
PuoѴog�eĹ Auiana

Ho� |o Change Yo�r Name

˘ˠ˙˛̐ Neƕ York Citƛ

You ƕant to change ƛour name̗ If ƛou ƕant to change ƛour name̐ ƕipe that

kitschƛsmileoƫƛour stupid face̖ Youcannotbehappƛ̖ What is this̐ amusical̗

You must struggle to speak proper English beƛond niceties and prattle like

̱Hoƕ do ƛou do̗̲ and ̱One pound of Ʋour̐ please̖̲ You must rot ƕith

loneliness̖ Youmust ƕish ƛou had not come to the citƛ andmet somanƛ croƕs

squaƕking in a dead language that onlƛ ghosts can understand̖ You must

despise the female gossip at the market and the nods from tallit̪ƕrapped

men on ƛour ƕaƛ there̖ And ƛou must hate Neƕ York̖ You must hate the

graƛ̪smog citƛ that is not ƛour home and ƛoumust dream of a place that is

beautiful and ƕhere ƛou ƕill be free̖ A place like California̖

You must be like Ariana Fuchs̖ She ƕas unhappƛ̖ EƔen the curls of black

hair that sprung out from her headscarf ƕere unhappƛ̖ Unhappƛ loneliness

rusted the edges of her ƕords and rotted their cores̐ so ƕhen she spoke̐ she

felt like a monkeƛ trƛing to communicate ƕith men̐ a baboon ƛodeling at the

countrƛ club̖

Noƕ that is tsores̖ Gebrenteh tsores̖

Unhappiness̖ And ƕithout it ƛour name ƕill neƔer change̖

You must also haƔe an uglƛ name̖ Changing a name is diƬcult and requires

much determining̐ so if ƛour name is not considerablƛ uglƛ ƛou do not stand

a chance̖ If ƛour name is Bradshaƕ do not eƔen think about it̖ If ƛour name

is Adams or Williams̐ not ƕorth it̖ If ƛour name is Elliot or McCarthƛ or
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eƔen O̵Connor I ƕould recommend against it̐ although some O̵Connors are

unhappƛ̖

Take Fuchs̖ You do not think this is an uglƛ name̗ This is not a good name̐

eƔen in the Old World̖ It means foƚ̐ or someone slƛ or cunning̐ or a Ɣile

man ƕith beet̪red hair̖ It reeks of German̐ although her husband ƕas born

in ƕhat is todaƛ SoƔiet Estonia̖ You must look at the name in the English

letters and haƔe conƔincing that there is something squirming like a snake

or leech or poisonous centipede̖ You must look at the Latin letters and see

something oƔercompensating and desperate in the length or the breƔitƛ̐ the

consecutiƔe Ɣoƕels or the clashing consonants̖ Youmust see historƛ stamped

into that name̒ When ƛou paƛ the ƕater bill and see the printed letters ƛou

must shudder ƕith rage̖ This name̐ a name that is taken doƕn on a ˘ˠ˗˟

census bƛ a seƔentƛ̪seƔen ƛear old graƛbeard on amule in Kopu̐ Estonia̐ and

added to a list bƛ the sheriƫ and his deputƛ̖ This name that is ƛour husband̵s

name ƕhen he is chopping ƕood in the forest during the Russian festiƔal̐ and

he sees smoke rising oƔer his Ɣillage̐ his precious Ɣillage ƕherein liƔed eƔerƛ

man ƕhose sage ƕhiskers he kissed and eƔerƛ ƕoman ƕho gaƔe his familƛ

eggs̖ Hemust chop the ƕood and rend the bark and drink his oƕn tears like

theƛ are ƕine̖

An uglƛ name becomes uglier if ƛou haƔe an object that reminds ƛou of the

uglƛ historƛ stamped into all uglƛ names̖ Like a small purse or a tattered

book̐ or like the Spanish leather bracelet that ƛour father kept in a boƚ along

ƕith the Talmud he receiƔed on his thirteenth birthdaƛ̖ This historƛ can be

controƔersial̐ because it inƔolƔesnot onlƛHashem̦adonai ehaḑbut also Jesús

ƛ el Espirito Santo of the Spanish Gentiles ƕho had it made̐ and glittering Inti

and shadoƕed Urcaguarƛ̐ fromƕhose Incanmountains the gold ƕas mined̖

It is better ƕhen historƛ leaks from this Spanish bracelet strung ƕith a gold

coin that has carƔed into it a graƛ spear and the black letters ̱CALIFORNIA̲̐

and it is best ƕhen this bracelet is knoƕn to haƔe saƔed ƛour familƛ frommanƛ

pogroms̖ Then ƛou cannot forget ƛour uglƛ historƛ̐ and ƛou ƕill be all the

ƕiser for it̖

For historƛ spills from an uglƛ name̖ Historƛ is ƕater̐ blood̐ and ƕine̖ Life

demands it̐ but if ƛou Ʊnd it all around ƛou it is certain that ƛou haƔe perished̖
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Drink historƛ and suck on its shadoƕs̖ The Russians knoƕ ƛou are a Jeƕ

because theƛ ƕatched from the shadoƕs ƕhen ƛour mother ƕalked into a

bakerƛ to buƛ apple cake for Yom Teruah̖ EƔerƛ daƛ theƛ are knocking on

ƛour ƕindoƕs and throƕing stones at them to see if ƛou are still aliƔe̖ The

Russiansƕith the aƚes̐ the Greeks ƕith their clubs̐ the SlaƔs ƕith their stones̐

demolishing ƛour ƕorld̖ Theƛ hang ƛour mother in the street and strip her

naked and ƕhip her bodƛ so that Ʋesh hangs doƕn in tƤitƤit̖ Your father

puts the bracelet on ƛour ƕrist̐ and it gloƕs faintlƛ like a star and ƛou and

ƛour brother run to Reb Shmuel ƕho puts ƛou in a train car to Vilna ƕith the

chickens̖ Theƛ squaƕk all through the night and ƛour hearing ƕill neƔer be

the same̖ You Ɣomit manƛ times and ƛour brother clutches the bracelet and

ƛour ƕrist as if his life depends on it̐ and it does̖

But onlƛ fools belieƔe that historƛ is trauma̖ This is not Ƥikkaron̖ SaƔe

the ƛiƤkor for ƕhen ƛour name is changed and ƛour brain consists of tube

teleƔisions and air conditioning units̖ Youmust remember̐ but ƛoumust also

understand̖ Understand that the sticks and stones of the SlaƔs and the leaden

pipes of the Greeks ƕere sƛmbols of protest against the slaƔerƛ of capital̐ and

that the CƤarists put the blame on to the Psƛchoanalƛsts and Jeƕish bankers̐

aƕaƛ from themselƔes̐ the leeches that slurped Odessa and the sƕeeping plain

drƛ̖ Sense the slurping of historƛ and the regurgitating in the Ɣomit̐ on the

train car̐ on the bare Ʊelds̐ in the ƕinter rain̖

But ƕhether or not ƛou Ɣomited on the train car̐ on the bare Ʊelds̐ in the

ƕinter rain̐ if ƛou ƕant to change ƛour name ƛoumust haƔe an irrepressible

ƕill to liƔemore̖ Youmust loƔe tomake life greater thanƕhat it is̖ Use art̐ use

romance̐ use science̐ use God̖ Jump oƫ cliƫs and climbmountains̐ dance̐

dance̐ dance̐ and dance̒ All of the Ɣomiting that comes ƕith historƛmaƛ take

the joƛ out of ƛou for ƛears̐ but in the long run̐ ƛoumust be irrepressible̖ A

little girl in Odessa̐ ƛou danced̖ A ƛoung ƕoman in Vilna̐ no longer̖ You did

not dance there and nor in Neƕ York̖ But after Ʊftƛ ƛears of neƔer dancing̐

ƛour son Leonard ƕill take ƛou out in Los Angeles̐ and after dancing there ƛou

neƔer stop̖

Vilde khaƛe̒ Rebittsen̒ YefaƛƱeƛeh̒ The joƛ̒ You dance all night̒ You

dance ƛour son to sleepƛ eƛes and a softlƛ rising chest as if he is again an
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infant̖ You haƔe control oƔer ƛour bodƛ̖ Your limbs and bones belong to ƛou

and ƛou alone̖ Let freedom titter like a golden bird caged ƕithin ƛou̐ and

master the corporeal realm that surges ƕith eƚpressing̐ ƛour eƚpressing̐ ƛou̐

sister̐ beautiful ƛou̖

When ƛou go to change ƛour name̐ this bird eggs ƛou on̖ A name escaped

from historƛ̖ Hoƕ freeing it ƕill be̒ This bird̵s tittering rejects ƛour

husband̵s protests̖ He saƛs ƛou annoƛ himƕhen ƛou are angrƛ̗ Be angrier̒

You are not angrƛ enough̒ Destroƛ historƛ̒ Change ƛour name̒ Hoƕ freeing

it ƕill be̒ Hoƕ beautiful̒ Hoƕmuch like California̒

Your husband does not ƕant to change his name̐ but that is not the spirit

of liƔing more̖ It is not that ƛou do not loƔe him̖ You loƔe his loƛaltƛ and

his tenderness̐ his faith and the ƕaƛ he bears the factorƛ smoke and iron

loads of Canal Street̐ and the ƕaƛ he tells ƛour children stories about Estonian

castles and Ɣillages of snoƕ̖ You loƔe ƛour husband̐ but ƛou knoƕ that he is

ƕrong̖ When ƛou ƕish to change ƛour husband̵s familƛ name and he is of

disagreement̐ some inner pintl comes in handƛ̖

Last but not least̐ ƛou must utiliƤe the formallƛ established process for the

changing of names̖ Yes̐ ƛes̐ ƛou must not forget the process̖ There must

be goƔernment bureaus̖ There must be papers̐ a broker̖ Youmust ask ƛour

rebbe ƕhere to go and he must adƔise against it̐ saƛing a name̪change is for

spite alone and not ƕorthƕhile̖ So ƛoumust ƕalk tƕo hours in Manhattan in

search of a building on amap to Ʊnd it closed on Sundaƛ̖

ClosedonSundaƛ̗ Thegoƛimarebananas̖ Becausenoƕƛoumust beƕaiting

for Easter to pass but in the meantime̐ practice ƛour English̖ You must be

understood̖ Youmust not sound like a mongoose cantillating̖ ̱I am here to

changemƛ name̖ Hoƕ do I changemƛ name̗̲ Practice the ƕords̒ Theƛ are

the diƫerence betƕeen life and death̖ Practice them̐ ƛou khamer̒ ̱I am here

to changemƛ name̖ Hoƕ do I changemƛ name̗̲ Lign in drerd un bakn beƛgl̒

Practice ƕhile ƛou hang laundrƛ̐ ƕhile ƛou cook dinner̐ ƕhile ƛou praƛ and

ƕhile ƛou are making loƔe on Tuesdaƛ once a month̖ ̱I am here to changemƛ

name̖ Hoƕ do I change mƛ name̗̲

Go to the designated building and performƛour English for an oldWelshman

ƕith ruddƛ cheeks̖ Bƛ a miracle he understands ƛou̖ The problem is that ƛou
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can̵t understand him̖ But he repeats himself enough times and ƛou realiƤe he

can do bopkis̖ If this is not heartbreaking̐ I do not knoƕƕhat is̖ He can do

beans for ƛou̒ Albanƛ canmail ƛou the paperƕork and ƛou canmail Albanƛ

and Albanƛ can mail ƛou back and it can take siƚ months̖ You cannot ƕait

siƚ months̖ You must feel the Ɣiolent pangs of despair begin a pogrom in

ƛour heart and ƛour America̖ You must realiƤe that ƛou cannot surƔiƔe in

America as a Fuchs̐ and ƛou cannot go back to Ukraine̐ ƛou cannot be like ƛour

cousin ƕho ƕas not fertile in America̐ so she ƕent back to Ukraine to haƔe

ƱƔe children̐ because it is ˘ˠ˙˛ and Ukraine does not eƚist anƛmore̖ Maƛbe

ƛou should die̖

You idiot̒ Ignoramus̒ Kadokhes̒ Fopdoodle̒ You should not die̒ All ƛou

must do is ƕalk outside andmeet the man ƕho changes eƔerƛthing̖ But this

man is not a man̖ He is a coƕboƛ̖

Walk outside ƕhere the coƕboƛ ƕaits̖ He is tough and leatherƛ and cheƕs

tobacco̖ He ƕears boots and a hat and draƕs near to ƛou̐ glittering like a

snake̖ He tells ƛou he can change ƛour name because he has an ̱in̲ at Albanƛ

andƕas traƔeling there himself̖ He tells ƛou he can be doing the documenting̐

so ƛou ƕill not need to read English that ƛou cannot read̖ You cannot imagine

better luck̖ All he ƕants is an ounce of gold̖

Do not do it̒ I beg of ƛou̐ do not do it̖ No one ƕill belieƔe an unlikelƛ storƛ

like this one̐ so it maƛ as ƕell be untrue̖ But it is not untrue̖ You haƔe an

ounce of gold on ƛour person̐ an old and beautiful ounce on a bracelet and

inscribed ƕith the ƕord ̱CALIFORNIA̖̲ You hesitate for a moment̐ because

ƛou used to dream aboutmoƔing to the land ofmƛsterious black letters̐ ƕhere

ƛoumight Ʊnd guardian amulets of Spanish gold̐ and giƔe one to each of ƛour

children̖ This moment of hesitating is inƱnite times too short̖ You think

ƛou cannot pass up this chance̖ But ƛou can̒ Oh̐ do not do it̐ sister̒ Do not

change ƛour name̒

You do̖

You hand oƔer the bracelet̐ and the man tips his hat at ƛou̐ smiles̐ and

ƕanders oƫ̖

On Maƛ ˟th̐ ˘ˠ˙˛̐ just three daƛs later̐ ƛour surname becomes ̱Stern̖̲

Andmƛ bloodƛ storƛ begins̖
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The DeѴa�aue Wa|eu Garķ Pau| One

̱F uck̲̒ Becca cried̖ ̱Fuck̲̒ She couldn̵t stop saƛing it̖ ̱Fuck̲̒ She

said it tƕentƛ times̖ ̱Fuck fuck̲̒ Fiftƛ̖ ̱Fuck fuck fuck fuck̲̒ She

pounded the dashboard and pumped the accelerator̖ ̱FUCK̲̒ Rain

blasted oƔer̐ under̐ around us̐ and the poor Volksƕagen hummed̐ groƕled̐

and coughed̖ I could tell ƕe ƕere stuck̨the ƕater ƕas too deep̖ If ƕe had

onlƛ gotten past the dip in the road before the bridge ƕe might̵Ɣe made it̖

Instead̐ ƕeƕere stuck at the Delaƕare RiƔer̐ three thousandmiles fromhome

and droƕning in the leftoƔers of Hurricane Katrina̖

Is that too crude̗ Is this hoƕ I should reallƛ begin̗ Is this reallƛ hoƕ it ends̗

Not ƕith a bang or ƕith a ƕhimper̐ but a fuck̗

Let̵s trƛ again̖

Once upon a time̐ on August ˚˘̐ ˙˗˗˜̐ mƛ sister and I almost died in the

Delaƕare RiƔer̖ We̵d been listening to the neƕs̐ so ƕe thought ƕe kneƕ

eƔerƛthing there ƕas to knoƕ about Katrina̖ Cuba ƕas underƕater̐ Neƕ

Orleans ƕas apocalƛptic̐ Mississippi a bloodƛ̐ stormƛ sea̖ But it̵s one thing

to hear about Katrina and another to meet her up close and personal̐ and the

skƛ turns black and dumps oceans on ƛou and ƛour car gets stuck in a Ʋash

Ʋood at the Delaƕare Water Gap̖ Becca ƕas freaking out̖ I tried to staƛ cool̖

̱So̲̐ I said loudlƛ̐ ̱ƕhat are our options̗̲

She gaƔeme the hell̪glance̖ I call it the hell̪glance because it̵s ƕorse than

a death̪glare̖ It happens in about half a second̐ but the furƛ in her eƛes could
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THE GOLDEN STATE

torture a thousand sinners for a thousand ƛears̖ Her pupils bleƕ up to Ʊll her

eƛes and she greƕ a quick pair of horns̖

̱We haƔe no options̲̒ she screeched̖ ̱We̵re trapped̒ Matt̐ ƕe̵re dead̲̒

It ƕas a grim analƛsis̖ I didn̵t feel dead̐ not ƛet̖ Our car ƕas stuck on the

road in four inches of Ʋoodƕater̖ If the ƕater got anƛ higher̐ it ƕould carrƛ

us oƫ into the riƔer to serƔe as skinnƛ oƫerings to the Storm Gods̖ We could

jump out̖ We̵d be standing on the highƕaƛ̐ ƕater thrashing doƕn around us̐

no idea ƕhere to go̐ on the ƕrong coast in the ƕrong time Ƥone and at least a

hundred miles from our destination̖ But ƕemight surƔiƔe̐ so it ƕas a chance

ƕorth taking̖

The ƕater rose and the car could sƕim oƫ at anƛ moment̖ We needed to go̖

I Ʋung the door open̖ A belch of rain and ƕind slappedme and slammed the

door in mƛ face̖ I tried again ƕith the same result̖

̱What are ƛou doing̗̲ Becca cried̖

̱We need to get out of the car̐ or ƕe̵ll deƱnitelƛ die̖̲

Becca̵s eƛes ƕidened̖ She seemed to see the logic in it̖ She glanced

toƕards the trunk̐ at our suitcases̨her suitcase̐ for thatmatter̐ ƕhich surelƛ

had some priƤed possession ƕorth remembrance̖ I thought about mine but

couldn̵t remember ƕhat ƕas in it̖

̱Come out mƛ side so ƕe can staƛ together̖̲ Becca grabbed mƛ arm and

pulled me and I scrambled oƔer on to her lap̖ Before I could calculate the

proper angle for eƔacuation̐ she kicked open the door so hard I ƕouldn̵t be

surprised if it came oƫ its hinges̖ The door hung ajar and in a sudden jerk the

car began to slide in the ƕater̖ I tasted something sour and cold and the ƕind

ƕas tearing at mƛ eƛes̖ Holding on to each other ƕe jumped out of the car̖

We landed in dirtƛ ƕater to mƛ knees̖ ̱For the trees̲̐ Becca shouted but I

couldn̵t see anƛ trees̖ She grabbedmƛƕrist and ƕe slushed our bodies oƫ the

road as ƕater spattered and doused us̖ I thought about hoƕ in all his ƛears of

traƔel̐ something like this probablƛ happened to Grampa Andƛ̐ but he made

it out okaƛ̐ for the most part̐ at least until he got old̖ I ƕas ƛoung̖ I couldn̵t

aƫord to die̖

We charged for the tree line that onlƛ Becca could see̖ Mƛ bodƛ ƕaterlogged

and I felt like I ƕas dragging another person along ƕith me̖ Becca squeeƤed
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THE DELAWAREWATER GAPķ PART ONE

mƛ hand and a Ʋash of lightning split the skƛ in a Ɣiolet scar̖ Wind hit us like

a brick and I gasped as it knocked mƛ breath aƕaƛ̖ I realiƤed I ƕas lƛing on

mƛ back in the cold ƕater̐ no longer attached to mƛ sister̖

̱Becca̲̒ Sƕirling claƕs of rain sƕiped at the skƛ̐ scrambling up̐ ƕhere̐

ƕherę̗Becca ƕas kneeling in the ƕater̐ her arms tangled around a branch̖

I grabbed her̖ ̱Are ƛou okaƛ̗̲

Blasting rain belloƕed out her meager response̖ Then she said̏

̱Matt̨ƕhat can ƕe do̗ Where can ƕe eƔen go̗̲

I looked around̖ I couldn̵t see shit̖ It ƕas all graƛ̐ all storm̖ ̱Aƕaƛ from

the riƔer̲̐ I said̖ ̱That̵s all I knoƕ̖̲

She pulled in a deep breath and tookmƛ hand again̖

A Ɣiolent gust of ƕind ƕhipped another branch at us and ƕe doƔe out of the

ƕaƛ and in our frantic leaping̐ shielding our faces from the Ʋurrƛ of tƕigs

like angrƛ bees̐ I foundmƛ bodƛ sinking in ƕater much deeper than before̖ I

reached for Becca and pulled her closer asmƛ legs pumped and cƛcled through

ƕater̖ ̱What̵s happening̗̲ I cried̖

In the skƛ̐ graƛmonsters duked it out ƕith sƕords of Ʋaming ƕhite̖ ̱We̵re

in the riƔer̲̒ Becca shouted̐ treading hard̐ pulling me ƕith her̖ She heaƔed

for an inƔisible shore as arroƕs of tƕigs spiked at our heads̖ ̱We must̵Ɣe

gotten turned around̲̒

I kicked but the turbulence aboƔe and beloƕ sapped all ofmƛ energƛ̖ There̵s

no ƕaƛ Becca could keep this up̖ Falling rain leapt and diƔed like Ʋƛing falling

Ʊsh and Ʊlled mƛ eƛes and ears and there ƕas onlƛ ƕater̐ ƕater̐ ƕater̖ I held

mƛ breath and prepared to go under̐ prepared to die̖

All the ƕhile̐ a tinƛ ƕindoƕ in mƛmind Ʋoated images and memories like a

magic moƔie screen̖ George Yoshida and the desert fence̐ SalƔador Mancuso

and the boiling earth̐ Janet Perkins and the deƔil̵s breath̖ What had started

oƫ as a road trip seiƤed control of mƛ life and brought me to the limit̖

Or maƛbe this is all ƕrong̖ Maƛbe I need to go back a little further̖
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Chev|n�| Cueek

OnJune ˜̐ ˙˗˗˜̐ Grampa Andƛ died̖ The neƕs didn̵t come in until

tƕo daƛs later and theƛ ƕere unable to recoƔer his bodƛ from the

ƕreckage̖ I remember Becca being prettƛ upset back ƕhen Grampa

Leo died̐ but I don̵t think I understood the meaning of death then̖ So this

ƕas mƛ Ʊrst signiƱcant eƚperience ƕith death̖

Death is a strange motherfucker̖ Some people ƕalk into its arms̐ like a

mother and child reunion̖ Others run from it until the bitter end̐ tripping oƔer

roots and getting sƕalloƕed up bƛ the formless Ɣoid̖ Others are ambiƔalent̖

Life̗ Death̗ Theƛ̵re codependent̐ a cƛcle̖ One and the same̖ I Ʊgure Grampa

Andƛ ƕas in this Ʊnal categorƛ̖ There̵s no ƕaƛ he belieƔed in God̖ His faith

ƕas probablƛ one of those intellectual̐ mƛstic miƚ̪ups ƕith a tablespoon of

Kumbaƛa̖ That̵s not to saƛ he ƕasn̵t serious about the result̨Grampa Andƛ

ƕas the tƛpe of man that had a philosophƛ and stuck to it̖ I doubt he feared

death at all̖ Otherƕise̐ he ƕouldn̵t haƔe gone skƛ̪diƔing siƚtƛ̪tƕo times̐

hang̪gliding a doƤenmore̖ He alƕaƛs said he gaƔe himself an eƚtra doƤen

ƛears bƛ quitting BASE jumping ƕhen he ƕas fortƛ̖ His secrets to good health̗

̱I folloƕ Ben Franklin and Chinese medicine̲̐ he once said to Becca and

me on a ski lift̖ ̱NeƔer ƕake up after ˝̏˗˗̖ That giƔes ƛou time in ƛour daƛ

to eƚercise and eat healthƛ̖ Besides that̐ ginseng̐ jumping jacks̐ and a good̐

clear sense of hierarchƛ should be enough to get ƛou andme to eightƛ̪three̖̲

He didn̵t make it quite that far̐ but ƕhen ƛou̵re as adƔenturous as he ƕas̐
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CHESTNUT CREEK

seƔentƛ̪ƱƔe isn̵t half̪bad̖

Grampa Andƛ isn̵t mƛ real grandfather̖ He̵s mƛ mom̵s uncle̖ But he

becamemore or less grandfather ˙̖˗ after Grampa Leo died seƔen ƛears ago̖

Grampa Andƛ ƕas the grandpa eƔerƛ kid ƕishes he had̖ He took us skiing and

rafting and to national parks̖ He gaƔe us coins and candƛ from all oƔer the

ƕorld̖ Hemade kickass tacos because he liƔed inMeƚico Citƛ for a doƤen ƛears̖

Meanƕhile̐ I had barelƛ left the state of California̖ And he ƕas the one ƕho

got me and Becca started on our road trip in the Ʊrst place̖

I ƕas out at track and Becca ƕas at lacrosse̐ ƕhich she attended ƕhen she

ƕasn̵t too busƛ planning the anarchist reƔolution̐ and ƕhen ƕe came home

Mom had this graƔe look on her face̖ For a second I thought mƛ SAT scores

had come in so I tried to bolt̐ but she called after me̖

̱Something happened̲̐ she said̖

̱Okaƛ̲̐ I said̐ hopping impatientlƛ in the doorƕaƛ̖ Becca ƕas unpacking

her bag̐ one item at a time̖ She̵s a methodical one̖ Packed and unpacked

her backpack eƔerƛ daƛ̖ She made herself lunch too̐ eƔen though seniors are

alloƕed to go out in toƕn̖ She liked her backpack̖ Sheƕas attached to things in

a ƕaƛ that I could neƔer understand̖ Not like knick̪knacks ƛou buƛ at Disneƛ

World̪things̨the girl liƔes loƕ̪ƕastębut things in a deeper sense̖ Objects

and ideas haƔemeanings to her beƛond the thing in itself̨theƛ̵remetaphors̐

sƛmbols̐ metonƛms̐ Ƥeugmas̐ onomatopoeias̐ the ƕhole nine ƛards̖ This

trait is hard to eƚplain because I don̵t get it mƛself̖ Rather̐ I don̵t get mƛ

sister at all̖

̱Uncle Andƛ passed aƕaƛ tƕo daƛs ago̖ We just heard̖̲

At Ʊrst it didn̵t register̖ Grampa Andƛ dƛing seemed generallƛ unlikelƛ̖

There̵s no ƕaƛ he̵d die of a heart attack̐ or of cancer̐ or in his sleep̐ all the

usual ƕaƛs grandparents die̖ It ƕould haƔe to be a car crash or a terrorist

attack̖ Maƛbe he ƕas murdered̖ Got into a Ʊst̪Ʊght in Mongolia̐ and due

to the unfortunate circumstance that his opponent ƕas an eƚ̪KGB Russian

ninja motherfucker̐ ended up headless in a ditch̖

̱Tƕo daƛs ago̗ Hoƕ did he die̗̲ Becca asked̖

̱It ƕas a train crash̲̐ Mom said̖ ̱In KaƤakhstan̐ his train derailed̖ He

ƕas headed skiing̖̲
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Well̐ it ƕasn̵t a maƱa ƱstƱght̐ but I could liƔe ƕith it̖ At least his last

moments had some eƚcitement̖ I could picture it̏ Grampa Andƛ̐ in his

broƕn leather jacket and skinnƛ silƔer tie̐ staring out the train ƕindoƕ̖ Green

mountains capped ƕith snoƕ surƔeƛ him from a distance as he surƔeƛs back̖

A moment of recognition̖ Then the train begins to quake̖ He stands̖ A Ʋash̖

A screech̒ The steel caterpillar and all its limbs leap and Grampa Andƛ̵s feet

leaƔe the ground and his tie shoots out like a chameleon̵s tongue̖ His eƛes

ƕidenƕith profound curiositƛ̏ What happens now̗ But before he canƱnish the

proƔerbial train of thought the train itself smashes and implodes to smoking

rubble̖

It ƕas an appealing storƛ̖ The adƔenture̪craƤed traƔeler goes out on his

ultimate andmaddest journeƛ into the bellƛ of Asia̐ toƕards the glistening

slopes of the Ural mountains̐ onlƛ to die unfulƱlled and glorious̖

Becca and I ƕere silent̖ We had spent a lot of time ƕith him oƔer the last

feƕ ƛears̖

̱Will there be a funeral̗̲ Becca asked̖

̱I hope so̖̲

̱You hope so̗̲

̱Well̐ ƛou knoƕ Andƛ̖ It̵s not like him to ƕant a funeral̐ so ƕe̵ll haƔe to

check his ƕill̖ I̵m sure he ƕanted a cremation̐ but since theƛ can̵t Ʊnd his

bodƛ̲̑

̱Theƛ can̵t Ʊnd his bodƛ̗̲ I asked̖ This neƕs upset me̖ Mƛ feelings about

the ƕhole incident began to shift̖ At Ʊrst I felt glad that he could go out ƕith a

bang̖ But his Ɣanished bodƛmademe feel a little queasƛ̖ He ƕas eradicated

from the Earth̐ ƕithout eƔen a corpse to shoƕ for his eƚistence̖

̱Apparentlƛ it ƕas quite a crash̲̐Mom said̖ She ƕalked oƔer tome and put

her arm aroundmƛ shoulders̖ ̱I knoƕ ƛou ƕere close̖ This is reallƛ terrible

to hear̖̲

̱Whƛ can̵t theƛ Ʊnd his bodƛ̗̲

̱We don̵t knoƕ̖ There must be a lot of debris̨̲

Mƛ hands started to jitter and I pulled aƕaƛ fromMom̖ ̱Whƛ̗ No̐ that̵s

stupid̖ What̐ ƕas he literallƛ obliterated in the crash or something̗̲

Mom looked at me and shook her head̖ ̱We don̵t knoƕ̖̲
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Fuck that̐ I thought̐ and left̖ I leapt up the steps tƕo at a time and ƕent to

mƛ room and shut the door̖

I felt like punching something̖ I kneƕ Grampa Andƛ had made promises

to me̐ though I couldn̵t remember anƛ of them̨probablƛ to go skiing

someƕhere̐ rafting someƕhere̖ He ƕas mƛ ticket out of this life̐ out of

banalitƛ̖ He ƕas the onlƛ person ƕho didn̵t care that mƛ grades ƕeren̵t

as good as Becca̵s̖ I ƕas angrƛ that the promises had shattered̐ and eƔen

angrier that I couldn̵t remember ƕhat theƛ ƕere̖ I ƕas upset that his life had

ended the ƕaƛ it had̖ I hated mƛself for thinking it ƕas good to die like that̖

Who ƕants to die in the agonƛ of a splintering train̗ No̐ better to die in bed

surrounded bƛ loƔed ones̖ And all those feelings came before the signiƱcance

of death began to settle doƕn on me like snoƕ̖ What does it mean to die̗

To Ɣanish from the earth̗ The bodƛ and the self dissolƔe and surƔiƔe onlƛ

through memories carried bƛ the liƔing̖ But the liƔing too ƕill one daƛ die̐

and their memories in turn dissolƔe̖ Certain artifacts like photographs can

ƕeather manƛ liƔes̐ but theƛ̵re shells ƕithout accompanƛing memories of

the liƔing̐ andmemorƛ is so unreliable̒ I needed to keepmƛmemories of him̐

stuƫ them inmƛ pockets̖ I needed to spread Grampa Andƛ around̖ Shake his

dust all oƔer the ƕorld̖ I ƕas alreadƛ forgetting ƕhat he looked like̖ A sharp

nose̖ Sharp as a pocket̪knife̖ But ƕhen I tried to imagine a nose as sharp as

a pocket̪knife̐ the picture ƕasn̵t quite right̖

I sat on mƛ bed̐ thinking̖ I ƕent onmƛ computer̖ Glanced past the neƕs̖ I

thought aboutmaking aMƛSpace post for Grampa Andƛ̐ something I had seen

other people in mƛ school do for their grandparents ƕhen theƛ died̖ Write a

nice memorial post̐ add a feƕ photos̖ Consolation ƕould Ʋood in through

comments and in school the neƚt feƕdaƛs̖ Butmaking it public seemedƕrong̖

It ƕould take the eƔents out of mƛ oƕn hands and throƕ them into cƛberspace̐

and ƕho knoƕs ƕhat happens out there̗ But I had to tell someone̖ I settled

for messaging Christine and Chelsea on AIM̖

̱I need to tell u something̲̑ I tƛped and sent it tƕice̖ While I ƕaited for a

replƛ I looked out the ƕindoƕ̖ Where did the details of the ƕorld go̗ I could

onlƛ see the Ɣaguest outline of mƛ neighborhood̏ a street̐ some trees̐ houses̖

It didn̵t look like anƛthing in particular̖ Had I gone blind̗ Hadmƛ life alƕaƛs
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looked this ƕaƛ̗ Our neighborhood ƕas just houses and trees and people

doing their jobs so theƛ could add pools to their backƛards̖ I stared at the

bug trapped in the ƕindoƕ screen̐ a tinƛ gnat̐ tƕitching translucent ƕings

against the black crosshatch̖ As I ƕatched it̐ its bodƛ began to sƕell̐ engorge̐

feed on the ƕire̖ I ƕatched it groƕ until it ƕas a monstrous bug as big as the

earth̐ and then I felt safe̐ and like I didn̵t need to crƛ̖

I got replies̖ Christine ƕas Ʊrst̏ ̱What is it̗̗̲ Chelsea second̏ ̱Wat̐ r u

ok̲̖ I announced solemnlƛ to them that mƛ grandfather had died̖

I suppose I ought to eƚplain ƕho Christine and Chelsea are̖ Christine and

I had been ̱together̲ for some four months noƕ̐ but it ƕasn̵t oƬcial̐ and

I had the silliest crush on Chelsea̐ so I ƕas hitting her up too̐ though she

ignoredme a lot̖ But Christine̐ mƛ Ʊrst loƔe̒ I̵m thankful to Christine for a

lot̖ She ƕas mƛ Ʊrst kiss outside of one of those middle̪school dares̐ and ƕe

planned to lose our Ɣirginitƛ to each other sometime this summer̖ We ƕere

both too ƕeird about it so ƕe hadn̵t gotten the ƕords out̐ ̱Let̵s fuck̖̲ But

ƕe̵d done prettƛ much eƔerƛthing else̖

The point̏ Christine is the bomb̖ Her dad ƕanted her to be a doctor about

as much as mine ƕantedme to be a laƕƛer̖ That̵s hoƕƕe started talking̐ Jeƕ

jokes and Asian jokes̐ quipped about ourselƔes to the other̐ although I didn̵t

reallƛ consider mƛself Jeƕish̐ just mƛ parents are̖ It turned out that Christine

ƕas a badass̐ andƕithGrampaAndƛ as the prototƛpe̐ I alƕaƛs take an interest

in a proƔen badass̖ She taughtme hoƕ to skateboard̐ hoƕ to roll a blunt ̦eƔen

though neither of us like ƕeed that much̐ she rolls for her friends̐ and don̵t

tell me that isn̵t badasş̖ I taught her hoƕ to ski and lie to ƛour parents̖ We

had a hell of a time doing anƛthing and eƔerƛthing together last ƕinter break̖

We ƕere prettƛ ƕeird̖ Sometimes ƕe skated oƔer to the dump̐ looking at all

the creepƛ and sad shit people throƕ aƕaƛ̖ I made lists to share ƕith Becca

and get her all riled up about capitalism̖ Christine is the Ʊrst person ƕho

lookedme in the eƛes̐ and the time she said she cared about me at the beach

ƕhen it ƕas cold I cried uncontrollablƛ̖ We just needed to get oƔer the ƕhole

seƚ thing̖

Christine ƕas faster to respond than Chelsea̐ so I messaged her̖ I could

neƔer juggle tƕo conƔersations at once̐ slinging messages left and right like a
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lot of mƛ classmates̖

Christine suggested I ask mƛ parents if she could come oƔer for dinner̐ but

something about the ideamademe feel uncomfortable̖ Maƛbe it ƕas too soon̖

Then I realiƤed the person I reallƛ should̵Ɣe told̨Will̖ But Will and I ƕould

see each other tomorroƕ anƛƕaƛs̖ He plaƛed guitar and ƕrote music̐ and I

ƕas helping him record his songs̖

I̵m not sure ƕhat Becca ƕas up to̖ Becca had just broken up ƕith her

boƛfriend̐ a big hairƛ hilarious Jeƕ named Aaron̐ one of those end of high

school breakups̖ I ƕondered if she ƕould turn to him about Grampa Andƛ̖ I

ƕas under the impression that theƛ hadn̵t ended things badlƛ̖

I ƕent doƕnstairs̖ ̱Mom̐ ƕhere̵s Becca̗̲ Momƕas at her laptop̖

̱Is she not in her room̗̲

̱Uh̐ I don̵t knoƕ̖̲

̱Well then̖̲

Back upstairs̐ to Becca̵s room̖ I knocked̖ No ansƕer̖ I opened the door̖

She ƕasn̵t there̖

Weird̐ I thought̖ She couldn̵t haƔe gone out to see friends because I saƕ

the car in the driƔeƕaƛ̐ so she had to be nearbƛ̖ I Ƥipped doƕnstairs and ƕent

outside̖

The daƛ ƕas strangelƛ chillƛ̐ the skƛ a graƛ cloth̖ Slick̐ damp breeƤe̖ Becca

ƕasn̵t in our backƛard̐ some grass ƕith three tall pine trees and a hammock̖

She must̵Ɣe ƕalked someƕhere̖ But ƕhere̗

As far as I knoƕ she didn̵t haƔe anƛ friends in the neighborhood̖ I could

think of just one place that she could̵Ɣe gone̖ It came to me in a cloudƛ

memorƛ̨the place she ƕent ƕhen Grampa Leo died̖

I ƕalked doƕn the street̐ itching ƕith déjà Ɣu̖ SeƔen ƛears ago I had led a

college kid doƕn this ƕaƛ̨an older neighborhood kid ƕho ƕas helping Mom

look for Becca̖ Becca had run oƫ for a ƕhole tƕentƛ̪four hours after Grampa

Leo died̖ Momƕas scared shitless̖ Little did she knoƕ it ƕas all a big game̖

Becca ƕas running aƕaƛ to ̳Japan̵ so she could go be ƕith Kaori̐ our half̪

Japanese cousin that ƕemet ƕhen ƕe ƕent to Ɣisit Uncle Larrƛ the preƔious

summer̖ I could remember eƔerƛthing̨an eleƔen̪ƛear old Becca insisting

to me that Kaori had saƔed her from a ghost at a magic shrine̐ me belieƔing
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her̐ promising to not tell Mom and Dad ƕhere she ƕas going̐ the ƕell in our

neighbor̵s backƛard̐ noƕ a fantastic underground tunnel bound for Japan̐

full of ghosts and demons̖ I kept the promise̐ at Ʊrst̐ until the college kid̐

named Jonathan Stein̐ ƕho I noƕ knoƕ had been kicked out of college for

too manƛ suicide attempts̐ conƔinced me to bring him to Becca̖ We climbed

doƕn into the ƕell̖ I ƕas happƛ to betraƛ Becca̵s trust because I ƕas all upset

that she had run oƫ ƕithout me̖ I ƕalked Jonathan doƕn this street̖ It looked

the same̐ here and there̐ then and noƕ̐ eƚactlƛ the same̐ eƔen though that

couldn̵t possiblƛ be true̖ Then and noƕ I crossedmƛ neighbor̵s ƛard̐ past

a groƔe of trees̐ branches heaƔƛ ƕith crabapples̐ into a mini ƕilderness of

brush that descended into a raƔine̖ Then and noƕ̐ at the bottom I saƕ the

stone outline of an old ƕell̐ a circle of stone surrounded bƛ tall ƕeeds and

spinƛ bushes̖ Becca ƕas sitting on the ƕell̐ on top of the rocks̖ She noticed

me and looked aƕaƛ̖

I took a peek inside the ƕell̖ It ƕas all Ʊlled up ƕith dirt̖ Weird̖ Back then̐

the ƕell descended some tƕentƛ feet deep into a caƔern̖ The tunnel at the

bottom of the ƕell that Becca thought ƕent all the ƕaƛ to Japan̨surelƛ it

didn̵t go more than Ʊftƛ ƛards̐ but I could̵Ɣe sƕorn it existed̖ I remember

looking for Grampa Leo̵s ghost and seeing somanƛ horrifƛing faces̐ beautiful

and grotesque̐ laughing and groaning̐ screaming and ƕhispering̐ but neƔer

his face̐ onlƛ faces that I̵d neƔer seen before and neƔer saƕ again̖ But there

ƕas neither tunnel nor ƕell̖ Onlƛ the crumpled outline of something long ago

collapsed̖ Had the ƕell been real̗ The tunnel̗ I sat doƕn beside Becca̖ She

looked at me ƕith foggƛ haƤel eƛes and a dull eƚpression̖

̱You remember this place̗̲ she asked̖

̱Kinda̲̐ I said̖ ̱I remember that ƛou used to come oƔer here̖ It came back

to męƕhen ƛou ran aƕaƛ from home after Grampa Leo died̖ You̵re not

running aƕaƛ to Japan̐ are ƛou̗̲

She didn̵t laugh̖ That ƕas a bad sign̖ ̱Not this time̲̐ she said̖

̱You̵re upset̖̲

Shemade a face at me̖ ̱Shame onme for feeling something̖ We spent so

much time ƕith him̖ I had a feeling he̵d die in such a stupid ƕaƛ̖ It̵s ƕrong̖̲

̱You̵re right̖ I ƕas just surprised ƛou ran oƫ here̖̲
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She sighed̖ ̱GiƔe me a break̐ Matt̖ I ƕanted a breather̖̲

̱No̐ ƛou̵re right̖ With Grampa Andƛ acting as our dad̐ ƕe should be

mourning̖̲

̱Oh shut up̐ Dad̵s around̖ It̵s his job̖̲

I didn̵t think I ƕas entirelƛ ƕrong̖ I spent more time ƕith Grampa Andƛ in

the last siƚ ƛears than ƕith mƛ oƕn dad in all siƚteen̖

̱Heƛ̲̐ I said̖ ̱Didn̵t there used to be an actual ƕell here̗ I sƕear̐ ƕhen I

came to trƛ and Ʊnd ƛou I remember climbing doƕn a ladder into the ƕell̲̑

Becca glanced at me and looked back at her oƕn knees̖ She shrugged̖ She

must̵Ɣe forgotten̖

̱I ƕonder if he left us anƛthing in his ƕill̲̐ I said̖

Becca gaƔe me an eƚasperated look̖ I knoƕ̐ I̵m not up to her moral

standards̐ but Becca is a remarkablƛ moral person̖

We sat on the stones for a ƕhile̖ Becca ƕas probablƛ remembering Grampa

Andƛ̐ his face̐ his ƕords̐ his deeds̐ ƕhile I all I could do ƕas think about

hoƕ the hell I got it into mƛ head that there had been a ƕell and underground

tunnel here ƕhen all I could see noƕ ƕas dirt and some dandelions̖

̱Do ƛou eƔer haƔe dreams̗̲

Becca suddenlƛ askedme̖

̱Dreams̗̲ I said̖ ̱Nope̖ NeƔer had one̖̲

̱Fuck ƛou̲̐ she said̖ ̱Not ordinarƛ dreams̖ Strange dreams̖̲ She tugged

at her hair̐ like she ƕas trƛing to ƕake up from one noƕ̖ ̱Dreams that feel

just as real̨or eƔenmore real̨than regular life̖ Dreams that ƛou remember

perfectlƛ in the morning̖̲

Breaking neƕs̏ mƛ sister is a lunatic̖ ̱HaƔe ƛou̗̲ I asked̖

̱Yes̲̐ she said̖ She looked up at me̖ ̱You can go noƕ̖̲

̱It̵s called lucid dreaming̐ genius̖̲ I stood up and shrugged̖ ̱Just trƛing

to spend time ƕith mƛ big sister̖̲

̱We can hang out this summer̲̐ she said̖ ̱I ƕas thinking about a road trip̖

There̵s so much that I ƕant to see̐ and I better do it before I go to school in

California for four more ƛears̖̲

̱That̵d be fun̲̐ I said̖ ̱Where̗̲

̱Maƛbe Seattle̖ Maƛbe Utah̖̲ Oh sister̐ just ƕait till ƕe end up in Ohio̖
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I stood̖ ̱I look forƕard to the daƛ ƕhen ƕe can spend such time together̖ I

shall henceforth take mƛ leaƔe̖̲

She snorted and I left her to her grieƔing̖ Becca is alƕaƛs full of deep and

complicated feelings I̵m incapable of understanding̖ I kneƕ ƕhateƔer she

ƕas feeling ƕas diƫerent fromƕhateƔer I ƕas feeling̐ and an oƔerƕhelming

desire to knoƕ hoƕ she felt suddenlƛ struck me̖ But I ƕas stuck in me̖ What

a ridiculous and frustrating limitation̖ Me̐ me̐ it has to be all about me̖

And ƕhat ƕas I feeling̐ anƛƕaƛs̗ I ƕas feeling the ƕorld change̖ Without

Grampa Andƛ̐ the Earth darkened̐ emptied̐ became dangerous̖ It lost one of

its liƔeliest souls̖ I ƕas also feeling something like pain̐ but it ƕasn̵t despair̖

As I ƕalked back home̐ I started to think about hoƕ Grampa Andƛ might

continue to liƔe throughme̖ I had to do something̖ I had to change something

about mƛ stupid life to folloƕ in his lead̖ I remembered one time ƕhen he

said something like̐ ̱Theƛ alƕaƛs saƛ look before ƛou leap̖ Think before ƛou

act̖ I disagree̖ Noƕ̐ I̵m not saƛing jump oƫ a cliƫ ƕithout looking oƔer the

edge̐ but I see no reason action and thought can̵t happen at the same time̖

That̵s not somuch to saƔe time as to get ƛou deeper into things̐ into the thick

of them̖ Think toomuch and ƛou̵ll neƔer get anƛƕhere̖ Don̵t Ʊnish eƔerƛ

thought to its conclusion̐ don̵t keep things closed̖ If ƛou start doing and

thinking and thinking and doing̐ ƛou just might Ʊnd ƛourself in uneƚpected̐

beautiful places̖̲

I don̵t remember him saƛing all of that̐ but if I had to sum up his life

philosophƛ̐ I̵d saƛ that quote does the job̖ And it ƕas up to me to folloƕ

his ƕisdom̖ Nomore ƕaiting forMom̵s permission̖ Nomore sticking around

in this plastic toƕn̖ No more deference to Becca̵s pointless politics̖ No

more reading neƕspapers and encƛclopedias̐ keeping track of all the ƕorld̵s

murders and suicides̖ No more dreaming̨seiƤe the daƛ̒ As if I had anƛ

dreams in the Ʊrst place̐ besides ƕondering ƕhether the anarchist reƔolution

ƕould come along ƕith some neƕ Nintendo games̖

Just a feƕ daƛs later̐ I ƕent to Grampa Andƛ̵s funeral̐ and discoƔered that

a lot of ƕhat I kneƕ about him ƕas ƕrong̖ So here̐ on the threshold̐ the

brink̐ a mild June eƔening̐ before the funeral̐ before the road trip̐ before

Coƕboƛ Jim and Kaori and eƔerƛthing else̐ I ƕill alloƕ mƛself to meander
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home ƕith a childish Ɣision of mƛ great̪uncle shining in mƛmind̖ It̵s not

that Grampa Andƛ turned out to be a bad guƛ̖ The storƛ ƕas just a hell of a lot

more complicated than eƚpected̖

Let̵s fast̪forƕard one ƕeek̖ One ƕeek̐ in ƕhich I broke doƕn in front

of Christine because she just ƕouldn̵t stop talking about hoƕmuch I really

loved Grampa Andƛ̛ in ƕhich Becca and I skipped a feƕ daƛs of school and

then shoƕed up franticallƛ trƛing to catch up̛ in ƕhich Will and I had the

unfortunate eƚperience of catching Becca sliding into third baseƕith Aaron on

the hammock̛ a ƕeek in ƕhich the mƛsterious mild fog ƛielded to California

sunshine̖

˘˚
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