CHAPTER ONE

The night my great-grandfather died, frigid air howled
through the pines and swirled down the chimney of his shack
grandmother and I kept vigil at his bedside, a battery-operated
space heater oscillating at our feet, kerosene lamps lofting

Owl in the house means death’s
coming
I lolled my head against the wall, bare like all the others,
no family portraits or prosaic artwork or thumbtacked

summer night when I was nine years old, when the river
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chair while Grandma delivered the news, his face bathed in
candlelight, then hobbled into the woods and chanted my

I inched closer to him, close enough to smell the implacable

felt them vibrating inside me just then, like a distant echo from

which hath been is named already.”

pelting the windows, that song about the owls, its searing
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my childhood—grainy images of my mother in her yellow
bedroom with her lavender incense and votive candles, her
black and white photograph of a Rock star standing on a stage

over his shoulder, arms spread wide, as if he were awaiting
eye, like ashes wafting in a summer wind, waiting for water to

Grandma stopped the clock on the mantle to mark the
held power—then forever now
around me, the scent of Jergens lotion and talcum powder

the quarter-mile past the barn and hog pen, through the

I wrenched away from her and stared at my greatgrandfather, the withered shell that remained, searching for
some part of him that still looked vital—the outline of his
body beneath the quilt, legs splayed as if the cat he used to
own were nestled between them, his arm dangling over the
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Now would return me to then
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CHAPTER TWO

When I was nine, my mother gave me a leather-bound

sat Indian style, my bare legs splotched with mosquito bites,
the stitches on my right calf barely visible in the speckled
The Wizard of Oz
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Mama or Mommy, like my schoolmates, who marveled at my

A gust of wind carried the pungent smell of tobacco from
had hired a crew of local high school boys to help, and I could
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of Pepsi across her forehead, unblemished and makeup-free,
then he wrote something on the paper and handed it back to

past the hog pen and barn and the clouds and stars, all the way

she were gazing through the wood and shingles into a fulgent
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I pushed her hand away and scrambled on my hands and

I listened to her jingling inside the house, then upstairs to

let somebody who knows about this kind of thing get her
I was hiding behind the drapes in the living room,
eavesdropping while they talked in hushed tones in the
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with padded walls and a bunch of crazy people roaming

the clichéd homely elder sister, with a purposeful gait, as
if she were marching off to battle, a cigarette perpetually
harmony with her lipstick and shoes, tightly permed cropped
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and wiped down the table contentiously, as if she were

under

gathering sway of momentary stillness when possibility and

I pictured her tipping her head and peering up at him
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