


ONE
We	forgot	 to	cut	our	hair.	We	forgot	 to	do	our	homework.	We	forgot	 to	call
our	 friends	 back.	 We	 spent	 whole	 afternoons	 diving	 into	 the	 skin	 of
outstretched	 necks,	 sucked-in	 bellies,	warm	 chests.	When	 apart,	 we	 plotted
where	our	fingers	could	climb	our	spines	undisturbed,	where	we	could	crush
each	other	next.	We	took	turns	 leading	each	other	 into	empty	piano	practice
rooms	 and	 library	 stacks,	 and	 our	 bodies	 seemed	 to	 bond	 and	 bend	 to	 fit
anywhere	that	would	take	us,	like	two	inseparable	rats.

We	were	two	people	sick	in	love,	closing	our	paint-peeling	shutters	to	the
traffic	 outside	 as	 if	 the	 room	 would	 never	 need	 air,	 as	 long	 as	 we	 could
breathe	into	it.	So	we	did.	Until	someone	opened	the	door	and	all	that	oxygen
yanked	him	out	into	the	world	and	slammed	me	back	into	the	fire,	where	the
burning	is	slow	and	steady.

I	 am	 Miriam,	 singing	 a	 song	 for	 the	 sorry	 women.	 He	 is	 Elliot,	 sharing
museum	fries	with	his	new	girl.	We	are	over.	It	exhausts	me.

Ms.	 D,	 the	 mastermind	 behind	 our	 junior	 year	 visit	 to	 the	 Smithsonian,
announces	 we	 have	 an	 hour	 and	 a	 half	 for	 lunch	 and	 general	 meandering
before	 the	 yellow	 bus	 zips	 us	 back	 to	 school.	 Everybody	 scatters	 to	 their
corners	of	the	National	Mall.	I	have	no	business	thumbing	my	dangly	earrings
by	the	triple-layer	fountain	or	looking	busy	in	front	of	the	vending	machine.
I’m	not	looking	forward	to	picking	at	cafeteria	sushi	on	the	steps	behind	the
castle,	 trading	 bets	 on	who	will	 drink	 or	 fuck	 the	most	 over	 the	 upcoming
weekend,	checking	my	back	for	boys	who	call	each	other	gay	for	fun.	Those
are	not	my	girls	and	boys.

I	liked	the	bass	player	who	could	do	math,	the	guy	who	craves	falafel	and
scribbles	fantasy	playlists	in	a	Moleskine	he	keeps	in	his	back	pocket.	E	is	for
Elliot,	 extra	 excruciating.	 An	 artist,	 a	 music	 man,	 someone	 with	 depth.	 I
wanted	more,	you	know,	like	the	Little	Mermaid.

And	I	got	it,	the	whole	deal—the	love,	the	sex,	the	decay.	All	of	it.	I	know
everybody	wants	that.	Well,	I	got	it,	and	I	lost	it.	Now	at	least	I	can	write	you
a	sad	song	with	some	depth.



“Hey	Meem,	come	over	here.”

It’s	 Adam,	 my	 best	 friend	 pre-Elliot,	 fellow	 photography	 enthusiast,	 the
only	guy	who	can	wear	a	T-shirt	with	a	Renoir	painting	and	not	get	any	crap
for	 it.	 “Meem”	 is	 the	 name	 he	 gave	me	 after	 our	 first	 summer	 developing
photos	 in	my	basement	darkroom,	back	when	we	thought	pictures	of	busted
bicycles	were	 cool.	 It’s	 stuck	 for	over	 four	years	now.	 I	 drag	my	 feet	 close
enough	to	smell	burnt	coffee	on	him.	It’s	the	first	time	I	feel	okay	all	morning.
I	want	to	plant	my	nose	in	his	curly	hair.

“There’s	 a	 Winogrand	 exhibit	 at	 the	 Gallery.	 Let’s	 get	 a	 hot	 dog	 or
something	and	go,”	he	says.

Winogrand	 is	 one	 of	 the	 greatest	 storytellers	 of	 all	 time.	 Almost	 every
Winogrand	picture	is	interesting,	whether	it’s	the	light,	the	subject,	the	angle,
or	the	timing	that	holds	your	gaze.

“I	don’t	know,	Adam.	Maybe.	I’ll	think	about	it.”

Adam’s	brick	house	is	five	blocks	after	my	yellow	one,	but	we	never	spoke
until	Hebrew	school,	 in	sixth	grade.	We	were	 the	only	 two	kids	who	hadn’t
been	there	since	kindergarten.	His	mom	is	Jewish	and	his	Dad	is	Quaker.	My
parents	are	both	Jewish,	but	they	call	themselves	humanist	Jews.	Basically,	it
means	they	think	Judaism	is	less	about	God	and	more	about	people	and	their
story.

My	parents	are	big	on	stories	and	roots	and	knowing	where	you	come	from.
They	 think	 religion	 is	 about	 dignity,	 family,	 and	 looking	 for	 some	 kind	 of
truth.	They’re	big	on	truth.	That’s	why	we	do	Shabbat	even	though	we	don’t
follow	most	other	 rules,	why	 they	 sent	me	 to	 read	 the	Torah	when	 I	 turned
twelve.	So	that	I	could	remember	I	have	a	soul	as	well	as	a	history.	It’s	fine
with	me.	Winogrand	was	Jewish	too.

“Maybe?”	Adam	says,	interrupting	my	scrambled	thoughts.
“You’ll	 think	 about	 it?	What’s	wrong	with	 you,	Meem?	What	 else	 are	 you
gonna	do?	You	know	Winogrand’s	your	favorite.”

“Lange	is	my	favorite,	Adam,”	I	remind	him.

His	huge	brown	eyes	roll.	The	lazy	left	one	lags	a	little.	“Lange	is	fucking
depressing.”



Adam	could	say	the	Hebrew	curse	words	better	than	any	other	pimply-ass
kid	 in	 that	 room,	 and	 he	 read	 the	 Torah	 with	 enough	 confidence	 to	 earn
everybody’s	respect,	even	the	Rabbi’s,	who	generally	disapproved	of	us	late-
comers.	 He	 knew	 what	 the	 words	 meant	 too.	 His	 mother	 promised	 him	 a
camera	for	his	bar	mitzvah,	and	he	earned	 that	 thing	fair	and	square.	That’s
the	year	I	got	my	darkroom.	After	we	became	friends,	we	spent	every	other
day	messing	with	baths	and	light	in	my	basement,	talking	about	our	favorite
photographers.	We	agreed	on	Winogrand.

“It’s	 the	 1964	 pictures,	 Meem.	 You	 sure?”	 he	 says	 now,	 and	 his	 voice
betrays	that	impatient	pity,	the	kind	that’s	been	haunting	me	since	I	broke	up
with	Elliot.

The	1964	pictures	were	taken	the	year	Winogrand	got	a	grant	and	used	it	to
travel	across	the	country.	They’re	a	portrait	of	a	country	I	don’t	really	know,
but	many	of	them	are	impossible	to	forget.	They	look	so	real,	like	a	real	piece
of	the	culture,	like	they	could	only	be	taken	in	that	moment,	in	that	place.	It’s
what	every	photographer	wishes	they	could	do.

“I	don’t	know,	Adam.	Maybe.	I	may	just	hang	around	here	…	”

“Come	on	…	”

I	don’t	know	what	to	say.	Sometimes	it	feels	like	I’m	on	a	deadline	and	if	I
don’t	 cheer	 up	 soon,	 they	might	 all	 leave	me.	 It	 blows	 to	 be	 around	 a	 sad
person,	 and	 it	 blows	 most	 if	 they	 used	 to	 be	 your	 best	 friend,	 or	 your
adventurous,	smart	daughter.

I	 consider	 how	 much	 I	 love	 the	 1964	Winogrand	 photos,	 especially	 the
picnic	 in	 the	 desert.	 There’s	 a	 beautiful	white	 car,	 the	 kind	with	 fins	 and	 a
wide	rear	end,	and	it’s	parked	in	the	middle	of	the	White	Sands	Desert.	The
car	 is	 next	 to	 a	 picnic	 shelter	 that	 looks	 like	 it’s	 from	 the	 future.	There’s	 a
family	too,	a	couple	of	kids	and	a	woman,	maybe	in	a	red	shirt,	and	they	are
all	walking	toward	a	grill,	 in	the	middle	of	a	desert.	The	only	scenery	is	the
sand	and	the	sky—a	family	stopping	for	lunch	in	the	middle	of	sand	and	sky.
It’s	unreal,	but	it	happened.	I	imagine	Winogrand,	the	photographer,	stopping
his	own	car	to	capture	the	scene,	thinking:	only	here,	only	now.

As	I	remember	all	that	bright	light,	I	start	to	feel	nauseous,	like	the	more	I
try	to	focus,	the	more	I	lose	my	balance.	This	is	not	the	first	time.	I’ve	been
getting	sick	quite	a	bit	 lately,	so	I	know	what	usually	happens	next.	 I	shake



my	 head	 quickly,	 nod	 goodbye,	 and	 hurry	 to	 find	 the	 nearest	 museum
bathroom,	where	I	elbow	my	way	through	the	people	who	check	in	and	out	of
my	city	every	day.

When	I	get	to	the	toilet,	nothing	comes	out,	so	I	stare	at	 the	cloudy	water
and	wave	my	hand	in	front	of	the	little	laser	just	to	see	it	flush	clean.	I	know
what	nausea	can	mean	for	a	girl	who	used	to	sleep	with	a	boy.	Never	mind.
I’m	alone	again.	I	can	stand	up.	Everything	smells	like	bleach.

By	the	time	I	get	back	outside,	I’m	hungry.	I	can	see	Adam	walking	toward
the	exhibit.	He’s	about	a	block	away.	His	arms	are	all	 long	and	 loose	at	his
sides,	 the	 way	 boys	 seem	 to	 have	more	 gravity	 but	 less	 weight,	 their	 long
limbs	dragging	and	swinging	and	falling	to	the	earth.	Not	like	girls,	who	keep
everything	close	to	their	body.	I	follow	his	backpack	like	it’s	a	red	shiny	bug
getting	smaller	and	smaller.

I	know	what’s	in	there.	Extra	batteries,	a	notebook,	music,	an	old	city	map,
maybe	 a	 snack,	 definitely	 a	drink,	 his	 tiny	 leather	wallet,	 coins	 all	 over	 his
front	pocket.	I	haven’t	looked	in	there	for	a	long	time.	Still,	I	know.	We	were
that	 close.	Adam	 turns	 around,	 and	 I	wince.	 I	 don’t	want	 him	 to	 catch	me
looking,	but	there	are	no	trees	to	hide	behind.	Everything	is	so	open	here.	He
doesn’t	seem	to	see	me.	I	blend	too	well	with	the	gravel	and	the	buildings.

A	 girl	 I	 know	 from	 English	 class	 (short	 hair,	 enviable	 breasts,	 mildly
interesting	 insights)	 is	walking	 toward	 him.	Adam	motions	 for	 her	 to	 catch
up.	His	camera	strap	is	wrapped	around	his	wrist.	That’s	how	he	always	holds
it—ready	to	shoot.	It	seems	offensive	today,	out	in	the	daylight	like	that,	and
Adam	suddenly	annoys	me.

The	 girl	 (what	 the	 hell	 is	 her	 name?)	 runs	 ahead	 and	 stops	 to	 face	 him,
begging	for	a	picture.	She	sticks	her	ass	out	a	little,	one	hand	on	her	hip.	He
shakes	 his	 head,	 then	 gives	 in	 with	 a	 smile.	 He	 got	 her.	 Never	 mind
Winogrand	and	his	picnic.	Adam’s	not	going	 to	miss	me.	The	 ladies	 love	a
mystery	art	man.	I	should	know.

I	turn	away	to	find	a	good	spot	to	attempt	lunch.	So	far,	the	sea	sickness	has
killed	 my	 appetite,	 but	 I	 can’t	 bring	 myself	 to	 throw	 the	 food	 away.	 My
mother	has	been	packing	my	 lunch	 for	 the	past	 two	months.	She	 taught	me
how	to	make	my	own	sandwiches	when	I	was	four,	and	now	she	sends	me	off
with	a	brown	bag	every	day.	She’s	worried	I’m	losing	weight,	and	she	has	a
point.



I	should	take	at	least	one	bite.	I	opt	for	the	carousel	and	find	the	bench	with
the	least	pigeon	shit,	where	I	sit	and	reach	into	my	bag	for	last	night’s	dinner.
I	dig	for	her	sandwich	under	the	flashlight,	my	camera,	my	extra	sweater,	and
the	half-empty	Nalgene	bottle.	I	had	no	time	to	unpack	this	morning.

The	sun	bounces	off	the	tinfoil,	forcing	my	swollen	eyes	shut.

It’s	 roast	 beef,	 mustard,	 soggy	 green	 beans—leftovers	 from	 last	 night’s
dinner.	 The	 bread	 is	 a	 little	 stale,	 but	 not	 as	 bad	 as	 I	 imagined.	 I	 toss	 the
crumbs	to	the	birds	hiding	under	the	curled	steel	and	watch	an	old	man	buy	a
carousel	 ride	 from	a	bored	beauty,	who	 slips	him	 tickets	under	 the	grate.	A
little	 guy	 is	 waiting	 anxiously	 at	 the	 entrance,	 and	 they	 look	 like	 the	 only
riders	around,	so	I	doubt	they’ll	run	the	carousel	just	for	them.

The	 old	 man	 hands	 the	 tickets	 over	 to	 an	 attendant	 and	 tips	 his	 veteran
baseball	cap	in	a	gesture	that	belongs	to	a	town	where	you	can	still	get	your
cream	soda	at	 the	counter.	 I	 imagine	him	coming	home	 to	a	parade	 like	 the
one	in	that	Times	Square	picture,	kissing	his	girlfriend	after	the	war,	balloons
flying	everywhere,	brass	blowing	the	whole	block	up,	lots	of	Jimmies	looking
for	 their	 Betsies.	 All	 while	 my	 mom’s	 Opa	 sighs	 six	 million	 times	 in	 a
Brooklyn	tenement.

They’re	in.	Looking	for	the	perfect	horse,	the	little	dude	slips	under	bellies
and	 past	 peeling	 hooves	 to	 mount	 his	 very	 own	 pink	 stallion.	 Grandpa
suggests	the	brown	one	instead,	but	the	boy	is	fifty	years	ahead,	and	when	he
hops	on	his	pink	steed,	he	grabs	those	reins	like	he	plans	to	bop	all	the	way	up
to	Congress.	Wheeeeee.	The	old	man	keeps	his	trembling	fingers	on	the	boy’s
back	 the	whole	 time.	With	 each	 turn,	 I	 look	 for	 them,	 and	 each	 time,	 there
they	are.

No	matter	how	many	times	I	see	the	boy’s	sloppy	grin,	when	he	disappears
into	 the	music,	 I	can	hardly	wait	 to	see	him	again.	For	a	second,	 I	wish	my
life	could	be	more	like	this,	and	I	promise	God	that	I	would	let	everything	go
if	only	I	could	be	sure	it	would	come	back	after	one	round	of	waltz.	Once,	the
boy	looks	at	me	and	waves,	but	he’s	gone	by	the	time	I	wave	back.	I	try	again
on	the	next	round,	but	he’s	distracted	now.	I’m	so	vain	that	when	the	carousel
stops	and	the	boy	hollers,	I	actually	think	it	may	be	for	me.

As	grandpa	ushers	the	kid	away,	I	notice	something	on	the	ground	and	walk
over	to	check	it	out.	A	silver	money	clip:	With	Love,	 from	Sarah,	Christmas
1989.



“Excuse	me,	sir,	did	you	lose	this?”

He’s	 frazzled	 for	 a	 minute,	 but	 then	 he	 looks	 at	 me	 with	 that	 old-man
curtain	over	his	eyes.

“My	mother’s	name	is	Sarah,”	I	say,	immediately	ashamed	of	having	read
the	engraving.

But	the	old	man	calls	me	“peach.”	I	mean,	he	refers	to	me	as	a	peach.	He
says,	“Thank	you.	You’re	a	peach.”	And	 I	 swear	 I	 feel	 like	a	peach	when	 I
turn	back	around,	all	fuzzy	and	sweet	and	in	season,	and	what	can	a	peach	do
but	reach	for	her	beat-up	Nikon,	still	hot	from	last	night.	The	lens	cap	fell	off
somewhere.	 It	must	 have	 been	 later	 than	 usual.	 I	 adjust	 the	 aperture,	 but	 it
takes	 a	minute	 to	 remember	 the	math.	 I	 haven’t	 taken	 a	 picture	 in	 daylight
since	 the	Fourth	of	July,	but	 this	 feels	 like	something	worth	 looking	at.	The
pink	horse	will	be	flattered.

I	hang	the	strap	around	my	neck,	to	be	safe.

A	line	has	formed	outside	the	gate,	and	the	attendant	is	now	a	bouncer.	The
carousel	 plays	 a	 waltz	 and	 the	 parents	 hum	 along	 and	 check	 their	 text
messages	while	 the	 little	ones	get	dizzy.	 I	 scan	 for	 the	horse	and	find	Elliot
instead,	 my	 Elliot,	 on	 a	 black	 mare	 with	 no	 tail.	 He’s	 laughing.	 His	 long,
skinny	legs	dangle	below	the	plastic	saddle	and	one	hand	is	wrapped	around
the	 gold	 pole.	On	 the	 next	 round,	 I	 spot	Maggie	 Sawyer,	more	 specifically
Maggie’s	 teeth,	 then	Maggie’s	 curls,	 then	Maggie’s	 hands	 reaching	 over	 to
grab	Elliot’s.	While	spinning,	they	tangle	their	fingers	and	they	smile,	and	my
mouth	is	suddenly	full	of	bile.

I	start	running	so	hard	and	clumsy	I	don’t	notice	the	camera	pounding	my
chest	 until	 my	 feet	 have	 hit	 the	 ramp	 that	 leads	 down	 to	 the	 Hirshhorn
sculpture	 garden	 and	 someone	 yells	 slow	 down.	 Then	 I	 remember	 I	 have
hands,	legs,	feet,	and,	somewhere	in	there,	even	a	pulse.

I	 shove	 my	 camera	 back	 into	 my	 bag	 where	 it	 belongs	 and	 circle	 the
garden,	trying	to	calm	down.	Most	people	must	have	left	for	lunch	because	I
can’t	hear	anything	except	for	the	dull	noise	of	my	head	tightening,	the	sound
of	a	knot.	I’m	still	reeling	from	the	waltz	of	horrors	when	I	round	the	corner
to	 find	Picasso,	mocking	me	with	a	woman	made	of	bronze.	 I	 think	of	how
many	 times	 I’ve	held	Elliot’s	 hand,	 how	exactly	 it	 feels	 in	mine,	where	his



hair	 starts,	 how	 warm	 it	 always	 was.	 I	 put	 my	 palms	 out	 to	 touch	 the
sculpture,	but	the	bronze	is	freezing.

I	pull	my	hand	back	and	look	at	the	woman.	She	is	standing	at	attention;	her
arms	point	straight	down,	but	she	has	no	hands—just	fists,	balled-up	fists.	Her
legs	and	arms	are	bumpy,	and	so	is	her	face.	The	metal	wrinkles	around	her
shoulders	and	her	 tiny	 features.	Her	neck	 is	 thick,	but	her	 face	 is	 small	and
flat;	you	can	hardly	see	her	eyes.	The	only	smooth	parts	are	her	belly	and	her
breasts.	I	think	of	my	own	body	naked,	of	Elliot,	of	Elliot	looking	at	my	body,
of	how	sure	 I	 felt	after	 the	 first	 few	 times,	how	powerful,	how	skilled,	how
wanted.

I	feel	deep	and	insidious	shame.	I	wonder	if	he’s	seen	Maggie	too,	if	she’s
let	him	touch	her	in	the	same	places,	if	they	ever	did	it	without	a	condom.	I
reach	up	to	push	the	sculpture	a	little,	against	her	calves.	She	doesn’t	move.
Unaffected.	Permanent.	She	won’t	even	look	at	me.	I	notice	her	feet,	huge	and
unfinished,	 melting	 into	 the	 pedestal.	 A	 man’s	 feet,	 a	 monster’s	 feet.	 The
garden	is	quiet.	My	friends	are	far	away.	I	reach	up,	close	my	eyes,	and	push,
with	my	whole	self.	She	barely	resists.	The	whole	thing	gives,	and	thumps	on
the	grass	below.	I	hear	something	snap.	My	teeth	finally	let	go	of	my	lip,	and	I
realize	I	have	been	crying.	I	run	as	fast	as	I	can	up	the	steps,	to	the	street.

When	 I	 reach	 the	 top,	 I	 look	back	 for	a	 second.	 I	 can’t	 tell	 if	 anything	 is
broken,	but	she’s	on	the	ground,	lying	on	her	back,	looking	up	at	the	clear	sky
in	an	impossible	position.	I	knocked	her	down.	A	few	tourists	are	gasping	at
the	body,	and	a	security	guard	is	trying	to	lift	her	from	the	head.	Her	smile	has
not	 faded	 in	 the	 least.	 She	 seems	 amused,	 actually,	 almost	 like	 she’s	 been
waiting	to	get	a	different	angle.

Another	 guard	 runs	 up	 and	 clears	 people	 away	 from	 the	 scene,	 as	 if
someone’s	 just	had	a	horrible	accident—someone	with	bones	and	 lungs	and
blood.	The	guards	lay	the	sculpture	back	down	together.	A	few	people	shake
their	heads	and	walk	on.	The	men	talk	into	their	gadgets,	probably	calling	for
help.	They	gesture	and	shrug	and	run	their	hands	through	their	hair.	They’ve
decided	it’s	best	not	to	touch	her.

A	girl	in	a	T-shirt	walks	on	the	grass	and	stands	next	to	the	body.	My	heart
smacks	my	chest.	The	girl	leans	over	the	belly.	A	guard	tells	her	to	step	away
and	she	backs	off;	 then	she	looks	up	toward	me	and	back	at	 the	sculpture.	I
turn	 around	 and	 walk	 slowly	 away,	 counting	 to	 ten,	 trying	 not	 to	 look



suspicious.	 There’s	 no	 way	 she	 knows.	 I	 run,	 without	 looking	 back,	 even
once.	I	would’ve	pushed	harder,	I	 think,	had	I	known	metal	would	give	like
that.



TWO
I	find	my	breath	in	front	of	the	command	module	that	carried	Aldrin	and	his
men	to	the	moon	and	back.	It	looks	so	much	smaller	than	it	did	when	I	was
the	kid	reading	the	placard.	It’s	the	same	blue	carpet	at	the	Air	and	Space,	the
same	smell	of	armpits	and	dust	from	second	grade.	The	only	difference	is	that
everything’s	shrunk	a	little,	especially	the	Columbia.	This	is	the	safest	place	I
could	think	of.	It’s	hard	to	tell	if	anybody	is	after	me.	I	wouldn’t	know	what
to	look	for.	I	consider	climbing	into	the	module	and	making	like	I’m	Michael
Collins,	fogging	up	the	space	helmet	and	reporting	back	to	my	own	Houston.

But	 I	 remember	Michael	Collins	was	 a	 putz,	 taking	 pictures	 of	 the	 lunar
surface	while	his	buddies	bounced	around	making	small	steps	and	giant	leaps.
The	man	drove	the	thing	through	the	Earth’s	atmosphere,	scorched	a	layer	in
five-thousand-degree	heat,	and	when	he	came	home	to	his	wife	and	she	asked
him	was	it	cold	on	the	moon,	what	did	the	moon	feel	like,	how	did	you	like	the
moon,	all	he	got	 to	say	 is	 it	was	spectacular,	honey,	 from	the	window	of	my
command	module.	I	don’t	want	to	be	Michael	Collins.

I	may	be	a	vandal,	and	they’ll	arrest	me	or	make	me	do	community	service,
and	I	will	never	get	into	college,	but	if	I	drive	myself	to	the	moon,	I	will	not
hide	in	the	fucking	spaceship.

So	far,	I	have	no	missed	calls,	no	handcuffs,	no	fat	police	officer	telling	me
to	 sit	 down	 in	a	 room	without	windows.	 Just	 the	 image	of	 a	woman	with	 a
small	head	and	very	little	face.	When	I	close	my	eyes,	I	see	bronze.	When	I
open	 them,	my	 pale,	 shaky	 hands.	 I	 have	 to	 think.	Focus	 that	 lens,	 Adam
would	say.	I	buy	a	ticket	for	the	next	planetarium	show	and	settle	into	a	center
seat,	where	my	memory	explodes	like	a	ball	of	hot	gas.

Elliot	played	the	upright	bass	in	the	jazz	band,	and	I	had	seen	him	lugging
that	monster	 into	 the	music	 room	on	Wednesdays,	practice	day.	 I	 learned	 to
get	to	school	a	little	late	those	mornings,	to	time	it	so	I	could	watch	him	drag
the	instrument	in	and	maybe	work	my	way	up	from	a	nod	to	a	smile,	even	a
word.	I	didn’t	 love	him	yet,	obviously,	but	his	boyish	face,	 the	sleepy	green
eyes,	 the	 whole	Wednesday	 ritual	 became	 a	 resource	 for	me,	 something	 to
space	out	about	on	the	bus	ride	home,	a	reason	to	hold	my	hair	up	and	study
my	 crooked	 mouth	 in	 the	 bathroom	 after	 brushing	 my	 teeth.	 I	 am	 a



photographer.	I	see	people;	and	then	I	want	to	keep	them.	All	I	knew	was	his
name.	It	took	us	many	Wednesdays	to	make	any	real	contact.

The	day	we	finally	spoke	it	was	snowing,	but	our	school	stayed	open,	and
we	 were	 two	 of	 a	 handful	 of	 students	 who	 showed	 up.	 Half	 the	 teachers
stayed	home.	Elliot	and	I	didn’t	have	any	classes	together,	and	I	figured	band
practice	would	be	cancelled,	but	I	didn’t	protest	when	my	father	asked	me	to
help	shovel	the	car	out.

We	did	the	whole	thing	with	a	cookie	sheet	and	a	spatula,	so	by	the	time	we
got	 to	 school	 I	was	 sure	 I’d	missed	Elliot.	 Shaking	 the	 snow	off	my	boots,
feeling	the	rising	disappointment,	I	reminded	myself	of	how	smart	I	actually
was.	I	read	biographies.	I	played	a	decent	game	of	Scrabble.	I	could	hold	my
own	 in	 a	music-snob	 rant.	 I	 had	 friends	 and	 a	more-than-decent	 shot	 at	 art
school.	The	boy	snuck	up.

“It’s	just	the	two	of	us,	I	think.”

The	scratchy	voice	was	right	behind	me,	and	I	stole	a	second	before	turning
around,	smiling	right	 through	my	frosted	cheeks.	I	had	expected	the	register
to	be	lower	(yes,	more	like	a	bass)	and	I	was	glad	I	still	had	enough	wits	to
find	that	thought	funny.

“I	mean	here,	at	school,”	he	clarified,	stomping	his	own	snowy	heels	on	the
mat.	No	 bass,	 just	 a	 big	wool	 scarf	 he	 uncoiled	 off	 his	 neck	 in	 a	way	 that
made	me	need	to	look	away.

“I	know,”	I	said.	“My	mom	made	me	come.”

My	mom	made	me	 come.	My	mom	made	me	 come.	My	mom	can’t	 even
make	me	finish	what’s	on	my	plate	these	days.

He	said	he	thought	the	snow	was	pretty,	and	I	agreed	with	a	smile.

“After	you,	Miriam.”

My	name	sounded	so	pure	and	full,	like	I	was	the	first	Miriam,	his	Miriam.
It’s	what	I	miss	the	most,	the	sound	of	my	name	in	his	mouth.	I	spent	the	rest
of	 that	 day	 letting	 Elliot’s	 voice	 bounce	 like	 a	 dollar-store	 ball	 inside	 my
empty	 head.	 Miriam	 in	 the	 chemistry	 lab,	 Miriam	 in	 American	 History,
Miriam	 in	 French	 Literature,	 Miriam	 in	 Trigonometry,	 Miriam	 in	 the
darkroom.



When	school	 let	out,	 the	snow	had	stopped	and	settled	everywhere,	and	 I
took	a	moment	to	pull	up	my	hood	and	tease	out	my	bangs	before	starting	out
toward	the	bus	stop.	Our	rides	were	stuck	at	home	under	a	new	coat	of	frost.
As	I	tucked	my	jeans	into	my	boots,	I	noticed	letters	in	the	snow:

WAIT	FOR	ME

And	in	parentheses	that	should	have	alarmed	me:

(PLEASE)

It	 could	 have	 been	 for	 anybody,	 but	 this	 is	 my	 story,	 and	 that	 was	 my
moment,	and	I	wanted	someone	to	want	me	to	wait.	So	I	waited.

When	Elliot	came	out,	he	puffed	his	breath	in	the	cold	and	asked	how	I	was
getting	home.	I	told	him	the	buses	were	probably	stuck,	and,	with	his	hands	in
his	prep	school	coat	pockets,	he	motioned	to	the	street	with	his	shoulder.	We
stepped	right	over	the	snow	message	and	just	walked,	my	gray	sweater	to	his
blue	coat,	all	the	way	there.	We	talked	about	what	we	saw:	little	kids	licking
their	gloves,	the	empty	streets	at	rush	hour,	angels	on	the	dirty	sidewalks,	the
pizza	delivery	guy	brushing	snow	off	his	bike	with	his	bare	hands.

We	must	have	looked	happy.	I	bet	we	looked	handsome.

I	blush	like	a	Polish	girl	when	it’s	cold	out	and	my	hair	straightens	out	and
sticks	to	my	face.	Elliot’s	lips	turn	sort	of	blue.	He	hunched	his	shoulders	to
keep	warm,	 like	my	 father’s	Bob	Dylan	 on	 the	 cover	 of	Freewheelin’,	 and
sometimes	we	bumped	into	each	other,	gently,	to	slow	it	all	down.	I	 learned
he	 liked	music.	He	 learned	 I	 liked	pictures.	When	we	got	 to	my	place,	 two
candles	were	lit	in	the	menorah	behind	my	window	and	neither	one	of	us	had
mentioned	the	writing	in	the	snow.

Dad	was	 home	 early	 and	my	 parents	were	 shuffling	 between	 the	 kitchen
and	the	living	room,	busy	in	the	evening	buzz.	Elliot	and	I	stood	outside	on
the	porch,	like	in	the	movies.

“That’s	nice,	the	candles.”

“Thanks,	it’s	for	Hanukkah.”

“You	light	a	candle	every	night?”

“Every	night	for	eight	days.”

“Why	eight	days?”



“That’s	how	long	it	took	for	the	light	to	come	back”

That	was	our	first	kiss.	I	can	still	feel	 the	porch	light	flooding	us,	but	our
voices	now	blend	in	my	head.	I	try	hard	to	focus	on	the	memory	of	that	day.	I
sit	up	a	little	in	my	planetarium	chair,	tune	out	the	narrating	voice,	and	think
hard,	 trying	 to	 taste	 the	 salt	 in	 that	kiss	we	had	 in	honor	of	 the	Maccabean
revolt.	 Had	 I	 looked	 up	 that	 night,	 I	 would	 have	 seen	 the	 stars	 fretting,
shrieking	this	is	no	miracle,	no	wonder,	no	salvation.

Instead,	I	closed	my	eyes	and	took	the	kiss	with	everything	that	came	after.
No	regrets.	According	to	this	program	and	its	soothing	narrator,	by	the	time	I
could’ve	heard	the	stars’	advice,	 the	universe	would	have	already	expanded.
The	concept	comforts	me.	It’s	not	my	fault	things	keep	moving.

As	 the	 lights	 turn	 back	 on	 and	my	 eyes	 adjust	 to	 the	missing	 stars,	 I	 let
people	walk	past	me	to	the	exit.	Fear	hits	me	in	neck-breaking	waves.	I	have
only	a	few	seconds	to	think	before	the	next	swell	of	panic	rolls	over	me.	What
time	 is	 it?	 What	 if	 somebody	 knows?	 How	 long	 have	 they	 been	 waiting?
Should	 I	 confess?	What	are	 they	going	 to	do	 to	me?	Did	 I	mention	 I	had	a
decent	shot	at	art	school?

There	is	a	line	of	visitors	waiting	to	see	the	next	show,	and,	either	way,	it’s
time	for	me	 to	go	home.	A	 lady	 in	uniform	walks	 in	 to	 take	out	 the	 trash.	 I
have	to	move,	but	I’m	frozen	in	that	chair.	The	lady	doesn’t	see	me.	I	 think
she’s	listening	to	music.	Maybe	I	can	just	stay	and	listen	to	the	voice	again.
Maybe	if	I	watch	the	stars	enough	times,	I	won’t	feel	so	scared.	This	is,	after
all,	what	they	mean	when	they	say	“the	great	scheme	of	things.”

A	hand	rests	on	my	shoulder,	and	I	let	out	a	small	shriek.

“Sorry,”	the	girl	behind	me	says.

“No,	no.	I’m	sorry,”	I	say,	laughing	a	little,	as	I	take	in	the	very	first	sketch
of	 this	 stranger.	She’s	probably	my	age,	maybe	a	 little	bit	older.	Her	hair	 is
black	and	thick.	She	drops	her	smile.

“So	…	we	don’t	have	a	lot	of	time,”	she	says,	as	her	head	nods	toward	the
door.

Her	voice	is	husky	but	young,	like	she’s	getting	over	a	sore	throat.	There’s	a
strange	rhythm	to	 it,	 like	English	may	not	quite	be	her	first	 language.	I	stay
silent	and	in	my	chair.	Her	voice	lowers	to	a	whisper.



“I	saw	what	you	did,”	she	says.

Now	I	want	to	run.	More	than	I	did	when	I	pushed	the	sculpture,	when	my
body	did	the	escaping	for	me.	This	feels	nothing	like	a	dream.	Every	surface
is	flooding;	there’s	an	ocean	in	my	fingers,	my	belly,	my	hair.	Since	getting	up
doesn’t	seem	like	a	real	option,	I	turn	around	to	face	the	front	and	think,	but
she	jumps	over	the	chairs	to	sit	right	next	to	me.

“Do	you	know	how	much	that	thing	is	worth?”	she	says.	I	keep	quiet.	I	get
the	feeling	these	aren’t	questions	I’m	actually	expected	to	answer.

“It’s	 a	 Picasso,”	 she	 says,	 shaking	 her	 head	 and	 looking	 for	my	 face.	 “It
must	be	millions.”

She	takes	a	breath	and	looks	ahead,	settling	back	into	her	chair.	We’re	just
sitting	there,	the	two	of	us.	Whoever	she	is,	whoever	I	am.	Two	minutes	ago,
total	strangers,	and	now	she	knows	my	biggest	secret	and,	worst	of	all,	I	know
she	knows	it.	My	phone	vibrates.	It’s	so	quiet	 in	the	dome	that	we	can	both
hear	it.	I	leave	it	in	my	bag	and	let	it	ring	a	few	times.	I	don’t	want	this	girl	to
touch	anything	else	in	my	life.

“Go	ahead,”	she	says.	“You	can	get	 it.	 I’ll	wait.	Just	 try	 to	make	it	quick,
’cause	the	next	group	is	coming	in	soon.”

I	get	the	feeling	I’m	following	orders,	but	I	reach	for	the	phone	anyway.	It’s
my	mom,	telling	me	I’m	half	an	hour	late	for	the	bus	and	everyone	is	freaking
out.	Once	 she	 calms	 down,	 I	 reassure	 her	 I’ll	 be	 at	 the	 bus	 soon.	 I’m	 sure
someone	called	her,	probably	Adam	or	Ms.	D	or	the	school	counselor.	I	have
two	 other	 missed	 calls,	 but	 I’m	 not	 going	 to	 check	 who	 it	 is	 right	 now.	 I
silence	the	thing	and	bury	it	back	in	my	bag.

“I	gotta	go,”	I	say,	avoiding	the	girl’s	face.

“We	have	to	talk	before	you	go,”	she	says.

“I’m	late,”	I	say.

“Right.	You	have	to	go	back	to	Sterling.”

Now	I	look	at	her.	She	knows	the	name	of	my	school;	she	saw	me	push	the
sculpture;	she	obviously	followed	me	in	here.

“Look,”	she	says,	“I	saw	you	push	the	Picasso,	but	I	don’t	 think	anybody
else	saw.”



I	can’t	tell	if	this	is	supposed	to	make	me	feel	better.

“What	do	you	want?”	I	say,	trying	to	keep	my	tone	as	even	as	possible.

“I	don’t	know	yet,”	she	says,	“but	I’ll	figure	it	out.”

She’s	rubbing	her	necklace;	a	gold	fish.	A	fish	made	of	gold.

“I	don’t	know	what	you	saw,”	I	say,	“but	I	really	have	to	go	now.”

“You	know	what	I	saw.	I	saw	you.	I	saw	you	run	down	the	ramp.	I	saw	you
walk	around	 the	garden.	 I	 saw	you	put	your	hands	on	 that	sculpture,	on	 the
Picasso,	and	then	I	saw	you	push.	I	saw	the	thing	fall	down	and	you	running
again.	 I	saw	you.	And	I’m	not	going	 to	 forget	you,	and	you’re	not	going	 to
forget	me.”

She	lets	 the	fish	drop	against	her	brown	skin.	I	want	 to	cry.	I	can	feel	 the
tears	coming	up.	I	cannot	cry	in	front	of	this	girl.

“Look,	I’m	just	saying	that	I	think	we	can	help	each	other,”	she	says,	a	little
softer	but	still	determined.

“I	don’t	even	know	who	you	are,”	I	say.

She	says	her	name	is	Paloma	and	holds	out	her	hand.	I’m	calling	bullshit.
That’s	Picasso’s	daughter,	and	I	don’t	believe	in	cosmic	coincidence,	so	she’s
definitely	messing	with	me.	Her	hand	is	still	hanging.

“Maggie.”	I	sit	up	and	shake	her	hand.

“Maggie,”	she	says,	looking	up	at	the	blank	dome	again,	“do	you	believe	in
God?”

Dead	fucking	serious.

“Probably,”	I	say.	“Yes.	I	guess	I	do.”

“Me	too,”	she	says.	“That	must	be	a	good	sign,	right?”

Another	rhetorical	question.	I	am	pretty	sure	we’re	not	the	only	two	people
who	believe	in	God.

“You	know	where	the	National	Cathedral	is?”	she	asks.

“Yeah.”

“Great.	Let’s	meet	there	on	Sunday,	at	two.	I’ll	know	what	I	want	then.”



I	 sit	 there,	 helpless,	 thinking	 about	 the	 choices	 I	 don’t	 have.	That’s	when
she	takes	my	hand,	rolls	up	my	sleeve,	and	writes	her	phone	number	on	my
arm.

“We	 should	 go,”	 Paloma	 says,	 nodding	 over	 to	 the	 open	 doors	 and	 the
people	 filing	 in.	 I’m	first,	 so	 I	 lead	 the	way	out,	not	 looking	back,	but	very
much	aware	of	this	girl	behind	me,	presumably	my	only	witness,	who	thinks
we	are	bound	by	a	moment	of	complete	rage.	 I	 think	I	 feel	her	hand	on	my
back,	guiding	me	past	the	entering	crowd,	but	I	must	be	imagining	it	because,
when	I	get	out	and	finally	look	back,	she	is	nowhere	in	sight.

I	pick	up	the	pace	toward	the	bus,	trying	not	to	run,	pretending	everything
is	 under	 control.	 I	 can’t	 help	 but	 go	 over	 everything	 in	my	 head,	 from	 the
sculpture	 to	 the	 planetarium.	 She	 said	 the	 sculpture	 is	 probably	 worth
millions.	Of	course,	I	knew	that.	I’m	the	daughter	of	an	art	gallery	owner,	a
curator.	 I	 spent	my	 first	 year	 of	 life	 drooling	 in	museums.	My	mother	 is	 a
photographer;	her	mother	was	a	painter,	and,	before	Elliot	and	Picasso,	I	was
counting	on	an	art	scholarship.	I	was	raised	to	think	art	is	the	stuff	humans	are
made	of.	This	 is	not	 just	about	 the	millions.	 It’s	about	breaking	somebody’s
work.	 It’s	 about	 punching	 Picasso,	 arguably	 the	 greatest	 artist	 in	 modern
history,	in	the	fucking	nose.

“Where	the	hell	were	you?”	Adam	walks	toward	me.

The	girl	from	before	is	not	with	him.	He	looks	enormous,	his	chest	right	in
the	 trajectory	 of	my	 face.	Maybe	 if	 I	 get	 a	 head	 start	 I	 could	 break	 into	 it,
lodge	myself	between	his	lungs	and	his	heart	and	never	ever	deal	with	what	is
outside.	Maybe	we	could	hide	 like	we	did	when	we	were	younger.	 I	bet	 it’s
warm	in	there.	I	bet	Paloma	would	not	find	me.

“I	got	sick,”	I	say.	“I	mean,	I	don’t	feel	good.”

“Yeah,	you	look	like	shit.	I	tried	to	call	you.	What’s	with	your	phone?”

Oh	Adam.	Do	you	know	that	only	one	percent	of	stars	are	massive	enough
to	explode	into	a	Supernova?	That	the	life	of	a	star	depends	on	its	mass,	what
it’s	 filled	with,	 that	most	stars	end	up	white	dwarfs?	Do	you	know	that	 if	 it
wasn’t	 for	 time	we	would	all	 still	be	 stars?	 I	was	 trying	 to	 stop	 time;	 that’s
what	I	was	doing.	Someone	caught	me	trying	to	stop	time.

“Battery’s	dead,”	I	say.



“Everybody’s	pretty	pissed.	Your	mom’s	worried.	We	had	to	call	her	after
forty-five	minutes	of	waiting	here.”

Forty-five	minutes	is	a	while.	I	could	have	been	gone	in	forty-five	minutes.

“Okay,”	I	say,	“I’m	sorry.	How	was	the	Winogrand?”

Adam	looks	confused.	“How	was	Winogrand	…	
Meem,	what’s	wrong	with	you?	You’re	late.	You	didn’t	call	anybody.	There’s
a	bus	full	of	people	waiting.	Winogrand	was	crowded	and	awesome.	Where
were	you?”

“Can	you	 tone	down	 the	 yelling?	 I	 told	 you—I	don’t	 feel	 good,	Adam.	 I
had	to	sit	down.”

“Sorry.	I	was	just	a	little	worried.	We	didn’t	know	where	you	were.	I	looked
everywhere.”

You	 didn’t	 look	 in	 outer	 space,	my	 friend,	 not	 in	 space,	where	 Picasso’s
daughter	hunts	you	down	and	asks	you	if	you	believe	in	God.	She	could	have
been	a	ghost,	or	some	kind	of	divining	angel.	She	could	be	whatever	appears
after	you	fuck	up—to	help	you	find	your	way	again.

“Anyway,	watch	out,”	Adam	warns	me.	“Ms.	D	is	in	a	really	shitty	mood.
Someone	pushed	a	sculpture	in	the	garden	and	the	guards	cornered	her	about
it.	They	told	her	they	wanted	to	call	the	school.	They	were	trying	to	blame	it
on	one	of	us	because	we	were	the	only	group	of	kids	around.	How	fucked	up
is	that?	Like,	hey,	someone	knocked	a	Picasso,	it	must	be	some	dumbass	kid
from	Sterling	with	nothing	better	to	do	…	”

“Pretty	fucked	up	…	”	I	mutter.

“It	was	a	Picasso,	for	godssake.	That’s	got	to	be	hundreds	of	thousands	of
dollars.”

I	 start	 to	 correct	 him,	 then	 hold	my	 tongue.	Adam	 is	walking	 really	 fast.
He’s	not	listening	anyway.

He’s	telling	his	story.

“Ms.	D	lost	it.	Went	on	and	on	about	how	she	knows	her	students	and	how
dare	they	suggest	and	why	not	ask	the	bored	tourists	…	You	should	have	seen
it.	She	was	sharp.	I	think	the	leather	jacket’s	getting	to	her.”

“How	did	they	know	someone	pushed	it?”



“What?”	he	says,	confused.

“How	do	they	know	it	didn’t	just	fall?”	I	ask.

Adam	tucks	his	chin	in.

“Meem,	you	of	all	people	know	a	sculpture	doesn’t	just	fall.	It’s	attached.
With	 a	 metal	 rod.	 On	 a	 pedestal.	 The	 wind	 didn’t	 knock	 her	 down.	 She
probably	 hit	 the	 wall	 on	 the	 way	 down.	 Can	 you	 imagine?	 It	 was	 on	 the
ground.	I	saw	it.”

“You	saw	it?”	I	ask.	Then	I	stop	and	remember.	The	girl	in	the	T-shirt.	The
look.	Nobody	else	was	wearing	a	T-shirt.	That	was	Paloma.

“Was	it	broken?”	I	ask.

“I’m	not	sure.	It	was	kind	of	nice	actually,	in	a	morbid	way.	You	would’ve
wanted	a	picture.”

Adam	looks	at	me,	smiles,	and	turns	my	shoulders	toward	the	bus.	“Let	us
go,	 my	 friend,”	 he	 says,	 and	 we	 walk	 toward	 Ms.	 D	 and	 the	 rest	 of	 the
impatient	circus.

As	 she	walks	 toward	me,	Ms.	D’s	 face	 is	 too	 stiff	 to	 read.	Could	Ms.	D
know	what	happened?	Maybe	that’s	why	she	was	so	defensive.

“Miriam,	get	on	the	bus	and	call	your	mother	please,”	she	says.

I	hold	 the	phone	 in	my	hand	and	consider	 the	chances	of	Ms.	D	bluffing.
No	 chaperone	 likes	 to	 take	 responsibility	 for	 vandalism.	 This	 would	 be	 a
disaster	 for	 the	 school.	 Heartbroken	 artsy	 girl	 attacks	 bronze	 woman.
Privileged	 student	 beats	 defenseless	 sculpture.	 Teenage	 angst	 knocks	 down
timeless	art.	Maybe	Ms.	D	knows,	and	she’s	just	buying	time.

“I’m	sorry,	Ms.	D.	I	got	sick.”

“We’ll	deal	with	it	later,	when	we	get	to	school.	Call	your	mom.”

“We	already	spoke,”	I	say.

Ms.	D	rolls	her	eyes	and	 tells	me	 to	 just	get	on	 the	bus.	No	“please”	 this
time.

Elliot	must	 be	 inside.	 I	 know	 he	 is.	 That’s	 how	 this	whole	 thing	 started,
even	if	the	carousel	seems	so	long	ago,	a	place	I	can’t	get	to	anymore,	a	door
that’s	been	shut	by	the	timeline.	The	last	time	I	felt	this	kind	of	urgency	was



with	 Elliot.	 But	 when	 I	 remember	 he’s	 not	 mine	 to	 confess	 to,	 instead	 of
feeling	disappointed	I	feel	a	delicious	calm	come	over	me,	as	 if	all	 this	fear
has	a	purpose	 I	haven’t	discovered	yet.	All	 that	bigness	narrows	and,	 like	a
needle,	I	focus	and	point.	I	know	something	you	don’t	know.	I’m	late	because
I	pushed	a	priceless	work	of	art.	You	don’t	know	me.

I	follow	Adam	up	into	the	bus	and	slip	through	a	few	whispers,	but	most	of
the	 class	 is	 already	 lost	 in	 a	 sea	 of	 music,	 their	 headphones	 like	 garlands
across	their	heavy	heads.	Elliot	and	Maggie	have	settled	in	the	back,	his	scarf
around	her	neck,	her	hair	on	his	shoulder.	They	are	not	talking.	They	could	be
on	a	riverboat	in	Paris,	on	a	jeep	in	the	Serengeti.

Wherever	 they	 are,	 they’re	 together,	 looking	 out.	 I	 twist	 my	 hair	 into	 a
loose	 bun.	 It’s	 always	 been	 tangled	 enough	 to	 stay	 tied.	 I	 see	 the	 phone
number	on	my	arm	again,	but	instead	of	hiding	it	under	the	sweater,	I	let	my
arm	drop	 to	my	 side.	Let	 them	 see	 it.	 I	 stare	 at	Elliot	 and	Maggie.	 I’m	not
scared.	My	secret	soothes	me.	Maggie	is	distracted,	but	I	catch	Elliot’s	eyes.
He	closes	them	to	shut	me	out.	Adam	tugs	at	my	sweater.

“Meem,	sit	down.”

Someone	 saw	what	 I	 did,	 but	 they	haven’t	 told	on	me	yet.	Someone	 saw
what	I	did,	but	they	want	to	talk	to	me	first.	Someone	saw	what	I	did	and	they
think	it	means	something.	We	can	help	each	other,	the	girl	said.	She’ll	know
what	she	wants.

“Hey	Adam,”	I	say,	“what	do	you	know	about	Picasso?”

“He’s	dead.	Will	you	sit?

I	sit	and	smile.

First,	there	was	dark	matter.	The	beginning	was	pitch	black.



THREE
In	our	kitchen,	my	mother	looks	up	deviled	eggs	in	The	Art	of	Simple	Food.

“Stuffed	eggs,”	she	says	with	her	finger	on	the	recipe	index.	“Stuffed	eggs.”

She	rubs	the	grease	off	the	side	of	her	nose,	a	sign	of	worry.

I	know	them	well,	the	signs.	Driving	with	both	hands	on	the	wheel,	buying
a	new	plant	at	the	nursery,	eating	chips	out	of	a	pretty	ceramic	bowl,	loading
the	dishwasher	before	we’ve	finished	dessert,	dog-earing	furniture	catalogues,
looking	 up	 a	 recipe	 she’s	 made	 a	 hundred	 times.	 My	 mother	 is	 a	 coping
machine.	And	despite	her	efforts	to	keep	it	together,	my	job	is	to	try	and	pull
her	apart	like	a	pack	of	frozen	chicken	breasts.	I	used	to	justify	it	as	a	way	of
reminding	my	mother	she	was	human,	but	now	it	feels	like	I’m	pounding	her
just	because	I	can.

“Miriam.	Come	here.”

She	 turns	 the	 faucet	 on	 with	 her	 wrists,	 to	 wash	 off	 any	 raw	 egg,	 and
instructs	me	to	sit	down	on	one	of	the	mismatched	chairs	around	our	kitchen
table.	I	choose	the	yellow	one	with	the	teetering	leg.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

“So?”

“So.”

“What	happened?”	she	says.

The	controlled	tone	would	be	scary	if	I	didn’t	know	this	technique.	It	feels
familiar	and	safe.	I	sink	back	to	my	role	in	our	game.

“I	was	late.”

She’s	using	a	needle	to	poke	one	hole	on	the	bottom	of	each	eggshell.	She
waits	until	she’s	finished	to	look	up.	Good.	She’s	going	to	play.

“Why	were	you	late?”	she	says.

“I	kind	of	got	lost.”
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