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It was pretty simple when she was younger. She used to throw stones at her cousin. They 
were on vacation; the whole family was crammed into a van. They looked at a view, they 
they posed in front of mountains. She slipped. Some of them got stuck in her shoe. They 
were small, but they hurt. She picked up a handful for throwing. He cried. She should have 
known. She felt bad for him. She wanted to make him feel better. She kissed him, with 
tongue, to make it go away. She told her mother over dinner, in detail. Open-mouth, 
between teeth. These things, her mother said, were not things for saying. She told Jim, 
though. He smiled. Well, did he feel better? She wasn’t sure. After high school, even the 
kissing cousin thing got a bit boring. Electric shock therapy could bore me. He put an arm 
around her. Anything can get boring after a while, I guess—like the first few days after I got 
my license; I was so happy, I drove to and from anywhere, for anyone. Now it’s just traffic; 
red-light, green-light. I guess that makes me feel better. He should have said so, back then. 
But Jim was for telling, not showing. It was Adam that told her that, before he left. Not to 
brag, Adam said and then shrugged. Finish your sentences, will you. He leaned back onto 
the bed, pushed his hair away from his face. Are you excited to go? You bet. I wish I could 
come with you. I don’t think they’ve made space travel recreational, yet. You’re not 
recreation. And anyway, Jim has a project; you’ll see. Of course. He kissed her, with tongue. 
The sensors were in place to monitor her heart. Ready? 
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Façade 

A peek through the door reveals my father 
His blue threaded office jacket 
Over tilting shoulders—months of slouching, 
Perhaps, over forms and legal tendencies. 
My mother appears, stealing his checkered tie 
From behind, leaving his hand suspended.  
The smell of burning pancake mix 
Rises to the second floor. 

“Please, Madelle. Not today,” my father utters. 

His voice breaks in exasperation—nearly stops my heart. 
My mother ignores him. 

She begins the four-in-hand 
My eyes tied to one end leaping  
Across and through the loops 
Till I see a tear fall and land on her 
Rapid hand, the tie trembling to a rising 
And falling of chest, the pearl on her ring blurred to the shaking, 
Her eyes shut to the silence stealing 
Her lips. 

“I’m done,” I hear. 
She walks away. 

The sky begins to burn. 
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