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half of yellow poplin being shaped into a dress, teaching herself smocking and purchasing gold
hoops from places whose names never remained the same and silver bracelets from places whose
names never remained the same. And Mr. Walker, who was not at all interested in my mother’s ups
and downs and would never have dreamed of taking in the haphazard mess of her life (but there
was nothing so unusual about that, every life, I now know, is a haphazard mess), looked on for a
moment as my mother, belying the look in her eyes, said kind and loving words to me in a kind
and loving voice, and he then walked over to a looking glass that hung on a wall and squeezed with
two of his fingers a lump the size of a pinch of sand that was on his cheek; the lump had a shiny
white surface and it broke, emitting a tiny plap sound, and from it came a long ribbon of thick, yel-
low pus that curled on Mr. Walker’s cheek imitaring, almost, the decoration on the birthday cake
that awaited me at home, and my birthday cake was decorated with a series of species of flora and
fauna my mother had never seen (and still has not seen to this day, she is seventy-three years old).

After that day [ never again wore my yellow poplin dress with the smocking my mother had
just taught herself to make. It was carefully put aside, saved for me to wear to another special occa-
sion; but by the time another special occasion came (I could say quite clearly then what the special
occasion was and can say quite clearly now what the special occasion was but I do not want to), the

dress could no longer fit me, [ had grown too big for it.

L¢ Thi Diem Thiy
The Gangster We Are All Looking For

Vietnam is a black-and-white photograph of my grandparents sitting in bamboo chairs in their front
courtyard. They are sitting tall and proud, surrounded by chickens and roosters. Their feet are sep-
arated from the dirt by thin sandals. My grandfather’s broad forehead is shining. So too are my
grandmother’ famed sad eyes. The animals are obliviously pecking at the ground. This looks like a
wedding portrait, though it is actually a photograph my grandparents had taken late in life, for their
children, especially for my mother. When I think of this portrait of my grandparents in the last years
of their life, I always envision a beginning. To what or where, I don't know, but always a beginning.

When my mother, a Catholic schoolgirl from the South, decided to marry my father, a Buddhist
gangster from the North, her parents disowned her. This is in the photograph, though it is not visible
to the eye. If it were, it would be a deep impression across the soft dirt of my grandparents’ court-
yard. Her father chased her out of the house, beating her with the same broom she had used every
day of her life, from the time she could stand up and sweep to the morning of the very day she was

chased away.

The year my mother met my father, there were several young men working at her house, rurning
errands for her father, pickling vegetables with her mother. It was understood by everyone that
these men were courting my mother. My mother claims she had no such understanding.

She treated these men as brothers, sometimes as uncles even, later exclaiming in self-defense,

“I didn’t even know about love then.”
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Ma says love came to her in a dark movie theater. She doesn't remember what movie it was or why
she’d gone to see it, only that she’'d gone alone and found herself sitting beside him. In the dark, she
couldn’t make out his face but noticed he was handsome. She wondered if he knew she was watch-
ing him out of the corner of her eye. Watching him without embarrassment or shame. Watching
him with a strange curiosity, a feeling that made her want to trace and retrace his silhouette with her
fingertips until she’d memorized every feature and could call his face to her in any dark place she
passed through. Later, in the shadow of the beached fishing boats on the blackest nights of the year,
she would call him to mind, his face a warm companion for her body on the edge of the sea.

In the early days of my parents’ courtship, my mother told stories. She confessed elaborate dreams
about the end of war: foods she’d eat (a banquet table, mangoes piled high to the ceiling); songs
she'd make up and sing, clapping her hands over her head and throwing her hair like a horse’s
mane; dances she’d do, hopping from one foot to the other. Unlike the responsible favorite daugh-
ter or sister she was to her family, with my father, in the forest, my mother became reckless, drunk
on her youth and the possibility of love. Ignoring the chores to be done at home, she rolled her
pants up to her knees, stuck her bare feet in puddles, and learned to smoke a cigarette.

She tied a vermilion ribbon in her hair. She became moody. She did her chores as though they were
favors to her family, forgetting that she ate the same rice and was dependent on the same supply of
food. It seemed to her the face that stared back at her from deep inside the family well was the face
of a woman she had never seen before. At night she lay in bed and thought of his hands, the way
his thumb flicked down on the lighter and brought fire to her cigarette. She began to wonder what
the forests were like before the trees were dying. She remembered her father had once described to
her the smiling broadness of leaves, jungles thick in the tangle of rich soil.

One evening, she followed my father in circles through the forest, supposedly in search of the
clearing that would take them to his aunts house. They wandered aimlessly into darkness, never
finding the clearing or the aunt she knew he never had.

“You're not from here,” she said.

“1 know.”

“So tell me, what’s your aunt’s name?”

“Kuan.”

“Spring?”

“Yes.”

She laughed. I can't be here, she thought.

“My father will be looking for me—"

“T'll walk you home. It’s not too late.”

In the dark, she could feel his hand extending toward her, filling the space between them. They
had not touched once the entire evening and now he stood offering his hand to her. She stared at
him for a long time. There was a small scar on his chin, curved like her fingernail. It was too dark to
see this. She realized she had memorized his face.

My first memory of my father’ face is framed by the coiling barbed wire of a prison camp in South
Vietnam. My mother’s voice crosses through the wire. She is whispering his name and, in this utter-
ance, caressing him. Over and over she calls him to her: “Anh Minh, Anh Minh.” His name
becomes a tree she presses her body against. The act of calling blows around them like a warm
breeze, and when she utters her own name, it is the second half of a verse that began with his. She
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drops her name like a pebble is dropped into a well. She wants to be engulfed by him. “Anh Minh,
em My, Anh Minh. Em, em My.”

She is crossing through barbed wire the way some people step through open windows. She
arrives warm, the slightest film of sweat on her bare arms. She says, “Its me, its me.” Shy and for-
mal and breathless, my parents are always meeting for the first time. Savoring the sound of a name,
marveling at the bone structure,

I trail behind them, the tip of their dragon’s tail. I am suspended like a silk banner from the
body of a kite. They flick me here and there. I twist and turn in the air, connected to them by this

fabric that worms spin.

For a handful of pebbles and my fathers sharp profile my mother left home and never returned.
Imagine a handful of pebbles. The casual way he tossed them at her as she was walking home from
school with her girlfriends. He did this because he liked her and wanted to let her know. Boys are
dumb that way, my mother told me. A handful of pebbles, to be thrown in anger, in desperation, in
joy. My father threw them in love. Ma says they touched her like warm kisses, these pebbles he had
been holding in the sun. Warm kisses on the curve of her back, sliding down the crook of her arm,
grazing her ankles and landing around her feet in the hot sand.

What my father told her could have been a story. There was no cne in the South to confirm the
details of his life. He said he came from a semi-aristocratic Northern family. Unlacing his boot, he
pulled out his foot and told her to pay close attention to how his second toe was significantly longer
than his other toes. “A sure sign of aristocracy,” he claimed. His nose was high, he said, because his
mother was French, one of the many mistresses his father kept. He found this out when he was six-
teen. That year, he ran away from home and came south.

“There are thieves, gamblers, drunks I've met who remind me of people in my family. Its the
way they're dreamers. My familys a garden full of dreamers lying on their backs, staring at the sky,
drunk and choking on their dreaming.” He said this while leaning against a tree, his arms folded
across his bare chest, his eyes staring at the ground, his shoulders golden.

She asked her mother, “What does it mean if your second toe is longer than your other toes?”

“It means . . . your mother will die before your father,” her mother said.

“I heard somewhere it’s a sign of aristocracy.”

“Huh! What do we know about aristocracy?”

My father’s toes fascinated my mother. When she looked at his bare feet she saw ten fishing boats,
two groups of five. Within each group, the second boat ventured ahead, leading the others. She
would climb a tree, stand gripping the branch with her own toes, and stare down at his. She
directed him to stand in the mud. There, she imagined what she saw to be ten small boats sur-
rounded by black water, a fleet of junks journeying in the dark.

She would lean back and enjoy this vision, never explaining to him what it was she saw. She
left him to wonder about her senses as he stood, cigarette in hand, staring at her trembling ankles,
not moving until she told him to.

[ was born in the alley behind my grandparents’ house. At three in the morning my mother dragged
herself out of the bed in the small house she and my father lived in after they married.

He was in prison, so, alone, she began to walk. She cut a crooked line on the beach. Moving in
jerky steps, like a ball tossed on the waves, she seemed to be thrown along without direction. She
walked to the schoolhouse, sat on the sand, and leaned against the first step. She felt grains of sand
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pressing against her back. Each grain was a minute pinprick that became increasingly painful to
her. She felt as though her back would break out in a wash of blood. She thought, I am going to
bleed to death. We are going to die.

In front of the schoolhouse lay a long metal tube. No one knew where it came from. It seemed
always to have been there. Children hid in it, crawled through it, spoke to one another at either end
of it, marched across it, sat on it, and confided secrets beside it. There had been so little to play with
at the school recesses. This long metal tube became everything. A tarp was suspended over it, to
shield it from the sun. The tube looked like a blackened log that sat in a room without walls. When
the children sat in a line on the tube, their heads bobbing this way and that in conversation, it
seemed they were sitting under a canopied raft.

The night I was born, my mother looked at this tube and imagined it to be the badly burnt arm
of a dying giant whose body was buried in the sand. She could not decide if he had been buried in
the sand and was trying to get out or if he had tried to bury himself in the sand but was unable to
pull his arm under in time. In time for what? She had heard a story about a girl in a neighboring
town who was killed during a napalm bombing. The bombing happened on an especially hot night
when this girl had walked to the beach to cool her feet in the water. They found her floating on the
sea. The phosphorus from the napalm made her body glow like a lantern. In her mind, my mother
built a canopy for this girl. She started to cry, thinking of the buried giant, the floating girl, these
bodies stopped in midstep, on their way somewhere.

She began to walk toward the tube. She had a sudden urge to be inside it. The world felt dangerous to
her and she was alone. At the mouth of the tube she bent down; her belly blocked the opening. She
tried the other side, the other mouth. Again her belly stopped her. “But I remember,” she muttered
out loud, “as a girl T sometimes slept in here.” This was what she wanted now, to sleep inside the tube.

“Tall noses come from somewhere—"
“Not from here.”
“Not tall noses.”

Eyes insinuate, moving from her nose to mine then back again. Mouths suck air in, form it into the
darkest shade of contempt, then spit it at her feet as she walks by. [ am riding on her hip. I am the
new branch that makes the tree bend, but she walks with her head held high. She knows where she
pulled me from. No blue eye.

Ma says war is a bird with a broken wing flying over the countryside, trailing blood and burying
crops in sorrow. If something grows in spite of this, it is both a curse and a miracle. When I was
bomn, she cried when I cried, knowing I had breathed war in and she could never shake it out of
me. Ma says war makes it dangerous to breathe, though she knows you die if you don’t. She says
she could have thrown me against the wall, breaking me until 1 coughed up this war which is
killing us all. She could have stomped on it in the dark and danced on it like 2 madwoman danc-
ing on gravestones. She could have ground it down to powder and spit on it, but didn’t I know?
War has no beginning and no end. It crosses oceans like a splintered boat filled with people singing
a sad song.

Every morning Anh wakes up in the house next to mine, a yellow duplex she and I call a town-
house because we found out from a real estate ad that a townhouse is a house that has an upstairs
and a downstairs. My father calls Anh the “chicken-egg girl.” Each morning Anh%s mother loads a
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small pushcart with stacks of eggs and Anh walks all over Linda Vista selling eggs. Her back yard
is full of chickens and roosters. Sometimes you can see a rooster fly up and balance itself on the
back gate, and it will crow and crow, off and on, all day long until dark comes.

We live in the country of California, the province of San Diego, the village of Linda Vista, We live in
old Navy Housing, bungalows that were built in the 1940s and ‘50s. Since the 1980s these bunga-
lows have housed Vietnamese, Cambodian, and Laotian refugees from the Vietnam War When we
moved in, we had to sign a form promising not to push fish hones down the garbage disposal.

We live in a yellow row house on Westinghouse Street. Our house is one story, made of wood
and plaster. We are connected to six two-story houses and another cne-story house at the other
end. Across from our row of houses, separated by a field of brown dirt, sits another row of yellow
houses, same as ours and facing us like a sad twin. Linda Vista is full of houses like ours, painted in
peeling shades of olive green, baby blue, and sunbaked yellow. :

There’ new Navy Housing on Linda Vista Road, the long street that takes you out of here. We
see the people there watering their lawns, the children riding pink tricycles up and down the cul-
de-sacs. We see them in Victory Supermarket, buying groceries with cash. In Kelley Park they have

calling all the refugee kids Yang.
Yang. Yang. Yang.

Ma says living next to Anhs family reminds her of Vietnam because the blue tarp suspended above
Anh’s back yard is the bright blue of the South China Sea. Ma says isn’t it funny how sky and sea
follow you from place to place as if they too were traveling and not just the boat that travels across
or between them. Ma says even Anh reminds her of Vietnam, the way she sets out for market each
morning.

Ba becomes a gardener. Overnight. He buys a truck full of equipment and a box of business cards
from Uncle Twelve, who is moving to Texas to become a fisherman. The business cards read “Tom5
Professional Gardening Service” and have a small, green embossed picture of a man pushing a lawn
mower. The man’s back is to the viewer, so no one who doesn' already know can tell it not Ba. He
says I can be his secretary because I speak the best English. If you call us on the business phone, you
will hear me say: “Hello, you have reached Toms Professional Gardening Service. We are not here
right now, but if you leave us a message, we will get back to you as soon as possible. Thank you.”

Itis hot and dusty where we live. Some people think its dirty, but they don’t know much about us.
They haven't seen our gardens full of lemongrass, mint, cilantro, and basil. They've only seen the
Pigeons pecking at day-old rice and the skinny cats and dogs sitting in the skinny shade of skinny

from the top of the steep Crandall Street hill to the slightly curving bottom? Who has seen this?

It was so different at the Green Apartment. We had to close the gate behind us every time we came
. It clanged heavily, and T imagined a host of eyes, upstairs and downstairs, staring at me from
behind slightly parted curtains. There were four palm trees planted at the four far corners of the
courtyard and a central staircase that was narrow at the top and fanned out at the bottom. The steps
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were covered in fake grass, like the set of an old Hollywood movie, the kind that stars an aging
beauty who wakes up to find something is terribly wrong,

We moved out of the Green Apartment after we turned on the TV one night and heard that our
manager and his brother had hacked a woman to pieces and dumped her body into the Pacific
Ocean in ten-gallon garbage bags that washed onto the shore. Ma said she didn’t want to live in a
place haunted by a murdered lady. So we moved to Linda Vista, where she said there were a lot of
Vietnamese people like us, people whose only sin was a little bit of gambling and sucking on fish

bones and laughing hard and arguing loudly.

Ma shaved all her hair off in Linda Vista because she got mad at Ba for gambling her money away
and getting drunk every week watching Monday Night Football. Ba gave her a blue baseball cap to
wear until her hair grew back, and she wore it backward, like a real bad-ass.

After that, some people in Linda Vista said that Ma was crazy and Ba was crazy for staying with
her. But what do some people know?

When the photograph came, Ma and Ba got into a fight. Ba threw the fish tank out the front door
and Ma broke all the dishes. They said they never should’ve been to gether.

Ma’s sister had sent her the photograph from Vietnam. It came in a stiff envelope. There was
nothing inside but the photograph, as if anything more would be pointless. Ma started to cry.
“Child,” she sobbed, over and over again. She wasn' talking about me. She was talking about her-
self.

Ba said, “Don’t cry. Your parents have forgiven you.”
Ma kept crying anyway and told him not to touch her with his gangster hands. Ba clenched his

hands into tight fists and punched the walls.
“What hands?! What hands?!” he velled. “Let me see the gangster! Let me see his hands!” I see

his hands punch hands punch hands punch blood.

Ma is in the kitchen. She has torn the screen off the window: She is punctuating the pavement with
dishes, plates, cups, rice bowls. She sends them out like birds gliding through the sky with
nowhere in particular to go. Until they crash. Then she exhales “Huh!” in satisfaction.

1 am in the hallway gulping air. I breathe in the breaking and the bleeding, When Ba plunges
his hands into the fish tank, I detect the subtle tint of blood in water. When he throws the fish tank
out the front door, yelling, “Let me see the gangster!” 1 am drinking up spilled water and swallow-
ing whole the beautiful colored tropical fish before they hit the ground, caking themselves in brown
dirt until just the whites of their eyes remain, blinking at the sun.

All the hands are in my throat, cutting themselves on broken dishes, and the fish swim in cir-
cles; they can't see for all the blood.

Ba jumps in his truck and drives away.

When I grow up [ am going to be the gangster we are all looking for.

The neighborhood kids are standing outside our house, staring in through the windows and the
open door. Even Anh, our chicken-egg seller. I'm sure their gossiping mothers sent them to spy on
us. 1 run out front and dance like a crazy lady, dance like a fish, wiggle my head and throw my body
so everything eyes nose tongue comes undone. At first they laugh but then they stop, not knowing
what to think. Then I stop and stare each one of them down.

“What're you looking at?” I ask.

“L ookin’ at you,” one boy says, half giggling.
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“Well,” I say, with my hand on my hip and my head cocked to one side, “I'm looking at you
too,” and I give him my evil one-eye look, focusing all my energy into one eye. I stare at him hard
like my eye is a bullet and he can be dead.

[ turn my back on them and walk into the house.

[ find Ma sitting in the windowsill. The curve of her back is inside the bedroom while the rest of her
body is outside, on the first step Ba built going from the bedroom to the garden. Without turning to
look at me, she says, “Let me lift you into the attic.” ‘

“Why?”

“We have to move your grandparents in.”

I don't really know what she is talking about, but I say O.K. anyway.

We have never needed the attic for anything. In fact, we have never gone up there. When we moved
my grandparents in, Ma simply lifted me up and I pushed the attic door open with one hand, while
with the other I slipped in the stiff envelope containing the photograph of my grandparents. I
pushed it the length of my arm and down to my fingertips. I pushed it so far it was beyond reach,
but Ma said it was enough, they had come to live with us, and sometimes you don’t need to see or
touch people to know they’re there.

Ba came home drunk that night and asked to borrow my blanket. T heard him climbing the tree
in the back yard. It took him a long time. He kept missing the wooden blocks that run up and
down the tree like a ladder. Ba put them in when he built the steps going from the bedroom win-
dow into the garden. If you stand on the very top block, your whole body is hidden by tree
branches. Ba put those blocks in for me, so I could win at hide-and-go-seek.

When Ba finally made it onto the roof, he lay down over my room and I could hear him rolling
across my ceiling. Rolling and crying. I was scared he would roll off the edge and kill himself, so
went to wake Ma.

She was already awake. She said it would be a geod thing if he rolled off. But later I heard
someone climb the tree, and all night two bodies rolled across my ceiling. Slowly and firmly they
pressed against my sleep, the Catholic schoolgirl and the Buddhist gangster, two dogs chasing each
other’s tails. They have been running like this for so long, they have become one dog, one tail.

Without any hair and looking like a man, my mother is still my mother, though sometimes I can’t
see her even when [ look and look and look so long all the colors of the world begin to swim and
bob around me. Her hands always bring me up, her big peasant hands with the flat, wide nails,
wide like her nose and just as expressive. [ will know her by her hands and her walk which is at
once slow and urgent, the walk of a woman going to the market with her goods securely bound to
her side. Even walking empty-handed, my mother suggests invisible bundles whose contents no
one but she can unravel. And if [ never see her again, I will know my mother by the smell of sea salt
and the prints of my own bare feet crossing sand, running to and away from, to and away from,

family.

When the eviction notice came, we didn't believe it so we threw it away. It said we had a month to
get out. The houses on our block had a new owner who wanted to tear everything down and build
better housing for the community. It said we were priority tenants for the new complex, but we
couldn’t afford to pay the new rent so it didn't matter. The notice also said that if we didn't get out
in time, all our possessions would be confiscated in accordance with some section of a law book or
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manual we were supposed to have known about but had never seen. We couldn’t believe the evic-
tion notice so we threw it away.

The fence is tall, silver, and see-through. Chainlink, it rattles when you shake it and wobbles when
you lean against it. It circles the block like a bad dream. It is not funny like a line of laundry whose
flying shirts and empty pants suggest human birds and vanishing acts. This fence presses sharply
against your brain. We three stand still as posts. Looking at it, then at each other—this side and
that—out of the corners of our eyes. What are we thinking?

At night we come back with three uncles. Ba cuts a hole in the fence and we step through.
Quiet, we break into our own house through the back window. Quiet, we steal back everything that
is ours. We fill ten-gallon garbage bags with clothes, pots and pans, flip-flops, the porcelain figure
of Mary, and our wooden Buddha. In the arc of four flashlights we find our favorite hairbrushes
behind bedposts. When we are done, we are clambering and breathless. We can hear police cars
coming to get us, though it quiet.

We tumble out the window like people tumbling across continents. We are time traveling,
weighed down by heavy furniture and bags of precious junk. We find ourselves leaning against
Bak yellow truck. Ma calls his name, her voice reaching like a hand feeling for a tree trunk in
darkness.

In the car, Ma starts to cry. “What about the sea?” she asks. “What about the garden?” Ba says
we can come back in the morning and dig up the stalks of lemongrass and fold the sea into a blue
square. Ma is sobbing. She is beating the dashboard with her fists. “1 want to know,” she says, “I
want to know, I want to know . . . who is doing this to us?” Hiccupping, she says, “I want to know
why, why theres always a fence. Why theres always someone on the outside wanting some-
one . . . something on the inside and between them . . . this. . . sharp fence. Why are we always
leaving like this?”

Everyone is quiet when Ma screams.

“Take me back!” she says. “I can't go with you. T've forgotten my mother and father. I can't
believe . . . Anh Minh, we've left them to die. Take me back.”

Ma wants Ba to stop the car, but Ba doesn’t know why. The three uncles, sitting in a line in the
back of the truck, think Ma is crazy. They yell in through the window, “My, are you going to walk
back to Vietnam?”

“Yeah, are you going to walk home to your parents’ house?”

In the silence another laughs.

Ba puts his foot on the gas pedal. Our car jerks forward, then plunges down the Crandall Street
hill. Ma says, “I need air, water . . . ” I roll the window down. She puts her head in her hands. She
keeps crying, “Child.” Outside, I see the Great Wall of China. In the glare of the streetlamps, it is
just a long strip of cardboard.

In the morning, the world is flat. Westinghouse Street is lying down like a jagged brushstroke of
sunburnt yellow. There is a big sign inside the fence that reads

CoMING SOON:

CONDOMINIUMS TOWNHOUSES Famiry HoMES

Beside these words is a watercolor drawing of a large, pink complex.

We stand on the edge of the chainlink fence, sniffing the air for the scent of lemongrass, scanning
this flat world for our blue sea. A wrecking ball dances madly through our house. Everything has
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burst wide open and sunk down low. Then I hear her calling them. She is whispering, “Ma/Ba,
Ma/Ba.” The whole world is two butterfly wings rubbing against my ear.

Listen . . . they are sitting in the attic, sitting like royalty, Shining in the dark, buried by a
wrecking ball. Paper fragments floating across the surface of the seq.

Not a trace of blood anywhere except here, in my throat, where I am telling you all this.

John Edgar Wideman

from Brothers and Keepers

When you were a chubby-cheeked baby and I stood you upright, supporting most of your weight
with my hands but freeing you Just enough to let you feel the spring and bounce of strength in your
new, rubbery thighs, when you toddled those first few bowlegged, pigeon-toed steps across the
kitchen, did the trouble start then? Twenty-odd years later, when you shuffled through the polished
corridor of the Fort Collins, Colorado, courthouse dragging the weight of iron chains and fetters, 1
wanted to give you my hands again, help you make it across the floor again; I shot out a clenched figt,
a black power sign, which caught your eye and made you smile in that citadel of whiteness. Yoy
made me realize [ was tottering on the edge, leaning on you. You, in your baggy jumpsuit, three days
scraggly growth on your face because they didn't trust you with a razor, manacled hand and foot so
you were theatrically displayed as their pawn, absolutely under their domination; you were the one
clinging fast, taking the weight, and your dignity held me up. I was reaching for your strength.
Always there. The bad seed, the good seed. Mommy’ been saying for as long as [ can remember:
That Robby . . . he wakes up in the morning looking for the party. She’s right, ain’t she? Momy neatly
always right in her way, the special way she has of putting words together to take things apart. Every
day God sends here Robby thinks is a party. Still up there on the third floor under his covers and hes
thinking, Where it at today? Whats it gonna be today? Where’s the fun? And that’s how he’ been
since the day the Good Lord put him on this earth. Thats your brother, Robert Douglas Wideman,

Rejoice in the bounty of the light.

The last time we were all together, cousin Kip took a family portrait. Mom and Daddy in a line with
their children. The third generation of ‘kids, a nappy-headed row in front. Five of us grown-up
brothers and sisters hanging on one another’s shoulders. Our first picture together since 1 don't
remember when. We're all standing on Mom5 about-to-buckle porch with cousin Kip down in the
weeds of the little front yard pointing his camera up at us. [ was half-scared those rickety boards
would crack and we’d sink, arms still entwined, like some brown Titanic, beneath the rippling
porch floor.

Before I saw the picture I had guessed how we'd look frozen in shades of black and white. I
wasn’t too far off. Tish is grinning ear to ear—the proud girl child in the middle who's survived the



