. Mama will be home soon thiouig's getting late in the year and snow should be

coming any day. Once she gets home she’ll straiginterything out.

The next Monday, | wake up chilled. | can seebmgath and my nose is numb. | look outside
my frost covered window to see there is a thin kéaof snow on the ground. | immediately jump olt o
bed and to go look around the house. | can’t heyorge, but that doesn’t mean that Mama didn’t come
home sometime last night. First | go to the kitgHamut its empty and cold. Only three coffee cups ar
sitting on the counter: Father, Fritz, and LutMdaybe Mama went out to go shopping for food? Maybe
she wanted to make me breakfast? | go to her atiteFs bedroom, but it is empty as well. The ksed i
already made. | go over to the Mama’s pillow to ¥éean smell her. | inhale deeply: faintly, tieds a
scent of baby powder and hair. It is too faint éorécent though. | go to their bathroom too, bubfal

Mama'’s stuff is still untouched. Everything is jistw it should be, all her toiletries facing fordaBut



then | peer closer and my heart leaps: her perfunttée is turned ever so slightly to the left! Shast

have been here, sprayed a bit of perfume on heeselfgone off to the grocery store. That must.be i

| decide instantly that | will not be going to sdhtoday, but instead | will wait for her. It's &e
so long that I've seen her that I'm sure she woinidnat all. | think | should make it nice for hegria, so |
go into the kitchen to clean up. She’d like thairst | go through the refrigerator and clean duthe old
casseroles. | take the garbage out, and wipe dtwmessurfaces in the kitchen. After that, | sweeyl
mop all the floors. She still hasn’t gotten back ge | decide to clean and dust the living roomdAhen
the hallway. Then our bathroom. Finally | do mymodshe still isn’t back, but I'm sure she’ll be kac
any moment. Since I'm a little bit sweaty from ttleaning despite the cold, | go take a shower $gahc
myself really well. | put on clean clothes and comp hair so it lays flat. She still hasn’t gottesick by
the time I've done bathing, so | go into the livimm and sit on the couch. | try watching The
Flintstones, and then when that's over, a reruBkyfKing, but I'm too distracted to really pay aitien.
Besides, | want to make sure | don’t miss hearigeigwwhen she opens the door. She might need help
carrying things into the house. Another twenty m@s pass by. And then another twenty minutes.
Something in my stomach is starting to sink. Itire@st two o’clock. If | did go to school, I'd be gimg

out in a half hour. Maybe she is going to meet nagd. | didn’t think about that.

| decide that | should try to meet her at the stHdl stay kind of hidden so that the teachers
won’t see me and won't ask why | didn’t go, but $till see where Mama is. | pull on my winter ¢tles
and take care to make sure everything still loo&s and clean for Mama. The walk to school isrétth
far, and although there aren't a lot of trees ibhe®eaing, there is a small patch of pine treesltbah
hide behind to get a good view. | don’t see Maneaiswaiting, but that doesn’t mean that she woa't b

here soon. Ten minutes later and | hear the sdiabting and kids are starting to pile out of the



building. Fifteen minutes later and almost all kids are gone, with a few stragglers left. Mamb sti

hasn’t come.

| figure maybe she is back home and we must hasseah each other while | was out. | start to

make my way back home when | hear Peter’s voiam fidew feet behind me.

“Hey, why weren’t you in school today?” he asks.
“l just wasn't,” | say, still walking, “I got to @, | need to be home.”

“Wait, what's going on? You just come here ancetadt in the pines after school and now

you're going home? What gives?”

| decide maybe | shouldn’t tell him, but in thedehdon’t really care. “Mama’s coming home

today,” | explain, still walking.

“Wow, Deet, that’s great!” Peter bounces, “Wheat ybu hear from her?”

“I haven't really heard from her,” | say, “but tieés no way she’d be gone longer than the first

snow.”

Peter is quiet, but he is still walking beside f#ee you sure about that, Deet?”

| stop. “Of course I'm sure about that. | even werthe bathroom today and saw that her

perfume was moved a little bit.” | can feel mysgdtting angry. | don’t understand why Peter istspid.

“Could someone else have touched her perfume®t Beks quietly, not looking at me.



“What kind of stupid question is that? Why woulg fFather or brothers be playing with my

Mama'’s perfume? It's a woman thing, they wouldravé any use for it,” | say.

“Dieter,” Peter begins, and suddenly his voicenstzuike an adult. “Maybe I'm just saying
there’s another explanation for why your mothegsfpme wasn't in the same place. Couldn’t your dad

have moved it?”

“Why do you have to be so stupid,” I'm yelling ahdan feel my face getting red.

“I'm not being stupid. You're being the stupid dhiee yells back.

“Why don’t you want my Mama to come back?”

“I do, Deet, | just don't think that she came bagkown because it snowed.”

“You don’t even know anything. You don’t want myalha to come back. You and your family
think you’re so much better than ours!” | screariat. | don’t even bother to wipe the tears running
down my face or the snot dripping down into my notYou have this dad with this great car and a
great mom and everyone thinks you're just so gréatant to punch him. “And you're not all that gre

you know that? | don’t want you to be my friend &ese you feel sorry for me.”

He choked out tears now. “Look, I'm sorry, whateldid. | just want to be your friend again.”

Peter isn’'t supposed to cry. He doesn’t cry. Thistupid. | don’t want to see this so | get up to

leave. He doesn’t follow me.



By the time | get to my street, | can alreadytbee Mama'’s car isn't there. | don’t want to go
inside, but I know | have to. Tears are still in ayes and my throat is getting tighter and tightet
approach the house. | open the door and everyibisitent. Nothing has been moved since | lefor’d

bother looking through the other rooms, | slip dawnhe floor and start crying.

After my voice is gone from sobbing and my sleisveoaked from tears and snot, | go to the
bathroom to blow my nose. Everything hurts. Mamgaise. She left us. She left me. She is supposed to
see how strong | am. | look in the mirror and segebintchy red face. My eyes are swollen and blootish
| can feel myself start to cry some more. | holdkbany tears for a moment and go to Fritz’ bedrobi@.
doesn’t know, but | found his flask a few days &ftee night after | got a bullet in my leg. I'veken
small sips when | was still in pain, but not so imhe would notice. I lift up his mattress expectiag
find the only the flask, but instead | find a mgstmpty bottle of something brown. | bet its framstlast
weekend when Hank Thorner and him were hangingnailie garage. | pick up the bottle. It's about two
thirds gone. | unscrew the lid and without hegitgtitake a long drink. It burns worse than whatédneer
gave me before, and | almost choke and want tatspit, but | don't. I go to the kitchen and gnalyself
a glass and a soda from the refrigerator. | go b@aékitz’ bedroom and pour a good portion of tioeize

into the cup, and then top it off with the soda #till too strong, but | drink it anyway.

Fritz will be mad when he sees how much of hiszede gone, but | don’t care. Maybe I'll fill
some of the bottle with some water so he doestit@oOr maybe he’ll just think Luther drank it.
Although | don't think Luther has ever drank. Whwokvs? Maybe he does and | just don’t know it. | try
not to think of Mama, and | try not to start cryiagain. | finish the drink and feel like going fowalk. |

don’t want to be in this house any more. Mama’saoohing back.



| don't really notice it, but somehow I've ended oy the lake. | suppose that someone might find
it peaceful or pretty here with the fresh new snbut, | think it all looks cold and bare. | sedash of
brown out of the corner of my eye, and it takesanfiew moments to steady myself and find the soukce.
deer has run off one of the docks and is now stingin the cold deep water. Water is splashing

everywhere, and its cries are loud.

My gut churns and | bend over and vomit. Everyghatbout how the animal is struggling looks
unnatural, its panicking. I've heard about thisdoeffrom my Uncle James. | remember how he told me
sometimes deer just go crazy in the winter and’llijaynp in the water. That it's pointless to try save
them if you didn’t want to drown with them. Theg’stronger than they look, especially in the ndck.
always thought it was later in the year when theyeamore likely to do it, more likely to stumblet@und
get trapped under the ice. | hear a faint cradkéndistance and it sounds like bone breakingglllfiee
I’'m going to be sick again. | sit down on the cgldund. The deer is getting more and more frantic b
the moment, trying to find a way to shallower watdrut not doing a good job at it. It looks disotes,

and even at this distance | can see that it la&ksdrool is coming out of its mouth.

| don’t even hear anyone, but | look over to sePsitting down next to me. | don’t know why,
but I'm starting to cry again. Mama is gone. Ané’'smot coming back. Father is barely there, saitte w
Luther. Fritz helps in his own way, more than the bf them, but its not the same as Mama. She would
actually talk to me. And now I've lost my best fitebecause of something stupid. My chest burns and

aches, I'm hyperventilating. | don't know after héamg, but Peter puts his hand on my shoulder.



Something in my chest breaks and I'm sobbing éader now. Peter now has his arm around

me and is hugging me. | start taking deep breatyiag to get under control.

“I don’t care what your Father says.” Peter whisp&You're my best friend.”

“Ok,” | say.

We don't say anything for a while. We watch asdbeer becomes more and more tired,

struggling to keep its head above water. Eventualstops struggling and sinks down below the auef

| still feel kind of sick and dizzy, but I'm mogevare of my surroundings than earlier. Peter

stands up and grabs my hand. We pass my pile oitvom

“That smells really gross, Deet, what did you e&&ter asks.

I don’t say anything for a few moments. | thinloabbrushing him off or lying, but | feel like |

should be honest with him.

“| stole some of Fritz’ booze earlier.”

“Wow, no way. | thought | smelled something faiilbut | wasn’t sure. Have you had that

before?”

“I had some after | got the bullet in my leg.”

“Why'd you do that?”

“Fritz said it would take some of the pain awayaktes awful, but it helped.”



“Didn’t a doctor give you something for the paihen you went in?”

I sigh. I still don't really want to talk aboutigh

“l didn’t go to a doctor. My Father took care of i

“Oh,” Peter says. For whatever reason, he detalkes this statement slide and not say anymore.
We walk in a silence back to my house, broken up oy sound of Peter and | sucking snot up our yunn

noises.

“Think I'll see you at my birthday party this westd?” Peter asks, with an edge of hope in his

voice.

“Depends on where my Father is. If he’s gone, thean sneak out without a problem. If he’s

there, we might have to celebrate with somethitey fa

“Ok,” he says smiling, “I think | can live with #1.”



Dieter Light. Age 18. Sebewaing, Michigan.

July 23rd 1967

The mosquitoes are out in full force this sumrhéave a few fresh bites that | got on my arms
last night as | was sleeping, or rather, wasn&ileg, but | have enough sense not to go itchiagitht a
funeral. Chris Limb was brought back a few days fagm Vietham and nearly everybody’s made it out.
Except for Pastor Albrecht—he’s down at the hos$pitshe city getting some treatments for TB. The
sun’s beating down hard and I'm wishing that Patet | didn’t drink so much last night. He’s gotite
feeling it too, but we're good at not showing lit.started off as us drinking to Chris and his D@mip.
Chris bought it off of Pastor Albrecht and outfitté over a span of a few months. It was painteghbr
red, a hot streak across farmlands. A few sumngadafore he left for basic, he took Peter and ona f

ride.

It was a hot day like today, only drier. It hadratned in a few weeks and we were looking for a
way to cool down. So we piled into Chris’s car duedstarts down one of the back roads. Everytling i
going great, we've got the radio on, the windowsdoshooting the shit. And then Chris revs up his
engine and we're flying down past the Gremel’s fgpast the cows and the fences. Peter is in tim fro
seat, and he’s calling out the speed Chris isrggtip to: sixty, sixty-five, seventy, seventy-fieghty,
eighty-five and then he finally gets us up to nygiles per hour. I'm sitting in the back, no seditband
| swear we were going to fly off and crash and Hig,we didn’t. The wind was wiping at my hair and
face, tears running down my cheeks as | sit ufile higher. | starting to shout and holler, anertiireter

and Chris start whooping it up too. The edgefefdind death held so precariously in the metalager



was thrilling. We wanted more and more, for thedrtmakeep jutting out into the dusty horizon. Tejge

listening to endless rock and roll songs on théotad have our hair turn slick and oily from théna.

Instead, Chris gets himself shot in Vietnam. Amd trying not to look at all the old men in their
old uniforms openly crying. A woman crying is dinng, but when a man breaks down, it's a hard kick
to the gut. Girls at school will cry over the 8t things, a sappy song on the radio or anothler gi
mentioning she doesn't like her lipstick. The lawkthe faces of these men crying would silencesilly
crying girl instantly. Tears rolling over sun bufates, over beards, crying over Chris. Alfie Lista
hard sight to see. He always seemed to be theragrttee social circle, inviting families over toatech
the game, cookouts, and various food and boozsfiibliday parties. He never talked about his iime
the war, never let on what he saw. As kids we sisesk him about it, but he’d just change the stilyg
pulling a nickel out of our ears or telling us talgis finger. But now, hunched over in a metaftld
out chair in the middle of the cemetery, he’s skaiminto himself, hands shaking as they bring & dir

handkerchief to his face, he doesn’t even acknogdeHtat his wife has put her hand on his back.

Even worse is Chester Limb, Chris’s father. Heltegves into his sobs. He, like Alfie, was in
WWII, but unlike Alfie, preferred a more reservedstence. | don't think | ever heard him talk asid
from more than a few grunts. And now he’s makirgiost noise I've ever heard him make. He's
muttering these things, but it isn't my busineskéar them. Or anyone else in this town, but &t i
stopping Kitty Geller from making sympathetic clua and trying to comfort him. Chris’s mother gives
Kitty Geller a mean look that says to “go away,t Kitty either doesn’t see it or doesn't care.ihth
about going over there and telling them where t@yput their stares, but Peter sees me, and s@ps
He reminds me that it will eventually get back te®f our fathers, and we’d have hell to pay foriag

up trouble at a funeral.



After the funeral we're all milling around in tleemetery kicking at the dirt and grass, trying to
figure out something appropriate to say. How longslone stay afterwards? How long is it appropt@te
linger? It's a death. Something that's going tokstiround after we leave, no matter what we sameso
people are already leaving. | look over to Pete lzgis telling Mrs. Limb about his memories of Ghri
taking us out in his car. I'm thinking about thesler | want to take when | get home: cold enough to
numb me and wash away the sweat that has alreatgdohrough my shirt. | notice Edna Strassenburg
walking quickly up to Mrs. Limb. There is a worriémbk on her face. But instead of talking to Mrs.

Limb, she gently grabs Peter’s elbow and pulls &gide. Peter leans down and she whispers something
to him and he immediately shoots up. Without sagmgord he turns around and starts for the caavéh

to jog to keep up with him.

“What's going on?” | ask.

“There’s trouble in Detroit. Edna didn’t know whkashe said reports are sketchy. But she said it

sounded like a riot.”

We get in my 63’ Ford Galaxie and Peter turnshenengine. We mess with the radio dials trying
to find a relevant signal. The voice is loud anabtty clear, but every few moments it crackles and
breaks. We catch the words, “Detroit” and thent‘faght at a blind pig,” “mass fighting,” “fires dn
looting,” “race riot,” and “national guard.” My tbat goes dry. How far does the rioting go. Is &t ju

limited to the black neighborhoods? Peter lookg pal

Finally, we catch the fragment “It started when tatroiters call a Blind Pig, and illegal afterums

bar, was raided at 12th Avenue and Clarimont.” Mings start to sweat.

“How far is that from Herman Keiffer Hospital?” feée asks.

“Only a few blocks away.” Peter’s father is in timéddle of the violence.



We slam the car doors shut and Peter peels dbegdarking lot. | expect him to go straight to

the highway, but he turns instead towards his house

“What are we doing, Pete?”

He doesn’t answer me, or more likely, he doeseérime. Leaning forward into the steering

wheel and tense, | can see his thoughts racirgk &gain.

“l just need to pick up a few things,” he finaltyutters.

“What kinds of things?”

“Protection.”

Peter turns into the driveway, and almost befbeecr is properly parked he’s half way to the
front door. | run out to the garage and grab aliekbat. Peter is only gone for a few moments winen
comes back with a gun. I didn’'t know his dad haglia. | look down at the bat and decide | bettardor
something else. | go back into the garage andstdak of his dad’s tools. | grab the seven-pouad/c
hammer. | think about taking the crow bar, but dedb leave it. We get into the convertible andl peit
of the driveway and down the street. It's not Idrejore we reach the highway. It's a little owsot
hours to get to Detroit, and at the rate Peteoisgy we’'ll get there faster. But that's if we cget there.
The radio says that police are already shuttingrdmads. I'd like to think that the police woultbpect

the hospitals, but it seems like nobody knows angth

“They wouldn’t hurt sick people, would they?” Pegesks, his voice breaks. | don't know how to

respond. All I've ever heard about Negroes was ftémale Robert when he worked with them at Ford.



“Of course not. They're not animals. Your dadiislably fine. We'll just pull in and get him,” |

tell him.



It doesn’t take us long to get to the outer linotPetroit. The highway is surprisingly empty of

police force. “All the police are probably downtoWwhsay.

“Sounds like we wont have to worry about being gdilbver,” Peter mumbles, and accelerates over the

speed limit.

We keep scanning the radio to try to pick up mmote of information, but there isn’t much
helpful. Most stations aren’t talking about whagtsing on. If we didn’t hear what was going on from
Mrs. Starassenberg or from the one shaky radiatepdoubt we would know anything was happening.
I’'m trying to remember where things in Detroit éweated. I've only been there a few times. We drove
Peter and his dad to the hospital a few months@gdoop off Peter’s dad. Peter was always nervous
about driving in the city, always managed to getdelf turned around. Peter’s dad says my minittes |

a steel trap for directions, if | go someplace ohedways remember how to get back there.

“When we get closer, I'm going to let you drivehink we’re going to have to drive around
trying to find open streets. We’'ll get as closevascan and you'll stay with the car and protectlitgo

get my dad and bring him to you.” Peter says.

It's not long before we see giant plumes of smakiag off from the area around 12th avenue.
Not wanting to cross 12th, | decide to go eadgure we can double back. When we hit EImhurst @& s

a patrol car. He motions us to pull over.



“You boys better turn around. It isn’'t safe herthg officer says. He looks tired.

“My dad is at Herman Keiffer Hospital. | need tet ¢nim out of there.”

“l suppose you do. Avoid the negroes as much asible. They wont hesitate to beat you

bloody.”

“Can you tell us what'’s going on?” | ask.

“I don’'t know much. I've been told to look out leeto make sure there’s no trouble, but | don’t
know what they want me to do. There aren’t enoufjbess on the ground to make much of a difference
at this point. There’s rumor that they’ll bringnmore, and | hope to God they do, but | don’t knolaew

that's going to happen.”

He motions us onward. | drive slowly through siteets. Last thing | want to do is rush into

trouble when | can avoid it.

We turn the corner and we see a young teenageg backer punched by a slightly older negro
boy. | stop the car and grab my bat. The whitedgenis curled up in a small ball, trying to pratec
himself. “Hey,” | yell. “Get out of here!” He lookat me, and my bat, and then he looks at Peterydis

go wide and he runs away. | turn around and sess RBelolding his dad’s gun.

| crouch down by the boy, “Are you ok?” | ask. ldegrabbing his sides and trying to catch his
breath. His nose is bleeding. “Hey, Pete, you ggttang for his nose?” After a few moments, Peter
throws me his white dress shirt. | suppose therlrothes had to go soon anyway. I'm sure I'#do

my shirt soon enough. | help the boy up and dragihto the back seat of the car.



“Thanks,” he says. “He wasn't holding back at’allist then, a group of three white boys round

the corner.

“Dickie,” one of them yells out and comes runnioghe car. “What happened?”

“He got sucker punched. We scared him away thdRgter says.

“l thought you were right behind us,” another asks.

“Everything is going crazy. Did you get any shat$im, Dick?” one of the boy asks.

“No, he punched me right onto the ground. He sthkicking me, too.”

One of the older boy stands up straight and rumana through his hair.

“Thanks for taking care of my little brother,” bays. He takes a steady look at us. “You fellas

get all dressed up for a fight?”

away.”

says.

“We just came from a funeral,” Peter says. “Wenidwut what was going on and we left right

“You farm boys looking for a fight?” one of therays.

“No, his dad is at Herman Keiffer. We need tolget out of there.”

The boys go silent and look at each other. “Waikhget you to Chuck,” Dickie’s older brother

“Yeah, that might be a good idea,” one of the ptiwys agree.

“Who's Chuck?” | ask.



“Chuck is a buddy of ours. He’s got his littletsisat Herman Keiffer too. | think he went back to
his house to get some protection before heading/detwere just going to meet him. Maybe you should

come with us. It might be safer that way.”
I look over at Peter. | can tell he is thinking.
“Let us talk it over for a moment,” | say.

“Sure, before you do, I'm Hank, and this is Ed &al.” | size the three of them up. Hank,
Dickie’s older brother, is taller than both Petedd but he probably weighs at least 15Ibs leas trs.
Ed is shorter and stockier, with broad shouldeeshbis a bit of a baby face, completely devoid gf an
facial hair. Cal, on the other hand, has a fullleand dark hair covering his forearms and hanéss B
little bit shorter than me, but it looks like hget some lean muscle on him. They don't look liigghfers.
They wear blue jeans and t-shirts. | can't tethiéy are rich or not. Would they steal a car? With

everything going on, they might be able to get awil it.

“What do you think, Deet?” Peter asks quietly.
“I'm not sure. They could be lying just so theyncaeal the car,” | say.
“Yeah, or they could be telling the truth,” he say

I let out a sigh. I think about what we have: temnmer, baseball bat, gun. | can't tell if they

have any weapons on them. But they’ll know the aetter.

“We'll meet this Chuck guy and get a feel of hifit doesn’t feel right, then we’ll dash. We can
stick more or less to the original plan—I stay wtie car and you run out to grab your dad. Chuok ca

come with you. | don’t think these kids are scrapp@s long as I'm not sucker punched, | thinki ca



hold them off for a while if | need to. You keegtbun, don’t make a big deal about it, but keego ithey

can see it. If they ask, tell them that | have wtg” | say.

Peter sets his jaw. “Alright, we’ll meet this Chuguy.”

The three boys pile into the backseat. “It's m$ew blocks up on your right,” Cal points out.

“Pull over,” Cal points, “There’'s Chuck.”

What the three boys lack in size and strengthcimeakes up for. He's got at least four inches
on Peter and I, and at least twenty pounds. His ageblack, standing out in stark contrast tcshrsly
blonde hair. | notice that his knuckles on his tigand are bleeding. In his left hand, he carriesoa

bar.

“What took you guys so long,” Chuck asks.
“Some guy jumped Dickie,” Ed says. Chuck peemh@back seat. “You ok, kid?”

“Yeah, I'm ok. Nothing's broken. These guys gotrie before it got bad,” he says, motioning to

the front seat.
“Who are you?” he asks.
“I'm Peter, and this is Dieter. We're trying totgay dad out of Herman Keiffer.”

Chuck doesn't hesitate. He opens the door anthtke boys in back squeeze in tighter to make

room.

“l guess that answers any questions we had abwet\vere going to do this or not,” | mumble.



“Do you know what floor your dad’s on?” Chuck aslss

I try to think. We weren’t allowed in the hospittiie last time we came by to see how his dad

was doing, he waved at us out of the window.

“Third floor,” Peter says, before | can remember.

“What's his name?” Chuck asks.

“Reverend Luke Albrecht,” | say.

“You guys picked up a preacher’s kids?” Chuck dbksboys incredulously. “Please tell me you

aren’t afraid of a little blood.”

Peter pulls the gun out of his pocket. | look o¥kankfully, he’s not pointing it at them. “We can

handle ourselves.”

“Have you farm boys fought anything other tharoa ©efore?” Chuck asks.

“Have you three even been in a fight before?” Pas&s slightly menacingly.

“Hey,” | say, trying to lighten the mood, “Cows igh at least a ton.”

Chuck laughs, and then the other three boys jom h

“Alright, fair enough. We’'ll drive as close as wan to the hospital and we’ll get out and grab

your dad and my sister. Think you three can keeg#r from getting damaged,” Chuck asks.

“I'm staying with the car,” | say.

“Alright. Fine by me. Between me and gun-totingriar John here, we should be able to strong

arm our way into the hospital.”



It takes us a while to find a clear street. | khaging to backtrack. We see fires in the near
distance, alarms, broken glass, and trash cangetbpger. | see a few white guys pouring a cawtlute
paint over a Negro man. It's not long before we geaple looting, arms full of liquor bottles anab
Just when | think I've found a clear street, a Ittmgimp comes from the back of my car. | can'titell
someone has thrown a rock at it or something, ImaKke a point to speed up. Then comes the sound of

breaking glass, and more small hard things hittiiregroof of my car.

We turn down another street, and window after wimés being smashed. | stop immediately
when | think | see someone lying naked on the gilpbat when | squint, | see that it is half broken
mannequin. There is a small group of white kidsstoigatwo negro teenagers down the street. Someone
steps out of a storefront with a gun and is yelBogiething | can’'t quite make out as people rugtobu
the store. The stores that have big signs thatSayl Brother” seem not to have been broken into.
Chuck points me down another street, and we getefiawest of 12th. We pull into an alley between a
middle class looking apartment building and a dsiagge. We can'’t see any fires, but we hear crgshin

and things breaking. The sky is getting smokieth®ymoment.

“Alright. We're a few blocks away from the hospitReter, | hope you can run fast. | don’t want
to risk cutting through all the yards, people abere own guns. We're going to go through thestdre

When | tell you to stop or hide, you stop. | dondnt to waste time saving you.” Chuck says.

Peter gets out of the car and sticks his gun dbeiback of his pants. He bends down and reties

his shoes.

“You sure you're ok to do this,” | ask. “I can gath you.”



“No,” Peter says, “you stay with the car. If faryareason you have to move it, tap the horn four

times, once you find a new place to park.”

Chuck turns to Hank. “If we're not back in an homake your way to the hospital. If something

happens to me and | can’'t get Sarah, | need yputmise me you'll get her out of there.”

The color briefly drains from Hank'’s face, butdngckly squares his shoulders. “I promise. I'm

not going to let anything happen to her.”

Peter and Chuck run off toward the hospital. littirsy on edge here. | can hear chanting. The
alley only has two exits. As long as we aren'’t @aphed from both sides at the same time we shauld b
fine. And as long as the adjacent buildings doattk on fire. | hear voices yelling about the fiecks
pulling away. | have the feeling whatever fires aoé there right now are going to quickly grow

uncontrollable.

I can't tell if the looks that Hank, Dickie, andilGare exchanging mean anything. | keep my right
hand on the shift, and in my left hand, againsttinigh, | grip the claw hammer. | hear a woman vagili
in the distance about whitey. | can't make oubélher complaints, but she sounds angry. | gefahlng
that this thing is big. And | don’t belong here.iF s not my fight. | don’t want to fight anyonejuist
want to get Peter’'s dad and leave. Getting Chugikter might prove risky, but it's too late to charthat

now.

“There’s a cop!” Dickie cries out. We all turn aral. He is jogging with his hand on his gun, but

it is still in the holster. | hope he doesn’t shaayone. | don't think there are enough cops ardarkegtep



him, or us, safe. He doesn’t even take a secoriddbas. The sky is almost black with all the smivke
the air. | can't even see where the fires are leggor ending. Another cop is running away, blaod

coming down the side of his face. He doesn’t eveh ht us.

“Maybe we should go help him,” Dickie says.

“Are you kidding me? That is going to make us miargets than we already are,” Hank scoffs.

“I'm pretty sure the only thing more dangeroustih&ing white right now is being white in a

uniform,” Cal adds.



| check the clock again. Thirty-nine minutes sittoey left. It feels like three hours. I'm hoping
that Peter’'s dad is strong enough to walk. Petempcabably carry him if he needs to, but it would b
hard to do so dodging people. | see a man walkinglg across the entrance of the alley. He stopsrwh
he sees us. He looks alone. He takes a few stepthalleyway. My heart stops. Hank, Cal, andkigic

all see them too.

“Give me your hammer and bat,” Hank whispers.

“What? No. I'm not letting go of this,” | say.

“Just give it to me. There’s four of us in heredane of him. I'm just going to scare him away.”

Not knowing what else to do, | hand Hank the hat then the hammer. | shift the car into
neutral. Slowly, Hank gets out of the car, hammdris left hand, and bat in his right hand like som
cowboy. He seems to age into a burly adult witls¢h®ols. The man at the end of the alley looksrat
and at his weapons. Then he cranes his neck, meiekihe car. He sees us seeing him. Without a word

the man turns around and leaves. Hank climbs battei car.

“Maybe we should go, what if he comes back?” Dacksks.

Hank taps the head of the hammer against his gsfm.need to stay here as long as possible. If

they come back, we duck, and Dieter, you ram thisrdo them. As fast as possible we get out o Her

“How much longer do we have?” Cal asks.

“I have ten more minutes before | need to go beitd,” Hank says. If he’s nervous, he’s not

showing it. | can almost feel the energy radiatiffgof him.

“I want my hammer back,” I tell him.



For a moment | don't think he’s going to give édi, but he does. “Farm boy, you think you can

drive this thing like a mad man if it comes dowrnit®j

| give him a hard look. I'm not a child. | cangia car. He can’t be that much older than me.

The sooner | get out of this city, the better.rfyoPeter would get here.

“There they are!” Dickie shouts out, pointing past. Peter looks like he is bleeding from his
face, and his father looks much smaller than | rabrer, but they're getting along fine. Chuck is gang
a small girl in his arms, her face is turned inodhest. Cal opens up the back door and squektzbs a
way over to let the other people in. Hank getsafthe back seat and takes shotgun. As soon aghe’s

put the car into drive and peel out of the alleyway



A week after Peter and | got back from our adventni Detroit, we are, yet again, drinking beers
in the back of the church. We are the talk of thert, rolling on up with bloody funeral clothes and
dangerous stories. Everyone tells us how bravare/éor rescuing the Reverend from those rioting
Negroes. Everyone except my father. He feels thatsl foolish for taking the car and driving intavar
zone. | say a few things, and then he says a figdlback, and we end up throwing a few puncheerPe
broke us up before the cops were called, and #idedd to stay with his family for a few days. Tharfy
thing is, no one really talks about it. | have mside to go back to that house, and Peter’s famtp
busy dealing with the reverend that they barelyoedtme. But now things just seem to stop: theaiuts
and the news stations do investigative reportiegpfe across the country hem and haw over whols fau
it was; some blame the blacks, some the cops,bteme Ford and the unions. But all of it seemf&aso
away from our sleepy town. The hot days drag imtoriights. Flies and mosquitoes are ever-presaedt, a
we joke that it is only a few dozen short of a plagToday’s beers aren't even all that great—idsbéa
giving us a nice buzz; they sit heavy in my stomac¢hink about just maybe taking a cold shower and

passing out.

“How’s your father doing?” | ask, even thoughrealdy know the answer.

“Better. We dropped him off at the new hospitas tmorning. This one is closer, which will put

my ma at ease.”

We sit there for long moments. There is nothirajlydo say. In the distance, we hear the roar of
an engine. Probably the Hoffmaster brothers wigirthewly supped up Deuce Coupe. Peter throws

down his beer can and sits up straight.

“Let’s go for a ride,” Peter says, standing up.4¢ems determined.

I down the rest of the beer and stand up. Walkirtipe car, Peter stops and turns to me

seriously.



“I have a better idea. Let’s just leave.”

“What, like run away?”

“Deet, we're eighteen, not twelve. No, we're natming away. Let's do it. Let's get out of this
town tonight. | don’t want to spend the rest of lifiy drinking hog-piss beers outside the church jus
waiting for the next stupid day to come. I've gditde money saved up. We'll just grab some clathe

what money we have, and go.”

Something in my chest leaps up. My mind startstac

“Yes.” | don’t even care where we go. Peter’s tigi's time to leave. | sneak into the house and
start grabbing my things. Maybe | should pausefayuite out what | really need and want, but I'mtjus
grabbing the first things that come to mind: shitevi's, underwear, a pocket knife my Uncle Bolvga
me that’s dull, but I like it anyway, some money journal, and a small toy car—a 1958 Ford Fairlane
Skyliner. I'm just about out the door before | thiof my Father. For the hell of a bastard thatdhé i
can't just leave without letting him know what'sigg on. I'm not her. At least | have some decergpa
human being. | pull out a piece of paper and dtbekly at it. Do | write, “Thanks for being theitilest
father ever, I'm leaving and probably never comagk?” Or should | write, “Thanks for giving me
nothing to keep me here?” In the end, | leave witlimple, “Father, | need to get out of this toWi.be
for the best. -D.” | leave it on the kitchen tabled | make my way out to the car. | throw my stafthe
back seat. | see Peter coming with all his studf tdhave my handle on the car door before | stopn

back inside and add a postscript, “Take care ofsgifl”

| take shotgun in the Galaxie and let Peter rewpeBefore we even get to the end of the road, |
start to feel more alert. By the time we get oul@ivntown, | feel completely invigorated by the dxe. |

turn on the radio and The Who is on. Peter anddasu the lyrics to “| Can See for Miles,” and he’s



going so fast. We let out whoops of hollering, ®f.jMy muscles relax, and something deep inside me
seems to shift. Peter goes faster and faster archwbarely hear the song over the roar of thenenigut
it doesn’t matter because we know all the wordsnayy And all lingering hurt and anger and fear that

didn’t even know that | had seems to melt away @a£mss county lines. Miles and miles and miles.

We finally stop driving when we hit Ann Arbor. Refigures it's a good place to see people our
age due to the university being right there. We stio the outskirts of town, down some lonely rdaat t

we think is next to a park. Peter goes to the tramd pulls out two beers.

“It's still tastes like hog-piss, but | wasn’t gagito let them go to waste,” Peter says grinning.

“Cheers,” | say.



We sleep in the car that night near a park andcewsgkby the screeching of so many birds. We
walk down to the shopping district in search of edmeakfast. The morning is surprisingly quiettfo
amount of buildings in the area. There are a falerotouples, families, walking in the streets doing
shopping or going to work. A couple of times we semeone who looks around our age passed out
against a tree or a building. It strikes me asgieaoutside of the few times we’d been to Detidigd
never really seen anybody on the street. Espeaidilie kids. They look ragged, some of them worse
than others. If it weren’t for these few kids, yoauldn’t think that kids our age lived here. It'struntil
late afternoon that the town starts to come to life starting to feel self-conscious; our clotlsegm too
conservative, our hair, too short. | wonder whatwe going to do? Just walk around by ourselveis unt
we get bored? Hope someone talks to us? Growing agmall town it had never occurred to me thét I
have to introduce myself to strangers. How do pmepkn meet? Everyone | know is from church or
school or was related to someone. | always thoBghkér was good with people, but compared to what?
He always had some basis for meeting people. #rewo tell any of my concerns to Peter, he’'d pbbpa
tell me that | was worrying too much. Ever sineeals a kid | worried about things. The only diffecen
now is that I've learned not to talk about it. Exbough things work out more or less okay moshef t
time, | still can’t switch my brain over. It stads a feeling in my throat, and then spreads temine. It
will usually escalate to me wanting to throw upd &imen finally, my heart feels like it is aboutjtonp
out of my body. Everything becomes tight, too btjgbo intense. It's best if | don’t show it though
Mostly because | learned early on it didn't malgaan of a difference if | did. But | don’t want ttank
about this now. | take a deep breath and try teerebrer last night. | am in a new town. Maybe | cdud
a new me. | don’t even know what that would lodelthough. | feel a grin forming. | don’t even know

how | would do that, but | could. And suddenly t geat feeling of excitement back.

We turn down State Street and try my best notaeesEvery color is so bright; clothes flow

down bodies. The smell of sweat and cigaretteggagalse from burgers and something else | can’equit



identify hangs in the air. Some girls carry a cowith bright red lamps on it, other students pass o
fliers, some laugh like their life is leaving thehtry not to stare at the women who aren’t weabnas. |
never realized how soft bodies could look. | sed Beter is failing at not staring. There is a sgot
with waist length white blonde hair walking towarsl, breasts bouncing. It takes me long seconds to

make eye contact to see that she is laughing ablissh fierce.

She stops and looks at us both. Then, starts ilagighoudly. She is gasping for air, holding her
sides, laughing. Tears are falling from her eyasri to Peter, who has the same expression of

bewilderment.

“Come on,” | mutter, pulling at his sleeve.

“Wait,” the girl cries out. “Wait a moment.” Shakies a few deep breaths and puts her hands on

her hips. Her face is flushed, but she looks stujoy

“You guys are cute. Want to come to a concert?”

“What, what are you going on about?” Peter demands

“I'm sorry, its just your faces are just so...” righefore she finishes, a hand comes out of

nowhere and claps it over her mouth.

“What crazy shit is my sister saying now?” the ewaf the hand laughs.

“Tell me you see it too,” the girl laughs, poirgiat our faces.

“Naw, I've already come down,” the boy says. “Coam lets go to Jed’s”



He turns to walk away, but the girl stops him. ‘it)VBve already invited these guys.” The boy

sighs. The girl looks up at him with a big smilPléase?” she says.

“What's your name?” the boy asks.
“I'm Peter, and this is Dieter,” Peter says.

“Dieter,” the boy snorts, “What kind of name igth”

“It's German. It means strength.” | say, standipgtall. My name is not funny. | can tell that
Peter starts to tense up. | try to size up the b@js about my height, a little taller, but his stders are
boarder and more muscular. He is suntanned andeambirelong patches of freckles. Like his sistes, h
eye lashes and eyebrows are white blonde, whichsdlgives him an angry look. Unlike his sister
though, he has long bright red hair that is tieckliato a ponytail. For whatever reason, maybe bsea

of Detroit, maybe because a girl's here, | deciden’t really want to fight.

“Peter, it's fine,” | say quietly.

“And what's your name?” Peter asks the boy.

“Be nice,” the girl says to the boy. “Please? Thaok like they’re just some farm boys.”
The boy shrugs. “Fine,” and then to us, “I'm Lyoaad this is my sister Honey.”

“Wait, you're saying my name is funny? We havédaniey’ and a ‘Lion’? At least I'm not

calling myself after some animal in Africa,” | sagrcastically.



“Lyons is my last name, man. L-Y-O-N-S. Nobodylsahe by my first name,” he says. “And as
for Honey, well, I'm not going to argue with youete. | think it's stupid, but only I'm allowed tag

that. Got it?”

For some reason, this strikes Peter as funny arsddnts laughing.

“We're fine, we're fine. It's ,” he says.

“Good. Now we're all cool. Let’s go to Jed’s angtén to some music.”

Honey grabs Peter's and my hands and drags ug.dlmok over to Peter. “Let’s just go with it,

if it gets weird, we'll just leave.”

Lyons goes and gets us some beer and wine cootarthe Wikels and Robinson drugstore .
Honey seems to know some people sitting againdidliding in the parking lot and gives one of tham

cigarette.

“I have a good feeling about this place,” PetgisséEveryone seems so relaxed.”

“Yeah,” | say. “The girls aren’t too bad either.”

We get to a huge house and make our way to theydatwhere there is a keg and band
equipment being set up. Some guys pull firewoodobsomeone’s truck. A group of about a half dozen
pass around what | can only assume is a joint. HDose looks likes its falling apart, and longtsties
of cloth or plywood are covered in murals and whgiess are political slogans. A couple different

groups set up tents around the edge of the yard.



The band starts playing and all | can hear isendibave no idea what the singer is saying,
but there are a few girls standing in front of th@nging words. It's nothing like I've ever heard the
radio. It's messy, meandering like jazz but notguiong minutes pass without lyrics, and I'm natesif
the guitarist is making everything up on the sptuney hands me a joint. | take a hit and exhal@sles

pungent and verdant.

“What are you doing?” Honey says, a smile sprapdiross her face. She takes the joint from

me. Takes a long drag and holds her breath. Afegnike, she finally lets it go.

“You have to hold it in, like that,” she says. Stads me the joint again.

This time, | breathe deeply in until it burns. &mt to cough, but | suppress the urge. When |
can't hold my breath any longer, | finally breathg. My lungs burn and | start to cough. | try tops but
| can’t. My throat is raw. Tears are starting tmlpio the corners of my eyes. | look up to Honey ahe

grabs a beer from her friend and hands me itnkdtie beer quickly and the coughing stops.

“First time?” she asks.

| blush. I'm not that sheltered. Maybe | havemtaked pot before, but where was | going to find

it back home? I've probably drank more than she has

“It's cool. Everyone is like that their first tim®on’t worry about it.”

“Thanks. Um, when am | supposed to feel it kickiim®j’ | ask quietly.

“Have another hit and wait a little bit. If youmlofeel anything after like ten minutes, have

another.”



I wonder if Peter knows this. | turn my head tarsé the crowd for him, but | don’t see him.
When | turn back, | see that Honey is holding heath and takes a step closer to me. She pullssag h
down for a kiss, but I'm surprised when | feel btart to blow her smoke into my mouth. Her lips are
soft, and again | do my best not to feel surpridéus time | do a better job of not coughing, bsisaon

as she stops kissing me or whatever she is doaxhdle. This time | don’t cough.

“Figured I'd make it more fun for you,” Honey says

| can tell that the beer and the joint are stgrtmaffect me. My whole body relaxes and every
one seems infinitely capable of so much humor a@dity. | look across the fire and see Lyons talking
Peter. It's funny, the way the light is catching face, his eyebrows and face look less menacidg an
more relaxed. His jaw is squarer than mine, butipssare bigger than most men, like his sistet'feel a
hand pull at mine and at my shirt. Suddenly | airtlsss and the summer air feels good on my skin. A
girl with black hair, | think Honey said her namasdudy, or maybe it's Julie, or Susie, but whoster
is she is pulling me over to a recliner, and shaasing fast. I'm stumbling, but | keep up. Jushas
world stops spinning so fast, | realize that shgaisiting on my chest. Some other girl is paintimgmy

bicep.

“You know,” the girl who is painting me says, “yoeitoo cute to be a Dieter.”

“What do you mean?”

She breaks out into a wide grin and moves claserd. “Want me to tell you a secret?” Her

breath is hot on my neck.



uoku

“I grew up with the name Mildred. Mildred! Can youagine? Look at me, do | look like a

Mildred to you?”

“Not really,” | say, tentatively. | don’t want toffend her.

“Sure, some friends called me Millie growing upt i never really felt like me. Once | moved

out on my own | decided to make my own name.”

“What did you pick? For your name?”

“Pepper.”

“Like the spice?”

“Yeah. | think it suits me much better. I've alsied out Ginger, Lavender, and Sassafras. Didn'’t

you ever try to think of a different name for yoelf8”

Truth be told, I've dreamed up about half a dozames for myself. But you can’t go around
telling people who've known you since you were iapers to call you something else. | should julst to
Honey and Lyons that my name was “Deet.” Petesca# that often enough. But that’s not something |

ever really think about when meeting new people.

“Maybe,” | tell her.

“Well, if you want to do it, I'd shop around forfew names until you see what fits,” she says
with a smirk. | don’t really like the idea of tngrout different names though, so | decide that exdext|

pick, that's going to be it. No changing my mingelt up off the recliner and look down at my torEbis



is my new skin. They painted a swirling vortex ofars that emanates from my heart. Blue, red, yello
green. A few streaks of purple and white. Soméglaf paint curl up in my chest hair like flowerdsu
go back to watch the band, and everyone is realtyrg into the music. | can’t tell where the soags
beginning or ending, but it doesn’t really mattieice it all seems so wonderful. | pay attentioevery
note, and I'm impressed by the creativity—each 1setems to fit so right, yet is so surprising. I'thelp

but think this music could change everything, ilygmeople would really listen.

| wear this new skin through the night, and dewé&n bother to wash it off the next day.
Everyone pretty much ends up camping outside thséor going off in couples, so Peter and | boraow
few blankets and sleep under the stars. We hangittut.yons and Honey and their friends for a few
days. Some people come and go, others, like e, atound. Most of the time we shoot the breeze, or
play music, or walk around town. Honey seems inbengetting some specific drugs, which gets
annoying after a while. Everything is going prajtgat. Peter and | smoke pot with them a few more
times, and everything seems new. The trees anahihgals and all the people seem more intricategmor
interesting, everybody is funny, and food tasteseter. We both warm up to Lyons more. Bad first
impressions aside, he turns out to be a prettyguge Although he isn't the most charismatic ofrgeae
there, people genuinely seem to like him. Evempu&leter and | acquire a simple tent that we takie w
us wherever we go. Honey makes a few hints abontimgato kiss me again, or that we should go to the
tent alone, but although she’s cute, I'm not reaglty it. Maybe it's her personality—always jumping
from one point to the next, always moving, thatdmees so tiring for me. When she’s not going on &bou
what drugs she wants to score, she talks abouesigipg political stuff. | suppose the things shiesta
about are valid—she can usually get a few peopégjtee with her and go off on long political rantsat-
it seems to serious for me, too out of place. Wteti her this, she rolls her eyes and says thaphrt
of the problem. But before she can decently workéléup over this, she pulls out some weed anusal

down.



A few nights later we're having another party. hgaand a couple of guys play instruments. Peter
is off talking to some other guys, and I think hgkeat it is that we can go off and hang out witheot
people. The first day or two we were constantlyetbgr, unsure of how to make conversation anddsgen
on our own. Now, we’ll only really talk once we gack to our tent. It's not that we don’t enjoy each
other’'s company, it's just that having other frisnsl so new. | don't feel threatened here, and even

though I'm sleeping on hard ground, | can't thirfkadime | was more relaxed.

I look over across the fire, and Lyons gives nheok that makes something turn over in my
stomach. His eyes look right through me. My thigaés dry and | feel the pull of urge below my navel
look away, ashamed. Whatever | just felt seems gurbget up from the circle and light up a cigagett
turn back around, and Lyons is talking to somehweit to him. | take stock of all the angles frora hi
neck that lead down to his broad shoulders and chisforearms, and finally his lean and muscular
thighs. When | look back up to his face, he isistpat me again, this time with a slight grin. éfeny

face go red.

Somebody suggests that we go to someplace cdlleal Arb,” so we all make our way down the
street. Peter seems to be in a good mood. He jompsy back and | start running through the street.
Everyone is happy and vibrating, our laughter earthrough the night. There is a faint breezeliftsit
the oaks and the maples, and under the streettiggits seems to be a never-ending pattern of calbes
moon is big tonight, and everything is washed soft glow. Lyons carries a guitar on his back and
jokesaround with Honey. When we get there, | amprised at how big the park is. We end up half
falling, half tumbling down a big hill. There arecauple of other groups of kids our age there,waday

hi.



After a few beers, Honey yells out that we shqality capture the flag. We ask a couple of the
other groups of kids if they want to play, and tlagyee. To make things easy, we eventually agree to
divide the teams up into men and women. We vottherheaders, and Pepper gets some white fabric out
of her bag and she gives the piece to some giredahudrey, and the other piece to Lyons. We huddle
up and discuss our strategy. In groups of twogthes go off in different directions in search oé fiag.
Peter goes off with some guy to climb a tree toiktmey can figure out where the girls are goihfiel

like | should probably attach myself to some otlp@ups, but | feel the urge to stay next to Lyons.

We walk to the area that Lyons said we were gairfgde the flag in silence. My palms start to
sweat and my stomach feels tight. The pine treesmde close us in. We are both quiet walking in the
leaves, careful not to break twigs. Peter coulcen&e quiet when we were out walking. It was dssf
muscles simply didn’t know any other way to movgohs finds a suitable tree and ties the flag around
one of the branches. He motions for me to follom bif to hide so that we can keep an eye on ogr fla

find some branches that are low to the ground apdh my stomach.

Lyons lies down next to me. He starts pointingditferent places where he thinks that the girls
could come from. My heatrt is beating so loud I'ma&d that he’ll hear me in this quiet. | can fer hot
breath. Forever passes, and | don't even knowyibam else is around. All | know is that Lyons ifew
inches from me. | try to tell myself to calm dovthat nothing is happening, and I'm getting myself
worked up over nothing. But then, Lyons shifts es@slightly and his finger lightly runs over mine.
immediately get hard. I'm terrified to move or ackriedge what is going on in fear that he’'ll stogthwat
I’'m imagining it. He just keeps running his fingarer my hand. | shift my hand ever so slightly &ied

locks his fingers through mine. My mouth goes dliget enough courage to look at him, and he isngjar



at me. He moves his face closer, slowly. | can bmatk and flowers. | look down at his lips. Herlean

closer and brushes his lips against mine. He g higre. Against my lips. | freeze.

| pull away, and stand up hastily. | mumble sormgilabout needing to go check the perimeter,
and that | think | heard a noise. | know I'm braakiwigs, and probably alerting anyone paying half
attention to the sounds around them exactly wharm,lbut | don’t care. My chest starts to tightenlu
need to get out of these woods and into a cleakithgn’'t know what's going on. Guilt stretches ovee
skintight. Lyons is a guy. That's not right. I'mtight. | start to feel tears running down my dked
feel disgusted with my whole body. My breath islklvaand | can’t seem to get enough air. | finajlst
out to the clearing. When | see people off in tistashce, | try my best to steady my breathing.n'do
walk to talk about what's wrong. | pretend thatdsstagged and | go stand around the other peope wh
are out. | stay quiet, afraid of what my voice wbabund like if | said anything. It's not long bedovhen
one of the guys who Peter went off with is doirfglasprint back across the clearing with a flaghia
hand, cheering. There are half a dozen girls chaster him, but he has too much of lead for anghem
to catch up. When he gets to the tree that we datd as home, the guys let out whoops and chkers.
couple of them start teasing the girls. Peter aretly®ne else still in the woods make their way biack
the clearing. | keep an eye out for Lyons, buti’tleee him anywhere. | can't tell if I'm thankffdr that

or not.

Peter comes up behind me and slaps me on the'fdck. was fun. | don’t remember the last

time we played it.”

“Yeah,” | say. “It was great.” Peter looks at rife can tell something is wrong, but he doesn't
ask about it. We start walking back to where wedef tent and out of the corner of my eye, | sgeris’

unmistakable figure emerge from the woods. He doksyk at me. Instead, he goes to his sister and



some other friends. The back of my neck startsittkle. What if he tells someone? | try to over hea
what they're talking about, but | only catch patshe conversation. They don’'t seem to be tallabgut

me.

“Dieter!” Peter says.

“What?”

“I've been trying to talk to you for the last fivainutes and | don’t even think you're in this

world. Did Honey give you anything?”

“Oh, no. Sorry. | was just distracted.”

“You doing alright?” he asks quietly.

| let out a sigh. “Yeah. Something weird happenddell you about it later.” | don’t actually
intend on telling Peter later, but | want him topsaisking me about what's going on. He'd just bezom
more curious and suspicious about it. It's besetdim think that I'll tell him later and then ko just

make up something stupid.

Most everybody decides that this is a good plaaatp for the night, so we set up our tents.
Everyone’s tired, so no one bothers building a firotice one of the girls is crying and a fewlgare
trying to comfort her. | don’t want to get involvdalt | get the idea that she someone she liked is
hooking up with someone else. | notice that afdahe couples seem to only stay together for adays.
| don’t think I've had anyone really introducedrt® as someone’s ‘boyfriend’ or ‘girlfriend.’ | nave
really dated any girls back in high school mos#gduse no one was interested in me. That, andsit wa
kind of weird thinking about a girl romanticallynsie | knew her since she was in first grade. Rikted

a few girls in high school, but they never lasteat@than a few weeks. But now I'm starting to wande



maybe | didn't date girls for a reason. Oh God.IDke girls? I've never had a girlfriend, but | &w I'm
attracted to them. Breasts and hips and every#isegare wonderful. | let out a long sigh of relidike
girls. I am ok. Tonight must have just been sonmgtluiut of the ordinary. It will be fine tomorrow.an

can still have a good time.

Just as I'm about to close my eyes, the tentdlzgns and Lyons comes in. “l can’t sleep. You

guys want to hotbox?” he askswithout ceremony.

“Yeah,” Peter says. “That actually sounds gréae hever smoked before I've gone to bed.”

“It's pretty rad. Your mind will go all these gitealaces. And when you're tired, you're already in

bed.”

Lyons sits down cross-legged between us and lghiwl. Peter is already sitting up. I think
about passing the bowl over and not smoking, ldigcide that it would be a good thing to do to calm
down. |take a deep hit. Everything will be ok.dng starts telling us this crazy story about hovhiteh-
hiked around Canada for a few weeks last summes. Wving his hands around, and Peter is in
hysterics. There's something about a trucker atieleat, or maybe it was a police officer and an opwoss
but either way, | can't follow along because I'no tiar-gone. | mumble something about going out to
take a leak and find everyone else is pretty qiliiee. grass is soft and wet under my feet. | loolkang
all | see is stars. | lean back so far that | nefall over. | regain my footing and leave the cieg,
compelled to explore the woods. Everything is setjput here. | can’t stop looking at the way the
moonlight cuts through the pine needles and leadb®n | look down, | see fireflies. It takes me a
couple of tries to catch one, but eventually | dile&o. | look around, and see that I'm pretty deefhe
woods. I'm not sure exactly where the clearing tsy to remember the general direction of whecarhe
from, and start walking. Nothing looks familiarséber up very quickly. | have no idea how big these

woods are, or where the campsite is. This wasigndst



“Dieter,” a voice calls out of nowhere.

My heart jumps. | turn around and | see Lyons, iognout from between two trees. “You ok,

man? | got worried when you didn’t come back.”

| let out a deep breath and try to steady my&édlsus, you scared me. Yeah, | kind of got lost.”

“Glad to see you're good. The clearing is this Wae says. The silence is awkward, and I'm

trying to think of something to say, but | can’irtk of anything.

“Look, I'm sorry about earlier. | just thoughtaw something there that wasn't. | don’t want

things to be awkward between us.”

I've calmed down a bit from earlier, but | do madnt to talk about this. | don’t want to think that
there was something there. And as much as | hatdrtut it, he wasn't far off in his assumptionstBu

that's not ok.

“Yeah, don’t worry about it.” | say, trying to ligen the mood. If we can just both pretend that

nothing happened, then maybe everything will jlstvtover.



“Thanks, Dieter,” he says. There isn't any patcinflection or emotion he puts behind my

name, but for some reason, the way he says it aubslow my navel.

“I'm thinking about going by something different,5ay, changing the subject.

“Different? You don’t want to be Dieter anymore?”

“Would you?”

Lyons laughs, but not unkindly. “No, | suppose. it once you get used to it, its not all that

bad. It's different.”

Apart from my mother and grandparents, this isclbeest anyone has come to saying something
nice about my name. And all those people are doyans’ half complement is too little, too latet. id

time to change my name.

“I think I'm going to start going by ‘Hazard’ noiv.

Lyons lets out a low chuckle. “Hazard, eh? Welthét's what you want to go by, then go for ithink

it's rad. Alright, so, Hazard, shall we go backhe campsite?”



Hazard's face spreads into a wide grin. Hazaraakth This is a good name. The vowel sound is
stronger than the “ee” sound in Dieter. Hazard asarmasculine. Hazard is braver, less anxious. tdaza

is not just some farm boy hick. Hazard is an adwemt

He is surprised on how fast his new name catcheA éot of people think it's cool and transition
almost seamlessly. Peter balks slightly, but knbetser to say anything in front of their new frisnéor
that, Hazard is grateful. They come to an unspeaiggaement that Peter can call him “Deet” when it's

just them. Otherwise, he avoids saying his new nasnmauch as possible.



The summer seems endless, with the days and riigiiag into each other. The partying gets a
little dull after a while, and we're running low @ash, so Peter and | decide to get day jobs ginogto
door asking for campaign donations. It's hard wairkg people ask us more questions than | have the
answers for, but it gives us a chance to sobeoup few days. By the time the weekend comeseglsfe
like we've earned the right to party. Peter andn’ttalk about what we want to do when the summer

ends. Instead we pretend that we can live theofestr lives like this.

One Friday, Peter tells me he wants to stop byobiiee anti-War rallies on the campus Diag.
I’'m not really in the mood for anything serious—é'been fantasizing about smoking a fat blunt since
noon. Some of the other people on staff will smokdoreaks, but | tried it once and found that lidot
make any sense of what was going on. One of thel@em my route, Wyatt, tells me that | shouldn’t
worry about money so much, that | should be moreemed about spreading and living a peaceful
existence, but | find this unsettling. He tells toestop being such a farm boy and to learn to lydiade.”
I can’t tell if he's assuming too much about meisTdummer feels like | am actually living for tHest
time in my life, but Wyatt and some others makethiek its not good enough. | talk to Peter about i
though and he agrees with me—we’re in a good pigbe now. | don’t want to end up like one of those
ragged skinny kids on the streets who don’'t knovenrvpeople are talking to them, begging for change
and hoping someone gives them drugs. We both s¢&raddhething, in moments it feels like we could fal
either one way or the other, but we can't stop walkhis line. We can’t go back to Sebewaing. Wie'tca

end up in the gutter. So we balance.

There seems to be a couple of groups gatheririgeoBiag, and I'm surprised to find Lyons and
Honey there as well. Honey talks to some peopla WDICE, and Lyons sits under a tree with some of
the Non Violent Student folks talking animatediydgrassing a joint. There are a couple of otherpgou

scattered around, each holding their own signsaakemmy way to Lyons, and Peter goes to Honey.



| sit down at the crotch of the tree next to Lycarsd he greets me with a big smile.

“Ready to have a good night?” he asks.

“What do you mean?”

He produces a small piece of paper with a pinkatat.

“What is this?”

“This, my dear Hazard, is how you're going to #e=world in color. It's LSD. It's going to

expand your mind.”

I've heard Honey talking about LSD a few timesdref about how it's a life changing

experience, and how to have a good or a bad trip.

“The trip will last around 6 or 8 hours. If youeldike you're in a bad place, let us know and

we’ll get you out of there. Stay positive and bemand everything will be groovy, Hazard,” Lyongsa

“So no one will judge me if something happens bmeled to move?”

“No way,” he says, “I'll take care of you.” | ttyp suppress the warmth that flares up in my chest

knowing that Lyons will keep me safe.

“Why don’t you go tell Peter and he can take stoeg” he suggests.

| get up from the cool chair of the tree and egtePacross the Diag talking to a black woman.
They seem to be in an intense conversation anct\ere are other people in whatever group he is
talking to milling around them, they are not payattention. As | get closer though, | can pick aptp of

conversation.



“You see, that's the problem though, you whiteskidink that it's all separate. The white kids
protest what's going on in Vietnam and materialigme, black men want equality, and where does that

leave black women? It leaves them behind. Don’tgeaiit’s all connected?”

“Yeah, but we can'’t solve all the issues in orgdyioup. There’s too many different goals. Why
can't you just work with the feminists?” Peter saymtioning to another part of the Diag where some

women have gathered.

The woman scoffs. “They don’t want nothing to dithviblack women. Sure, they’ll spout off
about sisterhood, but it aint real sisterhood. yTthénk their experiences apply to everyone, and it

dosen't.”

“That sounds like something you need to work o whem,” Peter offers. The woman is just

about to open her mouth before | clamp a hand ¢erBeshoulder.

“Hey Pete,” | say.

He greets me and introduces me to the woman. ‘i$t@daire, Claire, this is my friend Hazard.
I'm secretly pleased that Peter has become so ssaiml introducing me by my new name. Claire is a
little bit shorter than me, with a long neck andogen face. She wears her hair in two pigtailsii\fro

style. If she seems annoyed at me butting in t@iversation, she doesn’'t show it.

“Sounds like you guys are having a fun debategy, trying to lighten the mood.

“It's all in a day’s work,” Claire says, smirking.

Peter looks at me expectantly like he wants tdgek to the conversation so | mention the LSD.

He seems open to the idea.

“Sure, but not right now though. | want to keelfiiteg with some people,” he says. At that, | say

goodbye and head back to Lyons, who gives me tladl biotter paper to put on my tongue.



We all leave from the rally and head over to adeoon Hill Street to see a band. Lyons tells me
it's supposed to be really freeing, because ittaalty an original band, not one of the many Topt§ro
cover bands that usually play at the frat paresfar the only difference | can tell since takihg LSD
is that things are starting to look slightly ofth@ugh | can’t tell how, and there is a slightgsere in my

head.

The house is three stories, with a great big ¢iedfe porch. The back yard slopes down slightly,
with a fire pit in one corner, and a small staget@f flat part on the right. The band is justrhg to
warm up: loud screeches of static are followed lglgchords that reverberate throughout the aiesgh
only momentarily drown out the birds, because dheesound settles, they are back to chirping away,
singing higher than the human voices that are gathbelow. The sun sets in the background, violent
red and orange, with a few wisps of clouds throwjatlow shadows across the sky. The grass and dirt
are lush under my feet, and | enjoy the grainyuexbetween my toes. | become mesmerized when |
notice that | can see the trees breathing. Theghdark rises and falls, woody lungs shake sdsiened
birds and small insects in their homes. | realiwd the squirrels and the birds and the small isgaast
breathe in tune with the tree’s breath, so conuettey are to their home. The leaves stretch aachre
outward to drink up the last of the fuchsia dayiggmall silver-winged insects fly through the air,
gossamer and iridescent. Peter clamps a hand draokyand smiles at me. Wordlessly, he opens his
mouth and places the small piece of paper witink giiar on his tongue. | watch his Adam apple &®b
he swallows, and | understand that Peter and | tteeveame dirt in our blood. It's the same Sebegvain
soil, and even though I'm gone from there and dwaalt to go back, this to be a good and pure thing.
Eternal blood in our muscles with everything comiirggnm our heart, that organ full of rich black soll
good for growing sugar beets and delightful toigeter my fingernails. We are Sebewaing. Sebewaing
of the dirt and rain and pig shit. Sebewaing oflaountry roads and horizons stretching into ityini

Sebewaing with its blessed soil. “Hey! Did you hea? | asked you how long it took for it to kickth



Peter asks. I'm not sure how much time has goneuby tell him | guess its been about an hour,Itvet
been feeling the affects for a little while nowet&’s eyes narrow, and brings his face closeritem
Brother. Brother. Brother. Bother. Bobtailed wildbther running through the forest, bopping on bitty
field mice on the head. “Yeah, you're pupils areddated now.” | tell him that's because I'm seebw
much more. He asks me if | want to sit down or tgma by the band. | tell him that standing and ¢ein
tall is good for my vantage, and all the bobbingdeein the crowd are like little arcade gophere Th
grass slopes downward and flattens as we get dioskee band. There are two colored lights sandwirh
the stage, throwing blue and green across the bdacks. Everything pulses, breaths in, breathsto
trees jigsaw and the music slips through the lér silk. | turn and find Lyons standing next to ared he
asks me if | can see the notes but as much aslidan’'t. His eyes are wide my eyes are wideaad
stare into spring coil life around us, snapping aimdtching. “We’re all strange, Hazard-a-roo,” bgo
says to me and he points to Pepper who is stripghagn with a few other people. Their flesh and hair
and muscle and fat all take on different qualit&€the rainbow lights and skin rolls like waves pthee
bodies and its just so beautiful and then | redlizan take my shirt off. Pull it over my head mgion is
blocked by cotton twirled into fabric twirled andrestructed into seams and stitching. | expose skire
to the world and everything tingles in the warm hjons grabs my hand and this foreign extension of

my body leads me forward through the yard, awamftioe band.

We go to the fire pit where a few people are hag@ut and | can’t look away from the fire
because it sparkles and leaves trails all overydiviag like a blessing. While I'm sitting there king at
the fire, | realize that there is dirt in my moukiput my palms to my tongue to wipe it, but | daget it
off. The sand crunches against my teeth and | kgépg to swirl and spit it out but it doesn’t seém
make any difference. Part of me thinks that madytteould go find Peter but | don’t want to move gwa
from this fire. It's so cleansing. Clearing. Clegugs Burning. Cracks of smoke fissure up throughghy

fueled by woody arms. | look over again to Lyons &e’s tracing out some pattern with his fingers h



can tell exactly the kind of picture he’'s makingldmealize how much art there is in this place had/

many posters and color and shapes everywhere.

“Hey Hazard! We’ve been looking all over for ydReter’'s been asking for you. We had to move
him a few times but he keeps saying he needs tgaet| let Chatty Cathy lead me to Peter andshe i
curled up in a ball near the back of the porcha t@him and put my arm around him, rocking himkbac
and forth. His tears are wet against my skin. Hetrbe really upset. Brother. Peter is my brotheetér
I'm so sorry | forgot about you but I’'m here nowdaeverything is going to be ok.” | try to ignore
everything that I'm seeing and focus on Peter tsudlifficult. He keeps asking why | didn’t comeoser
and | don't really have an answer for him so | kesdjing him that its ok. Chatty Cathy pulls us boip
by the hands and leads us to the less populatatlyfaod. The streets are quiet and | notice thesrseto

put Peter in a better space because he is runisrigahds over the smooth metal lamppost.

The visual hallucinations begin to die down anakgineme sense of peace and well-being washes
over me. Peter stares up at the sky and | gairtieto lie down on the grass and let the plankdeimy
skin. Peter lies down next to me and watches thiergk saying anything. Brother. Peter would always
be my brother. He will never abandon me. He willajs accept me. Lyons. Lyons. On repeat. Repeat.
Lyons. | think about how he makes me feel, Lyatmut how it would feel to kiss him. He is beadfifu
Lyons, more beautiful than Pepper or Karen or Nellgn though they are beautiful too, Lyons is
different. Lyons with his fire skin and his fireihalways catching in the sunlight like a shiny blebat
Christmas. | need to be ok with this. The way maibturns off whenever he looks at me. | think abou
him kissing me, me kissing him, about how it woulde weird to kiss a guy, but how right it seertts.
would be right. How could anything be evil whers iLyons? We could be together. He could be my
boyfriend. Boyfriend. Boy. Friend. Boy and Boy. dgything is pure. Wanting Lyons is pure and
beautiful. | need to tell him. Tell Lyons that ant him. The sexual stuff will come later and hé help

me discover it and it will be new and scary butilt be a good thing. Lyons will lead me on an



adventure. Hazard the adventurer. Lyons and HaZa#ll Peter that | need to do something and kHat

be right back. Peter doesn’t say anything, solb snia hand and lead him to sit on the front porch.

| get up and start my quest across the yardn st# see trails of color and light flowing bekiin
and past me as | walk. The band is either donakimg a break because the only music | hear comes
from voices and a lone acoustic guitar by thegitel spot Lyons immediately. | can always pickhbut
in a crowd. Everyone seems to just fall away, getstage for me to approach him. One of the lights
from the stage washes him in red. He stands bydiimlsam meant to talk to him now. | walk up tarhi
and look him in the eyes. | don’t know what to ssty| put my palm against his chest. | feel highkin
expand. His heart thumps against my palm. He slbiseeyes. My heart and lungs sync with his. He
understands. | understand. We are. Understandutdengs hand on top of my hand, slowly floating his
palms downward until he grabs my wrist. | let halkd me by the hand and lead me away from the party
and into the house. | don’t even notice anyone #is&just us. Lyons and Hazard. We enter an
abandoned bedroom and he kisses me. My chest esptgubn with joy. Kissing him feels new. All |

want is more, to not stop. He leads me to the bgohs and Hazard. Hazard and Lyons.

The next morning | wake up next to Lyons and frahd new, if not slightly groggy. We talk
afterwards. I've never talked that much about nfyselvhat | was really thinking or feeling. | tédlm

things | haven't even told Peter.

Peter.

“Oh shit.”

“What's wrong?” Lyons asks, very concerned.

“| forgot about Peter. | was supposed to come lzexckcheck on him.”



“Let me put on my pants and we’ll go find him.”

We wander through the yard and find a varietyaufies still asleep in odd places. A few people
curl up naked at the foot of the couch with whakito be curtains covering them. Guilt for leaving
Peter courses through my gut. Lyons suggestsmbhdtead back to his house as maybe he got baak ther
and slept in our tent. We walk the few blocks ®iace, but when we get there, | can’t find hiny. M
breath begins to get faster. What if he got hurt®atWf he was picked up by the cops? Or someom® els

Lyons is trying to calm me down, telling me thatib@robably fine and that he will turn up soon.

“l just can’t believe I left him and forgot abaduitm. And oh, Jesus, | just remembered. He was
having a bad trip before | found him.” | sink dovenmy knees. | feel like I'm going to throw up. |

swallow back tears. | don’t want to cry in frontlofons.

Lyons puts a hand on my shoulder. | run my hahdasugh my hair. “Do you think we should call

the cops?”

Lyons lets out a sigh and bites his bottom lipet’s go to the Diag and ask around for a little bit

I’'m sure someone saw something.”

Without waiting for him to respond, | get up andka my way to the door. | gather that Lyons is
following me, and that he’ll catch up, so | jog s the Diag. Part of me thinks that | should slow
down and scan my surroundings more carefully, lwant to get there now. My legs start to burn and
sweat comes off the small of my back. | see thgnahe distance, but | don’t see many peopléén t
area. When | get there, I look around trees an@ubenches, but Peter is nowhere to be foundouotr

down again, staring at the grass.

Then again | feel Lyons’ hand on my shoulder. “&talZ’ he says, “look over there.” And he

points across the street and there is Peter sittitige big front window of a café with Claire lobk up



toward the sky, simultaneously thanking whatevevgroout there for Peter being ok, and dreading the

oncoming confrontation. | barely look up as | makgway to the café.

When | get to the front door of the café, Petadiisady turned around in his chair and looking at m

“Hey man,” Lyons says overly cheerful, “we wererred about you. Glad we found you

alright.”

One look from Peter and | can tell that he alreattyws about Lyons and I. | flinch when he

puts his coffee cup down and stands up.

“Give us a minute, ok?” Peter says to Claire.

Claire says nothing but scowls at me. | wincetglig Lyons has enough sense to sit down at the
table, as Peter and | head outside. We leave $ieuraint and stand outside. But just before I'muaibm

apologize, he puts a hand up.

“Not one word. Not right now.” He says quietly anith great effort, evenly. “You really messed
up last night and | can tell you know this. I'm ligangry right now. Last night was one of the sestr
things I've ever had happen to me, and it was mastause you abandoned me. You're my friend so

I’'m going to forgive you, but right now you needgive me some space.”

My throat goes dry. | want to say something, tath that I'm sorry and that I'll do anything to make
better, but its useless. | want to revolt agaimsthmmands, but | have enough sense to keep mthmou

shut.

“One more thing, Claire really helped me out laght. So | don’t know if you have any hang-
ups about black people since what happened in Dditd I'm telling you right now that you betteon

say a single bad thing to her.”



I nod dumbly. There were a few times this pastrsemwhere we talked about how the blacks
were like animals for what they did in Detroit, v never talked about it in front of other peoplée

always just exchanged a knowing look whenever som¢alked about the riots.

Without another word, Peter turns and goes backth café. | should move, but my feet seem stiuck.
watch his lips move as he says a few things to kyble doesn’t seem angry with Lyons, and | can see
Lyons nodding in agreement with something. | sutidéel very aware that my best friend and my
possible boyfriend or whatever is talking aboutand I'm not allowed in. After a few moments, Lyons

stands up and waves a friendly goodbye to ClaideRater.

| feel really crummy when Lyon leaves the caféhealecides that we should smoke some weed and then
get breakfast. On our way back to his house, agstges me that Peter will forgive me and thagthin

will be ok between us, but that he just needs siimme to get over it. If possible, this makes mel ven
worse. Peter cares about me so much that he leknowethat our friendship isn’t over. He cares @bou

me so much that he knew | needed someone to reassuof that.

“Hey, do you need some space?” Lyons asks mefaftehing up some eggs and toast.

| feel myself deflate. | don’t want to be alonet balso don’t want to bring Lyons down with my rose
mood. He must be able to tell that | can't figitreut one way or another, so he grabs a book aed tp

the porch. | take that as a sign that | can stag &ed be quiet, and that he is available to fdlkvant to.



Over the next few weeks, life steadily gets befeter forgives me, although he does subject me
to an in-depth description of what he experiented night on LSD. What he tells me was horrifyiagd
| promise him that | will never leave him next titne wants to try acid. He tells me he will neveindat
again, and I let it drop. Peter was unsure of hove¢l at first when he found out that | was daangan,
but it doesn't take long for him to accept it. Baere likes Lyons. Or at least it seems that wayéo
We spend the time in a blissful blur of sex andydiaccasionally with others joining in on one ottbo
events. Peter continues to smoke weed with us soe=tbut only on the weekends. He spends more and
more time with Claire and her activist group oéfris, and is often at different meetings or evehts.
think it bothers him that I'm noy very interestedlirect political action and organizing, so | toy
explain to him that just by living my life the wayvanted to it was a form of resistance (Lyons ssig |
tell that to him). LSD opened my mind, and the sagioent trips | take with Lyons keep getting bedtred
more intense. | feel cleansed of my pain with myifg and free from Sebewaing. After everything that
happened in my life, | deserved to be happy. Ardhippiness didn’t seem to have an end date despite

the end of summer quickly approaching.

Tonight, Pepper and Honey lay out a feast for elinm their back yard. There are over two-dozen
of us, smoking and drinking beers, sucking barbesgqwee off our fingers and eating corn on the cob.
Chatty Cathy hangs a crystal from one of the pbeims and we watch mesmerized as everyone
becomes bathed in spinning rainbows. I'm feelinguyeheaded from all the beer and joints, kind of
sleepy. | see that I'm not the only one. Timmy, I¥il, June, and Buck all stare off into space. A few
others sit off from the table on the ground andwvobmbbles through the air, heads on stomachs. Honey
and a few of her friends do most of the talkingePe& at the other end of the table with Claireey've
been spending more and more time together. Whsk hian if they are a couple, he says he doesn’t
know and tells me he doesn’t want to talk about get the impression that he likes her, but she i

unsure. Claire joins us in the smoking and drinkimg only rarely. Her and Peter spend most of thei



time working with the activist groups. | don’t werdtand why he can't just relax and enjoy the summe
but for some reason, the things they talk abothéngroups are important to him. | still don’t kneviy

he wants to work with racial cooperation after wivatsaw in Detroit, but | know better than to pitsh

“It's like we're adventurers. But instead of expha Africa or South America, we're exploring
our minds. And we can look at the natives. Theyadirabout magic and the body. They aren’t polluted
with the television or concepts of money. Yeahglam, it's good to study them, but it shouldn’t be s
academic. Man, could you imagine if we had somEnatives with us now smoking? They'd probably

tell us things that are out of this world.” Honeys to Pepper.

Claire rolls her eyes. Peter smirks, seemingly@ngpa private joke.

“What?” Honey asks. “Come on, Claire, don't tek ihat you don’t feel more in tune with the
earthly spirits.” Pepper raises her hands and wenasa back and forth, and whispers “wwo0000000.”

She’s done this a few times before in the groupnbuer in front of Claire.

“Do you have any idea how offensive that is?” @aisks Honey, staring directly at her. Peter

looks tense, ready to jump to her defense.

Pepper looks like she’s about to say somethingPbkter looks straight at her and says, “No. You

are done.”

“Honey,” Peter says, “let it go. You're just magigourself look stupid.”

“Hey, man, not cool,” Lyons says. | grab his hamder the table and he squeezes mine.

Peter looks at me like he expects me to say sangethike I'm supposed to defend him.

“I don't see how it's offensive. You have somethihat we don’t,” Honey says. | let out a groan.

| can’t believe how dumb she is to keep talkingualibis.



Claire massages the bridge of her nose, and tsraghand on Peter’s tense forearm. “It's ok,”
she whispers to Peter, and then, louder, “Honeydosee me watching television? Do you see me
using technology and conveniences like every qtkeson sitting here at this table? | was raisea in

house, not a hut.”

“Ok, ok, I get it.” She says, putting her hands ‘Ugut what about your ancestors? Don’t you,
like, feel their blood through your veins? Howylu feel about nature? I'm just saying you've got t

feel more pure about things.”

“Pure? What do you even know about people of thic# Diaspora? What do you know of our

ancestors? They were warriors.”

“Yeah, but,” Honey stars.

“Honey, shut the hell up. Now.” Peter says, stagdip and rattling the table.

“Back down,” Lyons barks. The table tenses.Thks dirok around nervously, and the guys are

ready for fists to start flying.

Before | even know what the words are before twye out of my mouth, | say, “Yeah, they

were some kind of warrior. Pete and | saw thatétr@it. They were animals.”

Peter makes a movement to lunge towards me, laireCiolds him back. Lyons stands up so fast
his chair falls behind him. Honey rushes over tothg and starts yelling him to calm down, that \icke
isn't the answer. “We need to be peaceful” Honayesds. Timmy stands up and gathers Honey and
Pepper, putting both hands on their backs andrgatiem away from the situation. They try to fight
against him, but Timmy pushes back against theimeiQguys are restraining Peter, and a few others ar

keeping Lyons back.

“Just leave,” | yell out to Peter.



He spits. “Are you such a fucking coward? Are yust going to let your faggot boyfriend

defend you?”

I leap over the table and lunge at Peter. Higtlizkes it to the side of my face. | stumble to the
side, disoriented for a moment. | pull back up gw@nd throw a punch, landing in his stomach. Oorsar
lock around each other now, both of us punchingtanig to break loose at the same time. My
adrenaline pumps through by body, all | need tesdeep hitting. Finally, Peter lands a hard puattihe
back of my head. My eyes black out for a momend, lasstumble backwards. Peter backs up, breathing
hard and spits on the ground. He’s bleeding frasrchieek. | am covered in blood, sweat, and other
fluids. Some other guys are holding back Lyondingghim that is over, it's over. Peter walks away.
Lyons is fuming. I'm feeling dizzy, so | sit dowBomeone hands me a cigarette. That first hit aftime
calms me down, and | start to notice all the pldeehurt me. My stomach throbs, and | wince whput|
a hand to my head and withdraw a bloody hand. idand Pepper cry in the background, and some of

the other girls try to calm them down.

“I'm going to kill him,” Lyons seethes. He pace®sand above me.

“Don't,” | say. “It's over. | need to handle himl'put a hand up.

| grab the closest beer and slam it back in ciiget the pain to subside. As soon as I'm
finished with that, | grab another beer. Lyonseério tell me to slow down, but I tell him that Ifine. A
little while later, he leaves to try to calm doworty. | decide that | need to go for a walk to cmivn a
bit more. | stumble away from the porch and theypand start walking down the sidewalks. A few

blocks away, | run into Peter by himself smokingjgarette by an alley.

“Why'd you have to start shit with Lyons, man?ddk.

“Jesus, Dieter, what the hell are you doing?” Pas&s me.



“Why do you care if I'm doing anything with Lyonk's none of your damn business.” | shout

back.

“It is my damn business when you completely ignoree Or when you start acting like a real

bastard. You've only known these people for a moywn change your fucking name, and who am 1?”

“What the fuck do you want from me, Peter? You twaa to stop being with Lyons? Cause it's

not going to happen. You're just going to have ealdvith it.”

“l want you to stop acting like an asshole. Atteait bullshit with the acid trip | told you that
Claire was off limits. And what do you do? You lyinp some shit because you're boyfriend was getting
pissy. Was that so fucking hard to understand? wHnt you to spend a few fucking days sober, Itwan

you to stop pretending to be someone you're n@arit you to talk to me, to be my friend.”

“Why can’t you just be happy for me? I'm finallpla to be on my own without having to rely on

you. You'd think you'd be happy not having to cargty deal with such a fucking loser charity case.”

| don’t even see Peter’s fist until I'm on the gnal. Black spots appear in front of my eyes. | get
up, dizzy, and swing. | don’'t care where I'm higjras long as it hits flesh. | feel one of my firgbreak,
but I don't care. If | want to be new, | need tt &iverything dealing with Dieter. Bastard. Fucking
bastard. I'm about to go for another punch wheterHands a hard fist in my stomach, causing me to

double over. | fall to the ground, gasping for Ibhea

“I'm done with you,” Peter says, and walks away.



| wake up the next morning with a tar pit of guiltmy chest. Peter is gone. | don’t know the
name of the girl next to me, but she is smokingyarette. | don’t remember much after Peter punched
me that last time. | think this girl found me. Maybhe knows Lyons? My eyes focus and unfocus on the
haze of trailing smoke in the morning sun. | wipe sleep out of my eye and find my face is covered
filth of ash and sweat. Peter is gone. | shouldogeDf this bed, out of this strange house. Buengh
would 1 go? | suppose | could go to the park. Oyloeal could walk around downtown. But what would
I do? I try to motivate myself to sit up but my nles feel like they're dead weight. | should get @iu

this bed. | should eat. Peter is gone. | don'tivarsee Lyons right now.

Peter is gone.

| am alone.

“Want some breakfast?” the girl asks.

I look at her for a moment, trying to find someitito say to that. She tells me that | must be
facing a rough hangover and to go take a showet Jie’ll feed me when | get out. | suppose the is

nice thing to do, but I don’t say thank you.

I walk around downtown, but eventually just finglace to sit. It feels like my chest cavity has
been hooked down with ropes. Eventually | stophHayliquor store and pick up something stronger than
beer. | sit outside the liquor store and drinkjmgiyvsips to a few of the street kids, and bumming

cigarettes.



Lyons finds me a few days later, reeking of bodzin’t get up when he tells me to, so he leaves
me there. | don't care. | keep drinking until I et what happened. No brother, no memories worth

having.

Peter is gone.



Author's note: The following is an account of meafgreat aunt Mary Light Bach. | was able to piece
together her story through the remains of her jalras well as her daughter Katherine's diary. Some
sections, mostly towards the end, Joan acted aszulkt. Although she was unable to tell me specific
details, she was able to provide a rough sketcht 3d&d, some details are fictionalized, but idmey

best to remain faithful to the spirit of Mary's I5to- Snow

Mary Elizabeth Light. Age 13. Bay City, Michigan.

April 23rd, 1869

Today was the first warm day since the snow haallfi melted, and Mary and her four older
brothers spent it down at the stream fishing arkdngoaround the budding earth. Alfred promised Mary
that he would catch her a frog for a pet, but he waable to find one. Mary searched for this cresais
well, which resulted in the hem of her skirt becayered over six inches in thick, black, mud. Mary
suggested that perhaps she might prefer a spagavwpat, but Alfred laughed, “Little sister, if ythink

catching a frog is difficult, I'd like to see yoatch a bird.”



“Maybe | will,” Mary teased. She sat down agaith& roots of a nearby tree, not caring about the
cool wet earth soaking through the seat of hersdi@kwsing her eyes, she tried to imagine the petae
of a bird looking down on her head. The grove stdsmostly just skeletons, but every few trees, a
bright fist of green was set to burst forth fromw@ody fingertip. From one of these branches, Mary
perched, taking in the view of the world. She imagi herself rising from the branch into the brigjky.
If she were a bird, Mary thought, she would leaweaibornville. Susan Beacher had shown her a pdstcar
that she had received from her cousin the othekw@e the front was a picture of a great cathedvih
SO many intricate crisscrossing of stones and briicat Mary could hardly make sense of it. On thekb
her cousin described the tour that she and herosland were taking across France. Mary thought sh
would very much like to go to France someday, betlsnew it was not likely. If she were a bird, she
would fly not only to France, but to Africa as webhe imagined flying over cities with hundreds of
lights, over ports bustling with people, and owetlte plains of Africa full of dangerous lions and

crocodiles.

Mary opened her eyes, back again on the groundgamnd small robin perched on the tree above
her. It ducked into its hole, and after a few motegcame back out again. Inspired, she stood dp an
walked over to assess the tree. The tree itselfitveesally suitable for her to climb, it was tocetde, and
she would likely cause the bird to fly away the neoinit’'s home started shaking with her weight. Eher
was, however, a great sprawling ghost of a mapkettiat had died a year or two before. Its branches
stretched out in all directions, low lying and pglailao the ground before lifting up and twistingo the
sharp blue sky. Mary cautiously put her palmsdlgdinst the rough bark of the lowest branch and
pushed down as hard as she could. The give wdg,stg rot had not penetrated deeply yet, so Mary

hoisted herself up onto the branch. Even at thighthethe change in perception was refreshing—asedh e



though her brothers paid her no mind, she enjoyatishe was taller than them now. Mary shifted her
torso around and used the trunk to steady herselh@ stood up. There was another thick branchtislig
above shoulder level, and this one, although it'tliguite reach the robin in the neighboring tresme
closest. This one took a bit more effort to congaserit was just far and high enough away to be
awkward. Eventually, she decided to take a longer around that included using another branch above
the one she wanted, and then lowering herself lo@tdarget. This branch was a bit thinner thardshe
prefer, but she could walk out a good distance tdwlze robin’s tree before sitting down and scaptin
herself closer. Her bird was gone at the momeritinside a small hole, she saw bits of grass aighthy
colored eggs. The sun was setting, and brightlesthas of light cut through the trees. Mary coeld Ber
brothers out in the distance, Alfred and John wenestling, and Charles and Eugene were watching and
laughing. Mary looked down and tried to think ableow high she was, but couldn’t come up with an
estimate. Perhaps less than twenty feet? Beforgaleit more thought, her robin returned to het.ne
Any desire she might have held to keep this robia pet immediately fled. Could she bring such a
creature into her lowly home when everything wasveadrous up here? She certainly couldn’t deprive

these eggs of their mother.

“Little sister,” Alfred called out, “I do believiother will have our hides if you don’t come
down right now.” Eugene and John laughed, but kersd brother, Charles, was not impressed. “Just
scoot yourself backwards, Mary, and I'll climb dyete and get you down.” Truthfully, Mary thoughesh
was a better climber than Charles, he was too simoibulky to really reach the trees, but she didn’
argue. Instead, she scooted backwards and stoatiemp she got a chance. She steadily climbed down,
paying no mind to Charles telling her to wait, avak just about to jump onto the lowest branch when
Charles finally was able to hoist himself up. “inthshe would do better to rescue him,” Alfred said

Eugene.



Charles didn’t respond to this, but his ears tdmael. “That may be, Alfred, but I'm certain that
Charles would save us all if we were in dangerrofwhing.” Mary said, trying to lighten the mood.i$h
seemed to appease Charles, as he jumped downdootined without trying to help her. Mary jumped

after him, and wiped her hands on her filthy dress.

“I'm sure Mother will be angry for what you did your dress,” Charles muttered.

“Oh Charles,” Mary said, grabbing his arm, “surghe can’t hold it against me, it’s the first real
spring day. | think she’ll just be happy that | wagestering her all day long for the first timre i

months.”



Mary sat iron bar straight on the hard wagon belodking back and forth between at the rear
musculature of the horse as it moved them alongitie needle strewn path, and off into the distance
where she knew there was a small stream. The wagenmnmoving at a steady pace across the well worn
track in the woods that connected Mary’s familyhatiteir nearest neighbors, the Allan’s. The air was
damp from last night’s rain, and despite the distauMary could smell the heavy odor of pig wasterfr
their other neighbors’ farm to the south, the BacHhler brother Alfred would joke that you alwaystn
when they entered the church because you could 8reet before you saw them. Despite the offending

scents, it was nearly a perfect day.

Three things kept it from being an absolutely gerrfiay, in Mary’s estimation. Firstly was the
niggling sensation of a nightmare the night befdtavas the type of dream so disturbing and splgee
immoral that Mary felt the weight of it in her walkgy. She was unable to recall specifics excephtmk
that there was something wrong about it. The secamdl more permanent element that marred this
beautiful day was that Mary was now a woman. Sameetast night she started her first blood, and woke
up to soaked bedding. And although her mother pegplaer for the changes that her body would go
through, she did not expect the mess, pain, amdweifrt. She found that she was constantly aware of
the cloth between her legs, and was terrified dfintaa wrong move that could cause the protective
cloth to shift. She was in no fit state to be gadfigr frogs or robins, even if she could. Todag ahd the
rest of her family were occupied with the thirdrent that prevented today from being perfect. The

Light's were on their way to a funeral.

Ruth Allan had recently lost yet another childstpast week. Out of seven children, Ruth had lost
three. The first one, Tess, had died when she mayéars old when she fell through some ice. The
second child, Jacob, died a week after he was baday, they were going to the funeral of Bonniapw

was born deformed and died a few hours after birth.



Secretly, Mary was hoping that Gerard, Ruth’s lieotin-law, would not be attending. Gerard
kept mostly to himself, even at church. When othesald offer peace after the service, he would §mp
nod his head and grunt lightly. Mary couldn’t thioka single time she had heard him speak andhget s
found herself constantly aware of his presences r8&de it a point not to look at him, but she khieat
he was always staring at her. His beard grew iveméuffs, his face marred and pitted from the s,
left eye drooped, always watery and bloodshot,tendalked with a deep limp. Mary’s mother said that
she shouldn’t stare—good men had seen too manipleotinings in the war, and as a Christian, she was
to show love and charity to all. Furthermore, asimas she tried to avoid it, Mary’s mother alwaysim
her approach Gerard after church and offer a “Pbaceith you.” He never grunted or nodded to her in
return, but instead looked at her steadily, a® iiMere examining something dead. If anyone elseetht

no one said anything.

All these unsettling looks she could deal with ieren’t for the most recent development. Last
week at church, after she had offered “Peace deyei” to Gerard, and while her mothers’ back was
turned, he offered her a note. He didn’t say angthbut instead, burned his stare at her. Imntelyia
Mary panicked: in no possible way did she wantdoept anything from this man, let alone
communication. She looked around to see if anyoigétmotice this interaction, and either fortungtet
unfortunately, everyone seemed to be occupiedatiter conversations. Despite her reluctance to take
the parchment from him, Gerard never wavered, neitedrew his hand, but instead shoved it forward,
insisting. He grunted, lowly, and this seemedor@d Mary to lift her hand, but just before she haal
her possession, a whirlwind of hands snatchedtibbGerard’s possession. Luke Billow, just a fesags
older than Mary and already sprouting a full beatdle the note and without a word, opened it up an

read it. Mary felt faint, wishing desperately thigis never happened, praying that Luke would



understand that she was not interested in beiagyrway intimate with this man. She watched as his
eyes scanned the letter, his smooth tan skin vathimt of emotion. At length, a big smile spreadbas
Luke’s face and he snickered and absently handeddte to Mary. Luke looked at Gerard and laughed,

“Looks like you have a suitor, Mary. Congratulagon

Mary could feel the color rise. “Never,” she garto stutter, “I'd never...” Not wanting to
attract more attention, Mary turned around andethbff to her brothers, never once looking badiatT
night she cried tears and burned the note in teplfice after reading it. It read, “Mary, | can tbat you
are ripening into womanhood. God ordained men tsymithe woman. It is only natural that we obey
these divine commands. You have the characteristiaggood wife. | know | am not good with words,

but you seem to understand me. | will keep in atritahopes that we can consummate a union.”

When Mary’s father informed the family that thepwid be attending the funeral, Mary tried to
think of any possible way she could get out oBhe tried talking to her mother, claiming that the
woman'’s blood made her weak and in pain. Her mdtiidrher that it was part of being a woman, and

that she needed to be strong. She simply couldhisst supporting Ruth.

The woods became less dense and the clearing #lldn’s property started to open up. The
fields were muddy, and the horse slowed down 3iigig the texture of the earth changed. A few ef th
younger children were milling about outside, loaklike they wanted to play, but knew that it was
inappropriate. The older children were probablydasvith Ruth, her husband David, and most likely,
Gerard. Upon seeing them in the distance, oneeothiidren darted inside, to let the rest of thaika

know they had arrived. One by one the Allen’s fited of the small cabin. First came the elder ¢hitd



Richard, Thomas, Henry, Jacob, Theresa, Saratthandhe younger children, Matthew, Paul, and
Rebecca, and then finally, Ruth came out, clinganger husband’s arm. Ruth wasn'’t just frail, she
seemed to sink into herself: her shoulders hunehedstomach concave, her eyes dropped. Her dress

was wrinkled, her cheeks blotchy.

Behind her, Gerard came out, limping on his c&teedidn’t acknowledge anyone in the family,
no precursory looks. He simply stared at Mary, wewiag. If her brothers or the rest of the family
noticed this, they had enough propriety not to moerit. With all the children, and most of theiteattion
on Ruth, his looks were easy to overlook. Mary'stmo rushed forward and embraced Ruth, but she just
stood there like a limp doll. She whispered cooRtith, and smoothed her hair. Gerard kept staring.
Mary glanced at Alfred, unsure of how long theydastand there while the woman had their private
moment. Alfred was standing tall, with a seriouskd@n his face. He was staring right back at Gedérd
however, Gerard was aware of this glaring, he nmadmotion of acknowledgement. But instead of
making Mary feel more at ease knowing that shedmedof her brother’s looking out for her, her fear
intensified. If Gerard didn’t care about a youngnnm&arly twice his size staring him down, then what
was he afraid of? What would he stop at? Out ottraer of her eye, she saw Alfred ever so slightly
nudge Charles. Charles made a point of clearinthhist loudly. David Allan went over to Mary’s
father, breaking the scene between the two womethigy, some of the other Allan boys filed out atkt
to some of Mary’s other brothers. Alfred turnedvtary and whispered to her, “I don't like the lothat

Gerard is giving you.”

“It unsettles me as well. Don’t cause a scenestayt near me today,” she said in a low voice.



“Don’t worry little sister, you've got four olddirothers and a Father who will keep him in

place.”

That seemed to be the end of the conversatiorithbotAlfred said lowly, “Do you know why he

is so interested in you?”

“He’s always looked at me that way in church.” M#rought for a moment about telling Alfred

about the unread note that he hoisted her wayslastiay, but decided she’d rather not.

“Was there anything else?”

“NO.”

Mary looked at the oldest Allan brother, Richamtho was bent over a bible. His fingers traced
the words like a prayer. He was lean and shortdasgite his sunken cheeks, there was somethinggyou
about him. Recently, he had expressed interestiilggnto the ministry. The past few months he had
gone in front of the congregation and read a fasebierses. At first Richard was so soft spokem tha
Mary could barely hear him. But as the weeks wenhe became more confident, g his voice a great
deep boom, as if he were Abraham himself. At re thought it was all an act, but as he read theer
Old Testament, and finally the gospels, she feit bs breath carried the Holy Spirit. Later, Mary

reflected upon his person, away from the pulped,fannd something slightly unsettling about his/éer



It was the same kind of intensity that Gerard pssseé when he stared her down. Perhaps it was by fami

trait.

Typically the minister would be officiating thersee, but Mary had the impression that Richard
would have some role in the funeral. As if on auge of the younger Allan children pointed off iribe
distance, where the minister was ambling acrosfiglts. Reverend Dickinson was a great bulk of a
man. He rarely used a horse, but instead walkealeall the area to visit his parishioners. He wgeeat
lover of the outdoors, and often would decide tosena sermon outside “to bask in the glories of our

Lord’'s hand”, weather permitting. Under his greigt arm, unmistakable, was the small wooden coffin.

Ruth let out a small gasp, and Mary’s mother pulier closer into her arms. Mary's father put a
hand on Mr. Allan's shoulder, and her older bratheoked down at the dirt, unsure of what to dora@e
still stared at her, but at least now he was gjtitma chair behind the two women. At length, theerend
finally made his way to the front porch, with om\bit of sweat on his brow. Richard wordlessly tétwd
coffin away from the reverend, and carried it ileside cabin. Mary could tell he tried to do this as
quickly and as quietly as possible, but that didtdp Ruth from reaching out to him as he passe&hy
touched the pale white pine. Richard disappearsidérthe house. The Reverend held a hand out to Mr.
Allan, but before he was able to offer any wordsahfort, Ruth yelled out, “Richard, don’t put Baan

in there.”

“Oh Ruth,” Mary’s mother whispered to her. Shedrto put her hand on her shoulder again, but
Ruth shook it off. “No,” she said. “Richard, dopitit Bonnie in there. | will place my own child imet

coffin.”



Ruth walked straight into the house, and aftavarhoments, Richard came back out. Mary’s

mother made a movement to go inside, but Richaqgpstd her. “She says she wants to do it by herself.

After a few minutes, less time than Mary thoughtaould take, Ruth emerged from the cabin.

Her face was dry, but she still looked sunken. Mien moved to her and she put her arm through his.

“Alright, Reverend,” he said. “We’re ready.”

They buried Bonnie next to the other children thatAllan’s had lost. The small gravestones
were recently cleared of the winter debris of twagsl rotted leaves. And although a great oak hueg o
the family’s plot, no leaves had yet sprouted.tifesReverend read from the book of Psalms, Ricaadd
his father lowered the tiny casket into the grou@de of the older girls gripped Ruth’s hand, buthes
made any noise or movement. Mary felt her own tetng to well up in her eyes, but blinked them yawa

quickly. If Ruth wasn't crying, neither would she.

Mary risked a look at Gerard, who fortunately leadugh sense of decorum not to stare at her
while his niece was being buried. She tried topleai his feelings—was he upset at all? was he
mourning? but she could detect no emotion. Themagen were always hard to read when it came to
that element. Her brothers were easy to read,Haussemed to always be guessing with her father.
Unless he was angry, which he seldom was, butainetent, it was best to just accept the punishment

and get it over with.



Richard and Mr. Allan started to shovel big shefudls over Bonnie. The sound that the dirt
made as it hit the coffin was loud, but after alejhi got softer. Mary felt a sudden stab of paiher
lower stomach. She wanted to cry out, but her nrotlaened her that the pain might come on
unexpectedly. After a few moments, the pain sulosgdightly. Mary was surprised by the intensityttod
pain. She wondered if women really did endure solmpain so often. And then, in a moment of utmost
clarity, Mary realized why she was considered tieaker sex. It was so simple, so unfair. She would
never again be able to play with the same abandibnher brothers as she had before. She would be

constantly counting days, days until she bled, deny# it ended, days until it started again.

After the funeral, Mary and her brothers milleadbabon the other side of the oak tree while Ruth
and the rest of the adults stood silent by theegrakruthfully, she was ready to leave, but shenktieat
her family was expected to stay for dinner. Margiidea twig snap behind her and she turned to find

Gerard right behind her.

“You're a woman now. | can smell your blood,” feds in an even voice.

“Leave me alone!” Mary whispered shrilly.

“l told you, I’'m going to make you mine once yael'a woman.”

“Please,” Mary begged, “stay away from me. | deveéint you.” Her voice became quieter and

quieter.

Alfred came up and laid a hand on Gerard’s shouf@&erything going alright here, Sis?” he

asked, with a slight edge in his voice.



Mary said nothing. Of course nothing was “alrigh@ut she couldn’t say it aloud.

“Everything is fine, boy,” Gerard said.

Seeing that Alfred made no move to leave hisrsi&erard eventually admitted defeat and

walked away. “I thought you were going to staynbg,” Mary said.

“I'm sorry. | just turned around for a moment. Widé he say to you?”

“I'd rather not say.” She did not want to tell Adfl. This was private. Alfred grabbed Mary by

the arms and looked straight at her.

“Please, Mary, | need to know if | need to havdiszussion with him.”

“This is not the right time,” Mary said. “We areafuneral.”

“Will you tell me later, when we get home?”

Mary did not want to tell anyone the horrible tjgrhe said to her. She would rather forget them.
But could he really smell her blood? Did her broshenow? Could her father smell her? Did they all
know of her secret embarrassment? Or was Geraodtder? She desperately wanted to ask her mother
this very moment, but she knew that at best it dnalve to wait until tonight. If that was the casegen
were always aware of her fertility like some aninthén she would never leave the house again when s
bled. And if that were the case, she would alwate Gerard. She hated everything about him: the wa
he looked, the way he talked, how he smelled ligenaste, the way he acted, the way he stared, the
things he said. He was a horrible and dangerowsopeGood Christian or not, she would not suffer

Gerard anymore.



Later Ruth and the rest of the adults left thevgsade of tiny Bonnie and headed back towards
the Allan’s cabin. It seemed they were just atrtftenent when they could leave and not travel home in
the dark. The birds seemed to enjoy this lastfigualight, chirping with renewed vigor. Yesterdshe
would have been tempted to try again to flush drthase noisy birds out again. But she knew that wa
impossible tonight. All she wanted to do was go Bdmher bed. She was tempted to say something to
her father, but she knew it would be considerediite&a So no, dinner would be had and they would
spend part of their journey in the dark. Ruth ararWs mother headed inside the cabin to prepaneedjn
and Mary’s father paired off with Mr. Allan and ev of the older boys to walk around the property.
Gerard seated himself on the porch where a felweoyounger children played, and Mary and Alfred

wandered around the great big field.

Mary desperately wanted to climb some of the Alayreat big trees, but instead resigned herself

to leaning against the tree that Alfred climbed.

“I wonder what Bonnie looked like when she wasngor

“I heard Mother say that she was born deformed.”

“Do you think it was God’s punishment?”

“Why would God punish a baby? That baby did naihimong with its life.”

“Maybe Gerard is the father and that’s why it ieasn deformed and died.”

“MARY,” came a loud booming voice behind her. St@n’t want to turn around. She could see

by the way that Alfred was quickly climbing dowrettree that they were in serious trouble



“Yes, Father,” she said as she turned aroundc iat only her father, but also Mr. Allan and a
few of the older Allan boys. She felt a deep flasime up across her face. Mr. Allan looked angry, bu
refused to look at her. The other boys glared atMene of this compared to the look her father was

giving her.

“I want you to apologize to Mr. Allan and the Hrets right now.” His tone brokered no debate.
Mary wanted to run away at this point, perhapslestd back to her house and wait for her father&hw
to fall, but instead she stood her ground. Her tidr't feel like they could move even if she wahte.
The combined power of the Allan family’s glaresrsee to burn into her with disgust far deeper and

angrier than Gerard could ever muster. She bergyes downward. She couldn’t look at them.

“I'm sorry,” she said quietly.

“No,” her Father’s voice boomed. “You will look #item and you will say what you did wrong.”

Mary could feel the tears welling up in her eyed har cheeks growing hot. She looked up at then™la
again, unmoved by her apology. Her eyes went td-hAthver, and then to Mr. Allan. His look was more

restrained than her Father, but still angry, arehdwirt.

“I'm sorry Mr. Allan. I'm sorry for my thoughtleswords.” Tears were now freely pouring down
her face and she began to sniffle. “I'm sorry fougloss, and I'm sorry for the further pain I'vaused
your family today.” She wanted to keep going, tg aaything to make the situation right, but Alfred

came up and lightly touched her arm. She looke& Hawn at the ground.

Mr. Allan’s voice broke first. “Boys,” he said, g will not mention this to your mother.” He
must have looked at the boys for agreement, but ebthem said anything. Then, after a long moment
of silence, he turned around to go back to the é&olise Allan boys started to follow him, leaving iMia

father and Alfred behind.



“I will deal with you later. Now, you will join u$or dinner and you will not say a word.” And
then, as an afterthought, “Make yourself presertéildt. | will not have you coming into their haus

crying.”

Mary looked up, but her Father had already tuangdy. Alfred put a hand on her shoulder. If
either of them wanted to say anything, they didhired gave Mary a hug, and she allowed a fewdear

to fall on his shoulder. Then she stood up, ancediper tears across the back of her sleeve.

Dinner was a horribly awkward and quiet affaireT8ound of utensils against plates seemed to
stifle any potential conversation. Even Ruth aratyé mother had stopped talking, taking their cue
from the men. Thankfully, Mr. Allan didn’t give Maeven a glance. Whenever Mary did risk looking up
from her plate, she found at least one Allan brogharing at her. If any of the brothers told thgncle
Gerard about the conversation, he didn’'t showi. still leered at her, but at least had enougkesém
only to do it in short bursts. He would look dowtrhés food, or at his sister, and then finally arylfor a
few moments. This could also be because Alfredsitéing next to her and was risking as many stases
possible at Gerard without attracting attentiomrfrihe rest of the families. For that, she was thank
Mary wasn't sure if she could survive if any moistarbances occurred this evening. All she warted t
do was to go home and face the punishment fronfratrer. She wanted her judgment now, waiting for
the unknown was tortuous. Would he beat her? Houwldvehe be punished? How hard would she regret

ever saying such careless things?

She did consider it a small blessing that Mr. Altadered the boys not to say anything to Ruth.
She wasn't sure if she could repeat the words tddoe. Ruth had been so strong today. Mary
remembered just a few weeks ago the beaming jdeoface as she went to church, her belly swelling

and full of life and anticipation. She certainighalt mean to insult Ruth with her careless commént



was Gerard who was the sinner; it was Gerard whosweavile. She wanted the world to know what kind
of man he was, but instead with one comment shédsaulonger have any moral room to publicly
judge him. What would it be like in the future? Webher family still be invited over to the Allanan
occasion? Would she still be expected to socialile them at church? Eventually Ruth would find,out
all it would take would be for one of the Allan Hrers to say something to a friend and then thieeent
community would know. Secrets, once they were spuiead quickly, fodder for gossip and dinner tables
How none of them had realized the pervasivene&eddrd’s rude and animal-like stares directed her
way was a mystery. Then again, perhaps Luke hddstoheone of the letter’s vile contents. Perhaps on
people understood why she would say such a thirtgeabnger would be deflected off of her. Then
again, the thought of the rest of the communityking what Gerard wrote to her made her stomach turn
The words were so private, and it was no one’snassi what changes her body was going through. She

was not some animal in heat that could be treatddsuch disdain.

But just as Mary might have had some slight fepbhinjustice about the whole situation, she
risked another look at her Father. He still did e¢n glance her way and she was reminded agdiit tha
didn’t matter what the circumstances were, she aaigwful thing about Ruth and her dead child @n th
day of a funeral. Which her husband and sons h&wel wanted to bury her head in her hands, but she

didn’t move at all, lest she draw attention to bHrs

On their way home, Mary’s mother made the mistafkasking her why she was so quiet. Her
Father then informed her and also the rest ofibdings about the day’s events. Mary’s mother was
appalled; she buried her face in her hands beéamidrig at Mary and saying that she would be pafang
that vicious comment for a while. Once she quietedn for a while, a few moments of silence passed

before she would rile herself up again and lechaeanew about all the possible ways her actiome we



wrong. Mary risked a look at Alfred whose facersed to be a mixture of “I'm glad I'm not in your
position” and “I think we already understand thenpdother is making over and over.” When they
finally got home, Mary’s Father took a sapling &r hear. It stung sharp, and left hot, bloody wetther
skin. After he was finished, he told her that sloilg be spending time with her Mother and the Bible

and they would figure out later how she would pay frenance.

When Mary finally laid down in bed, very sore dnll of stomach pains, she didn’t think that she
would be able to sleep. But sleep finally did co®lee dreamt that she was walking through her home,
but it was different. Everything was dark and haye couldn’t see much of anything. She kept ¢y
open her eyes wider to find her family or somedse familiar, but no one was there. She felt agoth
presence nearby, something completely dark and &Wé put her hands out, trying to reach for
something familiar before they came in contact wkhn. It was a man, or some type of man. His chest
was bare and muscular, and his skin felt like simomtld, stone. She felt a sudden need swell upesst
her thighs, and the unknown figure wrapped hemugs arms. She was weightless and pressed against
his chest. There was something so completely wambevil about this demon, but she still desired. hi
She had never felt this kind of attraction to a rbafore, and her body responded in with a nice kind
ache. She wanted to be touched more, touchedealllgvthis man. Suddenly her eyes focused and she
was able to see that this was a demon with bloddka. She felt her blood drip down on his arms.

When she looked up at his face, she couldn’t daeeg just an emptiness.

Mary awoke with a start, her heart racing. She édiately felt an overwhelming sense of guilt
for having dreamed such a thing about a demong8hen her knees and started to pray: she prayed fo

forgiveness for that kind of desire, she prayed sha would never sin in her mind like that ag&ine



prayed for protection, to be pure and holy. Allgh¢hings she repeated over and over, determined to

never again be disobedient.

Mary Bach (nee Light). Age 25. Huron County, Migdun

July 28th, 1881

Thaddeus Bach stretched out his long legs and acness the small cabin, cracking his bones in
an attempt to relax. He was still riled up from tiagy, and his drink was yet to take affect. Tryinget
his body to settle from a long day of logging whgags double edged—once he got one part of his body
to relax, another part flared up aching, a hardmdar that no matter what he did, he’'d always bgaim.
It seemed as if he were more muscle knots ands&eéeéhan man. Mary once commented that he looked
like “Christ himself” when he was sprawled out litket. He didn't know how he felt about that

comparison, but he supposed it was accurate enough.

He thought tonight’s dinner was well enough, baididn’t say anything to Mary about it. Once
she got an idea in her head that he liked somethipgrticular, she was always trying to use iaas
bargaining method. It would always start off subtie small repair here, a new dress for the girlesthe
but eventually it would grow more and more obvidbise always wanted to go see her family or her
brothers. But it always came down to the same eteésn Thaddeus didn’t want Mary traveling alone,
and he was unwilling to spend any of his rare mamehleisure enduring the hardships of the road. A
first, Thaddeus felt sorry for Mary that she couldmsily see her family, and then, after her répea
attempts and different wording, he felt annoyaace finally, anger. When she asked again a few Insont

ago Thaddeus had no choice but to discipline her.



Years ago, after Thaddeus hit her the first timdett remorseful. But now life seemed to be
eating away at his edges and work was more and deamnanding. When he drank to let his body
unwind, his emotions became less guarded. He di#a’'to admit that sometimes he disciplined Mary
for no real reason, but she took it so well. Granédl this disciplining made her more unwillingdive
Thaddeus a woman'’s touch, but Thaddeus was noodme denied his rights as a husband. And he felt
that was the core issue that Mary seemed to kegptting: He was her family. He was her husband. If

only she would honor him then their marriage wdatdso much more endurable.

As Mary bent down to clear away his food, her Isocracked. Thaddeus let out a small,

aggravated sigh. “I don’t understand why your borgcks. It ain’t like you're doing hard work.”

Mary said nothing to this, but instead turnedléan off his dish. The girls were already in bed.
Thaddeus hated the way they looked at him, alwaykthey were on the brink of tears whenever he sa
anything. He did love the girls, even if he didaftderstand him. A son would make things better, he
thought. Something young, and dirty and strongwwatld look like him. Thaddeus and Mary had tried

for a son for years, but without success.

A pleasant warmth and numbness spread throughd&atdbody as he finished off the last sips
of his drink. He stood up to take off his clothiestering slightly. Mary bent to pick up his clo$heo she
could wash them, and in doing so, her knees ankldyacked again. Despite her stooped figure,
Thaddeus desired a quick release before he wéxettoHe reached for her waist, grabbing her a biem

roughly than necessary. She knew better than tisediim, at least she had learned that by now. Mary



might not be ready for him, but she didn’t put ujigat when he rutted her. He paid no mind to the
bruises on her collarbone or her hips, and no roritle way she stared at the ceiling. He kneaded he

breasts, wishing that they were firmer like befsine had the girls, but he spilled into her anyway.

After Thaddeus passed out, Mary gathered up btbe$ and headed to the river, not bothering to
clean off the blood and his seed. The pine needbes soft under her feet, and in the distancesalea
bright ribbon of fire. The fires had been goingfona couple months now—ever since the snow had
melted and the ground had been dry enough foriopaBhe once asked Thaddeus about the fires,
worried that they would spread beyond the contdalach of the lumber companies. He told her not to
worry about it, and she knew it was best if shadigester him. She inhaled deeply, taking ingdbents
of the fire, the pine, the earth and the slightetwess of the summer air. The fireflies were ositvare
the cicadas, chirping noisily. It was in these meais that Mary felt at most peace. Of course ste wa
always aware of the danger of the night, of undaees and figures looming just beyond the moon’s

light, but to be alone for a few hours was precious

At first she used to contemplate taking off in thieldle of the night to see her family. But that
was before the girls were born. If only she couiddpthe girls with her, she was sure that Alfred
wouldn’t refuse them. On foot, by herself, she feglit would take at least a week to get thersh& had
a horse, a few days. But with two young girls, @uhd be impossible to traverse the distance dowritso
She once tried to write Alfred and give some horthdw her life had turned out, but Thaddeus injeex
the letter. Now, she was allowed to write him oofyhappy or mundane affairs, to send her love,tand

promise to see her nieces and nephews perhapsurarter.



Before the logging industry picked up, she wae ablwash Thaddeus’ and the rest of the
families clothes in the river that was about a railay from her home. Now, with the great amounts of
soot and ash and debris from the trees, she haaM further and further downriver away from fires.

If Thaddeus knew how far she walked at night tohjetlothes clean, he would be furious. But if she
washed the clothes in the soot water, he wouldvba enore furious. As far as Mary was concerned, the
less Thaddeus knew about her life, the betterainit as though she enjoyed having a marriage b@ased
spite and secrecy, it was merely survival. Tellimg truth was dangerous, and with the girls in the
picture, she needed to be as safe as possible wGoMary's confessor; Jesus was the keeper of her
secrets. Why God had sent her Thaddeus, she #igovt. But she tried to be devout and obedient, as

much as her safety allowed.

A scrape of wood against flint and a quick hinsoffur in the air alerted Mary to the presence of
another body. She whirled around, clutching thaday against her breasts until she found the sanfrce

the cigarette. A tall man, about three yards ayegned against a tree next to the river.

“You're bleeding,” the man said.

Mary’s throat went dry. She wondered how fastahdd run out of here. She remembered the

forgotten knife that sat on the kitchen table anhbo

“I can smell it,” he said plainly.

“Stay away from me,” she warned, backing up towhededge of the clearing.

“I mean no harm, ma’am. | just wanted to see if yeere alright.”

“I'm fine. Now leave.”



Mary held her breath for the long silent momemsta@ither she nor the man move. Finally he
raised his hand and took another draw off of lgau@tte. The small nub of orange flare seemedritece
every thing on him. His face was round and he&¥gen he finished his cigarette, he snuffs it ouaon
tree and turns around. She heard footsteps and twagking as he leaves the clearing, as if heaslaot

be as loud as possible.

The next evening, after Thaddeus falls asleepyM@radied her nerves and took the knife before
heading back out to the river. When the man wWithdigarette left the night before, she didn't leotio
wash Thaddeus’ clothes. Instead, she dunked thesklgin water and ran back to the cabin as fast as
possible. Thaddeus, of course, was furious in thmimg when he discovered that his clothes welle sti
covered in sand and tree sap. He railed on aboat avgood-for-nothing she was, and they would talk
when he got home. He disciplined her after breakéasl again after dinner. The session after dimaer
worse. He said his skin was raw and he made h&rdbib. Despite her pleadings, the girls saw amarth

everything.

Mary resolved herself though. She would go evethéur down the river and she would not let the
knife leave her side. If the man with the cigareteze to return, she would defend herself. Marynid
want to think about rape, but she knew it was elytipossible. She wouldn't allow herself to be daup
upon again, and at the slightest sound, she womld Unfortunately, the combination of the ache
between her thighs and the fresh bruises that steeeto appear by morning made it slow going to get
down to the river. Mary tried to ignore the paimjristead think about the task at hand. Perhagpastjust

a one-time occurrence or a mistake that the marshean himself. Why would God punish Mary by



taking away her one time during her day that sheafease? Was it a punishment for her secreey fro

Thaddeus?

As Mary bent over in the cold river water a twitap startled her. As she made a quick move to
turn around, she lost her balance and falls indoathter. Dirt and coldness seeped through her ,daads
the rocks in the river dug and cut into her pal8tse made a lot of noise getting out of the wated, she
heard the hem of her dress rip slightly. The math tie cigarette is stood only a yard away from her

Mary made a quick move for the knife and holdggittly in front of her.

“Easy,” the man said, his voice low. His putslimsds up in front of him. “Easy, there. | won’t
hurt you.” There was something sincere in his vasoenething calming that Mary couldn't figure out.

She lowered the knife, but only slightly.

“You're bleeding again,” the man said.

“| fell into the river.”

The man raised his hands in a non threateningandybacks up to the river. Eyes still locked on

hers, he puts a hand in the water. “Jesus,” heanagatf “you must be freezing.”

A slight breeze picked up and deepened the chiMary’s skin. She tried her best not to shiver.

She doesn’t want to seem weak.



“I'm not going to move closer to you, but | am ggito build a fire. It may be summer, but you'll
get sick if you stay cold like this.” He picked sficks and put them in a pile. Mary glanced atdio¢hes,
strewn a few feet away. She debated about runamdjjust leaving the clothes, but Thaddeus’ wrath
might be worse after he discovered the circumstaridary edged her way to the clothes and bent

slightly to pick them up.

“Stay there,” the man commanded without breakiogifhis task, “I'm almost done. Once | have
the fire built, | will go away and keep watch tokaasure no one else comes upon you. | give my Word.
There was something almost pleading in his voiae Mary doesn't think that is it. His voice thickd
deep: a mixture of something deeply familiar yenptetely separate from her knowledge. After a few

moments, he lit some tinder and his small fire kjyicame to life.

The man was perhaps in his mid twenties, but lleaHaright and open face like a child. His
beard was bushy but not wild like Alfred’s. Marytoa step closer and saw that he had bright rad hai
His arms were larger and more muscular than shegtitpand from this distance she can see they are
covered with scars. His eyes were deep set anthitedsat her. His mouth was full of the whitestttee
Mary had ever seen, and his eyes crinkled in athatystirs desire. Against her better judgmenrg, tsiok
a step forward, and then another. And althoughnstseunable to explain it, Mary felt there was

something about this man that is good. And strémgl completely different from Thaddeus.

At the thought of Thaddeus, her knees locked wpshe thought again about running. She

wanted to move backward, away from this strangee. @iped the knife tighter and raised it slightly.



“Wait,” the man said. Mary stopped for a momend aansiders. “I'm going on my way. Stay by
the fire and warm yourself. You'll hear me if | m@any closer.” With that, he turns, and walks mhpisi
out into the distance. After she was sure thavag gone, Mary rushed to the fire and began to warm
herself. She started first with her hands, and tiersleeves. Once she got the feeling back térbs,
she turned around so the fire could begin to dnblaekside. Mary looked around cautiously and saw
nothing. Every few minutes or so she walked awagnfthe crackling fire to listen if the man had
returned to the clearing. It was silent. After sfes mostly dried, she returned to the task of waghi
Thaddeus’ clothes. The cloth scraped rough agharsivounded palms, but she wasn't bleeding

anymore. The fire helped. My secret fire, Mary thloto herself, with a small smile.



If the man continued to visit Mary’s washing riyvbe didn't show himself. Once or twice during
the weeks Mary suspected that he may have watdred the distance, but oddly, instead of making he
fearful, she felt safe. She still griped the knifieenever she got the sensation of being watchedjtho
more to be cautious of the unknown than anythisg.elhaddeus continued to be dour, coming home
angrier and sorer. Mary wondered how long it wéllefore his body gave out. At the rate that hekeabr
and drank, she’ll be a widow before the girls asrnad. Mary thought that a good wife would prolyabl
counsel him to relax, to treat his body better,Maty, especially of late, did not think of hersa#f a
“good wife.” No, she was a spiteful wife. She wasie who would endure the world burning if it méan
that Thaddeus went before her. Perhaps she wag toairspirited, too dramatic, too rebellious, but
whatever the reason, all Mary wanted was a fewsyebpeace without Thaddeus. And if all she had to

do was survive a few more years until he drove blfisto an early grave, then so be it.

The river levels started to get lower and lowearivhad to take special care to hoist up her skirt
so she wouldn’'t get mud on it while she did thelwd%e long ribbon of fire still burned in the diaste,
and lately Mary thought that they reminded heihef tandles at church. Behind her, she heard some
twigs break and steady approaching footsteps. bhehed the knife, but did not raise it up justtgquiet.

She turned around to see the same man from befone imiddle of the clearing.

“Hello ma’am. How are you faring tonight,” he asked

“Well enough, thank you,” she said. Although shdndigo for the knife, she is still aware wherision

the ground next to her.

“Might | light a fire here? I'd like to eat my dimn,” he asked politely.



Mary pondered this only for a moment before she hiin that he is welcome to cook his dinner there.
She continued with her wash, watching him out efabrner of her eye as he piled branches and twigs
together in the clearing. After a few minutes, shielled smoke coming from his fire. A little bitéa,

the fire crackled with pine needles. Mary was deith the clothes, but instead of gathering themh an
heading back home, she took a seat on the growtidmne fire to warm her cold hands. She minded h
distance though, making sure that the fire is betwtbem. Without saying anything, the man took some
bloody meat from his sack and placed it on a mzdal After a few minutes of fat dripping and flesh

charring, he finally broke the silence.

“Mind if I ask how you hurt your hip?”

“It's nothing,” she said.

He couldn't see it, but she blushed. Thaddeugewash tonight, but not anymore than usual.

Mary barely noticed it at this point. Her mind wsmnewhere else tonight as Thaddeus was taking her.

“l figured you'd say that. Women like you are lialo bleed a lot in your life.”

Mary tensed up. “What do you mean by that?”

“Please don't get me wrong, ma’am, it's just ttegt wives in these parts are used to their own

hardships. | know the men can be something fidtsan the land. It makes them mean.”

Mary had never heard it put like that before. @iafy not all men are like Thaddeus? Could her
brothers be capable of treating their wives sotitgPsNo. At least not Alfred. He adored his wifendA
her father, although he raised a hand to her antrbéhers, she never saw him speak an unkind teord

her mother. But what about the other families? &gslone or two, but she couldn’t be certain. Her



mother wouldn’t allow the other wives in the coutdygossip when she or her brothers were around. An
it had been so long since Thaddeus had allowed siagythe girls to go to church that she didn’t know

what the men in these parts were like.

“We do what we need to do to survive,” she repietength.

“That you do. | don't like seeing women hurt. M&muld be protectors,” he said.

Mary felt the color rising her in throat againd‘rather you not concern yourself about such

things. As | said, we get by fine enough.”

“That you do. | suppose that’'s why you come inrthiddle of the night to do your wash,” he said.

Mary didn't know how to respond to this observati®o she asked him why he came here.

“Not quite sure of the reason for that,” he saBlippose there’s just something different about

this place.”

“Something different? | don’t see how this plaseiy different from any other place in the

county. It's just water and trees and dirt.”

“You're here,” he said. “Out of all the places yoould have chosen to do your wash, you chose
here. | figure the company of another human beangjast about make any place tolerable, if not more

enjoyable.”

A lump rose in her throat.

“What is your name?”

“Samuel Hepps, ma’am” he said as he took off hisamd stood up.



“I'm Mary Bach.”

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Mrs. Bachgdn kindly.

She felt the sudden urge to laugh. This man widbchased her so much trouble and had been
around for weeks and she only now learned of hisena“Alright, Mr. Hepps. Thank you for the

company. Enjoy your dinner. Goodnight,” she satik Sicked up the wash and left the clearing.

The next night, Mr. Hepps was already at the otegafire blazing. After Mary finished her wash,
she again sat down by the fire as Mr. Hepps atdihrger. He told her of how he grew up in Canada an
made his way out here for the timber. He told Hdri® sisters, and his nieces and nephews. Hehtald
about falling through the ice when he was fishing winter, and how his neighbor pulled him out jast
time. She told him about her brothers, about haradhback home, and her two beautiful girls. Shim'tli
talk about Thaddeus, nor did he ask her anythimgiahim. Often times, the conversation skirted eltus
him, but Mary always changed the subject. She gt to think of the consequences, she just wiante
to enjoy a real conversation, a friendship. Aftee feft that night, she thought how it must haverbe
years since she last had a conversation like thatamyone. She felt tears beginning to form, apaia
between her shoulder blades. All Mary wanted is thoment was a long cry. But she knew that once
she started crying, she would be unable to stod. Rraddeus would need his breakfast soon. Instead o

thinking about Mr. Hepps, Mary prayed that Thaddeas not noticed her absence.

Fortunately for Mary, Thaddeus was still deeplge@s when she returned. Rather than risk
waking him up, she began breakfast slightly eatlian usual. This morning, she would put more &ffor
into the meal. The girls would enjoy it, and so Woshe. As she worked, she replayed bits of the

conversation in her head, over and over. Turndodges became like a devotion. She wondered if she



would see him again tonight. She wondered what&hdd do if he ever tried to kiss her. Before she
could think of her answer, she heard the crackhafldeus’ bed as he began to wake. He was obviously
still feeling the affects of last night's drink atite previous day’s exertions. He stretched hig ms

and legs, taking up as much space as possible titls heard him start to move about the hounss;, t
made no movements in their bed. Thaddeus grablddelshly cleaned shirt and threw it over his head
before heading to the outhouse. Mary knew it was taelet him acknowledge her first in the mornitig.
she were to say ‘good morning,” he would be ind foood until he left. Instead, by the time he had

reentered the cabin, she already had a steamingupaif coffee on the table.

That day, Mary had a difficult time concentratimg her chores. She found herself staring into the
distance, again replaying her interactions with Nepps. She began to think of more and more
guestions, more things about him she was insat@abipus about. Later that night, Mr. Hepps wasraga
at the clearing with his dinner. Mary barely paigy anind to her wash, hurrying it along while still
conversing with Mr. Hepps. He told her more abootdelf, always asking questions, but never anything
inappropriate. She was surprised at the amounndhless a grown man can show her. Never had

Thaddeus thought to ask such questions of her.

Thaddeus, for his part, seemed to notice that Me&y more distracted as of late. In turn, his
beatings become more violent, and he took her reuian usual. He wanted to remind her of who he is
to remain mindful of her wifely duties. Mary didmiind this though. She thought this was a smatiepri
to pay for friendship. Mr. Hepps, however, doesdnifsfter one particularly rough night a few weeks

later, Mary went again to the river.



At first, he didn't say anything, but merely sthed her slack jawed. Then, his jaw tensed and he
began to pace. She could see the veins in hisaretkorehead bulging. “Why are you always bleeding

so much?” he shouted,, “No man should treat anyleast of all you, like that.”

Without thought, Mary reached out and touched Mapps shoulder. He stopped abruptly and
stared at the ground. His breathing was haggardvéieth he finally looked up, he stared right into
Mary’'s eyes. She didn't know who made the first emgnt, but before she could make sense of
anything, they kissed passionately. Never had Mamgted a man so keenly, so intimately. She knet tha
she should stop, but delightful sensations overtatknal thought. She wanted to be enveloped tyy hi
wanted to crawl deep into his gut and stay thelne.\#anted to give all of her body, all of her kissghe

trembled and glowed.

Afterwards, as they lay by the fire, Samuel turteetfary, brushing a piece of hair away from

her face.

“Come away with me,” he said without preamble.

“Yes,” Mary said.

“Tonight.”

“I'll meet you here at the same time we meet evegit.”

That day Mary’s whole body seemed to be twittexnil excitement. She barely paid any
attention to Thaddeus, and didn't even notice tumgles and insults. When he hit her that mornshg,
watched him do it as if he were doing it to anotherson. It was just her body, and that would drgeg

soon. Samuel had her heart and her mind.



It wasn't until Mary heard the girls turn overdad from the commotion that she realized the
severity of her situation. She never asked Sanh@iltabringing the girls with them. Of course hekne
about them—Mary had talked about them at length.lHBunever mentioned them. Why didn’t he? She
suddenly felt sick to her stomach and light heaalkdt once. She thought that she might faint, et

holds herself together long enough for Thaddelsawee for work.

The moment that he left, Mary thought of posspdees that she could find Samuel during the
day. She could not wait until the evening to knbshie could bring her girls with her. She came igh w
a list of three different areas where she suspehtche might be working today. By the time shenid

him, it was almost late afternoon.

“Can my daughters come?” she asked, shrilly. bice fclouded over, thinking.

“Mary...” Samuel began.

She balled her fists up at her side. “Yes or ral me if my girls can come with us.”

“I'm sorry, Mary, but | don’t have the money topport four of us.”

This time, Mary made no attempt to hold the tdack. Without another word, she turned and
ran into the forest. Her thoughts were racing. tBbeght that she cannot leave the girls. That sheat
continue being with Samuel; that Thaddeus would &nt. He would kill Samuel, perhaps Mary as well.
She knows that he wants to have a wife, but sh@tdidow how much that would temper his anger. She
thought of her girls, who are so beautiful, who eveer only joy before meeting Samuel. She scolded

herself for not asking Samuel immediately. She adsthe was a better mother. She wished that she



could be with Samuel. She wished Thaddeus was déadtears did not stop. Sobs continued to rolt ove
her body like waves, one after another. Mary dikimdw if she’ll ever be able to stop crying. Shesed

God.

In the distance, Mary looked up and saw greaphiges of black smoke. She heard trees

cracking and breaking. Two deer ran by, followgdilfew birds and other animals. Mary began to run.

The fire roared onward, crashed through the ttbesflames reached higher and higher into the
pines. The undergrowth kept catching and catcldagasily if it were a breeze were rolling oversgra
She kept running in what she thought was the daedf the river. Nothing looked like it was suppds
to. Smoke stung her eyes and settled hot on her Bken though it wasn't that late in the day e was
gone. Mary kept clawing her way forward, stumblargl tripping over roots and rocks. She heard a loud
crash behind her and a scream of white pain rassadrer back. Mary nearly missed the bulk of anigl|
tree, but its flaming branches were perilously elttssgrabbing her. She managed to untangle hdrsgif
the heat, and kept running blind. Her lungs tighteand she dropped to her knees in order to breathe
roar like dynamite exploded by her head, nearlyfatéag her. Her face was hot. Too hot. She rolied a
turned in the hot dirt. Mary felt sticky with blooHer vision faded, but she kept moving forwardeTh
back of her thighs burned, and each movement gegjanhst her skin. She put another hand forward and
she felt her limb submerged by cool wetness. Walessed. Mary dragged herself until submerged. It
cooled her skin but it also made her aware ohallgarts that hurt. Mary tried to open her eyesetif
fire was around and found she can only open ome. c8uld barely make out some red shapes that are
not far from her. She moved deeper into the waté she hit a log. The log was soaked. Fire wolildn
catch here, she thought dimly. If | can just stagehuntil this is over, | might live. | am so tirdder arms

ached, her skin blazed.



Mary felt herself slipping in and out into darkeek’s so cool here, in the water. | could just le
go and slip under. She sliped deeper into the essland allowed her muscles to relax. It's so gebce
here. This darkness. This cool water where | flbalhould breathe. | can hold my breath a littieger.

A foot touched the bottom. The sand burned. | ghbutathe. She resigned herself to rise up forthrea
She tried to swim. Her lungs burned. | went so démpn. She swam more. | need breath. Darkness is
coming again. Keep swimming. Finally, her hand healcthe cool air. She surged forward. Breath. She
coughed. Her lungs stretched and burned. She wtas middle of the lake. | can’t tread water fando
She scanned the muddled horizon for a fallen 8ae.found one a bit off. | can make it. Just gehéo
tree. You will hoist yourself up there, Mary. Youllvgurvive. She couldn't move how she needed to
move. Her body refused. She went under again.upulbwim some more. She felt herself startingn& si
under again but then she got to the tree. Her tirgatvas hard. She was so tired. Everything in the
distance was either red or black. She could eastfalling in the background. Yelling. And now,
screaming. God, please let my girls be unharmath & sinner, but please. Just please. I'll nevak &i
another man again. Deciding she will not feel aetgdy, Mary allowed herself one last burst of eperg
and hoisted herself atop of the tree. The barkacher tender skin. But she was sturdy. Mary let th

darkness take her.

Time slipped into nothingness.

Mary awoke. Everything burned. Seared. Is terilieflamed. She couldn't move. She opened her
good eye. It took a long time to adjust to the himgss. Finally she saw that she was in her rotvm. S
tried to call out for her girls but all she could i moan. They rushed to her side. They were safe.

Healthy. Thank you, God. Thank you. They are saitiesh So clean and unmarred. Thank you. Thank



you. | am blessed. The girls were crying. Don't,@yerything is fine, she wanted to tell them. Blog

couldn't make the words. Everything will be finghe slipped into darkness again. Blessed sleep.

She awoke again, this time, the room was darkdiv candle. Everything hurt worse than

before, if possible. There was a man in the otben.

“I'm afraid at this point there’s not much to dar fyour wife. | would administer some medicine
for the pain, but unfortunately my stores were bdown as well,” She heard the doctor say quietly t
Thaddeus. | need relief. There is no relief to &6.150 | will die. Am | not yet dead? Am | not yet
hell? | hear sobbing. Is the doctor comforting Tdews? Will he comfort the girls? Did Samuel sur@ive
What is there waiting for me? A cold grave? Pedf#fs pain would go away every thing could be all

right.

Mary heard what she assumed to be the doctortstiEms walk out the door. Silence. There were

no bird songs outside, or small creatures on tbe Tide air still smelled strongly of death and o

“Girls, go down to the river and see if you camdfsome clear water,” Thaddeus choked out.

The girls left silently. Mary heard Thaddeus waller to the bed. She opened her eye. He was standin

over her, crying quietly. She wanted to call ouhitm. To comfort him. All she could do is moan.

“It has to be done, Mary,” Thaddeus whispered, thed, “I'm sorry.”



Suddenly a great force pressed against her faarerad skin screamed and her nose bent to the
side. Mary tried to take a breath, but couldn'e 8fanted to shove this pillow off, to get preciairs but
she couldn't move. She tried to breathe in again¢ctuldn't. Everything went dark. Thaddeus was

always the strong one.









Author's note: I've known that there was a semigiasnmurder mystery in my family ever since | was
thirteen years old and did a Google search fohaamroject. At the time, | researched all | could
through Google, but it wasn't until meeting Haztdwat | decided to go through the archives and fook
newspaper sources. Somehow, Hazard managed tadwackWilliam Potters' journal so | have some of
the events that happened that fateful night. Jefused to tell me many details about the casengdiat
after a few brief moments of looking into it, thaip and the anger was too much even for her. Stétsa
was dangerous for her to keep looking, and aftatsvahe feel asleep on the couch for hours. | thed
best | could, and in the sections that are uncldaye included some of the relevant newspaper
clippings. | have omitted some of the more sengmationes that rely more on speculation than thies flac

have already unearthed.--Snow

Robert Light. Age 27. Detroit, Michigan.

June 20th, 1943

For the last time this week, Robert Light sat dawhis usual spot at the diner near the Ford
plant for his breakfast. It had been a rough weeéardér than the previous ones when you took into

account the near 90-degree temperatures, and #sabuiside of the factory.

The heat, combined with the constant repetitiveenments of building Liberty Bombers, had
aged Robert quickly. After five years at the pldr,was almost considered an old timer. Most camde a
went within the first few months, despite the pldg.had once been a strikingly tall young man with a

head of full black hair. Now he was slopped angigianoticeably at the temples. His hands were



constantly covered in callous and grease that woeleér come off, his forearms and stomach were a

mess of scars and burns.

Despite losing the majority of his looks, Robedsaproud that he had snatched up a lovely girl

and would be marrying her in a few weeks time.

Annie Jane Masker was no great beauty but shedsRibbert just fine. Over the months of
courting her, from the cinema to various danced)dtefound her to be very nice. Sure, her bottathte
overlapped in such a way that she barely smiled han blonde hair lay flat and oily against her
forehead, but she had a good heart. Weak chinlarehd what more could Robert ask for? He was
lucky enough to have his own apartment, which wagernthan a lot of men could say. He might not be

rich, but he had enough to get by.

The diner where Robert Light went to breakfast ai of cooking, eating, and conversation.
Ceramic cups clinked against saucers, flicks othret lit cigarettes, knives and forks scraped awvay
last vestiges of egg or potato, coffee bubbled ovére steaming percolator, metal spatulas mét gri
hollering came from the kitchen, waitresses catletiresponses to bits of conversation with some
regulars while they swiveled their hips though itiess of tables, and finally, his “friends”: William
Potters, Chip Benson, and Walter Glass sat tallkadpert supposed they were his friends because that
they sat together for their breakfast, and woulchsmnally watch a game together. They’d comego hi
wedding, and probably get him properly drunk thghhbefore. But at this hour of the day, Robert ldou
prefer to eat in relative silence. Instead thedeemed it appropriate to maw on about everythimteu

the sun: from working conditions, weather, how Tligers were shaping up, the war, politics, and



whatever they read in that damn newspaper. Rolestlyrkept his opinions to himself, he was never a

morning person. But sometimes they’d wrangle othdsthe discussion, if the talk was good enough.

“Look, the war’s getting on, Italy is bound to smder anytime now and Algiers is looking better

by the day,” William began, putting down the newsgra

“Eh, Italy might be on its way out, but there’s @enying that Russia and France are still in the

deep of it,” Walter countered.

“Listen to what Patton is saying,” William saidsing his best reading voice, “Too little and too
late now will cost hundreds of thousands of liva®arrow.” He asked, “You think that the mine

workers will strike tomorrow?”

It was the same old discussion all the time. IPattas probably only half talking about the coal
miners. Willow Run was frequently critiqued by thress and the government for the lack of outpfit. O
course it didn’t help that Ford himself promise@@D planes a month. It's not as bad as it usee ttix

Robert thought he’'d be surprised if they were tugrout under a third of that.

“We'd all be doing better if it weren't for thoslamn coal miners,” Chip Benson said loudly.

“Taking the country down for some low down reasons.



“Don’t worry about the miners, worry about the regs. What, they've stirred up trouble in
Inkster, the amusement park, and at the Packand, jglad that's only in the past month. And those ar
only the bigger ones,” Walter Glass said, wiping forehead with a napkin. “I don’t understand g
police don't just shoot ‘em. Lock ‘em up and akyhget is a free meal. This back and forth of degli

with the problem isn’t working.”

“With what police force? We've barely got enougln éur city,” another voice said.

“I've heard Kelly is talking with the 728th dowm River Rouge.”

“God help us if we ever get to the point of negdimem. It ain’t going to be pretty, but | suspect

we’ll be seeing them eventually.”

“I think the folks in Beaumont had the right ideenry added.

“You want to go out there and start beating thelemry?” Jesse McNair asked in a raw and raspy
voice. Robert turned his attention back to hiseefiHe knew where this was going. “| know you were
probably still trading baseball cards with your Bied when we were trying to form the Workers’ Union
but I'm telling ya, violence ain’t some pretty thinThose negroes will give as good as they taley, th
don’t give a damn about any fair fighting. Theresveme time when we were on the picket line, thegewe
up on the roof throwing nuts and bolts at us. ktadolt to the chest, and that cracked one ofibsg; r
and a big bolt to my throat. And there | was thirgkl was going to die, lying on the ground not lgein
able to breathe. They started aiming at me agaie bwas down—they got me again in the legs and my

hand. | thought | was going to the Lord that dayt, @we rallied in the end. Some fellas sensed tbabte



was brewing and they left early to go get somelibbats and axes. Eventually, we were able talbre
them. And it was bloody. A good buddy of mine goaitgroup of them, and he got them back good with
this big piece of rebar. Saw one of them with tiaiv hanging off. You're young now. You think you
can take a few good hits, and maybe you can. Behwbu're throwing metal up against flesh, it turns

into something ugly. Leave the fighting to the arpoys. There’s enough killing out there.”

Robert didn’t know how much of Jesse’s story wae.tRumors spread that it was Ford who
hired the blacks to break the picketers. Sure, Ratented to unionize. Who didn’t? But Robert knew
how to play it safe. He got some flack from theamnguys for not being there on the picket linegs,ibbu
the end, it all worked out. He paid his dues jik& everyone else, and they were serving his best
interests. He didn’t even mind that the Negroesawethe union too. They took the jobs nobody wante
Fair pay for fair work. It all got hitched up thdutp the housing situation. There were barely ehoug
houses to go around, and Robert was damn suralhi @iant a Negro for a neighbor. Once they moved
in, everything went down with them. They just didknow how to keep things clean. Although not as
bad as it was a year or two ago, the shantiesingth/illow Run stank almost worse than the plaselit
Sweat, human waste, rotten food, and barely clothddren. That's not how men live. They couldn’t
even be bothered to keep their own little placartlé&kobert knew about small spaces—he grew up in a
one-room cabin until he moved out to the city. féiks didn’t have much but they knew how to keep
things clean. He assumed it might be only sligh#ter in the Negro neighborhoods—Paradise Valley
and Black Bottom being two, at least those peoptdnough sense to be able to afford a place with a
real roof, but he still would not want to live nasthim. One of the fellas in the union, Frank Stan,
lived near Paradise Valley, and he complainechaltime of loud music, voices, smoke, and fighting.
Even worse, they usually packed at least a dozepl@énto a room only meant for one small family.

“And I'll be damned if | don’t go out with my ownrptection. | keep a Colt .45 in my jacket whendver



go out. Millie will only take the car to do her giping, afraid to use to bus. The sooner we can roave

of here, the better. If anyone tries to start sbimgtwith me, they'll be sorry soon enough.”

Robert supposed if he were pressed, he’d do wdidthave to do to defend himself and Annie
Jane. He wasn't the type to go looking for troubld, he certainly wasn’t going to shirk away from
responsibility. Lately, he’d been thinking more andre about joining one of the local housing
associations. As long as the Negroes stayed intke@hborhoods and didn’t try to move out of thada,
and as long as they paid their taxes, Robert doedgludgingly work with them. But living next to th@

That was out of the question.

Robert finished up the remainder of his coffee ok a deep breath. Another day at the plant.
It had gotten better, he used to work seven daysek, but the union had negotiated it down to five.
Having two days off to do whatever he wanted wabably the only reason he found Annie Jane. It took
him a couple of weeks after it was instituted ttually get out of his apartment to try to do sonmegh
He spent long days in bed for the sheer novelty, &dtting his body get the rest he didn't evekrhow
much he wanted. Eventually, he moved on to lisgghinthe game, and then went to a diner for lunch.
The war effort took away a lot of the food from fi@uth, or at least made it scarce, but there was
something he found extremely pleasurable abounlgas®meone else make food for him. Sometimes it
felt so different from how he grew up—when he waanger, it seemed as if he never stopped moving,
and there was always seen with a light sheen odtsarehis face. His folks were back up North in the
thumb, and when he turned seventeen, he moved tiidetroit in order to make something of himself.
It was almost as if it were a natural extensioruofing across the landscape. But instead of going
through fields or brushing the beach grass alore lHduron, he went further to the city. Ran toward t

the skyscrapers and bright lights, to the dandes hald roads filled with cars, to the huge colorful



advertisements and fashionable department sttregegver-ending hexagonal grids of streets,

intersecting and full of different neighborhooddhnheir own personalities.

It took him a while to find the right neighborhotmlive, the cheaper areas were often close to
the negroes or other undesirables. The first apenrtime looked at reeked of rot and damp, neighbors
making loud love in the middle of the day, and dfgh screamed and ran up and down stairs.
Admittedly, the apartment he chose wasn’'t muchebéttterms of noise, but at least it was modeyatel
well kept. Annie Jane visited it a few weeks agothe first time, and although she said it “needed
woman’s touch,” she mostly approved. He couldttelt she was nervous in his apartment, flittingrfro
one corner to another. He thought it adorablenbevousness, and wanted to grab and kiss her. When
Robert tried to sooth her worries, she replied sh&tneeded to leave. And although frustrated eth
staunch virginity, he reminded himself that she Whaskind of girl that men were supposed to maxy.

one else would have her, and he felt a strong se#fsenfidence that he would be her first and last.

Robert decided he could like a life with a womatoigch, a lively city, and two days off a week.

Tonight he would take Annie Jane to the new Hibckamovie. It was supposed to be a detective
murder mystery. There was probably some romaniteagwell, which Annie Jane would like. It seemed
she was always devouring a romance novel whenéeehad spare time. Often, he saw her with great
bags under her eyes and she would try to hided@ny until she finally relented and drank a cup of
coffee. Only later would she admit that she hagextaip half the night reading. At first, Robert wed
that he wouldn’t be able to be romantic enoughMionie Jane. Words and feelings often felt unwieldy
unless he had a drink or two to loosen up. But egily this tipsy talk was enough to sustain Anfaee,

for he found her sighing deeper and deeper intdatest romance novel after such conversations.



When they first met, she was reading one of thogds on a bus. Normally Robert wouldn’t
think twice about a gal with her nose stuck in alkhdout there was something about her that he found
charming. It also didn’t hurt that he just leftlgdfrom a night with the Trio and was still a bitushk. It
took a bit of pestering for her to warm up to hbat somehow, he convinced her to grab a drink tirth
the next night. Before Annie Jane, his luck witHgghad been dismal: he was always scared of salyang
wrong thing. He didn't understand the giggles dmalights, their appearance and attention to paaticul
details. Whenever he overheard women talking toamather, Robert was distinctly aware that they saw
the world completely different from him. This gagesed insurmountable, and so Robert didn’t even
mind that Annie Jane wasn't the looker he drunkealgembered when he met her the next night sober.
When they finally sat down for the drink, the corsagion carried him up like a great wind; neverbef
had he talked with a woman so effortlessly. He deligyhted the first time he made Annie Jane laagh,
complete lightness seemed to come from her facejaieéhd down to her shoulders and chest: her smile
opened wide and even though he was momentarilgnathby her teeth, he found them easy to ignore.

When it first saw her smile Robert decided he walddvhat it took to keep her happy and safe.

Robert took Annie Jane out for a cup of coffemimthey went to the movie. Again, she was
stifling yawns, but quickly admitted with a smalligh that she just couldn’t put the book down. The
long days of summer were already in full swing, &relheat of the day had both of them fanning

themselves with menus.

“Have you given any thought to where you wouleltk go for our honeymoon?” Robert asked.



Annie Jane’s face spread into a tight-lipped smilonestly, | think | would like to go to

Chicago or New York.”

Robert preferred the country for a few days, sspace away from noisy neighbors, the ever-

present car exhaust, and the din of sirens andifetyout he said nothing.

“I would love to get a room in a big hotel on arfehe top floors and look down at the whole

world. And then at night we could have dinner aattle a show.”

“Well,” Robert started, “I think that sounds likkeswell idea. Is there any hotel you prefer?”

“I hadn't really thought about that. Just someghmice and relaxing.”

“I'll ask a few of the guys and see what they macgend.”

“Just make sure it's not too expensive. | don'thiv@ be worrying about being in the poor house

when we get back.”

Robert said nothing to this, making instead a mlemtte to talk to a travel agent about something
affordable. Perhaps, if played his cards righty tbe&uld just stay in the hotel room the entire tiamel
order take out. It might not be the quiet courlnyt, at least perhaps he could avoid people fema f

days.

After coffee, they made their way to the cinemkhdugh he knew that Annie Jane would get
anxious as she watched the newsreels, he preferreatch them whenever possible. He had more than a
few friends from his high school class in the ssgviight now, and only by a fraction of a congdnita
misplaced heartbeat did he escape the army griestsad, he answered the call to manufacturing,
honorably enough. He came to work sober, keptyesoa the repetitive tasks, and did his best te sav

and reduce waste around the house. It wasn’tfinéd’'d imagined, instead it was constant movement



without a feeling of actually going anywhere. Tlmriber parts arrived before his workstation with
clockwork precision, until he was unable to see pnogression of time or space. The only indicatiohs
time passing were a hunched back and hair grayititeaemples. Sometimes a deep sense of guilt cre
up on him in the middle of the night for not segjisomething he’'d only mentioned to Annie Jane in
passing, but looking at anyone who returned homeyéds even more secretly glad he didn't go. When
the newsreels came on, he would strain to see anypmecognized, but for the most part, they ali ju

looked like scrawny and tired kids.

Robert and Annie Jane watched on as the mas$aoftiym men marched across the screen before
the title card announced that this newsreel woeldhowcasing the efforts in the South Pacific. €her
was a great big medical care ship filled with Aroan and Australian nurses, all smiling and waving a
the camera. They loaded prone bodies on stretafitera van. The camera only showed their feet. One
man was propped up on his elbow, smiling with migseeth. The next section changes to a group of
Japanese prisoners of war. They were thin, théiesano bigger than Robert’s wrist, and their chest
were so sunken in he could see the outline of titmron their sternum. The announcer proclaimat! th
they were taken care of humanely, and an Ameridash&ed a cigarette with one of the prisonerse Th
scene changed again and they watched as gread®igni and 155mm howitzers blasted off trying to
defend Guadalcanal. They boomed, and then rectiteined and recoiled again. The next scene shows
how air force men took classes at Yale. Robertdiduhelp but be slightly jealous and stopped payin
attention until Annie Jane nudged his arm to poitthat Clark Gable was getting his Silver Wings.
course she would only be interested in Clark Gaideahought. It really shocked him the first tihee
saw one of these kids come back with a limb misdfids like that were supposed to have sunburns and
cut up hands from labor. Arms and legs and siddéaocafs were all supposed to stay intact, not bereav

up with eye patches or safety pinned sleeves.



Suddenly, the lights on the theatre popped onreltvere a couple of shouts of surprise, and
Robert tried to adjust to the new brightness. A mvéh a torn and sweat soaked shirt ran to thetfodn

the theatre and jumped on the small stage in tibtite movie screen.

“The negroes are rioting! They threw a white woraad her baby off the bridge at Belle Island!

They’re coming this way!”

A great roar erupted from the theatergoers, arliERstood up. Annie Jane clutched her collar

and her mouth was slightly agape. “Get me out of hiRRobert,” she cried.

If there was a riot going on, there’s no end ®pbssible damage that could occur. Robert
grabbed her elbow and tried to lead her out ofuheling and excited crowd. Everyone moved for the
exits, but it barely seemed fast enough. Some pgaplped over chairs, fell down, picked themselves
back up and shoot through the crowd. Robert alfosstrack of Annie Jane, and just barely managed t
keep a hold of her elbow. He briefly hoped thatd’t hurt her shoulder, but at this point his mai
concern was getting out of the theatre as fasbasilple. When they leave their row of chairs, tteénm
thoroughfare bisecting the rows of chairs was & nidraffic. There were mostly younger couplethed
time at night, but there were a few children baiagied over shoulders, and old women was shidbged
teenagers. Everybody pressed against everyoneneleme could move fast enough. Robert began to fee
lightheaded—he never did like the crowds. Just wieethought that he might break down if he couldn’t
get out of there, they reached the front doorssgilted out to into the street. It was crowded,peaan
in all directions. He smelled smoke in the air, &edrd glass break. He guessed that his apartsnen
slightly better neighborhood, and just a little foitther from Belle Island compared to Annie Jane’s
There was a mess of cars, people piled into tardsbaises. All the sailors and younger men headed
towards Belle Island, and the older men took tivdres away from the fray. Two young Negro boys
stumbled out of a five and dime, laughing and jgkihhey didn't even see their attackers before they

were on the ground. Men kicked the two boys, aedstiund of screaming cuts the way through the



crowd. Annie Jane went pale and clutched her sthrrRabert put his arm around her shoulder and lead
her away from the scene. They walked a few blog&st the strangers coming out of their houses, and

looked where the street lights falil to illuminate.

A voice behind them yelled for Robert. Both ofthevanted to keep walking, wanted to keep
searching for a taxi, but the voice was persistementually, the owner of the voice caught up vitbm.

It was William Potters from work. He was coveredweat and blood.

“Robert, I'm so glad | found you. | need your hélp

“William...William, what's happened?”

“Chip and | were out at a bar downtown. We hedalathe mess going on in Belle Island so we
started making our way to the bridge. There hasktthousands. Mostly all | saw was white folks, ibut
the distance, | could see some coloreds cominthefbridge. We were a few blocks away. One moment
we’re running down toward the crowd, and the neatmant | turn around and Chip is on the ground

being pummeled. So | jump on the guy and startifggaim.”

“Oh my goodness,” Annie Jane said pointing, “yband.”

William’s right hand looked broken, two fingersisted in an unnatural direction, and his

knuckles were covered in blood.

William looked at his hand, “I didn't even notidenust have gone hard on that guy.”

“William, where’s Chip?” Robert asked.

“That’s why | need your help. | dragged him inbe tclosest bar and told the bartender to hide
him  and that I'd be back with a cab. But | cainidfone. There’s no way | can get him out of there

myself. Robert, you have to help me get him ouhefe. | don’'t know how long he’ll be safe.”



Robert looked to Annie Jane. “l need to take loené. | can’t leave her here.”

William paced and looked around. Then he stopf@de of my cousin’s lives a few blocks away

from here. She’ll be safe there. We'll go get Claipg then we’ll come right back.”

Robert set his jaw and looked at Annie Jane. Medder, and truth be told he didn’t much care

about Chip. But he couldn't leave a man to bleagetih. He couldn't just do nothing.

“Who'’s this cousin of yours?” he asked.

“Daisy Potters. She lives with one of her girlitis, | think her name is Sarah,” William rushed.

“I'm not happy with this idea, but | don’t see witwdher choice there is,” Annie Jane said.

“I'm not happy about this either.” Robert lookemand and saw small groups making their way

out of downtown.

Annie Jane took a deep breath and then took Hd®oloert's hands into hers.

“Go,” she said.

“Alright, where is this place?”

Daisy’s apartment wasn't far from where they &te rooms were small and Daisy took a few
moments to unlock the heavy door. She was surptesede William, but she readily took in Annie Jane

With promises to be back soon, William and Robetted their way back downtown.



Streets are beginning to get closed off by thicpphnd in the distance, the men could hear the
sound of breaking glass. They made their down Waodwbut then veered west, away from Paradise
Valley, until they crossed over on one of the sreigé streets to get to the bar. Packed on thetstere
sailors and black men, large groups congregatathdrfights. There was blood on faces and knuckles,
and it seemed as if rocks flew from every anglaeyitried their best to move quickly and closehi t
sides of buildings, careful to look down every wll& block away from the bar, Robert looked down an
alleyway and saw a group of police officers beatug black men. He couldn't stop from watching as a
baton came down over and over. William pulled himayp. He pointed to the bar on the other side of the
street. Right before they were about to cross, fungehard hit Robert’s leg. William ducked dowrdan
tried his best to pull him along. Robert coveresiiead, but a rock skimmed the top of his fore&m.
gunshot went off and everything stopped for a mdnfeeople looked around but there was no immediate
source. The men ran through the street and hurdiwed low by a parked car. It's windows were already
smashed in. Somebody, Robert couldn't see whiaelihe windows to the bar. William rushed in, and
Robert followed. The bar was dark and mostly ensptye for a few people who nursed their wounds.
Broken glass crunched underfoot and the bite éémdint liquors was overpowering. William moved
quickly, looking under tables for Chip, but therasano sign of him. They made their way back through
the kitchen, and the checked in the freezers amgadhntry. Still nothing. Robert opened up the embr
into the alley. The street lamp barely illuminatagthing, and he had to get close to the shadods an
squint to see if anyone is there. He looked bettiscddumpster. He moved to one back corner, butdoun
nothing. He was about to give up when he thougbsalrea hint of movement. He moved closer and

reached out. A hot slash ran through his hand amulhed it back.

“Don’t come any closer,” a feminine voice growled.

“What the hell was that for?”



“I'll cut you if you try to do anything.”

“I'm not going to hurt you. I'm just looking for ynfriend.”

She paused for a moment. “Are you drunk?”

“What? No. What are you getting at?”

“Oh, perhaps its because there is a riot goingrahl'm all alone in a dark alley? Anything could

happen right now. Step backward toward the ligiatait to have a better look at you.”

Robert gritted his teeth and backed up into tijletliHis hand was bleeding fierce and his leg
throbbed. “Have you seen anyone named Chip? He'staby height with blonde hair. My friend said he

got a big cut on his head.”

“That scrawny guy in a white shirt? Had kind afquare head?”

“Yes! That's him. Do you know where he went?”

She didn't answer. He had to suppress the urgedttle information out of her. But he would

never hurt a woman.

“Please. Just tell me a direction. We need tdgetto the hospital.”

“He looked like he was getting out of here. Itlasv you what direction he stumbled to, but you

and your friend need to help me get out of thisaries

They couldn't afford another person dragging tidemwn. A woman would be in a more
dangerous position this time of night with evergthgoing on. But he had no choice. “Fine. Come with

me.

A petite woman with mussed cherry hair steppeal tiné light. Robert was immediately struck by

her beauty. Her stockings were torn and her dmeedled like it is soaked with liquor and garbagegu



Her face pointed down into a sharp angle, but fies avere large and slightly protruding. Williamsate

poked out of the door, “Robert? Where are you? IHetshere?”

“I'm right here. I've found someone who might knevhat direction he went off in, but she says

we need to help her get out of the alley.”

“That’s fine. | don’t care. We just need to getrgp It's getting rougher out there.”

The woman stalked her way to the entrance ofiteg and waited for them.

“Ok, we're going to need to cross the street amtbghe alley directly in front of us,” she sdid.
want one of you in front of me, and one of you behine. Don’t let anyone get to me and keep low.

They're throwing rocks and God only knows what glse

The street outside looked worse than when theydiossed it. The fighting increased and there
was more screaming and things breaking. Robereldod William and the woman. “I'll lead. Are you
two ready?” They nodded. He started off, tryingltmk as much as possible. He had to weave a bit to
avoid some white men chasing a black man, but Rob&de it to the other alley in one piece. The
woman and William were right behind him. Williaml&dis arm, and the woman lost one of her shoes.
She hobbled a step closer to Robert and puts adrahas shoulder to steady herself as she tookeanff

other shoe.

“Ok, I think I saw him go to this side of the alld don’t know if he’s behind a dumpster or if he
managed to duck into one of the kitchens,” the wosad. The three made their way down the alley,
and tried to peek into the shadows. William thougthsaw a movement by the dumpster, but it turngd o

to be just a rat. The woman pointed to a door."d&y in here. One of you go first.”

“Alright, but be quiet. We don’t know what's in tteg” Robert said.



He led the way into the restaurant. It lookee likwas recently abandoned—the only light
available came from the burner under a greasy andburnt soup that was left on the stove. He could
tell that someone lit a cigarette in here recemily.heard a faint sound. He hepd his arm up tdhget
other two to stop moving. He stopped breathingsteh more carefully. Then, unmistakable this time,

low moan escaped. William called out, “Chip?” glyiet

He heard another moan, this time, a little bideu Robert followed the voice until he found a
bloody Chip collapsed against a bag of potatoefliaMi squatted and lifted up his head. “Chip, it's
William and Robert. We're here. We're going to getl out of here. Just hold it together a little bit

longer. Think you can stand up?”

Chip more or less nodded, and William stood uplawtti men grab Chip by the shoulders. The
woman peeked out of the kitchen and into the fadrthe restaurant. Seeing its clear, she lookédheu
window at the front door, and then returned tottiree men. “I think we should go back the way we
came. If we can make it to Adams, we can get tox@GRiver. From there, we just keep heading wdst til

we reach a hospital. | wouldn't risk going to theeclosest to here.”

William looked down at Chip. “I think we need tetdhim to a hospital as soon as possible. What

do you think, Robert?”

To Robert, none of this sounded good. He showe ane back with Annie Jane. “I think our
best bet is going to be trying to get out of thisss1 We get a few blocks away and hopefully wetigan

to hail a cab.”

Silently, they left through the back alley. JustRobert was about to step out into the street,

William stopped him.



“I think I should carry Chip. You're a taller gy hopefully no one will want to start anything
with you. You worry about giving out punches, aitidaorry about carrying this sorry S.0.B through

this mess.”

Robert let go and William shifted Chip around &gtbr carry him.

“I still have my knife. I'm going to keep it on mell watch your back too,” the woman said,

looking directly into Robert’s eyes.

“Who is this gal again?” William asked.

“I'm Dawn,” she said, “and we’re going to get aithere as best as we can.”

It was slow going with William dragging Chip dowime street, but by sheer luck, most of the
people fighting seem to be already engaged. Thdgetba few beer cans, but they made it out of the
street more or less intact. Dawn limped slightlyt éidn't slow down; she left a bloody footprintioed
her, probably due to her lost shoes. They arrigeahe of the less populated side streets, andugjtho
there were fewer people here, the commotion whsnstull swing. A woman'’s voice screamed
obscenities from her window. Another man holleredeople to stop and think of Jesus. They gewa fe

more blocks down, and the streets seemed calmer.

“I need a break,” Chip moaned. William panted ligatJust a moment, let’s stop for just a

moment.”

They found shelter under a corner store stoop &tk to the ground and leaned up against a
brick pillar, his face paled. Dawn kept peekingwd the corner, body rigid in attentiveness. Rotvatl

to lean back against the wall and relax, but hédrdustop moving. He should have felt fear, butlzat



he can feel is the rush of adrenaline. He didnfitd@ stop here. It wasn't safe. Suddenly, Dawiegut

back behind the brick wall.

“There’s a car coming,” she whispered loudly.

The four of them tried their best to hide in thadows. Robert prayed that it was a taxi, or at
least white people. The car got closer, and froemvthooping and yelling, it didn't sound like a tzab.
Just as it was about to approach the intersecti@revthe four were hiding, the car pulled over.eghr
black men got out, and one of them carried a béidedta The others cheered him along as he broke
windows and car windshields. One of the men picked brick and threw it through a storefront

window.

“We should just try to sneak out of here, we’litihe corner away from them,” Robert
whispered. Quietly, they helped Chip get back up situated back onto William. William and Chip led
the way, with Dawn behind, and finally, Robert. Wdiin and Chip managed to dodge inside an overhang
of a storefront, which got them off the sidewallavih followed. Robert was just about to join thenewh

a voice broke out crying, “There’s whitey! Let’stdggm!”

The four of them made a run for it. Robert heafelvapairs of shoes slapping the pavement
behind them, running fast, and he heard the cdanemgar to life again. It pulled out, tires scrieieg,

and before he knew it, they were all caught iméadlights.

“Don’t stop,” Robert yelled, “I'll stay here.”

He advanced towards one of the men and threw ehpgending him onto the ground. Before he
could register it, another one shoved him into & W punched him in his stomach, and Robert dedibl
over in pain. Then he went for his head. But abiyupe stopped. Dawn jumped on the man, her arms

locked around his neck. The man screamed as sb# hipiece of his ear. The other man who was



driving ran out of the car and pulled Dawn’s haiying to dislodge her. Robert lunged for the man
attacking Dawn. He wrestled him to the ground amacped his face. Behind him, Dawn managed to get
free and pulled out her knife. Whenever the masdttd approach her, she swung it back and fortbodl|
covered Robert’s hands. The man on the ground twvasning. He got up and looked at the man engaged

with Dawn.

“l think you should go,” Robert said.

The man turned around and saw his friend. He ldokerderous, but walked away. He spits on
the ground and picked up his friend. The friend Babert punched a few moments ago finally got up,

and swayed a few times before he finally collagatalthe car.

“Let’s get out of here,” Dawn said.

They ran across the street and down for a fewkblawt stopping. Finally, they found a quiet

corner and stopped to catch their breath. Bothaitwere breathing hard.

“Look,” Dawn cried, “There’s Chip and William.”

Up ahead, Chip and William walked down the strBetbert was just about to yell for them, but
a taxicab pulled out from around the corner. Whtliailed it and they both got in. Robert and Daam r

again to catch up with them before they left, Ibatno use. The cab had already pulled away.

Robert leaned up against building, hands on hee&rto try to catch his breath. When he looked
up, Dawn stared at him, eyes wide and mouth sligighpe. Robert stands and pulled her into his,arms
kissing her with everything. His body was hot aeddit like his chest will explode. Her hands tathl
through his sweaty hair and there was no hesitatidver kiss. He lifted her up off the ground ancsiped

her against the brick wall. As she pressed her lmtdyhis, he was surprised to find how light and



muscular she was. He wanted more, his hands roawacher body, and was delighted to find that not
only did she not stop him, but she started touchingas well. She moaned deeply into his mouthaand

much as he doesn’'t want to, he pulls away. “Le¢sayt of here,” she said.

“YeS."

Robert and Dawn ran down the street, their heacsd with adrenaline and desire. The
neighborhood they were in was relatively quietwDaeached for his hand, and a thrill went down his
spine. Half a block ahead, a taxi dropped off @pb® and they went into a house. They both rahdo t
taxi, and Dawn laughed. Robert was barely ablev® tihe address to his apartment before Dawn pulled
him into another kiss. They didn't care that theedrwas right in front of them, all that mattensthis
moment was more and more physical contact. Berthatimell of sweat and dried rubbish from the
alley, Robert noticed that she smelled womanl, sofd slightly spicy. She moved her hand to highth
and he nearly moaned. He opened his eyes and aaWetlivas only a few blocks away from his
apartment. He pulled away from her kiss and puwramaround her shoulder. He leaned back in the seat

to catch his breath and slow his heart rate.

For Robert, it was a complete blur between pattiegcab driver and throwing Dawn up against
his door inside his apartment. Drunk from sensatiogy both stripped, barely breaking their mouths
apart for air. It had been a while for Robert, beitdidn't even have time to worry as she pulsdtexdigh
the both of them. They made love wildly, despeyaitatio the night. Afterwards, instead of fallingeesp,
Robert stared at the ceiling tried not to cryt fauld be so simple, he’'d say he was in love.tBat
wasn't quite it; it was more like an epiphany. Bvemotion that he had ever felt seemed to rushell b
to him in one mess. There was no way he could gk tmahis old life after he felt all these thinggtw

this woman. In her kiss was every streak througimewarm summer night, every rough patch of bark



against his skin when he climbed a tree, everystiarward when he accelerated down country roads i
his Chevy. He felt young. Time wound itself backdsrand all the plane and auto parts he ever
assembled were erased. He needed to move, a fottlwaed out of the inertia of the city and into

something new.

Dawn rolled up onto her side and slid off the &lde pulled out a pack of cigarettes from her
purse. “Do you have any matches?” she asked. Rdiakrt trust himself to form words, so he pointed
toward the stove. She walked naked across hisrapatt past open windows that let the yellow light o

the city in. She got back into bed and laid ondiée, not bothering to get under the sheets.

“The papers are going to run out of ink talkingafbtonight,” she said.

“I wonder when everything is going to die down¢ $aid.

“It's the heat. People just go crazy. Everyoneksall week in that furnace of a factory, and then

they crowd around outside looking for somewhergdba breath of fresh air.

“People were behaving like animals. And not jbst Negroes. | saw white folks doing things like

they were in a war zone.”

“I think its because men are missing somethinipéncity. They feel the need to be protective of
the little they have, so afraid that someone migke it away. They look at everyone who doesn’kloo

like them like they're some threat.”

“And you don't think that they're right? Who waseidg the looting?”

“If I lived with nothing, and everyone thought bw already breaking the law, what would stop

me?”

“I'd like to think I'd be more honorable than that



“It is an easy thing to triumph in the summer’'s,sand in the vintage and to sing on the wagon
loaded with corn, it is an easy thing to talk ofigace to the afflicted, to speak the laws of pnadeto

the houseless wanderer,” Dawn replied.

He didn't say anything for a while, and tried twlerstand the words.

“What's that about?”

“It's this thing that William Blake wrote. Therethis woman, kind of like a goddess, who loses
her love because of her jealousy, and she lameritaid all of heaven and the world can hear hee. Sh
reminds all that listen that often we only have site of the story, and can’t possibly understand
someone else’s position until we've been therewbé&t out a plume of cigarette smoke that curled

around above her head.

“That all sounds fine and dandy, but | don’t thitik reasonable. What about the Japs and the

Germans. How many people have lost loved ones Beaafuvhat happened at Pearl Harbor?”

“Everything changed then too. | don’t know, maytowas the same thing. Men were afraid that

what little they had was going to be taken awagtye imaginary monster.”

Robert felt a prickle of irritation start at thadk of his neck. Women just didn’t have a sense of

the real world. He let out a sigh.

“You didn’'t seem to think that man was an imagyneonster when you pulled your knife.”

To his surprise, Dawn let out a loud laugh. “Tfer® shame in defending yourself. | just think

that we need more forgiveness in the world.”

“I think this Blake fellow should have added tf@giveness is easy when you don’t know real

injury.”



Dawn sat straight up. “Don’t tell me about regliir,” she said seriously. She didn't say anything
for a few moments, but stared out his bedroom wind@his city is completely mad, you know, this
world. A few hours ago | was having a drink with bwpther and a few of his friends. It all seems so

banal.”

Robert couldn't figure out what to say, but thea girned to him with a big smile and giggled.

“I can't tell if you're being serious or not,” Haughed.

“I'm always serious,” she said. And with that, gfeinced and kissed him playfully.

Afterwards, it was hard for them to fall asleephvall the sirens, but somehow they managed to.
Robert woke up first and laid in bed and lookethatwoman next to him. He thought about last night,
about how different reality was only a few hours.agbout how easy it would be for her to walk ofit o
his apartment and pretend that nothing happeneeddéd go to work tomorrow, take home another

paycheck, and marry Annie Jane. He supposed theltdwdd feel guilty about last night, but he didn't

He didn't move, but watched Dawn as she got obedfand made her way to the bathroom. He
expected her to come back to the bedroom, butddstbe walked naked to the kitchen and opened

drawers.

“Please tell me you have coffee,” she called out.

Robert was slightly surprised that she felt saratin his apartment. She moved about the
space without a care, without nervousness. “Aheneind, | found it,” she said. He supposed he khou
help her, but he was not going to stop a beautiithan from making coffee in his apartment. She

peeked back into the bedroom. “Don’t you have ameakfast food here?”



“l go to the diner most mornings before work.”

“What about weekends?”

“l usually sleep in, and then go get some lunch.”

She returned with two cups of coffee. “What woytd like to do today?” she asked.

“Are you going to put on any clothes?”

“Eventually. | don't feel like it right now.” Shieaned over and grabbed another cigarette out of

her purse.

“I suppose I'll go down to the diner and get sdioed. Maybe I'll listen to the game.”

“I have a better idea. Let’s get food for a picard I'll take you for a drive.”

Robert was floored. “You'll take me for a drive?”

“Of course. Why shouldn’t 1?”

“I'm the man here, I'm the one who’s supposedaketyou for a ride.”

Dawn laughed, but not maliciously. Robert noted her eyes crinkled ever so slightly, and like

everything else about her, found it absolutelysigtble.

“Well, 1 don’t know if you have a car. | thinkwould be presumptuous for me to assume that
you have to cater to my whim like that. | know Vhaa car, and | enjoy driving. So why shouldn't |

offer?”

He didn’'t know how he felt about this. On one hahdhould have been him who takes the lead.
He had a strange desire to let this puzzling yomagnan lead him wherever she wanted. If there were a

point of turning back, of going back to his olcelét the factory and back to Annie Jane, this woeld.



He could simply tell Dawn that he was engagedai$ & mistake made in the heat of high emotions, and
that it would be best for them to pretend it nevappened. Something so seemingly insignificant as
letting this woman take him for a drive one aftemndelt like he was standing at the edge of some
marvelous forest. They could follow any path, angré could happen. She could drive him anywhere,

she could take him anywhere.

“You have a point there,” Robert said. “Let's gw & drive.”



They piled together their gas rations, and drogstpaway from smokestacks of Detroit and
toward the white beaches outlining Lake Michiganthte small town of Grand Haven. He didn’t even
object when they had been on the road for hourhatrthey would have to drive in the dark if thvegre
to return to Detroit anytime soon. He let her driaeross the fields and small towns, across the sta
capital and various parks, down dirt roads andegjravhe breeze seemed to lift the car along, and he
agreed with each leaf as it danced in the wind. WMthey parked at the beach, Robert ran until hegot
stitch in his side. When the evening came, theydgelcto get a hotel room. They made love through th
night and day. They ate catfish and blueberriesyThlked for hours. They got their legs cut bydiea
grass. They walked up to five-mile hill and kiss€dey counted the boats. They are ice cream. They
swam naked in Lake Michigan when the sun went dawey warmed each other up in between sandy
bed sheets. They spent another day there. Thenfoligey held hands. They confessed love then cried

into hollows of the others collarbone.

Three days later, they drove back to Detroit.

The riot had finally been broken. Gone were timks$aand the troops. Out came the shopkeepers
and the insurance men. The newspapers printedrgate from church leaders and government officials.
News crews ran their cameras, eager to talk torsmydho was there. Columnists and pundits blasted th
racial tensions in Detroit for disrupting the amleof democracy, wondering how many lives will betl
overseas. Trucks loaded up with furniture begaim great trek outward, further and further out into

suburbia.



As they walked down the repairing streets theyébDawn’s brother. He looked a little rough

for wear, as if he hadn't slept in a few days.

“Dawn, there you are. | looked everywhere for yde said. He then told his story of how he got
separated from her due to a fight. When the fight wver, he went back to the bar to find her, bat s
wasn'’t there. Eventually the city imposed a stintfew and the military were brought in. “There’®a
of people scared and angry right now, we didn’teexyKelly to bring in the troops.” They tried to o
the diner that Robert went to before work, butiit sadn't opened yet. They walked for a few bleck

until they reached a place that looks relativelgammed.

They tucked into a small sample of sandwichescarfide. The bread was a little stale, but
nothing inedible. Dawn’s brother told them more @ithe events of the past couple of days. “I tad y

this city went mad,” Dawn said as an aside to RolBabert smiled at the memory of her being naked.

“Oh Robert!” the voice of Annie Jane called outass the diner. She made her way through the
tables. “I'm so glad you're ok. | was worried siédter you didn’'t come back to get me from Daisy’s,
went to your apartment. | tried contacting the gmlbut they said they had so many people missimng or

the hospital that it would take a while to accolanteveryone.”

Annie Jane looked at Robert with big excited e was about to move in for an embrace
before she stopped to see that he was holding hattd®awn. Her eyes widened and her mouth forms a

small o as understanding washed over her. Shedoddw@n at her left hand where the engagement ring



sat mockingly. Her shoulders slumped inward; hab8 and torso crumbled like paper. Everything & th
diner seemed to stop. Families put down their farkd spoons, the griddle ceases to sizzle, theeoff

stops percolating. Dawn’s expression was blanke Sikence was broken when she inhaled sharply.

“This isn’t supposed to happen,” she whisperd.i§Titn't supposed to happen,” she repeated,

this time, louder. "You were only gone for threggla" she trailed off.

She tried to take off the ring with some diffigulHer eyes began to water before she managed to
pry it off. She looked like she might throw thegiat Robert, but after a slight hesitation, sheitput
calmly down on the table. She turned, and aftaalanost imperceptible wobble, walked out of the dine
When the door closed, the nearby women give DawirRaobert dirty looks. The ring sparkled against

the Formica of the table top, a beacon to castsatimn and damnation.



From Annie Jane Hasker’'s Personal Journal, datgd2dd, 1943

| feel like my world has been ripped from under g.ribs ache and flare with pain. Breathing is
cursed. And yet | still inhale, exhale, my heampe beating. Why does my body continue? | keeigell
it to stop, to go away, but it persists. | am ueablcry anymore. The last time | cried, | crieddal. The
shock of seeing blood on my cheeks in the bathnoimor must have turned everything off. | feel
nothing. Everything is distant. My telephone rirgsl | can’t understand voices. All language isitpre

| don’t open the windows. | lie naked in bed, sweatn the summer heat. Why should | have comfbrt?
could not keep love. | am unlovable. My teeth d&gue. | don’t want to open my mouth. | don’t wémt
chew. | just want my teeth to fall out and rotrihg them when | sleep. Liquor helps me sleepvieha
barter my rations, but why would | need sugar? Wwld | need flour? Or corn? Why would | nourish

this vile body? The world makes no sense. | amuaiite.

From a the back of a diner receipt, dated July B8d3 (found next to plate of diner food)

Dell,

Something is wrong with Annie Jane. Have my dirtrefore it gets cold. | will be back soon.



Love,

Rob

From the Detroit Free Press, dated July 5th, 1943

Two unidentified bodies, a male and female, wetmdbat 6:30 this morning by a boater off of the

Detroit River. Time of death is estimated to bd@&hours. Jane Doe is in her mid twenties, 5 foot 4
inches, with chin length blonde hair and crookedliteJohn Doe is in his late twenties, 6 food hes;
with dark hair graying at the temples. Anyone viitftormation about either of these two individuals i

instructed to contact their local police department

From the Detroit Free Press, July 20th, 1943

Area police are baffled by what journalists calsttlecade’s “whodoneit.” The remains of Annie Jane
Hasker, 25, of Detroit, Michigan and Robert Johghtj 27, of Bay City, Michigan, were found off diet
Detroit River by Belle Island on July 5th. In whets been an apparent lovers murder-suicide, tte fa
are puzzling. The police discovered that whilehtiggas shot by Hasker, Hasker had bruising aro@nd h

neck from a belt. Both Light and Haskers’ fingengsiwere found on the unregistered Colt .45.



The last time Light and Hasker were seen togetlaariw late June after Light broke off his engagamen
with Hasker in a Detroit area café. Natalie Belrgnalls, “That woman [Hasker] came in and the man
[Light] was with someone else. She threw her ringig and ran out crying. | told the woman who was

with him [Dawn Staggers] afterwards that ‘if he atezl on her, he would cheat on you.™

Dawn Staggers, 25 of Chicago, IL was questioneddbige but cleared of any suspicion.



Snow Light. Part two. Somewhere on the road.

Hazard and | stop outside of Casper to stay atititel du Lac. It has been a long day of driving,
and Haz isn't keen on continuing through the nibbtter to pull the graveyard shift, but he sagsreeds

a comfortable bed.



The Hotel du Lac looks like it may have been aildfniendly, nice, mid range hotel about
thirty-five years ago. The entire lobby is shrodide dim florescent lights that barely illuminatgears of
caked on tobacco, dust, and other unidentifialisdéim and jetsam. On the walls are dusty framed
posters of geometric art that had obviously beeripusly tacked up with pushpins, the corners torn.

Atop of the wood paneling check out desk, thegesmall box television blaring reruns of Miami Vice

“You want a single room?” an old woman asks extgpfiom her cigarette. Her hair was buzzed

short and she wore a stained blue nightgown.
“Can we get two rooms?” Hazard asks.
“Yeah, but one of them is getting the bathroomadeted.”
“How bad is it?” | ask.

“It's almost done. My son Stevie has been worlongt. He was supposed to be working tonight

but I don’t know where he’s got up and gone to.”
“Sounds fine by me. We'll take the two.”

“Alright, but you let me know soon if you'll be eding any extra linens or anything. I'm going to

bed soon, and I'm not sure when Stevie will be Back

“Wait, you're going to bed? What if someone elemes wanting a room?” | blurt out.

“If they really want a room, they'll wait aroundrfit, missy.” The woman says.

“I'm sure it's fine,” Hazard says with a wide tbed smile.



When we ask about food, she promises us thatahedxt door, The Lady of the Water, is still
serving dinner. So we make our way down the mastyclaustrophobic hallways until we reach our
rooms. The supposed “almost-finished” remodel Ididesit was started years ago. Plastic tarp half-
hangs up over the shower, half fallen off, andttigelid to the toilet tank is missing. | shudderesh

peek inside the shit-stained tank.

“No way. Nope. Hazard, you're taking this roomgdy. Luckily, Hazard doesn’t seem to mind,

and as soon as he throws his bag onto the begshsome how magically produced a joint.

“Good idea,” | say. | figure if there is any appriate time to be high in the middle of nowhere,
its right before what I'm sure to be is questioeafolod. | pull out my iPod and put on The Mix that
put together. | remember that we debated for dags what the ideal music playlist was, him prefagri
The Rolling Stones and Led Zeppelin, and | enjoyRagliohead, The Smiths, and Sigur Rés. Eventually
we found a good combination of the two, with pleotyrleetwood Mac, Cat Stevens, and The Black
Keys thrown in for good measure. | was constaatiging to The Mix, always testing out new songs tha
| think Haz would like, and throwing in some old®res that | found interesting. Hazard, for his part
would veer the conversation back to The Mix, otbesaking one of his multi-hour long silences to say
that we needed to add some Abbey Road or Grac#larcis. We each had veto power, and were both
fairly open minded to suggestions. The only thirgdisagreed on was The Red Hot Chili Peppers:
Hazard thought that | would love them because tene more modern, and | told him that | would rathe

listen to a cat in heat than Anthony Kiedis wail Aththe moment, Don McLean’s “American Pie” was

playing.



“God,” Hazard says exhaling, “I hadn't heard thigg in years. Your ma and | used to take long

drives down Lakeshore Drive listening to this.”

| try to imagine my mother singing along with Hezavinding down the tree-lined road, but it
seems odd. She always told me growing up that sisemiove with my father, but it just didn’t work
out. Before | met Hazard, | vowed to hate him faedking her heart. And after | had my own heart
broken for the first time at age 16 by a farm ddwnaticized about slapping Hazard across the face
about delivering long deserved justice. Luckilyoagle of years had made me more mature in my

reactions, but | still didn't risk telling Mom thatazard and | had met.

“Think we should stop by and see her?” Hazard afiies the song ends.

“No,” | say without hesitation. If he wants to nweelaborate, he doesn't ask. We finish the joint

again in silence, and get up to go to The LadyhefWater.

Compared to the hotel, the bar seems marginalhg mmdern, although still dated. Gone are the
fluorescent lights of the hotel and are insteadbieul with neon Budweiser adverts. For a Tuesigyt,n
the place is lively: there are about a half dozZeleromen sitting at the bar drinking cheap whisiay
even cheaper beer. A group of five slightly youngen throw darts at the wall, with a few middle-éige
women hanging around them. It looks like theretax@ewomen my age, one is a hard butch bartender
with an intricate Koi fish tattoo running up herckeand the other is a woman dancing by hersethen
small, otherwise deserted, dance floor. She wee&me small, halter-style red dress, and a larggldely
bunny style necklace hangs between her large, ablidra-free, breasts. Her ankles and feet seem t

strain against her strappy high heels, and oniines are elbow length black satin gloves. Apprdpha



enough, she is sways to “Lady in Red,” and oncestimg finishes, goes over to the Jukebox to put the

same song in again.

“Damn it, Tara, give a break tonight,” the bartendalls out. She doesn’'t seem to mind, because

she closes her eyes and begins to sway againnlbst own little world.

Hazard and | split a plate of hot wings, which suieprisingly decent. | wash it down with a Diet
Coke, and Hazard has a double whiskey. I'd tefi to slow down, but I've never seen the man have a
hangover, so | figure I'll let him do what he pleasAfter his third double, | watch him go oveiTara
and ask her to dance. A few of the guys playingsdamicker loudly and elbow each other, but thewld
men at the bar pay no mind. She throws her armsdrbis neck, and presses her breasts against his
chest. Hazard starts whispering things into hemadrshe laughs theatrically. After the second eaaied
when his hands are almost on her ass, | decidalltd a night and head back to the hotel. | trgét his

attention with a wave, which he responds with adhezd.

Not long later, | am awoken by the sound of thewitg loud sex. | put my earphones on to
drown out the noise of her moaning like an amapeun star. | wonder if Hazard knows that she’srigki
it, but | suppose neither of them is in a stateetdly care. |try to ignore them by thinking abthe
curse. At first | didn’t want to believe it, butelmore and more | research it, the more likelpé&rss.
Hazard is right: there is a pattern. Every relative researched all has a red head intervene &éé¢fair
life goes to the dumps. | wonder about my own realdh about my own descendent of Samson. Do they
know to look out for me? Do they know that they destined to destroy? Or is a complete accident for

them? Is there someone out there researchingatweiiside of the curse? Do they feel guilt? Or heyt



unaware like all of my relatives—thinking that thene merely kind and loving to an individual until
some horrible fate befalls them? The hardest stepyaesearch would be to see if all of the reddsea
were related somehow. But | only know two full n@amand so far | can’t find any connection. It's
entirely possible that they are related throughriage, or remarriages, or they lied about their @an®r
hell, what if one of them was adopted out? Fudigdn’t thought of that. My mind starts to swim with
the different possibilities. | finally fall asleepfew hours later, completely overwhelmed and tgvio

idea on how to solve the curse.

I knock on Hazard's door a little bit after 9 thext morning to wake him up, but no one answers
the door. Hazard's always been a heavy sleepen@iadtunately, | don’'t have a key to get into his
room. It's not until after breakfast and a showtt’m able to get an answer from the door an lamar
a half later. Charmingly enough, Tara answergltiar in one of Hazard's flannel shirts, ass hanging

| almost gag at the smell of sex and sweat thaheates the room.

“Come on, Haz,” | say. “We need to get going.”

“Sure. Mind if | use your shower?”

“Me too!” Tara pipes up.

| resist the urge to roll my eyes, figuring thes@o harm in her using the shower. I'm already

packed at this point, so she can’t nick any of myfs

“I'm going to go put some gas in the Bird, ok?”

“Thanks, Snowball,” Hazard says, and throws mek#yes.

When | get back, Tara sits at a table in the éogddh Hazard, still wearing his clothes.



“Ready to go,” | ask.

Hazard stands up with bag in hand. Tara also stapdpurse bulging slightly.

“Are we dropping her off somewhere?” | ask.

Hazard pulls me aside. | can see where this isggdily blood rises.

“So | was thinking that Starla could come with’#$azard says quietly.

“You have got to be kidding me,” | yell.

“Calm down, it's all right, just hear me out,” Bays. | cross my arms and start debating the

merits of trying to find a Greyhound to take melbtxSeattle.

“She’s just a kid trying to get by. She says st& has a cousin in Detroit that she’s been trying

to get to, but doesn’t have the money.”

“If she’s such a kid, then why were you fucking hike a dying sow last night,” | snap back.

“Hey, that’s none of your business. We are botiseating adults.”

“Look at her, Hazard. Are you seriously telling gy think this is a good idea?” Hazard looks

down at his shoes. “And besides, | thought | helaecbartender call her ‘Tara’.”

Hazard hesitates for a moment. “Starla is herestegne.”

“You've got to be fucking kidding me,” | mutterniassage the bridge of my nose. Two straight
days already on the road, and another three omfioue with some crazy drugged out random girl from

the middle of nowhere riding shotgun. Tears begiwell up in my eyes, but | brush them away.



“l thought it was just going to be us, you and figyring out this whole family business,” | say

quietly.

Hazard wraps me up in a hug. “Of course it's ynd me, kiddo. You're the important one here,
you're my Snowbean. | just remember when | wasagerand | was into a lot of bad stuff, and if it
weren’t for a few well-placed random acts of kingisid'm sure | wouldn’t be here today. She justdsee

a little help, and | need to pay it forward.”

| wipe the tears out of my eyes. “You sound likeef-help book,” | say, half-laughing.

“I'm serious, Snow. I'll make you a deal. We tdier as far as you can stand, and if it gets to a

breaking point, | buy her a bus ticket to Detraitlavish her well.”

I let out a deep sigh. | should say no, but witichnlike everything else concerning Hazard, | say

yes. “All right. But I'm going to hold you to tharomise.”

“Will you at least give her a chance? She realg nice girl.”

“Vll try.”

Starla, as it turns out, is quite the chatterthmng stretches pass where she tries to talk oeer th
music about her life. Haz only gets a few wordedgnasionally, mostly to acknowledge what she just
said. Within three hours | hear her entire lifergtédrom growing up in North Dakota and being hbit $n
high school, to her failed dream of going to cosiwgly school. Now, all she wants to do was to be a
professional wrestler, with plans to start off agg girl. She says that as soon as she getstioiDeer
cousin will teach her how to fight in a nearby gyahput how she will lose all her excess weight laulé

up. The only thing she is nervous about was aré$getting smaller, because then she would have to



save up for implants. She also has seven tattbe$?layboy bunny logo on her lower back, the Jag@ne
symbol for “ambition” on her shoulder, a Gratefigdal teddy bear on her ankle, a peace sign on Iher ot
ankle, an infinity symbol on her wrist, a circleie§ around her belly button, and her mother’siaét

over her heart next to a rose. She says that titehieg she wants to tattoo on her is the wordveDi
under her bra line. She tells us how she conshiEnself a really loving and positive person, but
sometimes people are just cruel to her. She tellsow many people she slept with. When she tells us
that her mother died when she was a teenager, béelefor judging her. | try to imagine growing up
without my mom but | can’t. A few hours later, $taoffers me a Xanax, and after | politely decligiee

pops a few herself, and quickly falls asleep.

As soon as she falls asleep, Hazard turns offrilrgic. | think we both need the silence. I'm try
to remember what Hazard told me about his familgkba Michigan, and I'm wondering if we're going
to meet either Fritz or Luther when we get thef@zard hasn't mentioned anything about his fatetr,
part of me is wondering if I'll be meeting my grdather as well. | once asked Hazard if any of amsify
knows about me, knows that he had a kid and aatviéme point. He replied with something vague and
quickly changed the subject. | figure that's abasitlear as anything that they definitely do maivi
about my existence. Part of me is nervous medtiagn, wondering if they will like me, or if they'Hate
me merely because I'm Hazard’s offspring. I'm stirgould have been different if they knew about me
from a young age, if they held me when | was a pabyI’'m an adult now, and a stranger at that.

Depending on how long we drive today, | expectouget there by late tomorrow afternoon. If Hazard
had let me drive, we would have been there almdstysago. But as it stands, between only him dgivin
and our daily late starts, it's taken us nearha$sito get to Wisconsin. Dropping Starla off yaiibbably
add a couple of hours to our trip. She keeps tglkimout how her cousin is a gourmet chef and will
certainly treat us. At this point, anything that'isa gut bomb of greasy car food sounds amazigen

the few times I've managed to find some type opia, it's usually been mealy or anemic.



“Hey, Haz, we should try to stop for food at sofaep that isn't a diner or a gas station,” | say.

“Like a Subway?”

I think of the unappealing pale lettuce and limmatoes. “Nah, something else.” We barter back
and forth for a while, Hazard making worse and wasggestions. We finally crack up after he suggest

White Castle.

“I like White Castle,” Starla mumbles, not openimgr eyes.

I let out a snort, and Hazard laughs good-natyred|

We stop at a pub outside of Madison. The foo#tddmeavier than I'd like, but | manage to find a
salad that by its description seems passableaSietkrs chicken strips with fries, and Hazard gets
burger. | notice that although he is nice to ouvee he at least has enough decency not to oflitly
with her in front of Starla. Once | tried to figuoet if he had a type: men, women, race, weight, ha
color, anything—hbut I've found no connecting traitasked him about it once and he just shrugged an
said that he liked who he liked. I'm a bit surpdsgven how much Starla talked during the past few

hours before falling asleep that Hazard is in dneisotalkative modes again.

“Man, Snowbean, now here is something that | have in years,” he says, holding up his
glass when the waitress brings it to him. “Vern@msger Ale,” he says, reverently. He closes hisssys
he brings the glass to his lips. He takes a sigh,hantds it in his mouth for a while before swallowi

Starla asks if she can try some, and Hazard hawodsi. She takes a small sip and blanches.

“I don’t know how you drink that stuff. It tastes sharp,” she says.

“Eh, we were brought up on it, right, Snow?” hgssa



I nod. I never really cared for the taste, shaug kitter and slightly hot from the ginger, but my

mom always gave it to me when | had an upset stbmac

“Man, | remember mixing this stuff with some Wildirkey back when | was at GM,” Hazard

says.

“Oh, god, that sounds disgusting,” | say, tryirad to remember my one and only experience with

Wild Turkey when | was 19.

“It was cheap, and it made the day go by,” he dayghing.

“Wait, you mean you were drinking at work?” | ask.

“Oh hell yeah. Most of the guys on the line weraded up on something.”

“Didn’t you worry about getting hurt? There’s gotie a lot of heavy machinery there. And not

only that, weren’t you worried about getting firéd?

“Shit,” Hazard laughs, “I used to work with this@guy, Clarence, who was this scrawny bag of
bones who managed to get completely tanked every Naw, at first we had a system worked out, I'd
get drunk in the morning and he would do my jola] #ren we'd switch later in the afternoon after |
sobered up a bit, and then Clarence would get plaamel nap on top of one of the pallets. Believe wee,
weren’t the only guys on the line who had worketlaoaystem like that. There was usually a big fight
over who got what jobs, and it was all based on hmeh you could slack off. There was a shoprat
hierarchy. Putting on windshields, dipsticks, burspgaskets—we all knew which ones were the jobs we
wanted. So anyway, one morning we get word thatofilee big bosses is coming to walk the line with
some Japanese investor type guys. Once we heawehstart scrambling—hiding our booze, our radios,
our joints, we start guzzling coffee and kickingake anyone who was passed out. Except for Clarence.
For the life of me, | can’t get the SOB to wake lim kicking, and hollering, throwing cold coffeao

him, the works. He doesn't stir. He's out. | figuhat there’s maybe a slight chance that theseigggw



won't see him, he’s a little bit out of the way akidd of hidden, but if anyone looks closely, hés &
gone. Once break our break is over | get bacleiiogoa Good Worker and | can see these guys is suit
moving down the line. The big boss is pointing elifnt things out and they’re coming closer andeslos
When they finally get to my station they don't tgdhlk to me, just ask the boss some questiongt o©
the corner of my eye | see Zombie Clarence stumglaiound looking for a light for his cigarette. dmt

to yell at him to go back to his pallet, but | dacall him out without drawing attention to himfigure
maybe he’ll see the suits and go back into hidiape. Big boss sees him shuffling around and can se
right away that he’s tanked. And the boss is trtimlead the suits away from Clarence, | guessénigop
that maybe they don’t see him, but Clarence, iy @ariiat | can describe as like a scene out of a éovi
staggers forward and vomits everywhere. I'm tajkiull on spewing chunks across the floor, acrbss t
boss’ shoes, onto equipment, everywhere. And insdike pure alcohol except mixed with bile. Thg bi
boss starts spouting off apologies to the businessand even though you can tell they're disgudtex;
don’t say anything. By now the floor manager sebatis going on and he comes up and grabs Clarence
by the arm and drags him away. Except while heisgithat the manager calls him a “dumb fuck” and
the big boss overhears this and has to apologaia &gthe Japanese suits. It was legendary,” tdaza

says laughing, tears gathering at the corner oéyes.

“l guess that's one way to go out if you don’'teabout your job,” | say.

“Oh, he was gone for a few months, went over taesother car parts plant, but it wasn’t long

until he was shuffled back onto the GM line.”

“You're kidding me. How would a company hire somedike that? | don’t understand how the

floor manager would let all this go on,” | say.

“It was just part of the culture. Clarence hadesignce, which meant that they didn’t have to
retrain him. As long as we didn’t stop the line,aming, as long as we didn’t halt production, tloefl

managers looked the other way. It didn’t mattesoimething went on crooked, you'd just try to getdye



on the next car. The whole point was to Just. Kbtping,” he says, hitting his palms against tHada

When he sees that I'm still disgusted at the idegoong into work fucked up, he continues.

“Have you ever even been in a factory?” He asksdbesn’t wait for my answer. “Didn’t think
so. First of all, it's loud as hell. Even when ek a break, there was always something going ¢inein
background. Loud enough that your ears ring afberlgave and lie down in bed. You have to yell
constantly if you want to talk to someone, andn’ctell you how many times we almost blew out the
speakers in the radio just to have something toentlag day go by quicker. Then, there’s the smidl. |
greasy, oily, sweaty, and then add the heat adi$ up smelling like Satan’s asshole. And thegtisn
it's the same damn movement day in, day out. Higlirs of turning, eight hours of putting windshgeld
on cars. Eight hours of the same damn thing. There'future there, no past, no dream of gettingpbut
the line, because all of it is part after pars ibthingness. It's a great fucking void of nothi¥gu don’t
go anywhere. You don'’t get to see what the cardditde when its finished except in commercials veher
some blonde is driving it through some Californmountains. And you know what the kicker is, Snow?
There’s men out on that line who have been doifgyitlecades. So if they have to shoot their lteer
shit just to get by, just to make a living for thigmily, then they wont get a damn note of judghfesm

me.”

“My dad died on the line because he was drinkigjdrla says quietly. “He got his arm caught
in one of the belts. They wouldn’t let me see hfteravards. Mom saw him once, and she wouldn't let
me. She just had him cremated.” If she startsytplaion’t see it because she’s already out obibath
and jogging across the restaurant before eitheatdaz | can make sense of what she just saidaidaz
looks guilty as hell, and | can’t believe | goad®ah on. | didn’t even notice Starla wasn’t saying

anything, or wasn't responding to his story.

“Christ,” Hazard mutters, and starts to get up.



“No, stay here. I'll go talk to her,” | tell hintdazard’s done enough damage. As much as Starla is

a shit-show, | don't want to leave her in an unf@aniity with no one she knows.

| find her in the bathroom, locked in a stallahchear her digging through her purse.

“Hey, Starla, it's Snow,” | say softly.

She doesn't say anything, but keeps rummagingitiirdier purse until | hear the click of a

child’'s safety seal being opened and the rattlgilt.

“Easy there,” | say.

“I'm just taking one. It'll be fine,” she says, heoice shaky.

“Look, | know Hazard can be a real insensitivehas sometimes, but he doesn’t mean to be

malicious. | know he feels terrible for upsettirauy’

She comes out of the stall. “It's just not fuckiiagr, you know? He does the same shit as my dad

and he gets to live, traveling around the countiti Wwis daughter.”

“You know he only recently came into my life. Uptil about half a year ago, | hadn’t even met
him. And I didn’t know how | was going to forgivem for never being there. Your dad may have died
young, but at least you got to spend some time kiith You at least have some good memories from

when you were younger, right?”

“Yeah, but at least you had your mom. You know tieppened after my mom died? My own
aunt and uncle wouldn’t even take me in. | hadadéngo a group home. There was so much fucked up
shit going on there. And all | could think was iy @addy just thought about either me or my Mom,
maybe he’d be a little bit more careful. It wadisblwhen my dad did it, and it sure as hell wdfsfe

when your dad did it too.”



| sigh and lean against the cold tile wall. “Yauhight.” | look down at my shoes. The floor is
dirty, and there is a small pile of discarded tquaper next to my left foot. Starla doesn’t saything,

but she blows her nose and wipes at her eyes.

“Come on. Lets go have a cigarette,” she says.

| follow her out of the bathroom, and | see Hazanathing his neck from our table on the lookout.
Starla doesn’t stop or look at him, but makes a for the door. | hold my hand up in a “stop” matio

letting him know that I'm not done yet and for himstay there.

“I'm going to grab our coats. I'll meet you outtie, ok?” | tell Starla.

| don’t want Starla to think that I'm spilling dller secrets to Hazard, so | grab my coats and
quickly tell him that we’ll be back soon. When tgeitside, Starla has her arms wrapped aroundlherse

| kick some snow off a bench, and we pull our colatsn over our butts.

“I hate smoking outdoors,” she says, handing redithter.

“Yeah, | was never a big smoker, but it's alwaysird to me that we can’t smoke inside bars or
whatever any more.” We sit there in silence forraley watching the various families trekking acrdss

icy parking lot.

“It's going to be ok,” Starla says aloud.

“It is going to be ok,” | say. “Tomorrow you're @@ to be with your cousin, at least that's better

than The Lady of the Water.”

“Yeah, | know. It's just that sometimes | just gettired of constantly fighting. It'd be so eaey t
end up like my Daddy, drunk off his ass at work jasget by. | don’t want to live that kind of lifl@here
| have to do the same soul-crushing shit over amd. oDon’'t get me wrong: | have my vices. But ot

going to stay settled in a bad situation. I'm noing to waste my life away.”



| wrap my arm around Starla. “You wont. You'reiliesit. Tough.”

“Thanks,” she says.

“You know, when I first met you | wasn’t happy theu were coming with us. All | knew was
that you were some woman from a bar that my dadohaded. But just in this short time of knowing
you, | can tell that you're strong, and that yougmng to be ok. You got out of that small towngan
you’re going to meet up with family. Things will geetter.” I'm not sure | actually believe this,tbu
want to. And | want Starla to believe it as welhdpe she doesn’t call me out on my bullshit arstl ju

accepts this pep talk.

She squares back her shoulders, sitting up steaigh

“It was past time to get out of that shit holeany. | kept trying to find someone to love or take
care of me while | was there. And then I just beeanig joke. It got to the point where | would sge
all day in my room, nervous and terrified abouthgoout to the bar, but | knew | just had to goalsw't
going to meet anyone staying in my room, avoidiggworld. | had to pretend that | didn’t hear them,

what they called me. You know why | kept playing #ame song over and over?”

“Why?”

“Because the first time | heard it all | couldrtkiwas that a lady in red was someone who was
really special, really loved. | wanted to be likat It was the only song that | could listen tattivould

tune out all the other jackasses in the bar.”

| don't really know what to say about this, sait pvhat | hope is a reassuring hand on her

shoulder. She quickly turns and gives me a tiglgt Burprising me.

“Alright. Let’s go back to Hazard and get out efr&,” she says.



After a few awkward apologies, | manage to gaifficgently nicotine and Xanax sated Starla
into the car. Hazard tries his best to be as riftamsive as possible, and Starla relaxes and |GoKg
content, all things considered. We put on The Misl & isn't long before Starla asks if | have “Laidy
Red.” I've always hated the song, but | don't tedt this, | just apologize for not having it. Sheedn’t
seem to mind and after a few minutes asks meatelany Spice Girls. What doesn’t surprise mbas t
I had one of their albums, but rather, that Hazaeimed to know all the words. We give him a good
ribbing about this. Ahead of us is Michigan—andpite the long miles of overcast sky, this Midwest

welcome feels appropriate, a heralding for our hsiate.



We curl around Chicago, and drive up into Michigarn94. The semis, those great behemoths,
drive in both the left and right hand lane, messlg passing small cars. | even see Hazard padesd a
times by sports cars and SUVs, seemingly a firthimtrip. Eventually we see the great big Midhel
Uniroyal tire ballooning up into the landscape, @it some feet of glowing Americana. The blue LED
lights faintly glow the mess of drifting grey snowe turn onto Cass Avenue, and Hazard slows down

and lets out a low whistle.

“I knew that it changed since | was here, but hiigxpect this,” he mutters.

Hazard waited a while in our relationship befoeetdld me about the time he spent in Detroit
during the 70s and 80s before he started workingM. He leftAnn Arbor after the summer of 67’,
bouncing around for a while, eventually ending apkoin Detroit using heroin. He said it was bad, bu
when | pressed for details, he changed the sul#jédte said was that he got clean, moved to Lamsin

met my mom and started some of the happiest tirmes dife.

“Are these your old stomping grounds?”

“Yeah, Snowbean,” he says distractedly, and troémtg, “| used to stay right there. Junkies,
pimps, prostitutes, dealers, we were the city’sdiri’ | try to imagine Hazard in this place, anohfirwhat
he’s told me about himself, it isn't hard to do.eTtmotel itself is flaked by a vacant lot on oneesiahd
two abandoned houses on the other. Most of theomiaan the ground floor are covered with plywood,
and the ones up higher are mostly intact. The wirsdare skeletal, empty. A six foot high brick wiall

covered in graffiti. It feels out of place from theer and modern looking buildings up the street.

“Was it dangerous when you were here?” Starla. askfirst | feel a hint of uneasiness, afraid

that this is uncomfortable for Hazard. But appdyeihite’s in one of his chatty manic moods.

“Shit, kids were getting gunned down, or beatoabed all the time. Just over on that corner

were at least three different shootings that | egged. And a few blocks that way they found sonys g



actually fucking beheaded. But don’t get me wrdbgss Corridor was bad, but Hamtramck and Highland

Park were worse.”

“Looks fine now,” | say, pointing out a yoga stadi

Hazard takes a turn down Mack and he points @agephear Woodward. “See that hotel? The
YBI's used to sell right out of there. I'd use tlup and find like twenty five guys just waitirgound,
and then they’d bring out a grocery bag of heroirsiare out the window. | don’t understand why &taiz
would harm himself like that. | don’t want to tadkout my feelings and reactions to this news with

Starla in the car, so | don’t say anything.

“Did the police ever bust you?” Starla asks exttitel am annoyed that she is giving off the

impression that this was cool.

“Before Nixon got worried about his precious whitietnam veterans smoking smack, the police
left this area alone. | almost never saw a polftiear in here. Then Nixon starts his War on Druaysd

we get all these crazy white undercover cops whbljeep shooting black kids.”

“At least they were getting rid of the criminalslie says.

“People just don’t understand it. Ok, so like gore is told that Detroit went to shit because of
black people or the unions or whatever other rdotiishit. But there were always ghettos. When peop
came up from the South for jobs, its not like thest left their racism there,” he scoffs. “So whilight
happens, and the city loses a lot of money. The iadustry is declining, and the only way to make
money is selling drugs. The city was abandonedpledmad to survive, they had to eat. So | hustleds
as long as | could until I was smoking too muclit.afuckily, Nixon put the Methadone clinic in, btitat
place was a madhouse. Never enough stuff, andhsitiithe people in there didn’t even have track

marks. | lost a lot of friends living here. | have idea how | made it out alive.”



Starla doesn’t say anything more as Hazard coegimiown Mack. Most of the houses look nice,
but I can tell that many are abandoned as well.Sttet starts to glow white-blue as the day ends.
Without warning, he turns, and a completely ddfgrscene emerges. Houses, covered in stuffed
animals, polka dots, and all sorts of things then’t even tell. Nailed to the houses, leaninggainst
trees, are large sheets of plywood with abstrasgand animals painted on them. Some of them have

slogans, others reference God.

“Still here, eh. | remember a few years afterft éme of my friends wrote me describing this

place.” Hazard mentions.

“What is this?” Starla asks.

“Before | met him, he failed out of his senior yedile studying art at U of M. We found each
other at one of the houses and became friends aaltlwyo out and score smack together. After | ledt,
gets clean and tells me about this art projectggomand how he is apart of it, and how importar# i

socially, and all this stuff.”

He pulls over, and we get out of the car. Theecaafiew other couples on the block, looking at
the houses and taking pictures. | notice that &tads unsuccessfully to hold Hazard’s hand, leut h
subtly shakes her off. Feeling better, | wandes the various yards of these crazy houses. | rmagdid
a patch of yard that has been turned into somedf/pacuum cleaner graveyard. The snow is stamped
down from lots of footprints, but its still slipperl find one house in particular that I'm drawn #obright
orange house with a mustard yellow garage next.ddbsorts of masks cover the house, as if it waere
gallery. One large piece of abstract art is sa@steng that | can’'t decide if it's a mermaid, adke, or a
kind of amoeba. As I'm studying these bursts obgdHazard puts a hand on my shoulder and whispers
to me, “Your mom always did love art. She'd lovestisometimes you look so much like her.” Hazard
sniffles slightly from the cold and | take thataasign to get back into the car. Starla is alremaying for

us, looking reserved.



Hazard circles back around and drives us backittbddWn to drop off Starla. I'm not sure if she’s
gotten in contact with her cousin to let her knotwew she’s coming, but she knows exactly where the
house is. It's one of the nicer homes, one wififesher coat of paint and a big wreath on the ddoear
the unmistakable pop of her opening her Xanax nagidic, and after a few seconds, she opens the car

door.

A young woman covered in piercings and tattoosegbe door. It takes her a few moments, but

then she wraps Starla up in a hug.

“Tara! What are you doing here?”

“I made it out of that shithole. | thought we ctdgipend some time together.” Apparently
Starla/Tara didn’t announce that she was drivimgsecthe country to live with her cousin. The other
woman blinks, but offers for Starla to come in.e$lints to Hazard and I. “These are my friends. |

thought maybe we could all go out for dinner or gould cook.” The woman hesitates, and bites Iper li

“Actually | have class tomorrow. Not a good nigBtt why don’t you come in.”

“Oh, that's fine. Just let me say goodbye,” shessand bounds down the steps. Without
warning, she full on kisses Hazard on the lipsglyiss wide, as she holds his face. When she pudlg,a
Hazard wraps her up into a lose hug and pats h#reoback. I've never been the “hugging type,”
especially with near strangers, so | make an efifogive Starla a high five. She ignores this amdps

me in a tight hug. She insists on giving me hemghnumber, and | promise that I'll keep in touch.

With one last burst of flair, Starla walks a fei@s up the porch, turns, blows Hazard and me

a kiss, and walks inside.






By the time that we leave Detroit and get to Sediegy it's nearly nine at night. Most of the
houses look the same: single story built in theD$9%ith big flat yards covered in snow. Hazardshde
seem to second guess himself at all on where hisreayo, but from what | can tell, there are niutt af
opportunities to take a wrong turn in this smalmo We pass a funeral home, a quick lube, and kahk,
with German sounding names. We pull up into theadvay of another small looking house, and although
| can’t make out faces, | can see two figures émffiof a yellow lighted window. When | make a madwge

get out of the car, Hazard stops me.

“Alright, kiddo, here’s the plan: I'm going to g there and talk for a few moments, and I'll

wave you in to let you know when it's time to com#.”

| agree that this is the best option, and watohds he walks around the car and too the front
door. Before he can even get there though, | $emd quickly peek out of the front room curtairg an
then leave. The front door swings open, and bdfewen realize what's going on, | see Hazard spin
around violently and then fall to his knees. | owt of the car to make sure that he’'s ok. Thedfbmvs
from his nose onto the porch. A man about Hazaagésis standing with his fist clenched at the dayrw

and inside | hear an old woman'’s voice yelling aheliat’'s going on.

“Are you ok?” | ask, leaning down.

“I'm fine,” Hazard spurts. “Get back in the car.”

“I'm not leaving you. They'll just have to dealtivime,” | say.

“Who are you?” The man in the doorway asks.

| stand up and face the man. He’s taller than Hazand pudgier. But he has the same eyes and

nose. | can tell he’s sizing me up for a momenb#gore he utters a single “damnit.”



“Fritz, who's there?” the old woman asks again.

“Go back to the kitchen, ma. Let me figure this$, bEritz says.

Hazard’s head shoots upward, his eyes big. H&blirfew times and then stands up so quickly

that he stumbles. | grab a hold of his arm. “Morh&"says.

The old woman comes back to the door and puslisaside.

“Oh my god, is it you Dieter?”

This small woman rushes forward and hugs Hazghdlyi. She’s cries, and Hazard cries too,
long rivulets of blood running down the back of Bapulder. The amount of blood makes me light
headed, so | shoulder my way past Fritz to go eamd find Hazard some kind of towel. Last thing we
need is him passing out from blood loss right ndwralk into the bright kitchen and see a varigty o
newspaper clippings and photographs on the tadidext to the sink are a few bunches of flowers in
different vases. | glance at one of the cards arehds “In deepest sympathy.” | turn back to tide
and in the center is an obituary for Alfred T. Ligimy grandfather, and Hazard’s father. He dietl las
week. | let out a long breath. Hazard is goingdwehone hell of a night. A wave of clam and puepos
flows over me—my protective instinct kicking in,cabefore | know it, I'm back at the front door
handing Hazard a worn kitchen towel for his nosahBare still crying, and Hazard takes the towel
without breaking the embrace. | give Fritz a hakithat | hope conveys “do not fuck with my dad
anymore” and | see his entire posture soften befgreyes. He slumps into the wall and runs on@f

doughy hands through his thinning hair.

“Come on,” | say quietly, “let’s give them a monmeWe can talk.” Fritz doesn’t object, and he

leads me back into the kitchen. He slumps intoaarchnd | start filling a nearby kettle with water



“There’s some tea and instant coffee next to thees” he says half-heartedly pointing. | grab
two mugs from the drying rack near the sink, anebayl a few tablespoons of the instant coffee.n'do

want to sit down right now, so | lean against tharder.

“What's your name?” Fritz asks.

“Snow.”

“Dieter named you Snow? Did you take his last n&mo@ The kids must have loved you

growing up,” he said.

“Yeah. Snow Light. | know.” | said.

“So you're his daughter.”

“Yes.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-four.”

Fritz lets out a long low whistle. “Dieter nevetd us that he had a kid. Not that | would know—I

haven't seen him in almost two decades.”

Part of me wonders if | should let Hazard do #idking about his life, but I look over in the
doorway, and he is now sitting against the walhwiis mom next to him. 1 think at this point latgihis

family know about me is the least of his concerns.

“Yeah, he was married to my mom for a few yearsigehe left. | was two at the time.”

“Of course he runs out on his wife and kid,” Fstmorts. He stands up and starts pacing. “What a

lowlife.”



“Hey, settle down. Now.” Fritz stops pacing astbbmmand and looks at me square in the face.

“Whatever happened between my mother, Hazard| snahly our business. I'm not excusing
what he did. | don’t expect you to forgive him tgini, but I've already come to terms with what

happened. I've let him back into my life, for bette for worse.”

Fritz averts his eyes downward, and slumps backtive kitchen chair. | decide to give him a bit
of space in the conversation, and | don’t say angtimore, letting him process what is happeningeif

long minutes, he starts talking again, stoppingstottering, with long pauses between his sentences

“I'm sorry that you have to walk in on this. I'nuiiee you're a nice person. But you have to
understand that man out there has put this fatnityugh hell. Packs up and leaves when he’s bagly 1
without a goodbye, doesn't tell us where he’s gpihbe’s alive or dead. The last time | saw himnhest
have been maybe twenty-one, twenty-two. He coraek bne day strung out on some kind of drug with
a male prostitute asking for money. | tried to lyet to sober up, stay a while, but he was gonerbef
morning and managed to clear out my wallet . Arad’'$ht. That’s the last | saw of that man before
tonight. I've tried contacting him for years, butdn never seem to find him. And on the one or two
occasions that | manage to call him up, it goesgitt to voicemail that he never returns. | triedontact
him about the funeral, but | wasn't even able talfan address or telephone number. I'm assuming he

doesn’t know about your grandfather yet. So yolunel, what are you two doing here?”

My mouth has gone dry and my knees are weak.whkti@zard made some bad choices, but |

didn’t know what. | start to feel angry and dizayd nauseous all at once. Fritz stands up.

“Sit down,” he says, and pulls out a chair. Now fity turn to slump down and process
everything. Suddenly, | feel really foolish abthis whole curse business. I'm wondering agaihéafse

were just the ravings of a severely damaged marn.that is something | just need to sit on for alevh



As much as | want answers, tonight is not the niglatsk Fritz or anyone else about the cursestirjaed

to hold it together for a little while longer. | wbadd to the drama tonight.

“I'm here to meet the family,” | say.

“Did Dieter mention anything about his father? Dielknow that he died?”

“He didn’t say anything to me. He doesn't likekiah about his past a lot except that he’s made a

lot of mistakes. This trip was supposed to be goodhim.”

Tears start to gather in my eyes, and | canhatl im on the edge of a breakdown. | don’t want

to cry. My throat is tight. Once the first tearlsabver my cheek, | stand up and let out a breath.

“I need a cigarette. I'll be back in a moment.”

“You can go out through the garage so you donveha walk over those two,” Fritz offers and

points to a door attached to the kitchen.

“Think we can put a hold on further drama untiet back?” | ask with a half smirk. Fritz snorts,

and | take that as a yes.

A quick flip of the light switch and the floresddight shudders, casting white shadows over
what looks to be an early 1970s Mustang. | donthboto look more than this, but | can tell it Ider
and rusted out. | doubt Hazard knows of his brégHewe of cars. There are so many boxes and wsirio

antiques scattered around that | have to be casigfestepping them all.

Fortunately, Hazard left his cigarettes in ThedBalthough at this point if they weren’t there |
would be seriously tempted to slip away to a gasost for a moment. Hazard and my grandmother have
completely moved inside the house at this poird, the front door is closed behind them. The poigift |

still shines off Hazard’s red metallic pool of btbolt's stopped snowing, but the clouds are Btlhging



heavily overhead. Sebewaing seems like a placeanjar would see an infinite curtain of stars ifiére
a clear night. There’'s something completely ped@dfaut this town, something pure. No wonder Hazard

left.

The peace is quickly shattered when | hear mdimgeoming from inside. | throw down my

half smoked cigarette, and dash back in, hopingtkiese’s no more violence.

“l don't understand,” Hazard is sobbing.

“What do you mean?” Fritz asks.

“Mom was supposed to have a horrible life,” Hazsargs.

“Why on earth would you think that?” His motheysaputting an arm on his shoulder.

“Because of the curse. It wasn't supposed tokeethis.”

Shit. | should interject something here, tell Hazhut up, but I'm completely frozen. It’s like
I’'m watching the scene unfold like a movie in frafitme, completely incapable of changing the dicect

that has already been filmed.

“What the hell are you talking about, Dieter,”tErasks.

“Samson and Delilah! The curse! Our family is eat$o have a red head come into their life and
either kill them or separate them from the oney thee. Mom was cursed. Our ancestors were cursed.

I'm cursed. Snow'’s cursed too.”

Somehow, my knees become unstuck and | rush ow¢azard and wrap him up in a hug.
“Shhhh, it's ok, it's ok. Calm down.” | whisperying to stop his raving. | glance at Fritz and my

grandmother, and both of them look horrified.

“Who is this?” my grandmother asks.



| guess Hazard didn’t get around to telling heswbne.

“Mom, this is my daughter, Snow. Snow baby, tieim about the curse. Tell them about what

you've found,” Hazard pleads.

“I'm not sure this is the right time. Why don’t vedl just calm down, and we can talk about this

later when we have a clear head. It's going tolhddad,” | say.

At hearing me call him “dad” for the first time aldard sobbing intensifies and he sinks to his
knees. He is folding into himself, breaking rigifront of our eyes. I've never seen a grown ragn
like this. | wish that Fritz and my grandmothemam@t here right now, the last thing Hazard neasd®i
them to see him like this. They already have sohranger towards him, they don’t need to think he’s

crazy as well.

“Come on, Dad, let's go outside for a minute.6ok over to Fritz and my grandmother, “Can |

have a moment alone with him, please?”

“No,” Hazard sobs, “No, Snow. You tell them rigidw. Tell them what you found. I'm not

crazy. I'm not.”

“What is he talking about,” Fritz asks sternly.

“It's a long story,” | say. Fritz doesn'’t look ppased. Nor does Hazard. | pull up Hazard's face
so that he is looking at me. “Alright. | will tethem everything | know, once you calm down. Deal#
sniffles, and a mixture of blood and snot drips ddws face. “Let’s get you to the bathroom and clea

you up, ok?”

Hazard doesn’t respond, but he doesn’t object Whesd him to the bathroom. | close the door
behind us, even though the others don't follow. ©we get in there, he crumbles to the floor bedides

toilet. | wet a washcloth in the sink, and then ipotver his forehead. Right as | think that hiareehave



stopped, he proceeds to open up the toilet andtvétisi body is breaking in front of me. My stomach
twists painfully, and all I want to do is not presewhat is going on. | just want his pain to endieWhe
finally stops vomiting, | again wipe his foreheadhwthe washcloth. He leans against the tub, cotalyie

slack. His tears have stopped.

“Want to tell me what happened to set you off likis?” | ask softly.

“She said she had a good life. She ended up marthie man she left my dad for and moved to
Tallahassee. She had a couple of kids. | havefaistdr.” He closes his eyes and runs a hand gjtrdis

hair.

“l don’'t understand.”

“She tried to write to us for years, but apparently dad never passed along the letters. She was

happy, Snow. How could she be cursed if she wagyrapjust don't understand.”

| don’t want to say this aloud, | don’t want toyghat maybe the curse doesn't exist. But

Hazard needs to come to reality.

“What if there is no curse?” These words hang héathe air. Hazard looks up at me as if |

slapped him.

“No. No. You researched it. You found the curse i

“What if it was just a coincidence? Sometimes thaidlgs happen to good people, Hazard.” He
doesn’t object or say anything to this, so | camtin‘l mean, doesn't it strike you as odd thahére is
this big curse we've only been able to find twoestheople aside from yourself and your mother that

were cursed? What if Mary and Robert were just cky@”



“Then what the fuck does that mean for me, Sndw,{ells. “Where does that leave me? What
does that mean for my life? Every thing that I'end wrong, everything. What kind of person am | if

I'm not cursed?”

Instead of crying anew, Hazard zones out complesghring straight ahead.

“I don't know. We all make mistakes, we all dortfps we regret. But we need to own up to our

mistakes. We need to try to be better people witfinding a scapegoat.”

| don’t even know what these words mean until thaye tumbled out of my mouth. So it's true.
There is no curse. Hazard is delusional. And hk e along for the ride. A wave of guilt washesrove
me for enabling him. | feel dirty. | have taken adtage of this man, feeding into his delusions gosit

could have a relationship with him. And now | mawl damaged him beyond repair.

“Hazard, Dad, I'm so sorry,” | say, tears rollidgwn my cheeks.

He still doesn't say anything. | bury my faceniy hands. | press my palms to my eye sockets,

wanting to concentrate on something else.

“You ok in there?” my grandmother’s small voic&kas

“Yeah. Just give us a few more minutes,” | chole o

“We’'re going to go to bed. It's been a long nigdrtall of us. There are some blankets and
pillows in the guest bedroom and on the couch fartyvo. | was supposed to fly back to Florida
tomorrow, but I've pushed my flight back to Thurgd@/e’ll all talk more tomorrow, but don’t be afdai

to wake me if you need anything, ok?”

Hazard and | don’t say anything to each othetHerrest of the night. After another forty-five

minutes or so, we finally get off the bathroonofl@and | put him to bed. | don’t want to leave



Hazard alone, so | decide to sleep on the flodh@fguest bedroom. Surprisingly, it doesn't takegléor

me to fall asleep, completely exhausted by thegddayénts.

The next morning | awake with a start, and immiedyarecall last night's events. Hazard snores
beside me, and | stare at the ceiling. | try topargy mind around everything that | know, every thihat
has happened now that | don't have to talk Hazfiitthe crazy ledge. Hazard, Dieter, whoever théfuc
this man is, is not a good man. This is a manabhanhdoned his best friend, his family, and my mothe
He's broken more than his fair share of hearts &lerug addict and a thief. He's completely fugkin

delusional and has sucked me into one of the biggesses that | didn't need in my life.

And I've completely enabled him in all of this.

Guilt washes over me. How many times could | htaveed back? How many times could | have
refocused his attentions? Truly, this is a mah shauld probably be in therapy, not driving acribes
country with his estranged adult daughter smokisiggmd picking up questionable women in trashy

hotels. | feel like I'm going to throw up. Why diallow myself to be taken in with him so much?

And then, like a punch to the throat, everythiegdmes clear. Because he has charisma. He
charmed me just like he charmed everyone else.'tAaddicts supposed to be good at this? How could |
have ignored my intuition? Because | was threatéinadmy life would turn out like shit just likedi
because of that stupid lie of a curse. Tears &tanllect in the corners of my eyes. | roll outbefd and
make my way to the bathroom to blow my nose. Aftamerge, | find Fritz and my grandmother sitting

at the kitchen table drinking coffee.

They look up at me expectantly, as if | know whabing on and what | should do. The sunlight
pours into the room almost too happily. My eyesrace and | know if | were to talk, my voice would

quake.



"Good morning, Snow," my grandmother says politely

I nod. Fritz looks like he's about to say somaghbut my grandmother lays a hand on his

forearm. | clear my throat and gather up my stiengt

"How about we talk later once Hazard is awake."

Fritz snorts, "l can't believe he makes his owagléer call him that stupid name."

"Please, Fritz, that isn't helpful,"” my grandmatbkays sternly.

"I'm already awake," Hazard says, coming up behiadHis chest and shoulders look sunken in.
When | try to make eye contact with him, he juates off to the side. For some reason this stabagh

my heart.

We both take a seat at the table and my grandmg#ts Hazard and | coffee. She carefully puts

out cream and sugar, but no one takes any. THe binirp loudly outside, too brightly for this marg.

"Alright Snow," Hazard says, "let's get this owath."

"Don't you want to tell them?" | ask.

"No. It will be better if it comes from you. | dbknow what is right and what is wrong anymore.

I need an outside perspective."

| take a breath. | certainly don't want to bedhe to tell Hazard's story, but Fritz and my

grandmother look at me like | am the responsibke. on

"Ok," I say, trying to think of a place on wheceltegin. "A few months ago | moved up to

Seattle and Hazard contacted me..."



When I'm finished with the tale, Fritz looks sodv®e could spit, and my grandmother is silent.

"It's all my fault,” she says. "If | didn't leayeu boys, then you wouldn't be in this mess. Ifon

you had a mother to guide you, you wouldn't be wlyeiu are today."

"Mom, it's ok, you did what you had to do. | lovldd, but he was a downright bastard. He didn't
deserve to have you in your life. Sure, | wish wald have gotten in contact sooner, but that's rabre

Dad's fault than yours."

"What are you talking about?" Hazard asks, hisediaggard.

"Oh honey. | tried writing you several times stagtabout a year after | left. But your father

decided that he wouldn't share any of these lettghsyou."

Hazard stands up and starts pacing around thieekitdHe runs his hands through his hair, and
I've never seen him look so old. He looks like edaten years in one night. He crouches down to the

floor and buries his palms inside of his eye saxket

I'm crying now. It's just not fair. It wasn't fdor me, and it wasn't fair for Fritz or any of my
other uncles, it wasn't fair for my grandmotherd &rwasn't fair for Hazard. Hazard starts
hyperventilating, and | feel myself starting tottle same. | need to get out of here. | bolt ouhef

kitchen and make my way to the overly bright backcp.

| stare at the weeds and dandelions poking otiteoédges of the cement walkway. | run my
hands through my hair. | clench my jaw and it féi&ls my heart breaks all over again. It's just faat |
cry hard for a while, letting the snot and the $ezollect on the ground. | cry until it feels likee cried
out every last bit of my being. Then | wipe my nosethe back of my hand a few times and stand up,

determined.



My grandmother sits on the floor next to Hazard &ritz stands off to the side disapprovingly.
Hazard turns his head when | enter, his face brokkis is a man that needs me more than ever. Tisere

no charisma in this moment.

"Dad," | start, clearing my throat. He looks upimy eyes. "Dad, if you want a relationship with
me, | need you to go into therapy. You have ala$sues you need to work out, and frankly, I'm not
capable of dealing with them. | don't want to eealau, but | don't want to abandon you either. iBsit
your choice. You can either run away again fromhalse you love, or you can stand up and take

responsibility for your actions. You can get hety aestart your life."

Fritz and my grandmother stare at me wide-eyedakthbreaks down again, his shoulders

heaving with great sobs.

"Yes, Snow, yes. Yes | will absolutely go to thmrd he says.

"Starting today," | say, not as a question, bu apulation.

"Starting today," my Dad says.

Epilogue:

It's been about half a year now that Dad's spetiitd mental hospital and things are looking
better and better by the day. He goes to individgalell as group therapy sessions, and he'sctarte
have sessions with me, Fritz, and my grandmother nhoved back to Michigan for the time being,
figuring there was nothing nearly as important twild keep me in Seattle. Mom's even visited him

once, but says that she's going to have to gisenite time before they can even consider beingdisen



again. The doctors figure that in another monteaohe can start living on his own again. Dad s&s h

excited to get some real food, but he's alwaysst@ato say he doesn't want to rush anything.

Last night, my grandmother flew up again and welena big dinner to bring to Dad. Fried
chicken, green beans, and mashed potatoes. Histéaudis face lights up when we enter the clitie.
talks happily yet evenly about how he and his tpistdinally read the letters that my grandmotheote
to him over the years. There are a few tears sghed)ad says that he's getting closer and closar to
place of forgiveness both for himself and his mothie says that it will still take him a while, atttht
there will be starts and upsets, but he is onittg track. Fritz still holds a lot of bitternedsjt him and |
are starting to come around. Mostly Fritz and Ilttrpuild a relationship between the both of ushauit
mention of Dad. | don't know if Fritz will ever fgive Dad for all the things he's done, but he hasand

his mom. It might not be every one who he's evst, lout for now, its genuinely more than enough.









