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THE REVERSE

3:30
"Today's the dayi' said Andrea, ffiI diving coach, standing with her thick legs
apart, bac,k archecl, meaty arms crossed over her large bosom. "Today's the
goddamn day."

I nodded. My crotch tingled as if I needed to pfe, but I knew that was
impossible. Before leaving the locker room, I had balanced over the toilet three
times, the last time unable to squeeze out a single drop of fear.

Andrea squinted at the bleachers on the other side of the indoor swimming
p',ool, u'he re my friend Theresa sat like a small surl, her lighr-blond bangs shooting
ten centirnetres into the air and fanning open. Tb achieve this graviry-desring
look Theresa would soak her lrangs in hairspray and then press them, panini-
style, between two books. The rest of her hair fcll softly to her shoulders, framing
her small, vulpine face, which was twisting around a jawbreaker. Vithout rhe
bangs, scrawny Theresa barely nrade five feet.

Andrea ran her hand through her short, russeqy hair and said, "What is that
punk doing here again? Does she have a crush on you? Tell your lesbo friend to
take off."

"Shek not a lesbiar," I said, having only a vague idea of what a lesbian was
and no idea of what a lesbian did. Actually, my sole image af a lesbian was
Andrean because that'.s what one of the older divers had called her last week,
the same boy r,vho, to nry utter baffienrent, alw,ays called Greg Louganis "Greg

Loose-Anus."

Andrea clapped her hands and pointed at me between the eyes. "Lisren,

rny little Star of David, if you dorit do the reverse dive today, you're out. Ofi-
the team! You've been wriggling your way out of it for months. If you don't do
the c{ive by''-Andrea looked tor,vard the big round clock hanging high on the
cement wall-"four o'clock, that'.s it. You can walk your coward's ass on out of
here, clean out your locker, and never shou'your face at this pool again."

3236

I took m)' time going through the warm-up exercises on the blue gym mars ro
the left of the boards. I grimaced through rvr,,enty lunges and fifreen push-ups.
While doing my sixry sit-ups, I pictured how nice it was going to be rwo hours
from now-diving practice behind me, Theresa and I down at the shops, eating
poutine out of- Sryrofoam containers, a full rwenry-rwo hours ro go befbre I had
to be at the pool again.

The llointe -Claire municipal pool had no windorvs, ye r somehow a
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sense of the January outsidc-alreadv dark at this early hour and twenty-five

below-mingled with the smell of chlorine. Under a very steep, church-like

roof, high enough to accommodate a ten-metre diving platform, lay Canada's

first Olynrpic-sized swirnming pool, built in 1967. Twenty-one years later, it

was still the training ground for the country's best swimming and diving team,

and a numlrer of Olyrnpic medalists and World Record holders \,vere diving off

its boards that very afternoon. All around me were strong, beautiful [:odies:

practicins handstands, sornersaulting high above the trarnpoline, bounding off

the springboards and soaring into dre air as if they had a di{ferent relationship

with gravity, seeming to suspencl a mornent, arms spread open, before falling

toward the water straight as a spear. After emerging frorn the pool, wet and

glistening, they would grab their pastel shammies ancl whip each other's burns,
joking and laughing as if we were doing something fun here.

I lay back on the blue nlat and stared up at the roof's crisscrossing rafters.

That I would sooner or later have to do a reversc dluc-wirere a diver jumps off

the board facing forward, but tiren flips backward, toward the boarC-had been

lraunting me for ovc, r a year. \flhen I set off for my first diving practice , nly dad

said he was allowing me to take up the sport on one condition: that I never, ever

do a treverse dive, which in his South African English accent he called "a gainer."

To make doul:ly sure I obeyed, he claimed that on any summe r day, half the

people in atr emergency room wrre there thanks to gainers.
\Why was Dad so alarrnist about reverse dives? Probably because five years

earlier in Ednlonton, a diver from the Soviet Union named Sergei Chalibashvili

srnacked his head rvhile doing a reverse dive and died. I was too young to

remember the accident, but it must have been in all the Canadian papers lrecause

Chalibashvili, to this d^y, is the only diver to be killed during an international

conlpetitir:n. tVhat lrappened after the medics carried Chalibashvili away is

diving lore: Greg Louganis, who'd been standing on the ten-Inetre platform

when Chalibashvili's head hit it, after peeking over the edge and seeing the water

filled with blood, had to go ahead and do the exact sanle dive-a reverse with

three-and-a-half somersaults dive Louganis himself had hit his head doing a

few years earlier in Tbilisi, USSR, which just so happened to be Chalibashvili's

hometown.

I had recenrly seen the video of Louganis hitting his head back in 1979 in

Tbilisi. They had replayc-d it on TV that past October after he once again hit

his head doing a reverse at the Summer Games in Seoul. If I hadn't already been

terrified of the dive, I would have been after secins that old black-and-white

footage. It canle to me again as I lay on the blue mat, Louganis smashing his

skull against the hard platform and then, head joggling as if he were a bobblehead

doll, losing consciolrsness in midair and just falling, limply falling, until he met

thc' watcr with a flat back.
"H.y there, Sleeping Beauty," Andrea's ruddy face stared down at me. She

was bent over, hands on her knees, the roof slopirlg up behind her. "\flould you

like a piliow?"
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My first warrr-up dive-a simple front dive from the one-metre-did nor go
well.

"Like piss hitting a plate," Andrea said as I pushed our of rhe pool. She was
leaning back in her steel fold-up chair, one ankle resting on her knee, her hands
propped on her wide waisr.

I grabbed my blue shammy off the bleacher and wiped down ffi), arms and
legs.

Eyeing my white thighs, Andrea said, "You're nor the skinnymalink you were
a few rnonths ago. You're getting boobs and hips, eh? Too bad. Harder to slice rhe
water li l<e a knifc when you've got bags of ftt hanging offyou. Not impossible,
but harder."

I nodded as if I were to blame for the new breasts pushing against the
plastick)'white windmill on the fi 'ont of my swimsuir. Ihe ream enrblem was the
Pointe-Claire Windmill, "the oldest windmill in Montreal," built by Sulpician
priests in 17A9, when the only other people leaving snow prinrs on rhis part of
the island were the Iroquois.'fhat was hundreds of years hefore the land became
a suburb of the ciry, covered in track homes and smip malls, and more than 250

)'ears before my parents would immigrate to Canada, but it never occurred to
me that this windmill wasn't a part of rny history. I was very proud of that rearn
srvimsuit. The first time I put it on, I stood in front of my bedroom mirror,

hands down at my sides, chin raised like a soldier at artention, thinking, Look at
that, you're an athlete rlo\ /.

Back in line for the board, I waited behind Jackie, x buck-toothed girl u'ho
was' it could not be denied, a truly good diver now. When the rwo of us first
made the team, I had been afar better diver. I had been the best of all the rookies.
Until recently I had alrn'ays been the best at u'hatever I did: the fastest runner on
the street, the highest climber of trees, the rop student in Greendale Elemenrary.
I had played Snow \White in a production downtown, singing and dancing fot
an audience of hundreds while an understudy ahnost rwice my age waired in
the wings. But lately, everything hacl become a lot lrarder. My last repom card,
hiclden ttuder my mattress since the summer, had been a column of Cs. My
parents were too preoccupied, first fighting o\rer Dad's friendship with his new
secretary, then driving Mom back and forth to the Royal Vic for "rreatmerlrs,"

to notice I never gave it to them. Six months later I was still debating whether
I had the moral obligation to bring the sharneful report card to their attention.
The director of rny drama school, after friling to give me a lead role in West Side
Story, asked, "\(/hatever happened, Jessarnyn, to your beautiful voice?" And all
the other new divers had gotten better, executing dives wirh higher and higher
degrees of difficulty, rvhile my dives stayed the same, leaving me the worsr diver
on the tearn.

I have to do this dive today, I thought. I have to do it. It would be proof
that I rvasu't going to be a failure from here on our, thar I wasn't going to be
the remarkable little girl who grew up ro be a big sad disappoinrmenr, that I
was still on track to be a remarkable woman, rhe kind of woman who didn't
let fear stand in her way. lf f didn't do this dive, I would officiall)' b. a coward.
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Never to do anything great. Never to lre adrnired. Or loved, not trul,v loved, the

way Gilbert Blythe loved Anne Shirley. Gilbert rlever would've beetl so taken by

Anne, yearning for her year after yea\ if she hadn't been the bravest and tnost

talented girl he had ever rnet. This was my last chance to prove that I was an

Anne of Green Gables, Jo March, Scarlett O'Hara.

3:47

After messing up another front dive, I swam for the pool's edge rn'ithout coming

up for air. The world above was a muffied blur. As long as I was underwater,

everything was on hold.

Andrea pretended I was invisible when I climbed out of the pool, looking all

around except at rne, as if my dive had been too terrible to be real.

I got back in line for the board, teeth chatterirg.Squeezing the water out of

my black braid, I peeked up at the clock. Thirteen nlor€ minutes. Maybe I really

did have to pee norv?

I looked over at Jheresa, still sitting on the ble,acher, cirewing he r jar,vbreaker.

Catching my elres on her, she lifted her small hand and turned up her small

mou*r. I smiled back, thinking, Why? Why did she corne with nre, er,-ery

afternoon, across the slushy boulevard from our high school to the pool? I tr<new

T}eresa was needy, everybody kner,v it. There wasn't a girl in <lur grade Theresa

hadn't dragged inro a photobooth, as if she required evidence she had friends.

Sril l, lonely or nor, how could she stand it, sitting on that bleacher, day after day,

rvatching other kids work hard to get good at something? Didn't it bother her

that she wasn't good at anything?

S(4ren I first srarted spending my evenings rvith Theresa, hanging at the

shclps and staying late at her townhouse, often sleeping over since fheresa

lived around the corner from our high school, my mom didn't l ike it. She said,
"Theresa'.s mom's never home. Al[ you eat there are microwaved hotdog5"-2

comrnent so out of ciraracter for my rnother, a woman who made Toblerone

fbndue fbr dinner, that it sti l l niggles at me decades later. My mother was an

Italian immigrant, a stay-at-home mom, but she never said conventional "mom"

things, never scrunched lrer nose at other women and their homes, and there's

just something about that microwaved-hotdog corrrment that I can't quite put

my finger on.

Mom didn't press the point, though. How could she, when we weren't eating

much better at home? hJot since the breast cancer came back fbr the third time,

and Mom and Dad finally told me about the other rwo times, lrecause this time

was guaranteed to be the last. If Mom wasn't at the hospital, she was either

sirting in the family room on the puffy black recliner, wearing her oversized

auburn wig, a neck brace, and a scowl, or she was locked in her bedroom rn'ith

the sih'er vomit dish, mostly in silence, though once I heard her cry out: "Please,

dear God, just kiil me already!" As for Theresa's mom, I had no idea rvhere she

was. I never asked. I just made the most of her absence.

A firll year of school nights at Theresa's townhcluse, ancl all I'm left rvith

now are a fcw flashes: my hands bringing a plate of frozen hotdogs up to the

microwave; Theresa cackling as she pulled a strand of condoms out of her
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mothe r s half-packed suitcase; sitting cross-legged on the beige carper, passing
the telephone back and forth while we talked on the Parry Line ro "Nine-Inch

Briarr," whorn Theresa told, unable to suppress her cackle , that we were Carholic
schoolgirls.

$fho would have thought that an adult man would desire a schoolgirl? But
Theresa knew things at a tirne, in tlrose last years befbre the interner, wften it
lvasn't so easy to find drings out. It wasrl't a prudisir era; sex was everlrwhere-
Calvin Klein ads, slapstick comedies, music videos (George Michael wanted
yours)-but exactly what everybody was talking about could remain, somerimes
for years, unclear, a little fuzzy,like those scrambled soft-core movies thar came
<ln after rnidnight. Only Theresa, berween "fuck this" and "fuck rhar," bandied
about terms like blowjob and rimnter and double-team like she totally knew what
they rneant, always followed by her machine-gun HA HA HA HA HAI

That's why it was such a surprise when, earlier that yr:ar, in the rniddle of Sex
Ed, while rve were watching a close-up of a babys hairy head pushing our of a
stretclred vagina, Theresa fainted. She tirntrered out of her chair-the shadow of
her spiky bangs passing over the scree n-and landed with a crash in front of the
film projector.

3:50

"shorvtirne!" Andrea said, rvhen I popped *yhead out of thewater after finally
doing a decent front dive . "Time ro shine , Srar of David."

I looked to the clock. "You said I had until four!"
"Jessamyn!"

"Please," I begged, clasping the side of the pool. "Can't I do a few more
warm-up dives?"

"One more," Andrea said, holding a finger up in front of her face as if I didn't
know what one meanr.

I glanced back at Theresa r,r'ho shook her head like "fuck rhar." Andrea
followed *y eyes and ordered rne to go tell my loser friend ro ger losr.

I said, "I won'r look at her again, I promise."
"She's creepy. Tell her to go home."
I walked around the pool, hunched, arms twisted in front of my chest.

Instead of walking around the boards, I took the long way, circurnnavigating rhe
swimming lanes with their furious back-and-forth of goggled swimrners. At the
far end of the pool, I paused to r,vatch Katherine, only one year older than nre, all
the way up on the ten-metre platforrn, standing still, mentally preparing for her
dive. \When she started to run, my chest rose and the brearh caught in rny throar.
She leapt off the platfbrm rvith her arms above her head, whipped them fonvard,
and started faliing while spinning, not in a ball, but bent in rwo at the waisr,
arms wrapped around her straight legs, going round and round, and opening up
just in tirne to pierce the water. I exhaled, and thought about how good it must
feel to be a work of art.

"Coach says you have to go."
Theresa's eyes were as blue and clear as the pool. Judging by her tongue and

lips, her jawbreaker had been blue roo.
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"Bitch," ']freresa said. "I still don't get why she keeps calling you Starr of

David. \flho the fuck is David?"
"Seriously, you have to leave right now."
"You dont have to do it, you know."
")kah, I do. You need a reverse to cornpete."
"\(/hy do you have to competei"
"Because thatt what it nreans to do a sport, Tireresa," I said, although I krrew

that I no longer had to do the reverse to cornpete. I had to do it to quit. Do rhis
one last dive, and I could walk away with dignity. "I told IoLl, I have to push
myself,"

"Why do you have to push yourselfr"

I glanced back at Andrea who opened her hands in a "\flhat's taking so
long?" gesture.

Turning back to Theresa, I said, "Honestll', I don't know *'hy I hang out with
you."

"Fuck you!" Theresa said with a cackle-laugh and picked up her arrnlr

backpack. "I'll wait for you in the f,oyer."

As I walked back around the pool, again the long wali again hunched with

my arms folded in front of my chest, a cloughnut popped into rny head-a soft

white yeasry doughrlut topped with chocolate icing and pink and blue sprinkles.
\Without fail, this doughrlut came to me every practice. I could see it, smell it,

almost taste it. The vision of this doughnut, sitting on a piece of wax paper on

a red counter in front of a giant mirror bordered by vanity lights, was at once

ironclad and ha'zy, as first Inernories tend to be . tWhen I was fclur years old and

taking swimrning lessons at the indoor pool closer to our house in Dollard-

des-Orrneaux, my mom would buy me a doughnut to eat afterward, and this

doughnut would be in the locker roonr waiting for nre to finish changing into

dty clothes" Cavernous indoor pool, fear of drowning, follorn'ed lry a doughnut.

3257

Upon my return, Andrea said, "That took too long. No more warm-up dives."
I looked to the clock. "You said I had until ft iur!"
"Jesus Christ, Jessarnyn! Have some mercy on me."
"Yrlu said I had until four."
"By the time you're on the board, it'll be four."

3:58

Jackie climbed onto the green springboard, and I rnoved to next in line. One

year )iolrnger than rrre, Jackie still had her childhood body. She adjusted the
fulcrum, moving the knob back with her pale foot and spindly l.g.

Crossing my legs against rhe pee feeling, I ran through the reverse in rny
head, because that was what all the great athletes said you should do. Ir{ever
thinkwhile moving, they said. Imagine yourself doing the perfect dive (or dunk
or catch or whatever) over and over again, so when the time comes, your body
just does it, automatically, with grace.
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I'm strtndirug in tlte rnirJdle of tlte boarcl,-fucirug the pool. I mke thef rst step oJ:the
three-step hurdle. TVte second step, the third.. I jurnp onto both feet dt the ertd of the
board and, as it's bowing beneath me, I benrJ my hnees and jump as it s'prings back,

iump hlgh, not or,tt, and when Im as high as I'll go, no sooner, I open nry arms ytbile
looking back. , .

But if I did as I was supposed to, and oniy thought abour jumping high
ofr the board, not away fronr it, how was I supposed to nrake sure I didni hit
my head? And if those great athletes \Mere right, that you'll naturally do w6at
youve been imaginitg, then what was going to happen after I've been imagining
smacking my head all day?

3259

Jackie stood at the end of the board, her back to the pool as if she were goilg
to do a back dive, but she r,vas preparing to do an inward, where a d.iver jumps
backr'vard and then flips inward, to\ rard rhe board. Her pale, freckled f".. was
stern' her big blue eyes fbcussed. Her long black lashes were in rver, doll-l ike
clumps. Jackie would have been one of the prettiest girls on the ream if lor fbr
the gigantic buckteeth that prevented her from ever fully closing her mouth.

\ffhen she raised her hands above her head, I thought, oh god' here we go.
In rwo seconds, she'll be done, and I'rn up. Jackie jumped, whipped her hands
forward, somersaulted in a fbst tight tuck, and opened up-

I gasped. Andrea did roo.

Jackie'.s tace met the board. She didn'r skirn her fbrehead. Her entire fbce
smashed into the board, flat dor.vn. The board bent under the pressure and
"lobbedJackie off, in an arc, blood sputtering offher face like a summer sprinkler.
She landed on her back, the water swallowing her and blooming red.

It frlt as if I had wished this on her, as if my irnaginings had been that
powe rfiul. And YeL that wasn't why I fblt so guilty. Ntro, the guilt came with the
sweet giddy relief,, the weighdess tinglv sense of good fortune. Norn, I wouldn,t
have to do the reverse. Maybe tomorrow, bur nor today.

"Call 9-1-1 !" Andrea shouted as she ran and dove into the r,vater. She surfbced"
with Jackie and sidestroked back with her under her arm. Jackie fumbled fbr the
steel ladder-at least she lvas conscious. After managing to climb a rung, Jackie
stopped, opened her mouth, and the blood waterfblled our. AII of her ugly teetft
wefe gone.

A lifeguard pressed a towel against Jackie'.s mourh, while another lifbguard,
wrapping a towel around her shoulders, said, "You're okay, you're okay, you're
o[<ay."

'hn arnbtrlance is on the way," came acry from across the pool.
E'i,-eryone stood and watched from tl're deck, the one-ffletre boards, the three-

metres, the seven, and the ten, as the lifeguards escorted Jackie our.

4214

"okay, your reverse," Andrea said, towelling offher hair.
I widened my eyes at her.
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The rest of the divers, after respectfully waiting for Jackie to disappear into the

locker roon], had gone back to work. The blood had dissipated into the giant
pool, been disinfected by the chlorine. The place was loud again with the thud

of boards and the swinrming coaches' impatient whistles.

furdrea said, "If you dont do it now, you'll never do it. It's a fulling ofrthe
horse sort of thing."

Louganis after Chalibashvili.

This had becomc- ar] even bigge r resr of rny heroism.
"Go olr," Andrea said. "The longer you wait, the scarier it's goirlg to be ."
I turnecl from Andrea and walked toward the board. I climbed its ladder

with my heart pounding hard and fast. No urge to pee. I hardly felt my boclv.
Only the thudding heart. How was I going to cCIntrotr my body if I couldn't feel
it?

"Hey!" Andrea said, approaching the side of the board with irer hands held
high, rnaking a triangle widr her thumbs and forefingers.

I made the same triangle but upside-down, and we brought our triangles

together.

She said, "Star of David! Powers activate!"

Andrea forced rne to do this ritual she had invented every time I was

artempting a new or difficult dive . 
'Was 

she laughing at my being a Jew? Maylrc:

a litde . But mostly, I think, she was trying to give rne a laugh and wish rne good

luck. \ffhenever she said it, I thought of this gold pendant Dad used to wear, a

rather large, slanted Star of David that nestled in his chest hair while we played

in the swimming pools of Daytona. My favourite garne was "The Rocket," where

Dad would crouch underwater and I would climb onto his shoulders and he

would spring up and I would go rocketing into the air. That was back when I

wore a Wonder Voman swimsuit and Mom still had hair, dyed-red, carefully

curled hair, which is why she would only wade around in the shallow end,

careful to keep her head above the water and out of- the way of The Rocket. But

I always assunred she was watching me soar into the air, thinking, My daughrer,

such a daredevil!

Andrea stepped back. I took my position in the midclle of the board. I
brought my feet together, straightened my back, and lowered my irands by my

sides.

4:16

"OI{E!" shouted Andrea when minutes later I r,vas still standing in place.

I didn't turn to look at her. I stayed irr position, eyes forward, but she haunted

my peripheral vision with her hands cupped around her rnouth.
"T\fO! If I get to ten and you still havent done it, that's it! You.'re done!"
\What was she doing? How was I supposed to concentrate r,vith her yelling

Iike that?
..THREE!''

Hervoice boomed everything else into silence. The thud of the boards ceased

again. I tried not to lclok, but my eyes leapt about against my will. Everyone,

the Olympic hopefuls and medalists, the other coaches, tlre newbies rvho were
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far better than Ine now, had all stopped to watch. Even a few swimmers had
gathered to the right of my board.

"FOUR!"

You have to do this, I thoughr. Yrru have ro do it. I)o it.
..FIVE!''

The doughnut. Whati \Why the doughnur now!
..SIX!' '

I knew what those great athletes meanr by not thinking, I really did. Once
I had been able to do it, to simply [re, simply move, trusr, rrlrsr that things were
going to be fine, better than fine, good, perfect, but now I couldn'r ger my mind
to shut up to shut up ro shut up just shur up and go go go

..SEVEN!

Go go go go go go go
..EIGHT!''

Oh my god, oh rny god, I'rn going. I'rn going! Look, my lrare foot raking the
first srep.

..NII{E!' '

The second step, oh oh anr I really doins this, the third step, I'rn still nor
sure, I'* jumping onto both feet at the end of the board, bending my legs,
and-

Tre re I remained. Frozen. On bent knees. The ve ry picture of a cower.
Andrea didn't bother with "Ten." Everyone warched as I straightened my

legs, but not my shoulders, tuf,ned around, and made rny wray back down the
board.

* Andrea shook her head. "Go pack your sruff."

4233

Alone in the coffImunal showers, under a jet of hot water, I stood for a long rime ,
half hoping Andrea would come and tell me that it was okay, she was just trying
to play hard ball, I rvas still on the team, and half hoping I would never lay eyes
on her again. It dawned on me that I r,vas in the middle of a second resr, tfuat
Andrea was olrt there right now, standing by the board, waiting ro see if I would
come back and b.g for a second chance ro prove myself,

5:00

f)ut in the fayer, Theresa looked up from her paperback copy af Cujo.
She asked, "Did you do it?"
I shook my head. My backpack was filled with all the things I wouldni

be needing anymore: Ultrasr,vim sharnpoo, rhe shammy, the swimsuit with the
iron-on windrnill.

"Good," Theresa said, slipping her arm through rnine .
I shoved her arm away and pushed through the glass doors into the winrery

night. Since it was considered nerdy to acknowledge the cold, neither one of us
wore hats, mitts, or boots, just acid-wash jean jackers, Theresa's halging off fuer
shoulclers, and Converse high-tops. In seconds my wer hair would harclen ipto
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Medusa-like icicles.

The sidewalk in front of the building was lined with cars, parents waiting

in the drivers' sears, headlights on. My mom's face used to wait for rne behind

the windshield of an old boxy white Buick-her high, plump cheeks, thin lips,

green angora beret over her red hair, black winged eyeliner magnifying her

already big, black eyes. I could always tell when her eyes caught sight of rne

coming toward the car. She didnt smile or wave, but she just looked happier,

reanimated, as she turned the key in the ignition. I would climb into the heated

Buick and Billy Joel rvould sing us down Saint John's Boulevard, past the big

shopping centre and fast food huts. If we didrit pick up Harvey's or McDonald's

on the way horne, she would make a huge bowl of her chunky french fries wit]r

the skins sdll on, which I lvor"rld soak in salt and vinegar and eat sitting on the

browrr carpet behind the coffee table , watchirry Today's Special followed by The

Cosby Shout, Family Ties, Cheers, Night Court. There were' no quotas on TV in

our house.

furd it hits ffir, not then, but today, thirry years later. Thirqv years too late.

I'm lying on my side in bed, my husband asleep l:ehind me, and I'm nodding

off after a day spent writing out tfuis ntel1ory-tfte reverse , tfue revcrse -when

my eyes pop open. I clutch the comforter and stare into the darkness of the

bedroom, a dark bedroom in New York City, so far away from there, from

tlr.en, from that autumn morning Mom stood in the sunlit foyer in her red

velvet housecoat and, watching me put olr my jean jacket, asked rn'hether I

was planning to s{r to Theresat again after ctiving. Mom protrably no longer

fil led out the re,d housecoat; it probably hung on hunched, bony shoulders. She

protrrably no longer filled out her face, but I can't say for sure because I wouldn't

look at her face, at those harrowed black eyes. She said, "I don't like it. All you

eat there are microwaved hotdogs," as I walked out the door. No wonder those

words wouldn't go away. How could I have been so slow? Knowing she had only

a few months left with her daugirter, h4om was saying, hey, instead of going to

Theresis every night, I would really like it if you canle home . But she couldn't

say drat, knowing the whole reason I wasn't coming home wlrs because she was

there, dying.

Theresa said, "Hey, Jess. You have no reason to [rc- mad at Ine. I didn't do

anvthing. I didn't kick you off the tranl."

Theresa was righr, so I nodded, but I still couldrit look at her. \)fle crossed

the snowy parking lot, its streetlamps throwing small circles of light on the

conlpacted snorv. Enrpty white spotligirts. The grief was irreathtaking. Not for

Mom yet, but for me.

I was gone.
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