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A  STABBING IN  THE  HAY

Rain, rain, rain, went the drop. Sink, sink, sink, went the drip. 
Wipe, wipe, wipe went the squeak, and blood, blood, blood, went 
the head. Woosh. And Barn, Barn, Barn went the woosh. Bird, 
bird, bird went the soar; machine, machine, machine, went the 
cling and clang; house, house, house went the fire.

Ting.
Song, song, song, went the sing, and breath, breath, breath 

went the fuck—bed, bed, bed went the springs, up and down, up 
and down, up and down, until wind, wind, wind, went the blow, 
coming through the window.

Morning suns—an infinite moment trapped in one second, 
penetrating pores until bodies were helium balloons, floating in 
the sky, like Barn.

Barn, Barn, Barn, went the float. Ice, ice, ice, went the 
crunch—hammer, hammer, hammer went the hit.  

There were horses. There was a bear. There were animals.
Cow, cow, cow, went the moo, and cat, cat, cat went the meow, 

and dog, dog, dog, went the bark, and tree, tree, tree, went the sap.
There were buzzes and workers, and they went bee, bee, bee, 

and ant, ant, ant. Bee, bee, bee, went the ant, and rose, rose, rose, 
went the blossom.

Marigolds.
Bronze fields covered in gray—there were people there, 

walking fro and to and from there to here, and Barn could see all 
of them and point and laugh and shout and cry, until the people 
were gone.

When it’s night, stars, stars, stars, went the glow, and meteor, 
meteor, meteor, went the shower, and Barn, Barn, Barn went the 
oooooooo.  

Knife, knife, knife went the stab. There were blades. Shine, 
shine, shine, went the sparkle.
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PRETEND  I  AM  SOMEONE  YOU  LIKE

Barn was on the roof again—he had a jar of jellybeans and a 
bowl of feathers and a tube of glue. I went up there.

Barn, I said. I said, You’re on the roof.
Pepper. Pepper, Pepper, Pepper went the sprinkle. Pepper 

slapped me in the face last week. I asked her why, and she slapped 
me again. Every time she slapped me, I wanted to kiss her.

Barn, I said. I said, You’re on the roof.
Barn covered himself in glue and stuck feathers to his skin. 

He took one jellybean out of the jar and threw it until it became 
one with the sky.

Barn, I said. I said, Don’t do it. I said, You can’t fly.
He looked at me, watery and grinning.
Pepper was pretty.
The first time I saw Pepper was at the bowling alley. She was 

bowling alone, and I was there stealing relish from the condiment 
bar. She saw me stuffing my pockets and came up to me and asked 
me if I wanted to bowl with her.

No, I said. I said, I’m hungry.
Pepper said, I can put that relish to use.
Pepper said she would cook for me if I bowled one game with 

her.
When I went to her place after the game, she didn’t cook for 

me, but I spent the night with her. Her legs were open the whole 
time, and I didn’t have any clothes on until I left the next morning.

After that, Pepper and I weren’t friends, but we slept together 
every weekend. Sometimes, I would go bowl with her, but she 
didn’t cook any food for me as she had promised. I cooked for her, 
though—pasta, pizza, roasted chicken, and stuffed bell peppers 
were some of her favorites. I didn’t like the way I cooked, but if 
she liked it, it made me happy.

Barn liked Pepper. He never really said anything about her, 
but when she would come over to pick me up, Barn would pretend 
that he was a gentleman and open every door and window in the 
house for her. Pepper liked him. Pepper didn’t like me, not yet, at 
least.

I convinced Barn not to jump off the roof. Instead, he shared 
some jellybeans with me, while throwing some into the sky. He 
pulled off the feathers from his skin. It made his eyes watery.
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Maybe one day, I said. I said, Barn. I said, Maybe one day you 
can fly and never come back.

Barn liked the idea. He stared into the clouds until he 
hypnotized himself and fell backwards with his eyes closed.

Pepper pulled into the driveway. She waved at us. Barn was 
still sleeping. I nudged him until he rolled over, and when he woke 
up, he had the imprint of a roof shingle on his face.

Barn, I said. I said, Pepper.
Barn peered over the roof and waved. He jumped from the 

roof to the nearby oak and scrambled down like a squirrel. 
Barn, I said. I said, Use the chimney next time. I said, you can 

hurt your knuckles and elbows doing that. 
I followed my own advice and climbed down the chimney. Ma 

was sleeping in the living room, sitting on the recliner. She had a 
plate of eggs on her lap and a cigarette in her mouth. I rocked the 
recliner, and she snored louder. I tapped her forehead, and Ma 
woke up.

Eat your lettuce, Ma said. 
I said, I ate it already.
Where’s Barn’s nose, she said.
I said, it’s on his face.
Good, Ma said.
I met Pepper in the front yard. She had Barn in a headlock.
Want to fuck, she said.
I nodded my head.
Barn was breathing hard. He spat in Pepper’s face. Pepper hit 

him on the back of the head. Barn smiled.
That’s impolite, I said to Barn.
Let him be, Pepper said.
Barn was already staring at the clouds again. He twirled 

around in circles and fell to the ground—he rolled around in the 
yard, covering himself with bits of grass. He stopped. His eyes 
were closed.

Pepper, I said. I said, Barn.
Pepper picked Barn up and brushed the grass off his skin and 

kissed him on the forehead.
Pepper’s place was out in the field, just like our place. She 

didn’t have a farm or a barn or anything, but there was green 
all around it, and the nearest neighbors were a good bit away. 
Pepper’s place was full of dirt and mud and weeds. Pepper’s place 
was like the field.
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Me and Pepper were in her bedroom. I kissed her until my 
tongue was covered in the sweat from her skin. She grabbed 
me and jerked me around and the world spun, making me dizzy 
enough to grab on to the bedposts so I didn’t fall off. Pepper had 
her mouth full. And then I had my mouth full. Our mouths were 
full of each other, and when we were finished, we stared at the 
ceiling fan until it stopped spinning.

Fan, fan, fan went the spinning. Tongue, tongue, tongue went 
the licks. Nipples, nipples, nipples went the hard, and uh, uh, uh, 
went the ah. Sheets, sheets, sheets went the wet, and wrap, wrap, 
wrap went the bodies.

I used the bed sheets to wipe the back of my neck. Pepper was 
wrapped in a pillow case. I slept on her. When I woke up, Pepper 
was staring at me.

Who are you, Pepper said.
I said, Pretend I am someone you like.
Why are you here, Pepper said.
I said, To make you feel good. I said, Do you feel good.
I don’t feel anything, Pepper said.
I said, Good.
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SUPERHERO

When Barn was four years old, this was three years ago, I 
took him to the Go And Go convenience store to buy a carton 
of juice. Barn’s favorite flavor was strawberry-banana. This was 
when Barn talked—or at least, spoke in broken words. He was 
always a curious boy, not in the way of always asking questions 
but in the way of always looking at things and smelling them and 
looking at things and trying to understand them through silence.

His dad was there—Ma’s brother, my Uncle Gerald. He was 
her only sibling. Uncle Gerald was wearing a black leather jacket, 
and his favorite torn jeans. When Barn saw him, he ran up to him 
and hugged his knee, but Uncle Gerald pushed him away. It was 
summer outside and the air was sticky, but Uncle Gerald was 
wearing a gray ski mask.

Uncle Gerald, I said. I said, It’s hot. I said, How come you’re 
wearing that hot hat.

He walked to the counter, pulling down the hat over his face. 
Barn said, Superhero.
I said, Oh no.
Uncle Gerald pulled out a pistol and shouted. He asked for 

everything in the register.
Barn jumped up and down.
The cashier did as he said and gave him all the money. As 

Uncle Gerald walked out, he looked at me. 
Uncle Gerald said, Don’t tell my sister.
I said, I sure will tell Ma. I said, She’s going to be disappointed.
Uncle Gerald was gone. Barn pressed his face against the 

window of the convenience store.
Pow, pow, pow, Barn said. 
Those were Barn’s last words. 
Police, police, police, went the sirens. Lights, lights, lights, 

went the blue and red. Barn pointed at them. I told the officers 
everything they needed to know. 

Thank you for your cooperation, one officer said.
I said, You’re not welcome.
Barn knew something, I thought. He knew something was 

wrong, I thought. He was still very playful, that day, but he 
didn’t say anything, like he was hiding his sadness. He didn’t say 
anything at all.

The last time we saw Uncle Gerald was in court. As they were 



6

taking him away, Barn ran up to him and patted him on the leg.
I don’t want to see you, Uncle Gerald said.
And that was it. Barn stayed with us—me and Ma. His own 

ma wasn’t around. She left Louisiana for Florida to be with a man 
who wouldn’t go to jail all the time. Uncle Gerald was taken to 
a place somewhere in St. Francisville. Robbery wasn’t the only 
thing he was charged with. He also beat up a man. He also beat up 
another man. He also shot people. Uncle Gerald wasn’t going to 
be around for a while.

Barn, I said. I said, Why don’t you talk anymore.
Barn would just sigh when I asked him that.
Is it because of your dad, I said.
Barn would just look at the sky.
There was something about him. Barn. There was something 

about him that looked for freedom. I felt that way sometimes, but 
I knew I was never going anywhere. But something about Barn’s 
silence made him a powerful child. Like destiny. Ma loved Barn 
like she loved me. She treated us okay, and we treated her okay, 
except for the occasional tantrums I would throw at her. Barn 
never caused any problems though. He always kept me calm, too, 
when I was ready to explode.

I’m an adult now, I told myself. I told myself, I got to be 
grown for Barn.

It was like Barn was grown for me, though. 
My dad, Pierre, left Louisiana seventeen years ago, when I 

was five. He went to Texas to get away from us. Ma said that 
he didn’t like us—he never did, and he never would, so it was 
better that he left. I didn’t mind much because I didn’t like Dad 
too much, either, especially when he would kick us out of the 
house so he could give women money.

We were in the backyard.
Barn, I said. I said, How come you don’t talk anymore.
I asked him that every morning. Maybe, one day, Barn would 

answer me.
Barn didn’t say anything.
I said, Barn. I said, Say something.
Barn poked at my face and played with my cheeks, squishing 

them, moving them up and down.
What are you doing to my face, I said.
He put his hands over my eyes and then he pressed down on 

my nose. It made me sneeze. Barn jumped. 
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PECAN

Pepper stood in the middle of a field. She wore a yellow dress. 
Short. I looked at her thighs. 

Why are you so pretty, I said.
Pepper wasn’t paying attention to me. Her hands were behind 

her head, like she was being arrested. She was coughing. I patted 
her on the back. She slapped me in the face.

Don’t touch me, Pepper said.
She took off her dress, and in her underwear, she stuck one of 

her hands inside of her. She told me to take off my clothes. I did. 
Then, I was inside of her.

Do you think we can be friends, I said.
Pepper said, Never.
Pepper didn’t have any friends. She lived alone. 
How come, I said.
You’re no good, Pepper said.
How come, I said. 
Because you’re here with me, she said.
I said, But I want to be here with you.
That’s not good, Pepper said.
Pepper didn’t have a background. There was nothing there 

behind her. It was just her, and that was all I knew about her.
Let’s get some sno-cones, Pepper said.
In her truck, Pepper was still naked.
Shouldn’t you put on some clothes, I said.
Don’t feel like wearing clothes today, she said. She said, 

Feeling suffocated.
At the sno-cone stand, I got a spearmint one and Pepper got a 

strawberry one. She stayed in the truck. We ate them in the parking 
lot. I got one for Barn, too.

I should get this to Barn, I said.
It was a coconut flavored one.
We went to my house. Barn was in the tree. I could only see 

his legs—the other branches hid the rest of his body.
Barn, I said. I said, Coconut.
Pepper was in the front yard, too, still naked, with her hands 

on her hips. Ma came out the door.
Pepper, Ma said. Ma said, Where are your clothes.
It’s hot, Pepper said. Pepper said, I don’t want any today.
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The mailman came by our house and stared at Pepper. He 
dropped all of our envelopes onto the street and drove off, almost 
hitting the stop sign at the corner of the street. 

Ma said, You’re causing trouble Pepper. Ma said, Come inside 
and get something to eat. Ma said, I got a pecan pie brewing.

Barn, I said. I said, Coconut.
A t-shirt fell from the tree. Then shoes. Then socks.
I said, Barn. I said, Keep your clothes on.
His pants fell to the ground, and then his underwear.
Barn, I said. I said, The bark is going to scratch your skin. I 

said, Coconut.
Barn climbed down the tree and tripped over one of the roots. 

He got back up and put his hands on his waist. Pepper scratched 
her arm. Barn scratched his arm. Pepper scratched her leg. Barn 
scratched his leg. Barn started running and tapped Pepper on the 
hip, and continued to run in circles in the front yard.

Tag, Pepper said.
She chased Barn around the yard and tapped him on the back.
You’re it, Pepper said.
Barn turned around and started chasing Pepper. I went inside 

the house with Ma. She pulled out the pie from the oven and cut 
a slice for me. Pecan. I put some vanilla ice cream on top and 
watched it melt into the pecan sap.

Pepper, Ma said. Ma said, She’s something.
I said, This is good pie.
She’s a wild one, Ma said.
The vanilla makes my tongue tingle, I said.
Maybe she can get Barn to talk, Ma said.
I said, Pecan.
Pepper and Barn walked in, covered in grass and bites.
Pepper said, We fell into an ant pile.
Wash it off, Ma said.
Barn was trying to scratch his back but he couldn’t reach. 

Pepper told Barn to go wash off first. She came up to the kitchen 
table and looked at the pie. I gave her a bite. She closed her eyes 
as she chewed. 
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MUD

Thunder, thunder, thunder, went the field. Crash, crash, crash, 
went the hay, and lightning, lightning, lightning went the bolts, 
and Pepper, Pepper, Pepper went the jumps. She stood on top of 
a cylinder of hay, in the middle of the rain, with her arms across 
her breasts, and her legs covered in mud, and jumped off and ran 
and jumped on another bale. She did this over and over again, 
after every lightning strike, trying to reach the next one before the 
thunder struck.

Pepper said, Let the lightning crash.
Crash.
The thunder struck and Pepper fell to the ground. I ran to 

her. She made mud angels. I jumped on top of her and made the 
same motions. She pushed her tongue against my eyes, and then 
she pushed me away and turned around, with her belly facing the 
ground. She stuck her tongue into the mud and moved it around. 
She stuck her fingers into the mud and moved them around. She 
moved her body up and down like she was fucking the earth.

Jealous, she said.
I did the same thing.
I said, Jealous.
Yes, Pepper said.
She slid over and grabbed me with one arm. With her other, 

she continued to finger the earth. I stuck my fingers into her with 
one hand, and the other twirled inside the mud.

Your first threesome, Pepper said.
I said, I don’t know.
It’s your first one with me, she said. She said, With us.
She licked the earth and then she licked me, and I closed my 

eyes and fucked everything around me. The lightning roared. The 
thunder was a whip, and when it lashed, Pepper would press down 
on me harder.

I said, You’re scared.
Only when the rain stops, Pepper said.
We climbed on top of a bale of hay and continued. My semen 

was disguised in the rain, and Pepper looked at me.
Who are you, she said.
I said, Pretend I am someone you like.
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ICE

Pepper was on the floor. Pepper was covered in blood. Pepper 
was crying.

How come you’re like that, I said.
She said, shut up.
I can clean you up, I said.
Go, she said.
Pepper looked broken. I sat down next to her. Her place 

was messed up. There were shattered lamps. Her TV screen was 
cracked. Her toaster was dented. Her couch looked like it had 
been moved from its original spot. Her rug was scrunched up, and 
there was a hole in her wall.

Who did you fight, I said.
She said, Shut up.
How come you’re crying, I said.
She said, Always take care of Barn. She said, No matter what. 

She said, You make sure he makes it through life okay. 
He takes care of me, I said.
She started to bang the back of her head against the wall. I 

put my hand behind her so that her head hit my palm rather than 
the wood. I went to the bathroom and got some toilet paper and 
tampons and used them to clean her up. 

I said, There aren’t any Band-Aids.
Pepper sneezed and blood came out of her nose. She put some 

toilet pepper in her nostrils.
She said, I’m a mess.
You’re a mess, I said. I said,  Should I try to beat up someone.
Pepper said, You wouldn’t last more than five seconds.
I can fight, I said.
Pepper slapped me in the face. It was a hard one—throbbing 

and stinging.
Sneeze, sneeze, sneeze went the achoo. Hand, hand, hand, 

went the slap. World, world, world, went the twirl and cry, cry, 
cry, went the tears.

I kissed her on the cheek and she pushed me away and then 
she pulled me towards her. Her eyebrows were all scratched up. 
Her cheekbones were swollen.

I said, Ice.
Pepper rubbed her stomach and groaned. 
I said, Why are you hurt.
Just take care of Barn, Pepper said.


