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         PROVISO

         This is a work of pure supposition.

      

   


   
      

         
            No country perhaps in the world is better watered with limpid streams and navigable rivers than the United States of America, and no people better deserve those advantages, or are calculated to make a proper use of them than her industrious and adventurous citizens.

            ZADOK CRAMER

            
                

            

            I represent a field you are passing between Grover’s Corners, Ohio, and Parkersburg, Ohio. In this field there are 51 gophers, 206 field mice, 6 snakes and millions of bugs, insects, ants, and spiders. All in their winter sleep.

            THORNTON WILDER

         


      

   


   
      
         

             Ducks, Newburyport

         

         When you are all sinew, struggle and solitude, your young – being soft, plump, vulnerable – may remind you of prey.

         To be woken, biffed in the face by the paw of a sleeping kitten. The damp furry closeness in the crowded den sometimes gave her an overwarm sensation akin to nausea, or boredom. Snaking her long limbs as far as space permitted, she longed to be out on her winding path, ranging wide in search of deer. In her dreams she slaughtered whole herds. She sought that first firm clasp on a stag’s neck, the swift parting of its hide, her mouth filling at last with what was hot and wet and necessary.

         For all of life is really recoil and leap, leap and recoil.

         Alertness was her new mode, but the cubs’ easy slumber was contagious. She was always briefly astounded, on waking, by their continued presence. They troubled her, they were so needy: if she died, they would die too, and soon. And she would forget them. But for now, she belonged to them. They were not so much a conscious concern as the whole purpose of her being – lives engendered by her body, created inside her and released through pain and panting upon the world. She had borne them, and now she fed them with her milk. They were part of her still.

         For the first week they were sprawling, crawling mush to her, demanding gentleness, forbearance, cleanups. The air shook with the vibrations of her purr. She learnt to maneuver her way round their wriggling forms with new steps. The more they squirmed, the more adroitly she had to dodge them.

         She never left them for more than half an hour. The mere thought of the kittens bleating and scrabbling around back in the den diminished her resolve, made her less surefooted, ruined her joy in the kill.  She went hungry, even sank to eating the snowshoe hares that ventured near the den. And, once, a disappointing merganser, all feather, feet, beak and bone.

         Her infant cubs, drifting back to sleep midway across each other’s backs, never knew how long she was gone, or how far from them she roamed. She might still be inside the den somewhere, just an inch out of reach. In hope, they dragged themselves over to the wall like legless seal pups, their short stubby tails nothing like the muscly ropes they would later become. They toured the den in slow circles, chirping enticingly, feeling out for any sign of her, just the tip of her giant paw or long whiskers. Longing for her warmth, her tongue, her strong sleek rump, they sought her with determination, for they too were hunters, blind and strong and unafraid. Too brave to despair.

         
            ·     ·    ·    ·

         

         The fact that the raccoons are now banging an empty yogurt carton around on the driveway, the fact that in the early morning stillness it sounds like gunshots, the fact that, even in fog, with ice on the road and snow banks blocking their vision, people are already zooming around our corner, the site of many a minor accident, the fact that a guy in a pickup once accidentally skidded into our garage, and next time it could be our house, or a child, Wake Up Picture Day, dicamba, Kleenex, the fact that a pickup truck killed Dilly, the fact that she’d successfully dodged cars for three whole years, the fact that she knew all about cars, but during that time the traffic grew, the fact that it’s crazee now, the fact that after Dilly got killed, the kids painted a big warning sign with a big black cat on it and stuck it right by the fence, but nobody notices it, the fact that they’re all going too fast to see it, [image: ] When the cat died we had catnip tea [image: ], the fact that failure to yield causes one in five accidents in Ohio, the fact that car crashes are up twenty percent since 2009, haw tree, buckeye, black walnut, hickory, butternut, the fact that Stacy’s old enough to handle the road but the other kids aren’t, the fact that a little boy was killed in his bed just the  other day by a skidding car crashing into his house, Ben asleep, the fact that there are two cardinals right now in the lilac tree, brown sugar, the fact that eleven percent of Americans carry on driving when the fuel-tank-empty light comes on, the fact that, boy, you’d think it’d be more like eighty percent, Ronny, chicken feed, the fact that there are macrophages, the fact that I dreamt I flew all the way to India to get a teaspoon of cinnamon but when I got home I realized I needed flaked almonds too, security, holding pattern, go figure, not in my back yard, the fact that we have to do our taxes and try to remember every little bit of income and expenditure, the fact that there was more of the latter than the former, Family Dollar, Zyker’s, password, username, “Your card is now active and ready to use,” the fact that not only do we have to calculate our income and expenditure but we gotta figure out how to get more money, and keep on getting money till we’re dead, Medicare For All, M4A, the fact that by the time Leo’s old enough to get Social Security it probably won’t even cover the price of a ham sandwich, much less a bottle of wine, the fact that we’re in for a wineless old age, oi veh, OJ, the fact that Leo has to go to Philly tomorrow and I’m not so good on my own, the fact that Ben knows so much for such a little kid, maybe too much, the fact that he says drugs work on a molecular level that can be assessed using logarithms and Schild curves, but I just pop ’em and leave the rest to chance, breakfast, alarm clock, laundry, Spinbrush, the fact that we have to have a cocktail party and I don’t know what to wear, the fact that the only fun part is deciding on the canapés, cocktails, cock-a-doodle-do, cock, oh my word, the fact that words just pop into my head like that, dear me, the fact that I’ve got to get the dough going for the cinnamon rolls, the fact that at least we’re not having any more dinner parties, the fact that I put my foot down there, [image: ] Your feet’s too big [image: ], feat of strength, footloose and fancy-free, the fact that our parties are always a big flop anyway because the kids come down in the middle in their onesies and kill all conversation with cuteness, the fact that they look like polar bear cubs and they know it, the fact that sometimes they end up serving the drinks too, the fact that I don’t know what Prof. Pranump  would make of that, especially since she’s teetotal, tea, Triscuits, Ritz crackers, Saltines, Fritos, Doritos, Frito-Lay, Planters peanuts, Blue Diamond smoked almonds, Prohibition, Some Like It Hot, the fact that soon polar bears and walruses will have nowhere to go, because the polar ice is melting, cheese and pineapple on sticks, cheddar cheese logs, school bus, ground cardamom, dried cherries, zest, the fact that walruses can swim for four hundred miles, sure, but not forever, for Pete’s sake, the fact that animals don’t pride themselves on irrationality the way we do, the fact that, according to Ben, half the mammals on the planet will disappear by 2050, two hundred species a day or something like that, the fact that Ben says everybody on earth will soon be starving or suffocating or dying of SARS or Ebola or H5N1, the fact that H5N1 only has to mutate a few more times and we’re all goners, so maybe it was all for nothing, human achievement, but before that happens, we still have to do our taxes, and Leo needs to fix the garage door, the fact that it keeps sticking, missing button, bathroom grouting, the fact that Stacy would probably approve of a global pandemic, as long as it included us, her nearest and dearest, the fact that I don’t know why we released our poor little terrapins into the pond at Northwestern, the fact that we thought they’d be happy there, free, the fact that nobody ever told us they were tropical terrapins, the fact that we actually thought they’d like swimming free, in that freezing cold pond, the fact that I saw a dead dog with rabies there once, near the pond, so theoretically our turtles could have gotten rabies first, before they froze to death, the fact that maybe we weren’t much good as pet owners, the bumblebee at Bread Loaf, the fact that what we liked best was going to the Big Building, where Daddy worked, because sometimes you got a free pencil, the fact that we loved climbing on the big painted rock outside, the fact that there was this great big boulder right in front of the building, the fact that I don’t know if somebody dragged the thing there or it was just there when they built the university and they couldn’t get rid of it, the fact that the paint was interestingly chipped and you could see how many layers it had, blue, red, white, yellow, green, Chris Rock, the fact that I think they  painted it a new color every year or so, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, the fact that Mozart had a starling, the fact that female starlings sing too, not just male starlings, murmurations, Ohio Blue Tip matches, phone call, a big ask, the fact that I don’t know where my cell phone is, the fact that I never know where it is, the fact that cell phones are always trying to escape their owners, the fact that there are earthquakes and tornadoes and tsunamis and volcanic eruptions, the fact that where did I see that red velvet cushion with gold trim, Gillian’s tall bird with sequins, felt and sequins, Christmastime, alone with Mommy in their bedroom at twilight, twi-night double header, sidewinder, sidecar, sidelines, left field, the fact that Stacy never mentions Frank, well, not to me anyway, Rex the Walkie-Talkie Robot Man, the fact that I don’t think she misses him at all, Reader’s Digest, Hardee’s on 2nd Street, Arby’s, Hy-Vee, Mommy and Daddy’s bedroom in the late afternoon, the fact that I always liked sequins on felt, the fact that I don’t think Stacy minds having a stepdad at all, the fact that these days most kids have half brothers and sisters, so they must be pretty used to it, the fact that all in all we’re really just a normal Joy, Pledge, Crest, Tide, Dove, Woolite, Palmolive, Clorox, Rolaids, Pepto-Bismol, Alka-Seltzer, Desitin, Advil, Aleve, Tylenol, Anacin, Bayer, Excedrin, Vitamin C, Kleenex, Kotex, Tampax, Altoid, Barbazol, Almay, Revlon, Cetaphil, Right Guard, Old Spice, Gillette, Q-Tip, Johnson & Johnson, Vaseline, Listerine, Head ’n’ Shoulders, Safe Owl, Eagle Brand, Jolly Green Giant, Land O’Lakes, Lucerne, Sealtest, Clover, Blue Bonnet, Half & Half, Snyder, VanCamp, Wish-Bone, French’s, Skyline, Empress, Gerber, Nabisco, Heinz, Kraft, Quaker Oats, Sunkist, Purina, Vlasic, Oreo, Shredded Wheat, Arm & Hammer, Jell-O, Pez, Sara Lee, Chock Full o’ Nuts, Libby’s, Pepperidge Farm, Fleischmann’s, Morton, General Mills, King Arthur, Bell’s, Reese’s Pieces kind of household like everybody else, “Houston, we got a problem,” even with all these macrophages and tardigrades sneaking around, whatever they are, the fact that it’s kind of lonely getting up in the early hours with all the macrophages and tardigrades, “Buck up,” the fact that if you get two Land O’Lakes  packets and cut them and fold them just right, it looks like the milkmaid’s knees are her, well, like she’s got great big, great big, the fact that I don’t know why I’m thinking about that, for heaven’s sake, the fact that there’s a tiny lake called Lake Yueyaquan in the middle of the Chinese desert, the fact that why do I even know that, walruses swimming, the fact that they found a penguin fossil of a five-foot-tall penguin, the fact that it was gigantic, and all the paleontologist could say was “Cool,” my missing earring, Ben’s water project, Ben asleep, Gillian asleep, the fact that I’m surprised Jake isn’t clomping down the stairs yet, sucking on his baby blanket, my Little Pillow, Mount Rushmore, President Taft, the fact that the best thing about having four kids is that other people leave you in peace, the fact that I hide behind the kids too much probably, more than is strictly necessary, soccer moms, Tiger Moms, baseball, Magic 8 Ball, the fact that nobody really wants to see you if you’ve got kids, even your best friends, Nanya, Anat, Jess, the fact that they all just assume I’m so preoccupied with the kids I can’t think straight, and they’re right, pretty much, most of the time, fireflies, damselflies, hoverflies, fruit flies, FOOSH injury, the fact that I don’t even know Jess’s address anymore, the fact that the problem is you drop all these people, all your old friends, and then the kids leave home and then where’ll you be, bumblebees, hummingbirds, red-winged blackbirds, loons, the fact that Ben says there are at least sixty billion earthlike planets, just in the Milky Way alone, and I wonder if motherhood exists on all of them, the fact that I wonder if Land O’Lakes exists on them, polar bears, iceberg, lettuce, the Titanic, the fact that the Bourgogne disaster was maybe worse than the Titanic, though more people died in the Titanic disaster, the fact that the Titanic only had enough lifeboats for a third of its passengers, and nobody knew how to lower them or anything, the fact that that’s just silly, the fact that the wreck of the Titanic still lies three and a half miles deep, the fact that it’s way down there, nervous wreck, the fact that I like Lucerne butter better than Land O’Lakes, AEP, ATM, AA, AAA, A-AAAABA Locksmiths, IBM, ICBM, BMs, the fact that we eat too much meat, though Leo  says we eat too many carbs, the fact that every few years they decide noodles are fatal, but I don’t buy that, the fact that noodles seem pretty innocent to me, overall, and handy with kids, the fact that they never mention the dangers of Krispy Kremes and hog roasts, stranger danger, hydrangea, the fact that you wouldn’t think you’d need the word “hydrangea” all that much but it’s good to have it in your arsenal, the fact that it’s the sort of word that’s really pretty embarrassing not to have on the tip of your tongue when you need it, the fact that it’s kind of like forgetting the name Hamlet, or Cher or Miley Cyrus or something, the fact that the Irish are “drunk on remembrance,” the fact that folks just expect you to know certain things like the word hydrangea, they do, or some people do anyway, hydrangea, hydrangea, and if you don’t they think you’re weird, the fact that I should just write the darn thing down somewhere so I don’t forget it again, but then I’ll forget where I wrote it, and anyway I don’t think I will forget “hydrangea” again, the fact that I’ve learnt my lesson on that one, apples, the apple-peeler, the fact that I could put it on the fridge, the piece of paper, not the peeler, the fact that nobody will notice it there amongst all the magnets and junk, and even if they do they’ll never guess why I put it there, the fact that I forgot Casanova’s name once and I had to hide that too, the fact that I forget how it came up but it did, the fact that I guess he just does now and then, the fact that I gotta go to the powder room, john, John-John, your johnson, the fact that sometimes I leave it almost too late, turn on the light, light switch, For this relief, much thanks, the fact that we all have to go to the bathroom all the time and it’s a big, big bore, full moon, soap, the fact that now there’s something in my eye, They say the hen can lay, Vaseline, Q-Tip, the fact that I’m sure we’ve got some Vaseline in the kids’ bathroom, DON’T USE, the fact that I get sciatica every time I use the kids’ bathroom, well, a twinge anyway, the fact that I don’t like bending over, and the seat’s too low, the fact that I get sciatica whenever I get tense, the fact that that’s why I don’t dare vacuum at the moment, or pick up heavy items, or wash the kitchen floor, or use the kids’ sink, which is just way too low for me, orecchiette, origami, ocakbasi, mush, cornmeal mush,  cornmeal mush pie, much too much, mush to mush, dust to dust, [image: ] What makes the muskrat guard his musk? Courage! [image: ], coffee and donuts, coffee and a cruller, dollars to donuts, heart scar, heart operation, Eight Killed In Crash Horror, the fact that I gotta do the dishes before everybody’s up, I gotta, the fact that I’m a slob, slob, slut, tramp, cock, brontosaurus, pterodactyl, raptors, T-Rex, shrunken heads, yellow toy tractor, the fact that it really doesn’t take all that long to do a few dishes, ten minutes tops, big deal, so why all the resistance, the fact that every day I have to force myself, like ten times a day, the fact that I don’t exult in housework somehow, but dirty dishes are depressing, Anat always said, and I don’t want the kids to be depressed by them, or Leo either, or me, the fact that Leo really has no idea what goes on here all day, the fact that he’d probably flip out if he ever found out what’s really involved in feeding, clothing, housing and shepherding four whole kids, kidherding, the fact that my entire life is now spent catering to their needs and demands, cleaning toilets, filling lunchboxes, labeling all their personal property, shampooing and brushing hair, discussing everything, searching for lost stuff, baking fanouropita cakes to help find it, walking the plank, Fanourios, “Ahoy, my hearties!”, KP, Officers’ Mess, grist to the mill, the saint of lost things, and lost causes too, the fact that I am a lost cause, saints, Catholics, Greek Orthodox, San Martín, the fact that I like that San Martín, the fact that they make a special croissant for him in Poland, the fact that he really liked to help the poor, and we’re poor, bail-out, buy-out, cook-out, clean-out, freak-out, cock fight, Fright Night, Friday night, the fact that then there’s all the dusting, sweeping, ironing, making beds, washing sheets, towels and clothes, itch, sore eye, ironing pile, tending the chickens, feeding the goldfish, washing the windows, valeting the car, and myself, hunting down dust bunnies like Elmer Fudd on the Glorious Twelfth, the fact that Mommy and Daddy got married on the Glorious Twelfth, the fact that none of my kids probably even know that, nor can they say “twelfth,” and it’s catching, the fact that I’m forgetting how to say things too, the fact that I spend too much time with youngsters,  “Feburry,” “li-bry,” “twelth,” the fact that it seems to take years to get that F in there, Twelfth Night, the fact that you’re supposed to keep your Christmas tree up until Twelfth Night but nobody does anymore, the fact that it’s icky when pine tree corpses line the street, the fact that I don’t know when Twelfth Night is but I guess it must’ve passed by now, the fact that “twelve alive” is diner talk for a dozen raw oysters, baker’s dozen, Celebs Who Had Normal Jobs Before, the fact that there’s also the vacuuming, and holding the fort, and fielding the phone calls, planning the meals, settling the disputes, trying to keep track of everybody’s cell instead of my own, Rebel Without a Cause, mending, sewing, making handmade pencil cases for everybody, just because I made one for Stacy years ago, and then of course, in my spare time, baking a million pies, the fact that, seriously, my life’s all shopping, chopping, slicing, splicing, spilling, frilling, fooling, cooling, heating, boiling, broiling, frying, and macrophages, Tuesday, dentist, trash, mush, the fact that if I’d known what I was in for, like all the work involved, the endless chaos, before I had them, well, Walter Matthau, Harry Belafonte, helping them with their homework, and having to listen to all their groans, and screams, and sighs, and their Gameboys, and dance numbers, and all the unexplained bangs and crashes, On the Waterfront, or letting the cats in and out, out and in, in and out, out and in, and tending the chickens some more, Sense and Sensibility, Persuasion, Pride and Prejudice, the fact that I’m not used to having a moment to myself anymore really, uno momento, no problemo, like, just to read a book or something, Real-Life Revenge Stories, How Protein Helps You, [image: ] Figaro, Figaro, Figaro! [image: ], the fact that I sound like the factotum, [image: ] per carità [image: ], the fact that if I try to read anything these days, Jake immediately sits on my lap and makes me read him one of his books, baby of the family, the fact that I was the baby of the family too once, Reasons You Can’t Stay Focused, the fact that I gave up trying to get Leo to share the housework way back, the fact that there’s no point in two senses of defeat, Bedtime Rituals Of Happy Couples, the swordie, the fact that I tried to play a little trick on him once, when he came in the kitchen and asked what my nice,  square wooden spatula’s for, and I said, “Spatula? That’s a swordie!” and he said “A what?” and I said “A swordie! They’re an ancient Scottish kitchen utensil, used only for certain tasks,” the fact that the whole thing was supposed to build and build, but it all flopped because Leo never asked which tasks, the fact that he just wandered off back to his study, so that was kind of disappointing, the fact that I was about to say a swordie’s for whacking Scottish husbands on the sit-me-down-upon, and then I was planning to chase him around the kitchen with it, before someday admitting to him that it’s really just a small square spatula and I don’t even remember where I got it, but certainly not Scotland, where I have never been, the fact that I still call it the swordie though, and any day now I’m going to push on with the joke, if I ever get the chance, “I’m sticking with ‘jerk store,’” Tetra Brik, bird of paradise, the King’s Ransome, slumber parties, Playboy Bunnies, nurse’s uniform, dolls’ clothes, French maid, Japanese schoolgirls, apron, housecoat, the fact that I’ve never wanted to buy a proper housecoat because owning a housecoat implies you’re going to do grimy tasks, so now I end up doing the grimy tasks anyway, just without the protective gear, And that has made all the difference, the fact that I don’t like being seen doing housework, for some reason, the fact that it makes me self-conscious, the fact that somehow I don’t want to be watched scrubbing and sweating and lugging and grouting and tearing at things and such, the fact that maybe that shows I don’t take enough pride in my housework, the fact that I don’t take any pride in housework, as far as I know, which isn’t very Amish of me, house-proud Hausfrau, housewife, homemaker, the fact that I come from a long line of people who took no pride in housekeeping, except for Abby of course, the fact that she really did get something out of it, or I sure hope so, the fact that I think it gave her satisfaction, the fact that she liked her system anyway, her routine, and getting it all done right, every day, Polish croissants, the fact that Daddy was so terrible at making beds, the fact that he was just awful at it, the fact that bed-making clearly held no interest for him, the fact that I used to tell the kids to make their own beds, but it’s easier if I just do it, the fact that I take pride in my baking, at least now and again, but that’s about it, and when I do, I do it in private, because Mommy taught us never to be proud, the fact that some moms teach their kids the opposite nowadays, bolstering ’em up nonstop like little gods, telling them how great they are at practically everything, E-G-O, E = mc2, the fact that maybe Einstein had a right to be proud, the fact that you can be positive, without being overly proud, positive–negative, negatives, electrical circuits, the fact that maybe we should get an electric car, or a hybrid, the fact that electric cars are worse though, Leo says, because they’re coal-fired, originally, instead of using gas, the fact that computers somehow use up all the energy in the world, the fact that nothing you do seems innocent anymore, the fact that even baking a pie has many ramifications, the fact that the more you bake the more you brood, Crooked Creek, the fact that what was that game where you had to decide on some moral dilemma, stay-at-home moms, the fact that when I vacuum I wonder if movie stars ever vacuum, or aliens on other planets, the fact that it’s pretty unlikely we’re the only creatures in the universe bothered by dust after all, the fact that aliens probably think we’re real slobs not to Swiffer our moon more, the fact that it probably drives them bananas having to stare at our dusty old pockmarked little moon for millions and billions of years, [image: ] Drink to me only [image: ], to thine own self be true, the fact that I don’t know if sci-fi books ever get into how to clean up on other planets but I bet microfiber cloths would come in handy, out there in the cosmos, mean dogs, [image: ] Mad dogs and Englishmen [image: ], homemakers, heartbreakers, working moms, young marrieds, Diseases You Never Heard Of, the fact that I don’t know why you’d wear a white dress unless you absolutely had to, the fact that poor kids do better at school if you give them glasses, well, the ones that need glasses, the fact that maybe I needed glasses sooner than I got them, come to think of it, the fact that I sort of stopped looking at the blackboard around fourth grade, the fact that I thought I must be a dummy but maybe I was just nearsighted, or maybe both, the fact that I wore a silvery-gray dress for my first wedding, and a nice summery blue-and-white cotton dress for the  second one, never white, the fact that who wants white, dirt, stains, stain remover, bleach, starch, the fact that I know I should teach the kids to do their fair share of housework like kids in olden times, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder always had chores, and she had even more chores after Mary went blind, Passengers Freak Out Over Pilot’s Warning, penguin fossil, “Cool,” the fact that the Ingallses’ life is really essentially Amish, and they seem pretty happy too, even though they’re poor, hair collector, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder glossed over stuff though, like that dead brother and all the times they lost their land, and their homesteads, and their horse team, even their dog, whatshisname, Jack, the fact that they all nearly starved during the hard winter, the fact that I think her publisher made her change it to the “long winter,” the fact that “hard” winters are less attractive, I guess, a tough sell or something, cell, the fact that in one of the later books, Laura and Almanzo find an Indian mound when they’re out courting in the buggy, near Silver Lake, the fact that in real life they both got diphtheria when Rose was just a baby, and she had to stay with Ma and Pa, Charles and Caroline, the fact that kids used to have to spend years in bed if they got diphtheria, the fact that Almanzo was really sick, and went back to working on the farm too soon and had a relapse, the fact that he always had a limp from then on, Chartier guys, celeriac, choke cherries, limp, cane, jalopy, toaster, Van Allen belt, tipping point, the fact that Pa seems kind of Amish, especially with his beard and all, the fact that the only thing unAmish about them all is Laura’s interest in dresses and hats when she gets older, Mary’s too, the fact that their clothes get less and less “plain and simple,” the fact that Laura insists on cutting her bangs one day, which I guess the Amish would consider vain of her, the fact that Kelly McGillis laughs at Harrison Ford because the pants she gave him are too short, even for the Amish, chores, milking the cows, carpentry, the fact that kids used to have chores, then they had allowances, and now they just have devices, and snacks, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder always wanted blond hair like Mary’s, but later she’s proud of how long her hair is, and of her bangs, the fact that Ma disapproved of the bangs but Laura  did it anyway, the fact that Stacy wouldn’t dream of asking my permission about her hair, the fact that she’ll probably dye it green next, hoop skirt, Carrie, Cap Garland, the fact that hoop skirts are dangerous in a blizzard, the fact that all through her childhood Laura feels envious of Mary’s blond hair, the fact that I still don’t really know the difference between envy and jealousy, the fact that sometimes I can see the difference but then I lose track of it again, the fact that they seem pretty much the same to me, envy, jealousy, envy, the fact that Laura might have been happier if she was Amish and not burdened with her hair worries and all the fancy sewing projects, the fact that the dresses they make sound so complicated, the fact that Mary’s dress for college with the flared sleeves is such a tight fit that at first she can’t get it on, which alarms everybody, but they get her into it in the end, I forget how, the fact that I think they had to tie her corset tighter, the fact that pages and pages are spent on Mary’s clothes for college, the fact that it’s pretty amazing they all fit in the trunk, let alone on Mary, but they do, the fact that there are even gaps, which Ma stuffs with newspaper, gaps in the trunk, not the dresses, the fact that those wide, flared sleeves with loose lacy cuffs, tight at the top but all loose at the bottom, don’t sound all that nice to me, but they were probably all the rage then, Leghorn chickens, brown dress, housework, chores, hair, the fact that by eleven or so, Anne of Green Gables knows how to organize a whole tea party for company, “blacksberries pie,” Bugs Bunny, the fact that she could get Matthew’s supper for him and even cure croup with Ipecac, ibex, Prudential, Anne Shirley, Chuck Schumer, Chuck, the fact that at Mo’s they called eggs “cackleberries,” or Adam and Eve on a raft, Adam and Eve on a log, two dots and a dash, or wrecked and crying and let the sun shine, where the sun don’t shine, the fact that I couldn’t keep up with it all, Mo’s Deli and Diner, klutz, the fact that I was so nervous I dropped a whole tray of dirty plates once, just like Mommy did with the glasses at her first job, the fact that she had a job at the country club, the fact that she didn’t last long as a waitress and neither did I, dropkick, the fact that real waitresses make it look easy but it’s really a very responsible job,  and kind of tricky, the fact that now I’m back in the catering profession, “Jumbo Jockey,” straw purchase, eggs over easy, sunny side up, scrambled eggs, skunk eggs, eggs Benedict, Washington Square Diner, pinball, give it shoes, hockey puck, hold the grass, mama on a raft, the fact that pride goes before a fall, mushroom omelet with a side of slaw, the fact that Ethan played a lot of pinball in college, the fact that I think he got pretty good at it, the fact that he should get himself a pinball machine for his den, Paterson Falls, the fact that a New Jersey Transit train derailed at Penn Station, or was it Hoboken, “hunted to the point of distinction,” Montclair, NJ, 9/11, schnitz pie, Mo’s, the fact that Stacy wouldn’t be caught dead treating anybody with Ipecac, the fact that I used to think eventually the kids’ll develop a liking for nicely made beds and start making their own beds but it hasn’t happened yet, the fact that that was pretty dumb, the fact that once I start paying Stace to babysit, they’ll all start wanting to be paid, just to do a few things for me around the house, and I don’t believe in paying family members to help out with the dishes, the fact that they’re not guests, but they’re not slaves either, as Stacy’s always reminding me, oh dear, the fact that if we can’t afford a cleaner, how the heck can I afford to pay a staff of four greedy, grouchy, unmanageable kids, “the servantless cook,” the fact that I have struggled to get even a dishwashing rota going around here, though it should be possible for anyone over eight to handle a dishwasher, the fact that it’s not like I’m asking them to do the dishes by hand or anything, members, wombats, the fact that I am at the mercy of four little American brats, the Trapp Family Singers, the fact that Jake and Gillian do set the table, when I ask them, but I don’t know how long that will last, House Calls and Hitching Posts, the fact that I still have that book somewhere, the fact that Elto Lehman sounds a nice man, the fact that he set up a birthing clinic just for Amish women, the fact that they’re growing up and losing the urge to help me out, ketchup, mustard, BBQ sauce, the fact that ketchup stops rust on cast iron, but I don’t have any cast iron, the fact that kids are much nicer before the age of reason, the fact that the best age is two, the fact that two-year-olds have a sort of politeness to  them, when they’re not having tantrums and things, and I like their plump smooth skin and the four dimples on their hands, and toddlers don’t criticize you so much, or at least not as artfully or hurtfully as teenagers do, the fact that toddlers show a little mercy, they really do, or maybe I’ve just forgotten what two-years-olds are like, the fact that I missed Jake’s best years, being busy “embracing change,” otherwise known as having chemotherapy, toothpicks, the fact that my oncologist told me to embrace change, maybe because she cost a chunk o’ change, the fact that what was that medicine they gave me for nausea, Bupadell or Budpell or something, Budapest, Buskydell, Buscopan, the fact that Leo took care of everything at home, and he did a great job, as far as I know, so I guess he does know what goes on here, the fact that you should never underestimate Leo, though Jake did start eating cat kibble, and once we found him hiding in the cupboard under the stairs, Jakey, not Leo, crying and all, which wasn’t very nice, painkillers, nausea, the fact that we cured the poor kid of his cat kibble addiction by giving him little boxes of raisins and Cracker Jack instead, the fact that what he liked was pulling snacks out of a box, and it didn’t matter what, hip, sip, more coffee, “Suck in your gut,” coffee flip, rum flip, caramelized popcorn, oatmeal raisin drop cookies, the fact that I lugged all those pink dishes of Grandma’s up from the basement to give the kids a little dishwashing practice, the fact that they’re pretty ugly, so ugly I didn’t care if a few got dropped, bright pink with gold filigree, just the kind of thing she went for, the fact that Grandma liked gold trimming on everything, lamps, chair legs with lions’ feet, no-seeems, bobbly glasses, the fact that she sure amassed a lot of icky stuff, the fact that Ethan inherited the lamps, and Phoebe and I painted them for him, to get rid of some of the gold, the fact that I got all her costume jewelry, and a few matronly chiffon creations that fell apart long before I could figure out how to take them in, Good Housekeeping, Home Ec, Freaky Friday, the fact that Phoebe got the spoon collection, which she’d asked for since she was six, the fact that Stacy really sabotaged my whole dishwashing scheme, by saying I was turning everybody into slaves, the fact that she hasn’t been the same since she  studied the Underground Railway, the fact that to her everybody’s a slave, the fact that I’m a slave, Leo’s a slave, the orphans on Prince Edward Island were all slaves, the fact that she says the orphans in Anne of Green Gables were all being used as unpaid farm laborers, and it’s just by chance that Marilla and Matthew happened to like Anne so they didn’t turn her into a slave, the fact that they brought her up more like their own child, though she still has a lot of chores, as I pointed out, unpaid chores, but that whole discussion kind of floored me and I abandoned my whole help-with-the-housework drive, boy, what a chump, camel hump, the fact that nobody around here wants to treat kids as slaves, my word, so now I slave for them instead, the fact that I’ve more or less given up asking Stacy to do anything, for fear of her sulks and freak-outs, “Speak, voice of young America,” EZ Squirt, Philly Dip, ETHS, the fact that it would make my day if Stacy would just put her clothes in the hamper once in a while, in that lion’s den of a bedroom of hers, the fact that she hates me going in there, but sometimes I have to, the fact that pigs are cleaner than people any day, boarlets, the fact that hogs make their own beds, though I’m not sure if they do it every morning, the fact that they’re cleaner and smarter than anybody realizes, and don’t deserve to be made into bacon, but everybody likes bacon so much, so it’s a conundrum, it surely is, the fact that I used to think nasturtiums were nasty but now I think they’re nice, and I want to grow some this year, the fact that you have to plant them out in May, the fact that I’ll probably forget, the fact that when Almanzo Wilder was a boy he’d come home from school and do all the milking and clear out the horse stalls, unharness the team, Teamsters Union, the fact that Farmer Boy was Laura Ingalls Wilder’s second book, the fact that I have led a lonely bereft life since Mommy died, but I do have Leo on my side, my “life partner,” ow, the fact that now I’ve got a pain in my side, the fact that Leo has ankle pain and knee pain and thumb pain and his back itches and he won’t go to the doctor, the fact that I don’t know if it’s to save money or because he just hates going to the doctor, or maybe he had some bad experience with a doctor once that put him off for life, or what, the fact that they  say all men hate going to the doctor, They say the hen can lay, Obamacare, co-pays, flu shots, the fact that Jake has a constant cold, possibly because he eats only SpaghettiOs, or raisins and donuts and bagels and Cracker Jack, boxes, nurdles, the fact that I’ve tried to get him to try new things like canned ravioli, “ravololi,” or franks ’n’ beans, but he won’t even taste them, the fact that Trump wants to take cover away from 630,000 Ohioans who took up Obamacare last year, and if he gets away with it, some of those poor souls are possibly going to die, the fact that I’m glad we’re not on Obamacare, genocide, femicide, the fact that I will never see Mommy again, or Abby, or Bathsheba, or Pepito, and these are permanent sadnesses, the fact that I never liked the idea of anything being permanent, scars and wounds and such, chipped tooth, “never since the loss of her dear mother,” Anne Elliott, Do The Macarena, doing the dab, “A little dab’ll do ya,” the fact that Anne Elliott thinks about her mom every time she plays the piano, and that’s how I feel, I mean without the piano, the fact that it’s how I feel all the time, the fact that I haven’t felt loved since Mommy got sick, well, apart from Leo, that is, and Abby, and maybe Phoebe and Ethan, but they’re far away, and Daddy, and Chuck maybe, and Nanya, I suppose, or Anat sometimes, and the chickens, the fact that at least the chickens really do love me, the fact that we kill fifty or sixty billion chickens a year, not me, other people, the fact that Mommy’s illness wrecked my life, the fact that it broke me, the fact that I am broken, heartbroken, heart operation, heart scar, broke, Yueyaquan, Leo, the fact that that mean doctor gave me antibiotics for bronchitis, but so reluctantly, the fact that he seemed to hate me, and I never knew why, but that was years ago, the fact that I sure can hold a grudge, the fact that once in a while I remember too much maybe, Persuasion, plainsong, Schubert part songs, Pleasantville, Plainfield VT, taking the rap, the fact that the best way to tackle grouting is to apply all your frustrations to the task, all your humiliations too, all your flops and failures, flop sweat, slap happy, force, fork, torque, work, energy, statics, dynamics, stress analysis, the fact that statics is the study of bodies in equilibrium, civil engineering, civil  rights, civic duty, “Buck up,” the fact that I hate it, the fact that I just slump when Leo’s not here, but there are boarlets, the fact that boarlets exist, the fact that even now, somewhere on earth, there must be some boarlets, sweet boarlets with horizontal stripes in black and brown and white, and tiny, little, miniature-sized trotters, the fact that I just think those horizontal stripes of theirs make life worth living, the fact that my mouth is dry and I’m getting a pimple on my chin, the fact that I still get zits, at my age, the fact that we still have about thirty sealed packing crates in the attic and I have no idea what’s in them, the fact that Stace and I moved in here ten years ago, but I’m too scared of hurting my back lugging all that stuff around, and I’m too busy, the fact that I couldn’t do it when I was pregnant, the fact that I can’t make Leo do it, move crates I mean, not get pregnant, the fact that he’s always got so many papers to mark, or articles to write, Daddy making beds, the fact that now he’s working on the dynamics of wiggling, of all things, in relation to bridges, with reference to hair ringlets, tutus, belly dancers, Jell-O, jellyfish, Giant Viper’s Buglosses, sea foam, and the wagging of dogs’ tails, so I don’t feel I can ask him to spend his weekends sorting through old boxes in the attic, for pity’s sake, pity, Pete’s sake, fake, the fact that somehow building bridges seems a bit more important, Martin Luther King, Jr, SEABEEs, the fact that “a coward dies a thousand times before his death, but the valiant taste of death but once,” but who said that, the fact that liquids do not expand to fill a space, the fact that when I told Leo I don’t understand a thing he tells me about engineering, he laughed and said “Newton’s Third Law is Let Sleeping Dogs Lie,” and I said I always thought Newton’s Third Law was that if you drop some toast, it’ll land on the buttered side, but Leo said that’s just aerodynamics, the fact that he once told me electromagnetic particles repel and attract each other all the time like one great big speed-dating jamboree, but that’s okay with me, since it’s thanks to civil engineering that I’m even here, the fact that without Leo’s health benefits we’d be finished, finished, broke, broken, extruded polymer solutions, the fact that I hate the word “extrude,” it’s so ugly, Marnie, equal channel angular extrusion,  brittle fractures, tumbling and vibratory finishing, electric cars, elastic, plastic, the fact that there’s some other word I hate, something starting with F maybe, fortitude, or no, a verb, fumigate, something long, not fornicate, surely, my my, no, it’s more like fructify, or refurbishment, fluctuate, fluctuation, furbelow, fermentation, fulminating, that sort of word, oh I don’t know anymore, the fact that actually I think it might be pulchritudinous, not an F word at all, the fact that pulchritudinous sounds like completely the opposite of what it is, the fact that it sounds like barf really, Let Sleeping Dogs Lie, let lying dogs sleep, lying down dogs, letting down, Jakey asleep, the fact that maybe all parents like to see their children sleeping, partly because it means the parents can take a break, a coffee break, recess, recuse, breakdance, beatboxer, gravity benders, the fact that that dog on YouTube playing the piano and howling really seemed to be enjoying himself, freeze-frame, “It’s a wrap,” be kind, rewind, the fact that I don’t know if it’s just that “extrude” is an ugly word, or if it’s the extruding process I don’t like, the fact that noodles are extruded though, and that’s fine with me, but I don’t like extruded potato chips quite as much, the fact that intruding doesn’t sound half as bad as extruding, not at all, though Stacy doesn’t like me to intrude of course, the fact that I always forget how to spell tutu, muumuu, tipi, peepee, the fact that hoop skirts wiggle, or any wide skirt really, depending on how you walk, the fact that I should tell Leo, the fact that hoop skirts are akin to jellyfish really, jiggle, Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle, shake a leg, but he probably knows all that, moo-moo, mo-fo, slo-mo, the get-go, googoo gaga, caca, mama, papa, Scarlett O’Hara, 7:13, the fact that most people our age get bad backs working on their yards, not their attics, the fact that moving pot plants around is a killer, and turf and stuff, agonist, antagonist, toprock, downrock, B-boy, or also hoeing or trimming or scything or weeding or pruning or carrying heavy watering cans or something, or lifting wheelbarrows in and out of ditches, or repositioning ride-on mowers, the fact that the human back simply wasn’t made for gardening, [image: ] with thine eyes [image: ], plain and simple, fair and square, Mary, Mary, quite contrary, Holmes County, barn-raisings, do-si-do, the ivy  patch in our back yard in New Haven, guinea pigs, hummingbirds, hurricanes, passenger planes, the fact that about three-quarters of the way through It’s Complicated, Meryl Streep suddenly appears outside her house, picking big ripe tomatoes in her perfectly manicured vegetable garden, which you never even saw before, the fact that there’s no sign of a gardener, the fact that are we supposed to believe she’s solely responsible for that immaculate vegetable garden, while running some busy, trendy bakery in the center of town as well, unh-unh, the fact that she wouldn’t even have time to do the weeding, let alone the planting and watering and harvesting and whatnot, the fact that Leo and I never get why she needs a new kitchen in the first place, the fact that she has to hire Steve Martin as her architect, the fact that Alec Baldwin seems a lot more fun, take it outside, get a room, “Bring. It. On,” the fact that our success with vegetables is pretty minimal, I must say, zucchini, carrots, mush, hash, hash browns, pasta al forno, the fact that I like lady’s slippers, Pueblos especially, and moccasin flowers, the fact that I guess I just want flowers that are like shoes, the fact that I’m no good with any flowers, the fact that my roses are all thorns, hardly a rose in sight, and they lost their smell, [image: ] She wheels a wheelbarrow [image: ], the fact that she really should’ve stuck with Alec Baldwin, it’s never really going to work out with Steve Martin, the fact that he seems so, so passionless, the fact that who needs that, the fact that they found the smallest begonia in the world in Peru, the smallest begonia ever, and now they’ve built a path to it so everybody can go trample all over it, the fact that, I mean, really, what is wrong with people, the one and only tiny begonia, the fact that why they think that’s a good idea, the fact that Trump wants to get mining and oil drilling going in all the National Parks, MAGA, MSM, the fact that next he’ll get somebody to shave off Abe Lincoln’s beard at Mount Rushmore, the fact that I always thought Mount Rushmore just came like that, when I was a kid, the fact that I thought it was a natural phenomenon, the fact that I was a pretty dumb kid, the fact that it really took me a long time to figure that out, Santa too, but finally I got it all straight, or I think so, somewhat straight, Gutzon Borglum, the fact that there is no Santa and geology didn’t come with portraits of our presidents, the fact that it had help, “Rapid Sssitty, Sssouth Dakota,” James Mason, Trump Tower, beauty pageants, sexual harassment, “ssssexual harassssment,” George Washington, the fact that Roger Ailes was born in Warren, Ohio, Teddy Roosevelt, Thomas Jefferson, Roger Ailes, but other people come from there too, the fact that I like the way people gesticulate when they’re giving directions, I just love it, Self-Taught Two-Year-Old Drummer, the fact that in my opinion, if you haven’t gesticulated you haven’t really given directions, the fact that the girls in Stacy’s Morning Routine videos gesticulate an awful lot, but they’re just out of control, the fact that I don’t like “exuberant,” or “exude” either, the fact that they’re almost as bad as “extrude,” excruciating, the fact that Daddy once asked this guy Gavin how school was, and Gavin said “excruciating,” which embarrassed me but Daddy loved it, the fact that I bet Daddy wished I had a vocabulary like Gavin’s and could say things like “excruciating,” the fact that Gavin was a new boy, the fact that I hardly even knew him so it was kind of galling that Daddy took such a shine to him, the fact that finding dead leaves where you didn’t expect them to be, like in our vestibule, sundogs, dogwhistles, whistleblowers, gesticulate, reticule, vestibule, residue, fibula, investiture, the fact that what I call the vestibule, I think Leo just calls the inner door, or hall door, the fact that I can’t actually remember what he calls it, the fact that there are some things on which couples just can never agree, the fact that it depends on the way you were brought up, the fact that does that mean incestuous brother-and-sister or sister-and-sister or brother-and-brother couples agree on more stuff, since they were brought up the same way, the fact that if you have a son by your dad, your son is also your brother, the fact that he’d be both your dad’s son and his grandson, weird, the fact that nobody ever talks about these things, but this stuff probably goes on all the time and there’s nothing anybody can do about it, exude, extrude, exeunt, exit, pursued by a bear, lychgate, the fact that Leo doesn’t think our vestibule is big enough to deserve the word “vestibule,” the fact that he thinks a vestibule is like the porch of a church, but not the  lychgate, where they rest the coffin, just the covered doorway at the entrance, the fact that in a house, he thinks a vestibule’s somewhere you leave your coat and shoes and baseball bat and the dog’s leash, and all your rain gear, rainwear, Revere Ware, the fact that maybe you even sit down in there for a while, on a bench or something, if you’re tired when you reach home and wanna take a load off, hang, or get your muddy boots off, the fact that he means something like an enclosed porch maybe, and I think having a place like that’s a great idea, but who’s got one, the fact that in my family we just always called the area between our outer door and an inner door a vestibule, and that was that, the fact that I thought it was just there to keep out the drafts, when people come and go, not to house any equipment or anything, skis and umbrellas and canes and snow shovels and sweaters and marshmallows and picnic baskets and such, a-tisket a-tasket, a green and yellow basket, the fact that that rhyme always depressed me, I’m not sure why, Waterlow Park on a damp day, Mommy by my side, the fact that Leo got me this stool so I can rest my aching feet when I’m cooking, but unfortunately it gives me a bad back, so now it’s mainly just for Jake to fall off of, the fact that it’s way too high for me too, the fact that Jakey likes to perch up there watching me cook, or when he’s waiting for me to tie his shoes, the fact that I give him a spin whenever I pass by, the fact that you have to keep children entertained, straight, brittle plastic hinges, the fact that sometimes he does some coloring, sitting up at the counter, truck coloring book, the fact that he colors all the trucks yellow, occasionally red, the fact that he likes a good solid color, that boy, the fact that it’s never red with yellow trimming or yellow with red trimming, the fact that he just likes the pure color, pure yellow, pure red, maybe sometimes black, the fact that there have been tears, Kleenex, when the other kids add some other color, the fact that we keep having to get whole new packs of crayons, just for the yellow ones, the fact that I always found those metallic crayons so disappointing, the fact that, come on, that gold doesn’t look like gold at all, the fact that Jake likes the stool better than the high chair because it swivels, swivel hips, swizzel sticks, Pick-Up  Sticks, the fact that I always hated Pick-Up Sticks, and still do, the fact that they just make you feel clumsy, and who needs that, mensch, meshuggenah, the fact that I feel enough of a klutz already, precast segmented superstructure, epoxy jointed or dry jointed, underslung assembly truss, draw bridge, bascule bridge, vertical lift bridge, skew or curved bridge beams, ouch, the fact that now I’ve got a charley-horse, and goosebumps and pins and needles, funny bone, the fact that The Long Winter is the best one, the fact that The Long Kvetch is what it is, the fact that whenever it snows a lot out, I think of Laura waking up with ice on all the nails in the ceiling, and Pa going off to the claim with the team to get straw to make straw sticks to keep the fire going in the stove so they could keep warm enough to survive, and so that Ma could cook a little, the fact that the horses keep falling into deep snow holes in the Big Slough, because the snow is just held up on grasses, the fact that the Ingallses don’t have much to eat either because the train’s been held up and all, the fact that it can’t get through for months, the fact that making straw into sticks really sounds laborious, the fact that Laura and Pa have to twist it into sticks somehow, the fact that the house had no insulation, so ice formed indoors like in Dr. Zhivago, the Lara poems, Julie Christie, Omar Sharif, the fact that Laura and Pa get so cold and blistered twisting the straw, they have to keep coming in to warm up by the stove, the fact that they can barely keep up with the needs of the fire, and the whole bunch of them can barely grind enough wheat in the coffee grinder to make one loaf a day, for the whole family, even by taking turns grinding, the fact that in real life they had some hangers-on as well to feed, some greedy people who didn’t do their fair share of chores, just like my kids, the fact that I’m glad she left them out of her book, the fact that Mike Pence can’t be alone with a woman in case he’s tempted to sin with her, RFRA, whatshisname, Roe v Wade, the fact that some pro-lifers want women to get the death penalty for having abortions, which doesn’t make a lot of sense, the fact that, thanks to Laura Ingalls Wilder, I now sort of know what to do if we ever had no heat, as long as we had access to a lot of straw, that is, the fact that I suppose if we  didn’t have any straw I could start twisting up all our paperwork, documents, coloring books, Lara poems, the fact that we have plenty of pieces of paper, more than anyone I know, except maybe that poor Julie Shriver at Peolia College, the fact that she was almost buried under the piles of paper on her desk once, the fact that a pile tipped over and she disappeared under it all for a little while one day and had to be rescued, or so the story went, the fact that she did a declutter number on it after that, but nobody dares go near her desk even now, for fear of scattering thousands of unmarked student papers across the room, the fact that I never get around to sorting through our stuff, that’s for sure, just like Mommy and Daddy, the fact that I grew up in a house full of messy papers, and it looks like my kids will too, the fact that I don’t really know how they made those straw sticks, because Laura Ingalls Wilder never explains things all that well, or anyway I can never follow her explanations, the fact that her description of making a whatnot is totally incomprehensible, the fact that whenever she tries to describe how to make stuff, like a bobsled or a bullet, or a whole front door with hinges and a latch, or a milk churn or something, you’re really none the wiser after, though it’s good of her to try and all, the fact that I think the kids just skim over those bits, the fact that they’re pretty incurious kids all in all, and would probably be no help whatsoever in a hard winter, the fact that they’d just be playing Pick-Up Sticks, not twisting straw sticks, the fact that I don’t know the difference between straw and hay myself, except that horses like one or the other better, I’m not sure which, man of straw, the Tin Man, the Cowardly Lion, [image: ] Courage! [image: ], Toto, Tintin, the fact that I’m a grown woman and I don’t know the difference between hay and straw, or linen and cotton, or calico or flax or muslin, or porcelain and china, and all kinds of other stuff I can’t even remember right now, well, actors, the fact that I get Yul Brynner and Charles Boyer mixed up all the time, and Warren Beatty and Burt Reynolds, Charlton Heston and Burt Lancaster, the fact that I get just about everything mixed up, the fact that I have to guess at everything, bluff my way through life, Hollywood Heartthrobs, the fact that horses prefer hay, it turns out,  but they can eat straw in a pinch, a pinch of straw, salt, a lick and a promise, sack, bushel, barrel, [image: ] a bushel and a peck [image: ], an acre or two, hectare, leagues, my liege, the fact that Almanzo and that other guy, whatshisname, Cap Garnett, drove forty miles, twenty there and back, through snow and snow holes, in minus twenty or thirty degree weather, to get seed wheat so everybody in De Smet wouldn’t starve, the fact that that’s a true story, and they went off not knowing if a blizzard would hit, or if the seed wheat was even out there, the fact that there was just some rumor that some guy was wintering out on his claim with a lot of wheat, the fact that they had no idea where exactly, or if he’d even sell it to them, and it was hard enough just to try to see which way was south, the fact that they were so brave about it, the fact that maybe it’s not the most dramatic story of heroism but they risked their necks, and their horses, and they almost didn’t find the place in time, but then they saw a little wisp of smoke coming right out of the snow and it was the guy’s sod house, the fact that it was so covered in snow it was almost invisible, apart from the little plume of smoke from the chimney, the fact that he didn’t even have a very big fire going in there, he was all snug as a bug in a rug because of the blanket of snow on top, moth balls, the fact that he drove a tough bargain but they settled with him and poured the wheat into the sacks they’d brought along, the fact that he urged them to stay the night but they decided to risk the trip back to town, and the horses could barely walk and kept falling into snow holes, but they made it just in time before another three-day blizzard struck, the fact that they were lucky to make it home alive at all, and the town was lucky they made it too, because if they hadn’t, the Ingallses and everyone else in town would’ve starved, the fact that then there’d be no Little House on the Prairie books, the fact that the train didn’t get through to De Smet till June, the fact that there is some trouble though, when the grocer guy acts up and tries to make a big profit on the wheat they brought back, the fact that he was trying to profit off starving townsfolk, the fact that that makes Cap Garnet angry, the fact that Cap Garland rarely got angry, but this gets him going, because he and Almanzo had risked  their necks to go get the wheat and they weren’t taking a penny for that, the fact that everybody got angry with the grocer guy, and the townsfolk threatened to tear him limb from limb, or else snatch the wheat for free, or at least not patronize his store in future, the fact that Pa placated everyone, or that’s the way Laura Ingalls Wilder tells it, the fact that Pa persuaded the grocer to sell it just for what he’d paid for it, and also got them all to share the wheat out fairly, according to each family’s needs, the fact that I always like that bit, the fact that sometimes people really go all out for each other, like, for the public good, common weal, commune, Pepito, the fact that sometimes it’s not just each man for himself, boarlets, Christmas candy, ginseng hunting, Mommy, the fact that the Ingalls girls give their mom a hair collector one Christmas, the fact that I don’t like the sound of that much, the fact that I hope nobody ever gives me one, knitting, cutie marks, the fact that what beats me is what they wanted to keep all their lost hairs for, to make a creepy pin cushion or something, the fact that sometimes it’s called a hair receiver, but it’s still creepy, the fact that Leo knew some guy in Newcomerstown who got a whole suit made out of his poodle’s fur, collected from several visits to the poodle parlor, the fact that the dog was a nice peach-colored poodle, but dogs would chase that guy all over town whenever he wore his poodle suit, the fact that I’m not sure Laura Ingalls Wilder ever mentions birthdays, just Christmas, 1 cakes, the fact that De Smet’s a funny name for a place, De Smet, smegma, smug, Smeg, smog, smug, the fact that there are three or four De Smets, one in Montana and one in Idaho, I think, but the one where Laura Ingalls Wilder lived is in South Dakota, the fact that I don’t know what kind of birthday cake to make Gillian this time, maybe just an 8, the fact that she’s maybe too old for another My Little Pony creation, Kleenex, goat’s milk, the fact that she’s such a Little House fan, I should try to make her a log cabin cake, the fact that what I need is a Kleenex, and maybe breakfast, the fact that all I’ve had is one little cup of coffee, too busy kneading and caramelizing, compromising, comprising, the fact that, my gosh, I’m as hungry as a De Smetter, but if you eat, you have to go to the bathroom,  well, eventually you do, and I’m sick of going to the bathroom, the fact that it’s always bored me so much, the fact that I always needed to go to the bathroom at the movies when I was a kid, PAY TOILET 5¢ PERSONS CAUGHT CRAWLING UNDER THE DOOR WILL BE PROSECUTED TO THE FULLEST EXTENT OF THE LAW, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder doesn’t ever mention going to the bathroom, the fact that how they handled that in a blizzard, the fact that we’re about due for another blizzard ourselves, gizzard, wizard, buzzard, zigzag, ziggurat, mosque, piecemeal, peacetime, four-foot sword, the fact that I found an index card with Abby’s BBQ sauce recipe yesterday, in her own handwriting, and it fills me with, with, Yul Brynner, seed wheat, the fact that she says you need 1 lge. onion, 2 tbsp. butter, ¼ cup lemon juice, 2 tbsp. vinegar, 1 tbsp. Worcestershire, 2 tbsp. brown sugar, ½ cup water, 1 jar chili sauce, salt & pepper, the fact that maybe I’ll use it on some drumsticks today, freezer, animal-shaped ice cubes, water samples, urine sample, PCBs, the fact that wild killer whales have PCBs in them, and pregnant whales transmit the PCBs to the fetus, the fact that I haven’t got any chili sauce like Abby means, but I could use some Hunt’s and add a little chili powder or paprika, the fact that the kids won’t want it too hot anyway, the fact that you brown the onion in butter, then add the rest of the stuff and cook it all slowly for twenty minutes till it thickens, and that’s it, and it lasts quite a while in the fridge, or so she says, a couple of weeks anyway, the fact that she says to use it on “ribs, chicken, p. chops, hamburgers, and hot dogs,” the fact that it always made me happy, sitting at Abby’s kitchen table, the fact that I loved her warm kitchen and the imitation-brick wallpaper and the old-fashioned copper ceiling lamp that could be raised or lowered over the table, and the little cast iron toys on their own little wooden shelf, and her fridge with all the fridge magnets, a lot tidier than ours, and inside it, every kind of condiment you could think of for sandwiches, the fact that the freezer compartment was full of Abby’s favorite ice cream, choc-choc-chip, the fact that sometimes I misspell “refrigerator,” which is embarrassing, also “affect” and “effect”  are a big problem for me, the United Way, the fact that “fridge” has a D in it, but “refrigerator” doesn’t, affect and effect, cotton and linen, nasturtiums, the fact that I will never tell the kids how much trouble I have with affect and effect and just hope they don’t have the same problem and come running to me for help, effective, affective, affection, interactive, the fact that OoJ stands for obstruction of justice, which is something Trump gets up to all the time, fiddlehead ferns, podding peas, home-canning, the fact that somebody should really do something about that whole problem, sort it out once and for all, I mean “affect” and “effect,” not OoJ, the fact that it’s okay when you’re just talking, because nobody can tell you don’t know how to spell them, spelling bee, quilting bee, crochet bee, family tree, Mommy, [image: ] sassy as can be [image: ], the fact that the Senate could just declare that it’s always going to be “effect” from now on, and never “affect,” and just dump affect entirely, and that would be the end of it, Imitation of Life, Lifting As We Climb, the fact that Abby was a queen of housekeeping, whereas I’m a slob, a slugabed, “Divorced, broke and sloppy,” the fact that she was so punctilious that even her attic and her basement were orderly, which seems sort of unnatural to me, but nice and all, of course, the fact that I loved the smell of old pine in her attic, tsunami, tater tots, deep-fried cheese curds, straight line winds, cyclone, the fact that she’d be horrified by our attic, Alec Baldwin, but I don’t know, attics and basements kind of cry out for anarchy, I think, and maybe it’s not right to thwart them, old junk, old papers, papers, the fact that an attic’s better for jelly bean hunts if it’s all messy, the fact that Abby ran a tight ship, that’s for sure, sore hip, flip, bug, fly, itch, pimple, dear Abby, “Dear Abby,” Skippy Peanut Butter, [image: ] Skip to my Lou, my darlin’ [image: ], humpback trunks, humpback whales, those poor little terrapins, the fact that our attic’s still full of Aunt Sophia’s junk, that she left to Leo’s parents, the fact that I shouldn’t call it junk, the fact that they’re heirlooms, “expelled heir from vagina,” now how did I, why did I, dear me, back, sac and crack, for Pete’s sake, what is with me today, the fact that we ended up with it all, the heirlooms, Family Owned Since 1946, like Aunt Sophia’s cherry corner cupboard, the  press back rocker, the banjo clock, the Shaker chair with the nice drawers on the side, the wicker high chair Jake’s grown out of now, all that Bavarian china, the rag rugs that aren’t half as nice as Abby’s, the guns, bullet molds, candle molds, the moose head that scares kids at Hallowe’en, Aunt Sophia’s old butter churn, an ornate cream skimmer, the fact that I think there are some old, old Amish toys in one of the trunks, pretty fragile now, and then there’s the ox yoke, the fact that we’ve got Aunt Sophia’s parents in our room, the framed photo, not the parents, and the locket with the pressed four-leaf clover, the fact that that’s in my jewelry box along with Aunt Sophia’s hard-earned watch pendant, commemorating forty years of playing bridge at her bridge club, the fact that it has a weird, thick, square gold chain, the fact that the only things we got rid of immediately were the guns, the fact that Aunt Sophia had a rifle and a shotgun, and bullet molds, but even if they were antiques we didn’t want them in the house, even if somebody decommissioned them or whatever it is they do with antique guns so you can’t use them anymore, the fact that I think they fill the barrel with cement or something, Perpetrator Was Heavily Armed, the fact that the kids were bound to find them and play with them someday, the fact that they sometimes try to play with the ox yoke but that’s okay, the fact that if they want to pretend they’re oxen, that’s up to them, but no cowboys and Indians with real antique guns please, the fact that Abby did all her housework every morning in a set order, the fact that she had each task timed out so she knew exactly what she was doing and when, and that’s partly why it was so nice to be there, the fact that she’d get all the morning tasks done, then we’d have a sandwich and do the dishes, and then she’d get the supper all sorted out, ready to go for when Hoag got home, and then there always seemed to be plenty of time to sit and talk some more, until 5:00, which was drink time, the fact that then we’d have a drink and talk some more, the fact that we usually drank Canadian Club and ginger ale, carefully measured in the jigger by Abby, less carefully by me, or else Scotch and soda, the fact that I first learned to drink Scotch and soda on a visit to Abby when I was nineteen or so, the fact that they  called seltzer “balloon juice” at Mo’s, the fact that Abby never felt very adept with liquor, the fact that she preferred it if I made the drinks, the fact that she and Hoag enjoyed a drink once in a while, like a screwdriver on Labor Day maybe, but they didn’t usually bother with cocktail time except for company, so those great big jugs of liquor used to just sit in her little mahogany washstand undisturbed for months on end, from one visit to the next, [image: ] Drink to me only [image: ], the fact that Mommy and Daddy always had a drink every evening, and why ever not, I’d like to know, the fact that their cocktail hour was 5:30, not 5:00, the fact that Daddy liked cheese and crackers with it, or olives, or dips, the fact that Mommy liked a little bowl of potato chips, the fact that Leo’s not usually back in time for a pre-dinner drink with me, so I usually skip it, [image: ] And I’ll not ask for wine [image: ], the fact that Mommy and Daddy always used to sing “Drink to Me Only with Thine Eyes” to us as a bedtime song, “p. chops,” the fact that now people would probably freak out and say it’s not right to mention drinking in front of kids, even though the song’s really about pledging to do without it, the fact that they also sang us “Show me the way to go home” a lot, but Mommy always changed the “had a little drink ’bout an hour ago” part to “had a cup of coffee ’bout an hour ago,” [image: ] And it went right to my head [image: ], so they were very responsible parents really, the fact that that guy Anthony always used to change it to [image: ] Indicate the way to my abode, I’m fatigued and wish to retire [image: ], the fact that I still sing those same songs to my kids in the car, the fact that sometimes you just have to obey your own judgment and do things the way your mom and pop did them, Coco Pops, Three Simple Steps To, the fact that somebody once called Mommy an alcoholic because she had whiskey and soda every night, which was just so silly, the fact that Mommy was always very abstemious, the fact that she was the essence of abstemiosity, one whiskey and soda every night and that was it, never excess, the fact that it was her dad who was the alcoholic, not Mommy, abstemiosity, abstemiosis, fossiliferous, the fact that that sounds like a disease, like some kind of halitosis, symbiosis, osmosis, hostess with the mostest, the fact that Mommy was never addicted to anything, except maybe playing solitaire, but that’s not going to damage your health or anybody else’s, if they’d just have left her in peace about it, and okay, smoking, the fact that that was maybe her one big indulgence, and even after she got sick she still smoked, the fact that she smoked to her dying day, the fact that they both died too young, ready, aim, fire, Light the Night, Mohawk Valley 4-H Club, the fact that I should be thinking about my canapés, Irma Rombauer, the fact that she has some pretty good ideas sometimes, the fact that somehow I don’t think shrimp sticks with a little bit of cucumber on the end are going to cut it, not for Leo’s colleagues, even in Newcomerstown where they can’t be expecting much, haute cuisine, full orchestra, standing ovation, the fact that the artichoke leaves holding a dab of mayo and a shrimp sound a bit better, but I don’t much want artichoke leaves ground into the rug, the fact that Irma Rombauer was from Cincinnati, the fact that one canapé idea of hers is you boil baby celery stalks in chicken stock and then you place them on pieces of braised lettuce, and then, well I forget what but it sure would make a slippery handful at a party, the fact that she seems to think as long as you decorate everything with a dab of mayonnaise everything will be okay, the fact that she put a lot of faith in mayo, the fact that mayo removes glue, the fact that now I’ve found it, her shrimp recipe, and she wants you to put six or eight chilled shrimp on the celery stalks, 6 or 8, Deviled Eggs in Aspic, buffalo wings, taramasalata, What Happens To Your Body When You Eat Eggs, the fact that I couldn’t find any good recipes online either, the fact that there it’s all Jarlsberg and ham pinwheels, pumpkin ricotta dip, Romano and orange crostini, cheesy spiders, salad-on-a-stick, and chocolate-covered Chex Muddy Bunnies, Muddy Bunnies, the fact that Muddy Bunnies are for kids, the fact that the best thing about cocktail parties is when they’re over and you get to sit down and relax, “let go,” the fact that I always hide behind the hors d’oeuvres at our parties, or the drinks, the fact that if you bustle around enough like that you don’t have to talk to people, and it saves you getting cornered, the fact that Leo likes talking to people, the fact that now where did this little pink flamingo in blue  boots come from, maybe a Cracker Jack toy, hors d’oeuvres, canapés, the fact that all alcohol is bad for you, even a little glass of wine, but chocolate’s okay, as I remind my customers, hornets, yellow jackets, yellow trucks, the fact that most people you meet are addicted to chocolate, the fact that it’s probably worse than the opioid epidemic, but not so dangerous, hydrangea, the fact that chocolate has caffeine in it, the fact that I only just found that out, Waitress Gets Tipped $1,000 For Believing In God, the fact that sometimes you get a tip, sometimes you get shot, the fact that I’m addicted to online jigsaw puzzles and I wish I was doing one right now instead of making a hundred cinnamon rolls, the fact that people have no idea how much work goes into making a cinnamon roll, and I couldn’t do it without my Candy-Apple Red, 7-quart kneading machine, the fact that where would I be without it, where, the fact that maybe I could make do with a different color 7-quart kneading machine, but I sure couldn’t make all this cinnamon roll dough without some kind of kneading machine, and it wouldn’t be as much fun if it wasn’t Candy-Apple Red, the fact that just the sight of it cheers me up sometimes, the fact that I bet that mixer’s paid for itself by now, or I sure hope so anyway, the fact that these things are so expensive, the fact that some cost thousands, the fact that even floor lamps cost thousands these days, Tastee Apples, the fact that everybody seems to earn six-figure salaries and they all want to spend thousands on a floor lamp but I don’t, the fact that I was on minimum wage when I worked at Mo’s, but now even waitresses earn six-figure salaries, in New York anyway, and that’s before the thousand-dollar tips, tax cuts, the fact that I hope those guys at the Washington Square Diner are making the big bucks too, the fact that that’s our place, the fact that Washington Square’s romantic in the snow, the fact that it’s about time I opened the coop, the fact that the greatest thing about online jigsaw puzzles is that every piece is shown the right way up, right from the start, so it’s easier to figure out where they go, and also you never end up with a missing piece at the end, which is such a killer, no way José, Child Star Set To Make A Comeback, child star, blue-and-white cloud puzzle, the fact that the  first time I had fondue was at a friend’s house, the fact that they lived somewhere in downtown Evanston, the fact that maybe they were rich, but anyway, after that fondue, I always thought those people really knew how to live, the fact that it was a different family that taught me to eat avocados, the fact that they weren’t rich at all but they too knew how to live, I thought, the fact that I used to sleep over there a lot, Melanie, the fact that that does drive me crazee, a missing piece in the jigsaw I mean, the fact that I really liked that fondue, but I never got a good one again, the fact that most fondues are cheese but that one was a sort of a clear dark wine sauce or something, nice, for dipping little pieces of meat into, the fact that I should give the kids fondue sometime, ’cause it’s fun cooking your own stuff, unless you cook all day long, that is, the fact that some restaurants make you cook the whole meal yourself at the table, or put your own sandwich together, the fact that it seems to me you might as well stay home, potato cheese puffs, cheese tray, Down East Clam Dunk, Philly Dip, Irma Rombauer, oatmeal and raisin cookies, toothpick meatballs, mini hot dogs, the fact that an eighty-eight-year-old woman was attacked in her bed, and she had to crawl to her neighbor’s to get help, terrapins, the fact that crawfish have invaded a park in Berlin, but how is this my business, the fact that two of our faucets now need a new washer, the fact that the one in the upstairs bathroom has been off limits for a while, DON’T USE, the fact that Jake can’t read the sign but luckily he’s too small to use that sink anyway, the fact that Arnie Tulip’s never going to come over for such a tiny job, the fact that the same goes for the window guy, Mike or whatever his name is, whatevs, the fact that he’s more of a carpenter than strictly a window guy, [image: ] There’s no business like show business like no business I know [image: ], the fact that I tried to entice Arnie over by saying he could check our drains as well, and the chickens’ faucet, but that didn’t seem to sweeten the deal, no dice, Mr Muscle, Jolly Green Giant, the fact that Leo could probably change a washer if he had time, Heart-Melting Moments, but he doesn’t, so for weeks he’s had to shave in the kids’ bathroom, where the hot water works fine but the sink’s so tiny and low down, bib ’n’  tucker, one-arm and two-arm draw bridges, the one-armed man Harrison Ford’s chasing, Eye Bag Treatment, sparrows, starlings, rag rugs, Abby’s toaster oven, KSC, DCCC, CC&G, Shockwave Quick Detach, Highway 1, the B train, the fact that our windowsills rotted, got rotten, gotten rotten, gone fishin’, plum furgot, tweren’t me, the fact that I think the kitchen ones might even fall out in a high wind, especially this one, ouch, touch wood, cross fingers, rub thumbs, the fact that it never shuts properly anymore, rabbit’s foot keyrings, that kid in an air-powered wheelchair, 750 sq. feet, 35 acres, Woman Jailed For Ten Years, the fact that any burglar could just pry the whole thing out of its socket and climb right in here in a second, but luckily you can’t tell from outside, and they probably wouldn’t try in the middle of winter, the fact that it’s probably no fun at all being a burglar in wintertime, not-for-profit, iFlip4, the fact that some people live in houses with no heating at all, right here in Ohio, sick people with kids and all, the fact that that Black Lives Matter campaigner was beaten up by her boyfriend, the fact that she was pregnant and he beat her up so she’d lose the baby, the fact that first he made her swallow laxatives, telling her it was acid, the fact that the stuff people think up to do to each other, Thieves oil lozenges, bubonic plague, leprosy, lounge lizard, whiz kid, quiz, swizzle stick, Swiss on rye, Swiss Miss, cuckoo clock, banjo clock, grandfather clock, grandmother clock, Grandma, the fact that replacing a whole window will cost about a thousand bucks, and we don’t have an extra thou just knocking around, foreclosure, executive lounge, chaise longue, Charles River, rowboat, twisted sticks of straw, the fact that we’re broke because I had cancer, the fact that that broke us, it broke us, the fact that I shouldn’t say that, because here we are, still kicking, and I am still producing cinnamon rolls by the ton but, sciatica, hip, Advil, painkillers, Leo’s health plan, the fact that Phoebe helped us out and we’ll never be able to pay her back, and Jake was at the height of his cute stage and I missed it, “You missed it, Oscar, you missed it!”, and that hurts, Land O’Lakes, Sealtest, zip and zest, Jake’s cat-kibble habit, Sun-Maid raisins, alphabet noodles, diapers, donuts, diapers for donuts, the fact  that there was some kind of kibble from China that killed a whole lot of dogs and cats all over America a while back, but that was over long before Jake got interested in cat kibble, luckily, the fact that only last week though, they had to recall some Chinese dog chews, snowstorm, the fact that they weren’t lethal, or fatal or anything, fake, sheik, imam, pharaoh, Cleopatra, the Sphinx, Sphinxy, the fact that they just made some dogs sick, the fact that a dog shouldn’t pass away from eating a dog chew of all things, that’s for darn certain, or from eating kibble either, dog kibble, dribble, drizzle, lemon drizzle cake, the fact that that just doesn’t seem fair, “You’re darn tootin’,” insurance, retreat, endearing, enduring, BLM, the fact that the kids are always saying things aren’t fair, the fact that that’s their motto, their mantra, fondue, the fact that you never know what’s in kibble, you’re just supposed to trust the manufacturers, the fact that kibble factories must have quite an odor, I bet, Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble, Iago, the fact that Leo says he never thinks about Shakespeare, the fact that Shakespeare never comes into his head, the fact that the cat kibble we’ve got is American, but anyway Jake now eats nothing but SpaghettiOs, “Damsons you have to leave unstoned,” and I don’t know what to do about it, this SpaghettiO fixation of his, the fact that I have not read all the books I want to read, not even half, the fact that it doesn’t take all that long to read a book so I don’t know why I don’t, except that the kids always interrupt if I try to read anything, the fact that even the cats interrupt, the fact that the last thing I read was about how noble all the Amish were about the Nickel Mines massacre, the fact that that horror really was “unfair,” the fact that those children were not just maimed and killed but frightened out of their wits, the fact that Aunt Sophia’s husband Fred never liked the Amish because of their pacifism during the First World War, the fact that he’d been gassed and it put him off pacifism completely, the fact that you’d think being in a war would have the opposite effect, affect, effect, the fact that he lived another twenty-five years after the gassing but the side effects, affects, did kill him in the end, and he passed on from some nerve-gas-related disease, the fact that after his passing the Amish  neighbors couldn’t do enough for Aunt Sophia, the fact that they brought her food, did her storm windows, helped her in the garden all the time, mowed her lawn, Amish, famish, famine, fantasy, fandango, phantasmagorical, the fact that that’s what Leo’s mom always said anyway, that the Amish just couldn’t do enough for Aunt Sophia, and that thanks to them Aunt Sophia managed to stay in her own home right to the end, and whenever her washing machine went on the blink, they’d come running to help her with it, running across the fields, the fact that they could fix any kind of machine, even though they never used machines themselves, the fact that Aunt Sophia was okay on her own, for years, until the day her hair caught fire, liar, liar, pants on fire, the fact that it’s just so terrible, the fact that she was trying to light the wood stove, as she did every morning, but she’d forgotten to put her hair up yet, and it caught alight from the embers and in seconds she was all ablaze, the fact that she ran out on the porch and called out, but it was already too late and nobody could save her, the fact that she died that very same day, just like Longfellow’s wife, Canal Queen contest, quarterly meeting, Croc Blocks Road, Equestria, Fluttershy, Sugar Belle, that book about the Amish doctor, the fact that now that Jake’s at his playgroup half the day I probably could read more, except I’m always playing catchup, ketchup, mustard, mayonnaise, coleslaw, BBQ sauce, making pies, promoting pies, delivering pies, the fact that a woman who seemed to have Crohn’s disease for six years turned out to have a Heinz ketchup packet inside her somewhere, the fact that somebody else had a piece of glitter in her eye for six months, that had blown off a Christmas card when she was opening it, Loveless Monkey Adopts Chicken, the fact that I must attack the mound, Miamisburg Mound, Serpent Mound, the fact that this mound of shirts, sheets, and towels is always appearing in the corner of my eye, when I’m in the middle of baking, and it makes me feel bad, but what can you do about ironing in the middle of kneading or caramelizing or flipping, Grave Mound, the fact that I guess I could at least fold them, the fact that people frown on untidiness, the fact that Nanya’s frown was the first thing I liked about her, the fact that she  has a beautiful way of frowning, the fact that I tried copying it for a while but I think I scared people so I stopped, the fact that I gave Leo two books for his birthday and he read them both in a week, the fact that one was about that ship, the Bourgogne, where the crew kicked and stabbed the passengers so they could get on the lifeboats, the fact that three hundred women drowned, and only one survived, the fact that De Scott Evans was on board with his three daughters, and they all died too, the fact that De Scott Evans did trompe l’oeil still lifes, before all that happened, Trump l’oeil, Trump lies, the fact that he did a great picture of a cat stuck in a traveling crate, De Scott Evans, not Trump, the fact that no children survived that shipwreck at all, whereas many did survive the Titanic, which was just a few years later, the fact that I think the crew on the Titanic behaved a bit better, the fact that the Bourgogne crew turned into monsters, the fact that some crew member who helped women and children into lifeboats on the Titanic later took part in the Dunkirk evacuation, the fact that he saved a whole lot of people with his own little boat, and earlier in life he’d been a cowboy and then a hobo, riding the rails in America, unstoned damsons, damsels in distress, “I have struggled in vain,” the fact that when Elizabeth tells her mom she’s going to marry Darcy, Mrs. Bennet is struck dumb, for once in her life, stunned into silence, and it’s funny, the fact that maybe some mini croque monsieur might do, and croque madame, or toasty Gouda nibblers, or we could just have shrimps with spicy cocktail sauce and be done with it, with horseradish, the fact that everybody likes that, the fact that once I made some homemade sushi that blew people’s heads off, the fact that I’m not sure if that was good or bad, a success or a failure, the fact that I think I used too much wasabi, the fact that how could Grandpa have said that to Mommy, when she published her first and only book, “This book will either be a success or a failure,” six years and six months, the fact that that’s how long that woman had to live with a ketchup packet in her gut, six years, keyhole surgery, the fact that fried wonton would be way too much trouble, I mean as a canapé, not in keyhole surgery, the fact that keyhole surgeons probably deal with  fried wonton all the time, easy-peasy, navel, naval, the Navy, What Scientists Found Deep In The Ocean, the fact that I think we should keep things simple, the fact that I don’t have to show off every canapé I’m capable of, just give ’em a good time, the fact that we could have chicken liver biscuits and potato pancakes, no, blinis maybe, and mini corndog muffins, Compare Prices, Open House, gun groups, Chilling Last Social Media Post, the fact that parties are exhausting, pollution in Gaza, Tragic Mom Who Never Had A Passport, the fact that it’s snowing again, and Jake missed out on the yellow gritter, the fact that we just dug ourselves out of the last snow storm and now here’s another one, the fact that Fanny Trollope says everything’s “colossal” in America, everything’s “fortissimo,” and I am beginning to think she’s right, the fact that we get much colder winters now, and hotter summers too, with a lot more, yeEEEOw, bugs, more bugs, the fact that, gosh darn it, that little yellow pickup truck just got me again, ow, limp, gimp, shrimp, pimp, oh no, dear me, why the, say “Djibouti” instead, the fact that I was thinking how much Jake would’ve liked to see that yellow gritter when I stepped on his little yellow backhoe truck, so the joke’s on me, flashing orange lights, snowstorm, tornado, 2012, sandals, sand, sand dunes, boy did that hurt, gosh darn it, right through my slipper, the fact that Jake just loves yellow trucks with flashing orange lights, well, all kids like flashing lights, whether it’s fireworks and sparklers or Christmas lights and night lights, or just computer screens, addicts, opioid epidemic, light the night, computer games, the fact that dogs all seem to have lights on their collars now, and I like watching them running around at night, the fact that all you can see is the little light going up and down in the darkness, the fact that I don’t know if the Northern Lights are so interesting for kids, or the Perseid meteor shower, the fact that it’s a real pity he missed it though, the gritter, not the meteor shower, the fact that there is no meteor shower, as far as I know, and we wouldn’t be able to see one anyway through the snow, the fact that what Jake really likes are lattice boom crawler cranes, the fact that he’s in heaven when he gets a gander at one of those, the fact that it’s time to get them up, past time in fact,  pastime, but it’s so peaceful without them running around under my feet, the fact that he was gassed in the war, Fred that is, the fact that, good grief, your heart must sink when you find out you’ve been gassed, tear gas, the fact that there goes Stacy’s alarm so they’ll be down soon, the fact that I should’ve hauled the trash cans out last night, down the driveway, but I didn’t because of my bad back, the fact that, oh well, they probably won’t come today because of their bad backs, or because of the snow, They say the hen can lay, I don’t know but they know, the fact that I’m a reluctant shoveler and the mailman isn’t always too pleased with my efforts, the fact that I can’t blame him, the fact that I’m not all that pleased with them either, the fact that for more than two feet you really need snow-blowers, the fact that now we have a snow service, but they’re reluctant too, the fact that those fellers never turn up when you want them, snow tunnels, the fact that I’m always scared Leo will have a heart attack shoveling snow someday, as all good-hearted American men seem to, the fact that after Hoag died Abby’s neighbor took over the shoveling, until he had a heart attack trying to shovel out his own sidewalk after a snowfall, the fact that he survived, but he gave up the shoveling, fall forward, the fact that every time there’s a time change, heart attacks and car crashes briefly increase in number, ST, DST, the fact that I just don’t think it’s good for people, Dog Rescued From Frozen River, lake-effect snow, the fact that three hundred women drowned and only one was saved, the Bourgogne, the fact that I wonder what happened to her, after, the one woman that got saved, the fact that the snow people abandoned us for weeks last year and I had to do it all, three feet of snow, the fact that the Bourgogne wasn’t all that far from Sable Island but that didn’t help them, the fact that the wreck is somewhere near the Grand Banks, The Perfect Storm, the fact that it wasn’t a storm, it was another boat that rammed into them in heavy fog, front, hunt, Project Grinch Dust, crescent rolls, hazelnut pudding, hazel, witch hazel, witch hunt, nutcracker, nutmeg, the fact that Jeff Bridges orders hazelnut pudding in The Contender, Captain Wentworth, bridges, the fact that he’s always trying to catch the White House kitchen out but  they have everything he orders, even shark sandwiches, the fact that in the end they don’t have Muenster cheese, the fact that the trouble was everybody needed their sidewalk cleared at the same time, but you’d think they’d have planned for that and hired more people, the fact that at least we got our money back, but we’d rather have our snow cleared, for goodness sake, the fact that there used to be neighborhood kids who’d shovel the snow for you, or rake leaves, to make a little spare cash, Coming Soon, a step backward, How Nude Yoga Has Helped Me, local bounty update, anchor rods, eardrum, the fact that if teenagers need money these days they just go work at KFC or Hardees or Pizza Hut or Dunkin’ Donuts, where they can stay warm and talk to their friends all night, even if it is slave labor, the fact that you don’t get beaten up at least, working a snowplow, Louisa May Alcott, pink cheeks, the fact that a baby elephant was born in a zoo on Christmas day, pinto pony, piebald, gelding, My Little Pony, Night Glider, Double Diamond, riding in a howdah, Gillian’s elephant act, Miley Cyrus Forbids, the fact that teenagers don’t deliver the paper anymore either, the fact that they let seniors do it, by car, inhaler, amniotic sac, fluid, doulas, [image: ] I’m no chump, I just bit off a camel’s hump [image: ], Gekelmukpechunk, Coshochgunk, the fact that maybe I’m all wrong about that though, and the old guys are really just overgrown paper boys who could never find another job and never asked for promotion either, the fact that they just stuck with the paper route for seventy or eighty years, Interstate 70, the fact that it’s so sad when old folks have to keep working till they drop, but they probably need to supplement their Medicare, the fact that you never know, maybe they enjoy the work, the fact that a lot of young people can’t afford to buy a house anymore, or even pay the rent, the fact that they live in their cars but what do they do when they have to, to, go to the bathroom, ah, activity, the fact that now I hear door-slamming, oh here they come, all talking to me at once, talking back to me at once, the fact that every morning we have to go through this chaos, Mr. Blandings Builds His Dream House, the fact that Cary Grant and Myrna Loy are “modern cliff-dwellers,” because they live in an apartment in Manhattan, the fact that that makes them sound like puffins or something, living in canyons, the fact that Gillian’s lost her homework, again, the fact that they treat me like Rex the Walkie-Talkie Robot Man, the fact that they have no respect, the fact that this whole household is outta control, ouch, and now Stacy’s frowning at me, the fact that I don’t know what I’ve done wrong this time, the fact that she’s riled by my sweat pants, of all things, the fact that I never know what to wear and Stacy gets so steamed up about it, the fact that she’s probably right but, gee, I’m just trying to be practical here, the fact that there’s no point in dressing up just to caramelize apples, the fact that I dress down instead, the fact that I’m lazy about it, my look, the fact that I’m torn between being comfortable and being presentable, very torn, the fact that half my clothes are torn too, come to think of it, but I still like them, the fact that whatever happened to that Greek or Mexican shirt, the one with all the embroidery, the fact that it was red and white mostly, slot car racing track, the fact that I only got to go to that slot car place once, and that was with a friend’s dad, the fact that Daddy would never take us, the fact that that shirt was nice, the fact that it was just a loose, simple garment, embroidered all over, varmint, and really comfortable, the fact that it was just two squares of cloth sewn together really, with arm holes out the sides and a hole for your head to get through, Miley, smiley, pile on, “Let’s all pile on Mom,” dressing up, fessing up, Twister, Friends, the fact that I guess it was sort of like a poncho, but better because it had sleeves, sort of, the fact that she says I can wear my loose sweaters if I wear tight jeans with them, but I don’t want to wear skintight jeans all day, the fact that I really liked that thing, though I haven’t thought about it in years, the fact that it wasn’t just shapeless and floppy or anything, the fact that I thought it looked okay on, the fact that I wonder if it’s in the attic, the fact that if it is, I’ll never find it, the fact that it’s more likely Stacy caught sight of it in my closet one day and threw it in the trash, the fact that that’s the kind of thing she would do, the fact that she probably does it more than I know, because my clothes are always disappearing for no reason, The Truth About Alcohol, triumph over  adversity, the fact that now she wants me to get a makeover, the fact that I think she thinks that all middle-aged women do is just sit around having makeovers and plastic surgery all the time like on TV, but I’m no glamorpuss, Miss America, misanthropy, missed opportunity, the fact that makeovers are the new normal, prankster, the Fool, the fact that Trump called Melania a “monster” when she was pregnant, and maybe she is a monster, but he’s one to talk, big fat bully, “grab ’em by the ——,” the fact that the idea of a makeover scares the heck out of me, the fact that I’m too shy for that kind of thing, the fact that the same goes for manicures, or personal shoppers, the fact that the first time I even heard of personal shoppers I was horrified, the fact that I can’t imagine anything worse than being told what to wear by a stranger, hijab, the fact that some manicurist got run over by a customer who refused to pay, the fact that I don’t know how you can enjoy your nails after you killed your manicurist, the fact that what Stace doesn’t get is that I’m just a manual laborer, and the one good thing about being a manual laborer is that it’s not practical to get all dolled up to go to work, the fact that I hope Stacy never has to find this out the hard way, glamorpuss, closure, zip code, 43832, NASCAR racing, doily, dolly, Dilly, willy-nilly, folkloric, the fact that a female police officer led a double life for nine years, Horror Movie Hotel, the fact that nobody knows exactly what she got up to, but don’t all police officers lead a double life, like when they’re off-duty, Good Cop, Bad Cop, cancer cluster, the fact that how do you bear it if your kid dies from cancer because your town’s polluted, the fact that that Nickel Mines book talked like the Amish are all just supposed to accept that their kids might get killed at school any day of the week, but no mother can accept that, nobody can, the fact that they must be crazee, the fact that I don’t care how religious a woman may be, the fact that you don’t just get over that sort of thing, the fact that it’s not just my outfits that bug Stace though, the fact that it’s everything I do, or don’t do, the fact that, boy, she keeps a beady eye on me, the fact that it starts to feel like she’s been glaring at you all day long, from dawn to dusk, creepy, crepuscular, muscular, muscle man,  the fact that she really seems to watch my every move, waiting for me to do something she can get me for, or maybe just so she can feel even more disgusted with me, the fact that she makes me so nervous, the fact that she’s got me so spooked and frazzled I’m scared of all young women now, because when I look at them I see another potential mother-hater, the fact that I always wonder now how they treat their own moms, the fact that I avoid young women whenever possible, the fact that they frighten me, they do, Nobody knows how cold my toes, How cold my toes are growing, the fact that last fall when I used the old scooter, so I could pull Jakey along on his, Stacy gave us the evil eye, the fact that at times like that I tend to giggle, which doesn’t help anything, purple martin houses, purple martin condos, purple martin apartment complexes, purple martin monasteries, the fact that I want purple martins, Dean Martin, [image: ] That’s amore [image: ], marlin, Hemingway’s cats, the fact that to attract purple martins you need a special kind of bird house with a lot of separate compartments that are deep enough so owls can’t get at the martin babies, berries, berets, and you have to have small semicircular entrance holes to keep the starlings and sparrows out, because they eat the purple martin eggs, Florida Keys, Iguana Found Swimming Four Miles Out In Ocean, the fact that the guy that saves the iguana keeps calling him dude, “Dude, where ya goin’? Whatcha doin’, dude?”, the fact that, come to think of it, I need a purple martin house like a hole in the head, the fact that you have to check the compartments every week, and get rid of parasites and sparrows’ nests and I don’t know what, mites and ticks and stuff, the fact that, no thanks, count me out, worms, ring-fence, floozies, scarlet, Scarlatti, Scarlett O’Hara, Tara, O’Hara, terroir, terror, terrorism, terabyte, tetrabyte, pterodactyl, fractals, fractions, the fact that do they start fractions in second or third grade, I forget, the fact that I’ve got all these kids and chickens to look after, the fact that I don’t need martin mites on top of that, the fact that I haven’t got time to keep cranking a little purple martin apartment block up and down all the time, the fact that I just like how those houses look in people’s back yards, the fact that a martin house wouldn’t suit our plot either, the  fact that we’ve got too many trees, the fact that martin houses have to be in a wide, exposed clearing, and they’re supposed to be about fifteen feet off the ground, with no trees nearby, the fact that martins fly up here from Brazil, moss, so they really deserve the right kind of house, aquarium plants, the fact that I don’t even have time to grow carrots, so how am I going to take care of a caravan of migrant martin families, Give me your tired, your poor, the fact that Ingres and Liszt knew each other, the fact that Liszt sounds awfully ambitious, a bit of a showoff really, the fact that you can tell by the music, whack job, rinky-dink, your teeming shore, zanahoria, the fact that I’d probably hurt my back the first time I tried to crank my martin house up and down, damsons, bread and cheese, quince, pear and cinnamon, the fact that I never checked if Amish martin houses are adjustable, but they probably are, the fact that I’d like having a martin house better if you could just leave the martins to get on with things by themselves, the fact that as a mom you learn the hands-off approach, arm’s length, stay-put, stagnation vacation, the fact that things are never that easy, the fact that a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, the fact that it takes two to tango, turnstile, turn the tables, the Tiny House movement, the fact that martins used to nest in hollow trees but now that we’ve cleared all the forests, they really do seem to need manmade martin houses, the fact that we sort of owe it to them to provide alternative accommodation, “Four more years!”, refugees, detainees, Japanese internment camps, Manus Island, the fact that birds have it made, the fact that sometimes you can’t believe how simple life is for them, the fact that they get up, look around for some food, no cooking involved, squabble a bit, or bill and coo and fly around, in packs or on their own, flocks I mean, not packs, and then the day is done and they go roost again, the fact that they don’t seem to mind the cold either, the fact that it must be hard for caged birds to watch free birds flying around outside, the fact that Gillian illustrated her seagull report so well, the fact that where did that thing go now, gulls, sea eagles, the fact that we can’t have lost it, Gullah, purloo, civil engineering, Freshwater Geechees and Saltwater Geechees, the fact that the  Saltwater Geechees talk faster than the Freshwater Geechees, the fact that they kind of look down on the Freshwater Geechees, the fact that that Saltwater Geechee woman said “Can’t they talk any faster than that? People don’t have all day,” the fact that not only do they get to fly, but they never have to pay taxes, birds, that is, not Geechees, the fact that Geechees do have to pay taxes, more and more taxes, Sapelo Island, the fact that my first car was a, was a, the fact that people make such a big thing about their car and all the different car brands, when they all look the same to me, asthma deaths, the fact that birds are flying reptiles, cold-blooded, killer, the fact that chickens don’t fly but they’re okay because they have a warm coop, the fact that chickens are the closest thing to dinosaurs, the fact that, bad back or no bad back, taxes or no taxes, snow or no snow, success or failure, I’ve got to get these pies to their destinations today, the fact that I’d rather stay here, nice and snug, staring out the window at the snow on the Kinkels’ roof, the fact that the snow’s really blue right now, and twinkling, the fact that they have a new marble bathroom, and a shabby chic cupboard in the downstairs hall, Marie Kondo, taekwondo, working mom, Dutch baby, the fact that I think I invented shabby chic, but I wouldn’t tell Doreen that, the fact that I wouldn’t want to spoil her pride in her new cupboard, the fact that I bet it cost a lot, the fact that she got it professionally spoiled, Mommy, peaches in cream, ivy patch, Abby’s exact portions per person, and one extra for Leftover Night, Why Your Dog Hates Your Cell Phone, medical marijuana, gummies, the fact that wasn’t there a movie called Reefer or, no, Reefer Madness, hummingbirds, Leo, Dare To Take Our Personality Test, the fact that the best way to get through stuff you don’t want to do, I’ve decided, is to pretend it’s not really you doing it, like you’re just temporarily inside somebody else’s body that this is all happening to, stable unless exposed to fire, Killer Of Widow Gets Life, water somer sault, belly flop, synchronized swimming, PERSONS CAUGHT CRAWLING, the fact that people are always trying to think about what they want to think about, steer your thoughts, steerage, peerage, the fact that some people have more of a fondness for the past than I do, the fact that  Elizabeth Bennet recommends only remembering things that please you, but that’s not so easy, the fact that I don’t remember much, and everything I do remember makes me sad, Resurfacing Announced, mindfulness, the fact that my memory is so intermittent that sometimes I just tell people I’m living in the Now, man, but they don’t always fall for it, the fact that I don’t know what mindfulness is, the fact that if you have no memory, you get bulldozed by people with better memories than you, like my whole entire family for instance, Remember remember the Fifth of November, makeovers, Stacy, TV, the fact that they know I can’t remember a gosh darn thing and love teasing me about it, out-remembering me whenever they feel like it, the fact that sometimes I kind of wonder if they’re faking it, to beat me on the memory front, the fact that it sure seems to come in awful handy sometimes, the fact that the kids love to torment me about the past, when there’s nothing else to do in the car, say, or the store, or in front of our friends, the fact that they’re all hey, let’s mock Mom, the fact that Leo says he can’t remember anything either and it must be something in the water, and it’s true, there is something in the water, a whole lot of things, like nitrates, lead, mercury, sewage, PFOA and PFCs and PFAS, and peas, probably pee, from Parkersburg, [image: ] On the banks of the Ohio [image: ], but Leo’s just being nice, because I had a bad memory long before I ever drank Tuscarawas water, long before I even met him, though maybe Evanston and New Haven water wasn’t that great either, H2O, the fact that sometimes there were dead fish on the shore of Lake Michigan, our poor terrapins, Cemetery Mound, Circleville, ducks, the fact that secretly I think the real reason I have no memory is I find the past unbearable so I kind of blot it out, the fact that maybe everybody does, babies’ dimples, [image: ] count your blessings instead of sheep [image: ], boarlets, the fact that my past’s probably not as bad as lots and lots of people’s, but I just can’t seem to think about it without getting upset, so I try not to think about it, the fact that that’s the only solution I’ve so far come up with, the fact that I have all those photos rotting up there in the attic, the fact that everybody else digitizes all their photos, or deletes them, spotted skunk, Doreen and  Jerry’s Giant Viper’s Bugloss, Scioto River, but going through photos just makes me paralytically sad, and I don’t really have time to get frozen to the spot, weeping over old photos, most days anyway, the fact that anyway I think you can overdo remembering stuff, you really can, Nickel Mines shooting, Bourgogne shipwreck, Sable island, the fact that, after all, the present is more relevant than the past, Now, the fact that it’s more in-your-face anyway, PFOA, PTA, ACA, ACLU, DuPont, shaky bridges, [image: ] London Bridge is falling down [image: ], Abby’s old, yellowed, BBQ sauce recipe index card, the fact that I remember Declan Kiberd’s talk at Notre Dame, the fact that that I do remember, and he said people fetishize the past, in Ireland, the fact that he said the Irish were drunk on remembrance, like Hamlet and the ghost, the fact that I can’t understand people who want to go over and over old times, getting all nostalgic and stuff, the fact that I’m scared of old times, the fact that old times are soggy, saggy cradles of regret, about Mommy or Pepito, or even Pierre, or Dilly, or my bird costume, Phoebe’s Marlboro cigarette packet, going to the movies with Chuck, the fact that I don’t really see why I blot it all out, since it’s not all bad or anything, the fact that nobody ever clunked me over the head with a frying pan, or shot me in the abdomen, or force-fed me laxatives or acid or left me in a burning building or dropped me from a plane, with or without a parachute, or stole my husband, not yet anyway, the fact that it’s just that it’s past, that’s all, and there’s nothing I can do about any of it anymore, so why go there, Revere Ware, Teflon, Ohio River, Mississippi, the fact that I was never in an avalanche or a war either, though I was in a bus accident, on Lake Shore Drive, snow banks, Lynn’s broken femur, but I didn’t get hurt, the fact that I’ve never been raped either, except almost, and when I had cancer they cured it, as far as I can tell, so all in all I don’t have much to regret or kvetch about, Project Ketch, the fact that, still, just about every memory somehow takes me back to something I don’t much want to think about, Fukushima, the fact that Chuck and I only went to the movies once, nuclear waste, Nagasaki, the fact that Mommy was so sick, the fact that I had to run the industrial-size dishwasher at Mo’s and clean  the bathroom, the Ohio, the Monongahela, the Cuyahoga, Potomac, the fact that even sea turtles now have PFOA in them, beluga whales, meerkats, dinner pail, the fact that the Ohio River was important to the Underground Railway, and so was Ohio, the fact that sometimes I forget the nice things, not just the bad stuff, and that gets other people down, like Leo, but I can’t help it, catastrophe, enormity, disaster at sea, candy love hearts, Candy-Apple Red mixer, singles mixer, candy corn, camera, Opal and Frederick, the fact that I instantly forget all the stuff we’ve done together as a family, family trips to the zoo or all the fun fairs, slub silk, slug, or the Taft Museum or our visit to the McKinley Mausoleum, oh, those steps, the fact that I remember them all right, wow, the fact that there were over a hundred, with all kinds of people puffing up and down them, the fact that I was scared somebody would have a heart attack climbing up there, and it might have been me, the fact that it’s hard to believe McKinley really wanted a sword-shaped stairway, or even a waterfall, jack-o’-lanterns, jigsaws, Jack and the Beanstalk, “Bienstock, I oughtta fire you!”, Chicago Zoo, the Planetarium, Science Museum, the Art Institute, the fact that I think we’d just been to the Science Museum the day we had the bus crash, probably the Science Museum, with all the buttons to press, the fact that McKinley and Garfield were both shot in office, USB stick, styptic stick, scabbard, haggard, hassled, the fact that eight different presidents came from Ohio, McKinley, Garfield, Taft, Ulysses S. Grant and I forget the rest, Harding, the fact that because McKinley was assassinated, poor man, I had to drag myself up a hundred steps on a really hot day, Denali, denial, #resist, the fact that it was like Laurel and Hardy with the piano, the fact that we should’ve walked down the steps, not up, heave-ho, the fact that I also don’t remember the jazz recordings Leo played me on our wedding eve, and that really upsets him, the fact that I can’t remember much about the hotel we stayed at in Amherst either, when he proposed, though I know I broke a glass, out of sheer happiness, the fact that we bought Stacy a miniature piano at a junk shop the next day, the fact that that I remember, [image: ] love’s old sweet song [image: ], euphoria, nap, Mommy, the fact that I don’t  remember much about the motel we stayed at near the Chillicothe mounds either, and it was all my idea to go there too, single-serve containers, seasonal fare, the fact that every year I forget how to cook asparagus and have to look it up, and artichokes, Leftover Night, the fact that things taste so much better once you’ve forgotten the effort of cooking them, the fact that it’s like forgetting labor pains, or the effort involved in painting a room, the fact that wallpapering’s worse, the fact that with wallpaper you really need a professional, the fact that you don’t want all those bubbles and wrinkles all over the place, bumps, blotches, the fact that I would probably wallpaper myself to the wall, the fact that now I’ve forgotten what I came in the pantry for, the fact that I should finish filling the dishwasher first, the fact that the taste of lukewarm milk, and the smell of burnt toast, always remind me of our year in London, I don’t know why, the fact that of course everybody remembers different things from childhood, the fact that that’s why you need siblings, to tell you what you forgot, or tell you what happened from their point of view, but I really seem to remember the least of any of us, “baby of the family,” so I’m no help at all, the fact that Jake remembers plenty, even though he’s the youngest, the fact that he’s good at remembering his dreams too, like the one he had about pancakes in a forest, “Why were they wearing helmets?”, horsehair worm, scooter, Leo kissing me on Orange Street, the fact that when people question me about the past, I often have to either fudge it, fudge brownies, hot fudge sundaes at Macy’s, or change the subject, or just admit I don’t remember what everybody else remembers perfectly well, burnt toast, rusks, Pepito, the fact that with four kids there are only so many poignant moments a mom can keep track of, [image: ] Soaky soaks you clean [image: ], fit to be tied, Central Street dime store, the fact that I remember the big sour pickles we used to buy at the store on hot days, sitting cross-legged, Hawaiian Punch, the ol’ one-two, banana splits, cheerleaders in agony, group hug, live and let live, a bird in the hand, the fact that at Peolia I couldn’t even remember the stuff I was supposed to teach unless I boned up on it the night before, swatting up Ulysses S. Grant, the Lincoln assassination, Quantrill’s Raiders, Ohio  canals, Netawatwes, Heckewelder, McKinley, Serpent Mound and Alligator Mound, the fact that all they really wanted to hear about was the Civil War, and how Ohio played a big role in it, venomous Australian sea snakes, the fact that they were a lot less interested in Indian mounds, the fact that Indian mounds were a real uphill struggle, like McKinley’s hundred steps, the fact that thirty-five thousand Ohioans died in the Civil War, CBS, CNN, MSNBC, the fact that alligators aren’t scared of sharks, the fact that Stacy attended one of my classes, and I really didn’t remember that either, until she mentioned it, the fact that she must have been sick that day or something, and it was too late to cancel the class, the fact that that must have been in my first year, the fact that she must have been seven or so, the fact that all I know is I hope she wasn’t there for the class on Hopewell burial customs, with me going on about extended burials, flexed burials, bundled burials and grave goods, cremated, decomposed, bad dreams, [image: ] I’m just wild about animal crackers, animal crackers [image: ], the fact that I just remembered my dream last night, the fact that I was at a pool complex but I left and got on a miniature train, the fact that there was a big wedding celebration going on right in the middle of the town and I passed right by it on the miniature train, the fact that we lived somewhere else but I wanted to find a more central spot, flexed, the fact that teaching really took it out of me, bundled, the fact that I always ended up staying up half the night prepping and then being dog-tired all through my classes, burial mounds, Hero Sheepdogs, Winning Jackpot Numbers, safari jacket, quinine, seltzer, Cute Pandas Share A Piece Of Bamboo, extended, the fact that I can remember buying the pants I’m wearing right now, the fact that it was about eight years ago, and I remember hesitating, because they’re pretty awful, as Stace just pointed out, but they’ve actually turned out to be useful, dodo, do-si-do, do re mi fa so la ti do, the fact that women on the pill are twenty percent more in danger of getting breast cancer, the fact that Sally-Ann’s mom told me, the fact that Jake’s first word was “angerous,” the fact that maybe I laid the warnings on a bit thick, about stairs and sockets and steak knives, either that or maybe he was just trying to say “hydrangea,” hydrangea danger, the fact that Jakey’s often in his own world, a world filled to the brim with nurdles, yellow backhoe trucks, raisins, excelsior, the fact that when Leo asked him how playgroup went, Jake said, “Rrrreally good!”, with a growl on the “really” that was worthy of the tiger from the Frosties ad, whatshisname, baby bath, bassinet, brocade, brochettes, bruschetta, the fact that now I’ve forgotten the tiger’s name, “Grrrrreat!”, Frostie maybe, no, Tony, Tony the Tiger, the fact that nobody uses the word “enormity” right, the fact that Mommy was very bugged by that, but what can you do, the fact that there’s always another person coming along who uses it all wrong, the fact that people think it’s got something to do with magnitude, enormousness, something humongous, bigly, but it’s not that at all, the fact that it’s a catastrophe, not largesse, the fact that I was trying to explain this to Ben when Stacy piped up and said I was talking down to him, but I didn’t mean to, the fact that she hates it when I adjust what I’m saying to the kids’ level, the fact that she says you should talk to your kids just like you talk to anybody else, but I thought I did, do, flexed burial, fluctuation, fructify, fruity, zoot suit, lawsuit, three-piece suit, waistcoat, vest, the fact that now she’s made me all self-conscious, the fact that I didn’t know I was talking down to them, the fact that just because you speak slowly and clearly maybe to a child sometimes doesn’t necessarily mean you’re being condescending, the fact that “existential” is another one that nobody understands anymore, the fact that they all seem to think it just means you exist, the fact that they use it to mean something’s sustainable or something, nothing to do with Sartre and feeling alienated and drinking a lot of wine at Café Flore, ecology, but what do I know, the fact that I don’t know anything about French philosophy for a start, the fact that that stuff goes right over my head, in one ear and out the other, shutting the stable door after the horse has bolted, the fact that people used to bring live animals on ocean voyages, and slaughter them along the way for food, the fact that maybe they still do, the fact that the poor animal must think he’s going on a trip somewhere, “Not so fast, Goldberg!”, the fact that Gillian had her own existential crisis the  other night, crying into her pillow, the fact that when I asked her what was up, she said she was worried about the meaning of life, the meaning of life, the fact that I just didn’t know what to say, the fact that you can’t tell a little kid that it’s quite possible life has no meaning, the fact that what kid wants to hear that, the fact that it might push her too far and turn her into a Moonie or something, the fact that everybody means something different anyway when they talk about “the meaning of life,” the fact that for some it’s goodness or something, and other people think ice cream and popcorn and soap operas give their lives meaning, Gillian’s honey bear collection, the fact that what do I know, the fact that just because you’re a mom doesn’t mean you’ve got all the answers, the fact that I said she shouldn’t worry about it, cop-out, Hopalong Cassidy, fossils, flossing, fear of failure, Facts of Life, the birds and the bees, the bumble bee at Bread Loaf, the fact that it sometimes feels like my memory has very, very ancient times in it, like the dark ages, stuff from long ago that’s pretty dim, and then come the medieval times that aren’t quite as impenetrable but still pretty blurry, snow flurry, furry, curry in a hurry, and then there’s the Renaissance, which is the more recoverable stuff, and then there’s recent stuff that’s clear and vivid, like Gillian crying about the meaning of life, the fact that I wish I could forget just about all of it, and live in a fog, merciful fog, prehistoric, petrified forest, water bears, microwave packets, mascara, Mr. Schaeffer, the fact that there are all the people I should have kept in touch with and now I can’t even remember their names, teachers and people like that, or Mommy and Daddy’s friends, the fact that they seem like ancient history but they’re probably all still around and living about ten miles away, for all I know, somewhere anyway, and they eat and sleep and get up and go to the bathroom in the middle of the night just like everybody else, the fact that just because I neglected them, doesn’t mean they don’t exist, the fact that maybe they think about the meaning of life too, and drink coffee every morning and work and socialize and love people or quarrel with them and change gender even, and I’m ancient history to them, no ill will or anything, the fact that you dig up occasional relics of the past, memories or  associations, but they’re so cloudy you can’t decipher their meaning, the fact that I keep remembering the warm draft from that window in Michigan, or the bee at Bread Loaf, and where does it get me, spelling bees, Bee Gives Man A High Five, Bee Chemical, Dow Chemical, Dow Jones National Average, snare drums, the fact that Stacy tried to comfort me about my bad memory once at dinner, the fact that I’d just admitted I couldn’t remember something or other, I can’t remember what, and she said “The past should be forgotten, the future should not be foreseen, and the present should be borne proudly,” the fact that I don’t know where that came from but it sounded good, the fact that nobody knew what to say, but maybe a family that gets confused together stays together, Girl With 2 Dads, triangle, poitrine, enceinte, toilette, eau de toilette, toilet water, chickens’ water bowl, Samson et Dalila, Matted Dog Found In Barn, the fact that the kids really want a dog, the fact that the things we’ve done to animals, Bayer, 3M, DuPont, chemical plants, aquarium gardens, the fact that Ben knows about lots of stuff, yet all he really wants to think about is the Abominable Snowman, Yeti, Sasquatch, Big Foot, Skookum, the Loch Ness Monster, and the Mothman, cryptids, the fact that I liked it when all he talked about was pirates, the fact that he keeps seeing Abominable Snowmen in the back yard, the fact that we live in the Sasquatch Triangle, which may explain the way I feel most of the time, squamous, squeamish, squelchy, squishy, Princess Di, FLORENCE Y’ALL, the fact that he just stole Gillian’s toast, y’all, rusks, the fact that we ate rusks at Channing, and I didn’t know what they were, the fact that I still don’t know what rusks are to this day, but they were okay washed down with lukewarm milk, rusks and milk, the fact that it’s like feeding an army around here, “An army marches on its stomach,” belly button, inny, outy, eggs over easy, queasy, sneezy, Dopey, Happy, Sleepy, bad eggs, Budington, the fact that Gary Cooper’s trying to find a rhyme for Budington all through Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, but he never does, the fact that I think they forgot all about it, the fact that what rhymes with Budington, jutting gun, rubbing son, loving one, the fact that Clarence Budington Kelland wrote the  original story that Mr. Deeds Goes to Town was based on, the fact that he was called Bud for short, the fact that I don’t know now about having string beans tonight after all, the fact that I think maybe it better be butter beans, and some Harvard Beets, but butter beans might be too much with porcupine meatballs, Betty Boughter, Anthony Weiner, wieners, Lawrence Weiler, hot dogs, cheese croquettes, chicken à la king, Irish stew, creamed corn casserole, sheet cake, Australian sea snakes, the fact that maybe that’s what I should make for the cocktail party, mini porcupine meatballs on toothpicks, stick shift, gearshift, styptic stick, cock, boner, stiffy, dear me, what’s gotten into me, the fact that earthquake cakes always seem kind of tactless to me, the fact that they have all that shifting chocolate sludge on the top, like tectonic plates colliding and dissolving into mush, and the M&Ms float on top like rubble, the fact that it’s really like the scene of a disaster, in miniature, the fact that even snakes get killed in earthquakes, because their tunnels cave in on them, the fact that you always think animals will get away but snakes can’t, the fact that birds and butterflies can, and other bugs, and people in airplanes and helicopters are in luck, looking down at the cracking bridges and highways and all, the fact that animals often know an earthquake’s coming, goldfish, TetraFin flakes, hamballs, the fact that dogs can be trained to predict their owners’ epileptic fits, but not the other way around, the fact that Mommy used to make porcupine meatballs a lot, I don’t know why, the fact that I sort of liked them but I was always a little thrown by the name, the fact that maybe I thought she’d somehow rustled up some porcupine meat from the A&P, or from some hillbilly, the fact that maybe she didn’t make them exactly right, porcupines, hedgehogs, the fact that sometimes the rice wasn’t cooked enough, the fact that it’s terrible of me to wonder about that now, the fact that I’m sure she did her best, the fact that I think you’re supposed to use cooked rice though, and maybe she forgot, the fact that recipes change all the time through forgetfulness, evolving, revolving, Chicago World’s Fair, Thorne Miniature Rooms, jutting gun, muddied son, son of a gun, stepping stones, It pays to advertise, the fact that, no, you  are supposed to put the rice in raw, and it’s all just supposed to cook while the meatballs are frying, and the balls are supposed to look like little porcupines because of the rice sticking out all over them like quills, but the rice is bound to still be hard, the fact that maybe that’s why they’re not all that great, but it’s just fun to say “meatball,” I mean “porcupine,” the fact that who wants to say “meatball,” the fact that you hardly ever get a chance to say “porcupine,” the fact that I should ask Phoebe and Ethan if they liked Mommy’s porcupine meatballs, How Largemouth Bass Suck In Their Prey, the fact that I wonder if Bigfoot ever put his big foot in it the way I do, the fact that I dreamt somebody was driving me in her SUV, the fact that I don’t know who it was but she was driving so fast I couldn’t get my seatbelt on, on account of the G-force, and I couldn’t imagine why anyone needed to go that fast, the fact that I was thinking of saying something but I restrained myself, possum stew, enormity, the fact that eventually she did slow down a little, extinction, roadkill, dead deer, The Lady Who Loves Lobsters, the fact that I didn’t like that VR place at all, the fact that the underwater program was scary, the fact that they said it was just going to be pretty, but actually I felt kind of dizzy and overwhelmed, by jellyfish, they all kept coming at me and swimming right over my head, getting bigger and bigger and closer and closer, the fact that you could kind of waft them away with your hands but it was a big job keeping track of them all and I really didn’t know what would happen if I missed one and it bumped into me, the fact that I half-believed it might sting me, the fact that VR makes you feel so silly, the fact that I felt like I was about to fall over any minute too, right in front of Brad and Ben, and what a dope I’d look, sprawled across the floor of the VR center in my baggy sweater, shooing jellyfish away, the fact that you never want to give nine-year-olds an excuse to laugh at you if you can help it, Marlon Brando on a motorcycle, I’m 74 And I Love Boxing, the fact that the oldest man in the world just passed on, the fact that he was an Auschwitz survivor, the fact that Stacy got this out of her Citizenship class, the fact that jellyfish are sort of like weeds, and their numbers are growing fast, the fact that they like  moving around in huge gangs, so I guess they’re friendly enough to each other at least, not so much to anybody else, the fact that a big swarm of poisonous jellyfish got tangled up in that salmon farm and 56,000 salmon died in agony, in about half an hour, The Real Source Of Your Fatigue, Kim Jong Un’s brother’s death, VR, VX, red tide, the fact that jellyfish are five hundred and sixty million years old, and there are five hundred and sixty million of them wiggling through the world, give or take a few, the fact that that’s a heck of a lot of jellyfish, though nowhere near the human population, but still, the fact that it’s a bit of a weird coincidence, five hundred and sixty million years and five hundred and sixty million jellyfish, one year per jellyfish, the fact that maybe some scientist got all his numbers mixed up, the fact that somebody said dried jellyfish could be the potato chips of the twenty-second century, bleccchh, the fact that I’m sure jellyfish don’t want to become the next potato chips, the fact that fish feel pain, the fact that they used to deny it, the scientists I mean, not the fish, the fact that what’s that movie where Marlon Brando’s on a motorcycle heading for a town full of squares, town squares, pain, James Mason, James Dean, Some Like it Hot, blunt force, the fact that there’s probably a movie called Blunt Force, the fact that Alec Guinness warned James Dean not to get in that car, the fact that he said James Dean would be dead in a week if he rode in that thing, but James Dean took off anyway and crashed the very same day, he didn’t even last a week, the fact that I wonder if Hollywood stars have more road accidents than everybody else, the fact that it sure seems like it, but maybe it’s no more than the national average, the fact that we’re a nation of daredevils, the fact that eleven percent of drivers keep driving when the gas tank’s empty, wishful thinking, the fact that maybe we should have shepherd’s pie tonight, “Sheppards Pie,” the fact that I almost tripped on Gillian’s snow globe just then, the fact that the Great Barrier Reef is dying, the fact that it can only exist if the ocean stays a certain temperature, which it probably won’t, and there’s also some kind of thorny star fish eating up all the coral, the globe, the fact that Triton snails are the starfish’s only natural predator, but the Triton snails are  all getting sold as tourist souvenirs, so they’re not eating the thorny starfish anymore, the fact that it can’t be easy eating a thorny starfish, the fact that nobody else wants to do it, Graham crackers, Girl Scout cookies, Gloria Grahame, the fact that Graham crackers are getting sweeter, but Leo still likes them, needs over wants, Production For Use, the fact that he doesn’t go for s’mores though, the fact that turtles get stuck in those six-pack rings, with the plastic biting into their shells for years, until the turtle’s all deformed, Chickens Wearing Pants, the fact that one turtle looked like a woman in a tight corset, like Vivien Leigh in Gone with the Wind, the fact that a turtle’s not supposed to have an hourglass figure, figure eight, infinity sign, Gillian’s next birthday cake, skating in Ackerman Park, the fact that these turtles suffer for life, so that we can briefly carry Coke in bulk, the fact that I don’t know where all the plastic trash in the world should go, but not on a turtle, Northwestern University pond, the fact that Leo’s new notebook’s made out of stone, or stone dust, and it was supposed to be ecological, the fact that that’s why he bought it, but then he realized this stone paper has a tiny amount of plastic all through it, which makes it non-recyclable, “Goodbye, Charlie,” the fact that Spanish flu killed more people all over the globe than the First World War, the fact that if you have Spanish flu you feel like you’re drowning and that’s because you are drowning, oh dear, the fact that the Yale Co-op isn’t what it used to be, Harvard Coop, Ford coupe, chicken coop, chicken poop, “Stay away from the Ivy League,” the fact that I really should lighten up or it’ll affect my cinnamon rolls, rolling pin with heart shapes on each rim, the fact that I oughtta roll with the punches more, don’t sweat the small stuff, Half Moon Bay, waxing, waning, the fact that I better eat something is all, but if you eat too much you don’t feel like baking, and I can’t afford to slow down here, the fact that I have a lot of pies to bake today, Easter Island, the fact that I couldn’t if I tried, with all these timers about to go off, the fact that the average teen checks their phone two thousand times a day, the fact that I don’t believe that, two thousand times, the fact that the mainstream media are craphounds, gee, the fact that I don’t think I’ve ever  used the word “craphounds” before in my whole entire life, the fact that I’ve been corrupted by the internet, Katie’s Divorce Gets Nasty, buckeyes, Sikhs, the fact that “Sikh” should be pronounced sik, Leo says, not seek, I don’t know but they know, polluting the water table, the fact that Frederick’s miaowing, For he is of the tribe of Tiger, the fact that I bet Ben’s the only kid in school who actually takes in those movies they show in Earth Science classes, about the millions of people who died of Spanish flu, the fact that “curriculum” is an ugly word, so ugly, but it’s not the one I was trying to think of before, the fact that the school motto is Build Body, Build Mind, Build Freedom, the fact that freedom’s the last item on the list, the fact that schools aren’t hot on freedom, usually, really, the fact that this place has all sorts of rules and regulations, the fact that the kids aren’t supposed to eat candy or drink pop on the school bus, or wear any clothing that has drawings or sayings on it that refer to sex, drugs, alcohol, violence, death or hate, and you can’t fix tears in your clothes with masking tape, though who would do that, or expose your midriff, or wear Spandex or pajamas, but you can get a day off to go deer-hunting, the fact that Ben’s a good student, mostly, and he likes science stuff, but he hates math, the fact that he got the police to help him once, the fact that I was no help, the fact that as soon as I see numbers in parentheses I kind of freeze up, parenthesis, parenthetical, parental, the fact that Leo wasn’t home, so Ben walked right on over to the phone and called the cops, martin houses, using algae for fuel, the fact that they said to send the problem over on Facebook, and it turned into a sort of fun thing, the fact that some police officer wrote right back to him and gave him the answer, the fact that it wasn’t exactly the right answer but it was close, and his math teacher thought the whole thing was hilarious, the fact that she’s always so cheerful, not like some math teachers, big mouth, the fact that she has a big laugh too, Mrs. M., the fact that she starts every class with a class yell, the fact that I had a Mr. T., when I was at school, Serpent Mound, Holmes County, Tuscarawas, Coshocton, caramel pretzel crunch ice cream, taco soup, Haiti, the fact that Haiti’s a free country now, but it took a long while,  the fact that that’s the first place Columbus got to, Columbo, column, calumny, Worst Celebrity Splits, cheerleaders forced to do the splits, Harrowing Footage, the fact that the banana split was invented in 1904, the fact that someone actually had to invent it, the banana split, the fact that banana splits don’t just happen like torn ligaments, the fact that there’s a lot of planning that goes into a banana split, houseboat, Sophia Loren, the fact that in 2004, people marked the centenary of the splitting of the banana, the fact that there were all sorts of parades and festivities, I forget where, maybe in Latrobe, the fact that that’s where the banana split was invented, in a pharmacy in Latrobe, Pennsylvania, or maybe a luncheonette, not a pharmacy, soda fountain, franchise, galoshes, carhops, banana split eating contests, the Miss Banana Split contest, Little Miss Banana Split contest, Frank, Chuck, pinch pie, rice pudding pie, the fact that there’s such a thing as rice pudding pie, the fact that I hope I’m never asked to make one, the fact that Cathy would never make me do that, the fact that first you make a pot of rice pudding and then you put meringue all over it, the fact that to eat a thing like that, the fact that it must really make you nauseous just cooking it, never mind eating it, the fact that thankfully nobody here will ever ask for one, that’s for sure, because nobody in this family’s prepared to eat rice pudding in any form, even in a pie, the fact that they’d rather eat funnel cake, chimney cake, Earthquake Cake, the fact that Mommy liked rice pudding, and Daddy did too, but I associate it more with Mommy, the fact that maybe she would’ve liked a nice big rice pudding pie, steaming hot, or maybe it’s better chilled, “shaken, not stirred,” but I doubt it, the fact that her kind was baked with milk, butter, brown sugar and nutmeg, like Amish Baked Oatmeal, but not so thick, solid, Edgar Rice Burroughs, Tarzan, Tarzana, the fact that the Amish are just gone on sugar, the fact that Daddy liked semolina too, and all that kind of stuff, reflux, reflex, Latrobe, lactose, the Silver Bridg collapse, stress corrosion cracking, acceleration, inertia, momentum, spinal fluid, the fact that once that bridge started cracking, the whole thing came down in about a minute, right at rush hour, with lots of people crossing the bridge, the fact that  that was an enormity, the fact that Leo said they hadn’t inspected it enough, Gallipolis, the Mothman, flying humanoids, meringue, the fact that after Mommy passed away we made Abby the official matriarch of the family and she thought we said “meringue of the family,” which sort of suited her even better, the fact that I wish she was here right now, the fact that we’d have a great time, the fact that I probably wish this a dozen times a day, without even noticing, the fact that her German Potato Salad recipe uses salad potatoes, dill, and toasted caraway seeds, in a vinaigrette sauce, the fact that you fry half an onion, roughly chopped, till it’s translucent, the fact that some people add some German sausage at the end but Abby didn’t, Diet Now Pay Later, the fact that the main thing is the dill and the vinegar and the toasted caraway seeds, Ingredients Everyone Uses But Shouldn’t, the fact that I often long to be back in Abby’s neat, tidy house, with snow outside and ice cream inside, the fact that she was proud of all her colonial-style furniture and kept it well polished, polish wipes, Abby with her Swiffer, the fact that that was the first Swiffer I ever saw, and now everybody’s got one, the fact that Abby was way ahead of her time, the fact that I loved her rag rugs, the fact that she braided and braided those rags and then sewed the braids together into a flat disk, the fact that she made one rag rug after another, right after she got married, the fact that I don’t know if she used real rags or she bought the cloth somewhere, but they were pretty, and useful, the fact that they lasted her a lifetime, whiskey-and-gingers, the fact that I wish I was there right now, and how, just her and me and it’s five o’clock, drink time, the fact that instead I’m in Newcomerstown, and it’s 7:36 in the morning, the fact that I’ve been up for hours, more coffee, the fact that she was so house-proud she used to get a new roof put on every ten years, whether it needed it or not, the fact that Mommy thought that was way too extravagant, the fact that Abby got the whole exterior repainted every five years too, all spic and span, and always the same two shades, that tan color, and a muddy brown for the shutters, or no, once the main part was light brown, with beigey-yellow shutters, the fact that it looked good though, either way, the fact that I knitted a whole baby blanket there in Abby’s house when I was pregnant with Stace, the fact that Abby taught me, the fact that it was terrible that time Abby wrote us she’d thrown out all of Mommy’s letters, the fact that, boy, was Daddy mad, the fact that our whole history was in those letters, he said, the fact that she did keep the photographs, but that made him even madder, the fact that he didn’t care about the photographs, the fact that Daddy never told Abby how he felt though, because it was already too late, but he told me he would’ve done anything to have all those letters, the fact that Mommy wrote great letters, and she wrote Abby about once a week, so there must’ve been a lot to throw out, the fact that he said “Our whole history was in those letters,” the fact that some folks are just allergic to paper, the fact that Abby was always throwing stuff out, the fact that she prided herself on her neatness, the fact that their house was never full of papers like ours was, the fact that Abby’s house was full of balls of wool instead, carefully stacked, of course, and eagle ornaments, and maybe ice cream, rag rugs, and that was about it, the fact that a teenager killed his dad’s girlfriend on Christmas day, the fact that she was trying to protect her daughter, the fact that he stabbed the daughter too but she survived and now she’s vowed to see him sent to jail if it’s the last thing she does, the fact that the things people do, the fact that why do a thing like that, and at Christmas of all times, fluorescent bulb, Mommy, rice pudding, serum, mastectomy, black shoes, the fact that it wasn’t enough for Mommy to be paralyzed for life, the fact that she had to get breast cancer as well, the fact that I cried with Daddy in the kitchen when we found out, bright fluorescent white strip bulb, blackness outside, snow, crown die-back, tiny ivory Inuit duck for using in a board game, Monopoly, two big wide Inuit snow shoes in a museum, the fact that I don’t know how the Inuits ever walked in those things, the fact that it would be like walking on two great big laundry basket lids or something, the fact that I dreamt Phoebe gave me a pair of foot-high, foot-wide wedge shoes, the same as a pair she had in the dream, and they were surprisingly comfortable, the fact that it was like walking on great big cuboid  cushions, and kind of nice, the fact that I wish I could see that Inuit duck again, rare spotted skunk, skunk eggs, skunk-skin loin cloths, Mommy, Ma Ingalls’s corn bread with the imprint of her hand on top, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder’s mom always pressed her hand on the top of the cornbread before she baked it, and Pa said that was all he needed, Ma’s cornbread with her handprint on it, bundt cake, bumf, Drumpf, maker’s mark, Do Your Kids Know The Value Of Money?, 7:59, the fact that I just can’t believe now that I ever even used to teach at Peolia, the fact that teaching’s a strange thing for me to do, the fact that teaching’s for the spry, not the shy, the fact that I thought I’d get used to it or something, or at least get away with it, FOOSH, [image: ] The man who broke the bank at Monte Carlo [image: ], $24,000 for a broken arm, $100,000 for a leg, the fact that I never sued Peolia when I broke my wrist on their property, the fact that my reluctance to sue had nothing to do with any remaining loyalty to Peolia, far from it, the fact that I never had any loyalty to Peolia, the fact that I always felt nothing but contempt for Peolia College and still do, the fact that the only reason I didn’t sue was because of the way I broke my wrist, tripping on one of those nice tree roots, the fact that they do have beautiful trees there, red oak, white ash, hemlock, hickory, and huge buckeyes, and their roots trail down like arteries, all the way down the hill, the fact that I was scared if I mentioned the tree root to Moira, that tree would be a goner, the fact that it would be just like Peolia College to cut the whole tree down in revenge, just to satisfy the insurance man, or maybe even the whole forest, why not, along with a bunch of unsuspecting backwoodsmen eating pancakes and bacon in some clearing, lumberjacks, OSH, OshKosh B’gosh, “My stew can stand on its own two feet,” the fact that, nope, I wouldn’t put it past Peolia College to bear a grudge against an old tree, Campus Security, safety, safety pins, the fact that they’d do anything to avoid a lawsuit, diapers, hot water bottle, colostomy bags, the fact that we aren’t litigious types, but they didn’t know that, the fact that maybe that’s why Moira asked me so particularly what happened, just in case I had a case, litigate, ligature, legitimate, illegitimate, children, orphans, just  in case there was some tree they could melodramatically cut down in my honor, the fact that she didn’t care about my wrist, the fact that I never even realized I could’ve gotten some time off for it, paid sick leave, ick leave, the fact that I wasted my whole vacation recuperating, the fact that I’d just finished my last class for the semester when I broke it, the fact that I was all tuckered out, and excited all my classes were over, and just didn’t look where I was going, foolish, FOOSH injury, Falling On Out-Stretched Hands, the fact that that was a mean impatient guy, that one who put on the temporary splint, the fact that he wrecked my favorite dress, the fact that all he had to do was put a towel over my lap to protect it but he couldn’t be bothered, the fact that I was kind of in shock, and in pain, and he was rough with me, which is kind of mean, the fact that a kind student got me to the sickbay though, the fact that I never knew who that was or I would’ve thanked her later, the fact that I never broke a bone before, the fact that I was so scared of what it was all going to cost, $5,000 or $10,000, plus the ambulance charges, the fact that she was just a young girl but she was so kind to me, [image: ] blessings instead of sheep [image: ], the fact that I phoned Leo from the ambulance, and all I could say was “I’m sorry,” for screwing up, vestibule, reticule, pagoda, gazebo, hydrangea, signage, and it was all so embarrassing, the fact that I hate drawing attention to myself, telegraph office, mailbox, the fact that my life is just one continual embarrassment to me, and to my family, the fact that I can never really relax, because I never know what darn foolishness I’m going to get myself into next, the fact that maybe everybody feels the same, the fact that relaxation does seem to be a thing of the past, at least for MOMS, “hand-wringing neurotic,” Philip Seymour Hoffman, Dustin Hoffman, The Tales of Hoffmann, the fact that I like that singing mechanical doll that flops over all the time, the fact that now everybody’s got their own robot, Food for the Convalescent, the fact that you’re practically crippled with one hand in a cast, the fact that Leo had to help me get dressed and stuff, the fact that there’s a lot you can’t do if you’re one-handed, the fact that I couldn’t get my cast wet in the shower either, the fact that I had to wear a plastic bag over  it every time, JFK’s Swim Trunks For Sale, the fact that how do you shower with a broken foot or something, the fact that Fukushima releases three hundred tons of radioactive waste a day into the Pacific ocean, and the Amazon’s all polluted too, Amazon, drones, Jeff Bezos, “the Dahlberg repercussions,” the fact that Peolia pays everyone so poorly, oh, they’re terrible, and no health benefits, well, not for me anyway because I was part-time, the fact that just because you work part-time doesn’t mean you have a body part-time, the fact that it doesn’t mean you can arrive for work part-well, though come to think of it, that was how most people arrived for work at Peolia, the fact that everybody’s tired at Peolia College, the fact that they got so nervous about giving me three months off for cancer treatment too, even though they didn’t have to pay a cent for it, “Hoits you?”, as the tough kid in the supermarket says, in response to the suggestion he needs to be weaned, weaning, the fact that they made such a big deal of it, meds, co-pays, closure, chaos, hoopla, Hula-Hoop, snafu, the fact that what was my Peolia password, I’ve forgotten, the fact that it was something like L7PS33YD4T, so not too memorable, the fact that they gave it to me, and I never knew if I was supposed to change it or not, the fact that poor Julie’s desk, with its stacks of paper, handouts and exams and dissertations and lord knows what, the fact that she had so little space to work, she had to hot-desk if she needed to get something done, Julie Shriver, the fact that she still owes me money, Moira, not Julie, horehound candy, pension, The Terrifying Symptoms Of Sleep Paralysis, Tuesday, the fact that they begrudge it, even though they have oodles of dough, grudge, drudge, pudge, fudge, nudge, hedge funds, ick, the fact that most of it came from one guy, Alfred Peolia, who’d probably flip in his grave if he knew what they’d done with it, like the amount they spend on signage for instance, the fact that you can’t see the buildings at Peolia sometimes for all the signs telling you where they are, like the Chemistry Laboratories, Law School, Alfred’s Pantry, Swimming Pool, Virtual Library, but there sure weren’t any signs warning about tree roots, like BEWARE WURZELWEG or something, the fact that it’s pretty amazing they got Paul Violi to do  a reading, “Catalogue of the New Wonderment,” the fact that for once they had an event that wasn’t an alumni fund-raiser, the fact that Peolia College stinks, both as an employer and as an educational institution, Alfred, “Stay away from the Ivy League,” the fact that Ivy League it ain’t, the fact that the students don’t seem to notice how lousy it is, or most don’t anyway, the fact that they’re too busy with their fraternities and sororities and loans and tailgate parties, and switching their majors, switching yards, anhydrous ammonia, the fact that the football team stinks too, the Possums, otherwise known as “the Possum pussies,” Body Hair Taboos, the fact that Leo can’t cook noodles, the fact that he obeys the cooking time on the pack, and then starts screaming if the noodles aren’t done by then, the fact that it’s better if I just cook all the noodles around here, gum disease, bubblegum, the fact that I really liked bubblegum ice cream when I was a kid, because it gave you something to chew on after all the ice cream was gone, the fact that I was never any good at teaching, the fact that I never really got the hang of it, never loosened up, the fact that I had stage fright before every class, [image: ] Whatta they got that I ain’t got? Courage! [image: ], and always felt like an impostor, I mean, like teaching Local History to local people, who were all practically born here, the fact that what do I know about the Appalachian plateaus, Zadok Cramer, and the Wright brothers, and Gnadenhutten and all, Schoenbrunn Village, and Amish customs, and the last of the Wyandots, the fact that the Ohio history I taught is all water under the bridge now, Silver Bridge, “Bridge over Troubled Waters,” the fact that nobody’s buying expensive sneakers anymore, trainers I mean, the fact that the best thing about history is it’s written down, so even I can’t totally forget it, the fact that you can still distort it of course, Fox News, fake news, DON’T USE, the fact that libraries don’t have any books in them anymore, the fact that Peolia was probably the first school to put all the books in storage somewhere, the fact that the students stare at screens all day, then get jobs for life where they stare at screens all day some more, the fact that Leo’s a fantastic teacher and all his students and colleagues love him, the fact that that  woman still sends us a fruitcake for Christmas, the fact that whatshername, Carole Forge, the fact that Monty gives him peanut brittle all year round, and Bettina knitted him that mouse, the fact that I’m sure she had a crush on him, maybe still does, the fact that I think he gave that mouse to Gillian, laundry pile, madeleines, Collin Street Bakery, cinnamon-roll dough, “Blue Tail Fly,” crianza, the fact that my red kneading machine is kneading away in the corner, the fact that that Indonesian student of Leo’s last year gave him lots of presents, like two carved wooden key rings, a replica of a temple near her home, and a sort of Indonesian puppet silhouette made out of balsa wood or something, and the next time she gave him a bookmark inside a pretty little foam-lined bag, batik or something, and a teeny-weeny coin purse, which Leo said was just the right size for his salary, the fact that I took the coin purse, the fact that he went to hear her play the gamelan once in Philly, Bali, sunset, buffet, the fact that the women of Bali are the most beautiful on earth, or so they say, the fact that it really makes me sick my students didn’t love me, but it made me even sicker to have to teach them, so all’s fair in love and war, fair and square, Are Smart Guns Actually Smart?, “the luxurious handfeel of leather,” the fact that teaching really did make me sick, the fact that it gave me colds, maybe even cancer, the fact that I was just so scared of those kids the whole time, the fact that they weren’t even kids, the fact that some of them were older than me, “(picnic, lightning),” but even so, the fact that the teaching was the best part of the job though, the fact that it was a breeze compared to the admin and emailing and admissions, and committees, and meetings, and all the unpaid overtime you’re supposed to put in just for love of the job, but really it’s to hang on to the job, the fact that those overtime claim forms never resulted in anything, the fact that I spent a fortune on clothes too, because you have to look professional, the fact that no wonder I tripped over that tree root, the fact that, boy, that job must’ve aged me twenty years, the fact that my face literally started falling apart, Stacy to the rescue, cavalry, bugle, lynch mob, Botox, scalpel, the fact that she’s got big plastic surgery plans for us both, the fact that I bet she’d make me do it too if  we had the money, the fact that she says you’re supposed to have your first facelift at forty-five, which means I’d better snap to it pretty soon, the fact that she says even Marilyn Monroe had her chin done, the fact that I think that’s just sad, the fact that Marilyn Monroe of all people, having plastic surgery, “I have one word for you, Ben,” microplastics, the fact that now there’s a girl who never ever got to relax, “Let me get upstairs to my own bed where I can let go,” the fact that Marilyn Monroe wore a bra day and night, because her breasts were her livelihood, fiddlehead ferns, fiddlesticks, goose grease, applejack, microfiber cloths, microfiche, Go Fish, Illnesses You Never Heard Of Before, FLORENCE Y’ALL, popcorn balls, cotton, plantations, slaves, Chappaquiddick, Chuck, the Ohio–Kent-ucky–Indiana crotch, crux, tripoint, Purple People Bridge, the fact that a teenager just shot and killed three kids in a high school cafeteria, the fact that a factory blew up in West Columbus, the fact that football players dragged an unconscious girl around naked in Steubenville, peeing on her, the fact that three teenage girls were held captive in Cleveland for a decade, the fact that for fifty plus years, hundreds of thousands of pounds of PFOA were dumped in the Ohio River, even though everybody knew it was harmful from the start, and two and a half million pounds of C-8, the fact that that farmer, whose land they wrecked, said “This cow’s done a lot of suffering,” water table, toxic waste, Ohio history, the fact that they put PFOA in dental floss, the fact that it’s in all kinds of things, LBJ, IME, IGA, IBM, the fact that these people, the fact that sometimes I wonder how they sleep at night, the fact that DuPont helped build the atom bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, the fact that that twenty-foot inflatable rooster outside the White House really does look like Trump, Aardvark And Meerkats Killed In Fire At London Zoo, prisons, Death Penalty, the fact that they’re always trying to decide whether to try children as a “juvenile” or an “adult,” the fact that why is that always so up in the air, the fact that I don’t get it, because juveniles are not adults, they’re juveniles, “my mother’s damn juveniles,” the fact that even if it’s a twelve-year-old psycho who dissolved his dad in an acid bath, he’s still a kid, the  fact that Cincinnati Zoo shot their gorilla, Harambe, Cincy, Sin City, for no reason, the fact that Ronny thinks everybody should be in jail, or else executed, well, practically everybody, the fact that one of the few people I actually have to speak to outside the family these days is Ronny, because he’s always “dropping on by,” even if I haven’t ordered any feed, Hamburger Heaven, grated parmesan, boysenberry yogurt, aardvark, meerkats, easy target, deer hunting season, the Glorious Twelfth, Winchester, Luger, Remington, Browning, the fact that it’s getting to the point where, because of all his unscheduled visits, I now have to try to be presentable at all times, just for Ronny, a guy I hardly even know, for Pete’s sake, and he’s always remarking on how I look, which makes me so self-conscious, it’s like Candid Camera or something, the fact that Candid Camera wrecked all our lives, because you can’t even pick up a dime on the street now without wondering if it’s been glued onto the sidewalk and any minute you’ll be on national TV looking like a dope, the fact that I always pick coins up anyway though, if I see one, the fact that we need the money, the fact that somebody did an experiment to see how many people would help a dog trapped in a car on a hot day and hardly anybody would, well, very few, the fact that they filmed a whole lot of people just peering in at him and then walking off, leaving him there to suffer, even die maybe, the fact that I hope I’d have the guts to help a suffocating dog but I can’t trust myself because I’m such a coward about confrontations, and I’m always trying to be so polite, the fact that maybe I’m even too shy to help a dog, Cowardly Lion, because I don’t really know what I’d do if it meant having to talk to people, the fact that Mommy thought it was rude to comment on people’s appearance, but Trump does it all day, “Sad,” the fact that everybody’s obsessed with other people’s appearances nowadays, Poor Jeoffry! Poor Jeoffry!, completely obsessed, with their own appearance too, the fact that I bet if everybody suddenly stopped talking about people’s appearance for a minute, the conversation would just fall flat, but it’ll never happen anyway because people would just laugh if you asked them to stop talking about how everybody looks, the fact that they just wouldn’t  get it, .38-caliber revolver, muzzle, barrel, eyelash curler, the fact that why’s there an eyelash curler in the silverware drawer, I’d like to know, eyeliner, styptic pencil, moisturizer, hand cream, the fact that I hate it when people say I look well, the fact that it just makes you wonder how messed up you must’ve looked the last time, the fact that I never even notice if people look well or not, the fact that what business is it of mine, the fact that I just ask them, the fact that now we’re all supposed to be skilled diagnosticians, the fact that I never clock what other people are wearing either, especially men, but everybody else is always checking out what everybody’s wearing, the fact that they never seem to get enough of it, people-watching, itchy ankle, the fact that people sometimes tell me I look tired at PTA meetings, but who wouldn’t be tired at a PTA meeting, and then you feel even more tired, Mamie Hazleton, the fact that I think she’s just jealous because I’m skinny, the fact that she’s always singling me out and telling me how drained I look, sallow, pale, frail, weary, waiflike, the fact that what does she expect me to do, just go straight home, put my feet up and drink a daiquiri, the fact that maybe they think they’re being helpful in some way, warning you you need a break, vacation, broken wrist, broken, broke, the fact that I’d have to make my own daiquiri and nobody around here would let me drink it in peace anyway, hummingbirds, Old Lyme, oasis, Leo, the fact that I like to think of that secret overgrown garden with all the roses, and the tame birds walking around on the grass, not even noticing us kissing, the fact that we kissed on Orange Street too, 30 Tons Detonated, Half & Half, Sweet’N Low, the fact that there was a fish pond in Old Lyme that had lily pads but no fish, Leo, cell phone, but it was beautiful, They say the hen can lay, the fact that actually I think I spend almost as much time worrying about my mood as I do about my looks, the fact that really all I do all day is try my darnedest to remain equable, the fact that equability’s my A1 priority, the fact that maybe it seems a pretty modest aim, as aims go, but it turns out to be quite a challenge, the fact that it really gets a bit like Island of the Blue Dolphins around here sometimes, the fact that she’s stuck on an island fending for herself for  twenty years, all alone, making necklaces for herself that nobody’ll ever see, and making friends with wild dogs, the fact that I wish looks weren’t so important but they are, the fact that Mommy said she didn’t compliment us on our appearance because she didn’t want us to get big-headed, but I could really have done with maybe just an approving comment from her now and then, like even once, though she did enter me in the baby contest, the fact that she must have liked my curls, Honorable Mention, baby of the family, the fact that Leo compliments me and it doesn’t make me too big-headed, the fact that he tells me I’m pretty, and calls me sweetheart, and says he likes my eyes, the fact that I give the kids the occasional compliment but I don’t make a big deal about it or anything, the fact that I don’t want them to have no confidence at all, while I don’t want them to boast either, or get vain and obsessed, or feel pressured, or start competing with their friends over who’s the best-looking, the fact that they probably do that plenty as it is, bullying, Morning Routine girls, Beauty Pageant Queen Resigns, the fact that some mothers make their daughters wear makeup, the fact that I just can’t imagine doing that, the fact that I just want my kids to be socially confident, unlike me, the fact that I seem to have loused this up good with Stacy, who is not confident socially and worries nonstop about her looks, and Ben, who’s not confident socially and has one phobia after another, and Gillian, who’s not confident socially and worries about the meaning of life and all manner of minor stuff, the fact that, dear me, Jake may be the only sane one of the bunch, even with his SpaghettiO fixation, the fact that I’m sure it’s all my fault, the fact that insecurity’s catching, security blanket, the fact that I’m the one who’s always around, their role model, Lurch, Thing, the fact that that’s no start in life, the fact that I wish they were more like Leo, Appalachia, bluegrass, banjo, Beethoven, the fact that the school’s kind of obsessed with appearance too, with all their rules about pajamas and torn jeans and snagged tights, the fact that Stacy’s addicted to those Morning Routine videos of hers, the fact that she’s just glued to these things, day in, day out, the fact that all those teenage girls talk about is their makeup, and their  pets, the fact that they all seem to have pet rabbits or miniature dogs, and cars and smartphones, and they start the day by drinking big cups of Starbucks coffee, the fact that I don’t know how they get hold of those drinks though, since they never seem to leave the house, the fact that they just seem to stay home all day and film themselves packing an adobe wall of makeup onto their faces, the fact that they’re completely gone on makeup, the fact that they all have whole suitcases full of it, and they’re experts in applying it, the fact that they make hiding your pimples look like a joy, the fact that they brush and brush and brush their cheeks with those blusher brushes, the fact that it must feel good, kind of like pressing your face into your pet rabbit’s pink fur, the fact that I’ve never owned a blusher brush in my life, the fact that they’d probably faint if they heard that, the fact that when I was their age I was wandering gloomily around New Haven not knowing what to do, while they’re all videotaping themselves perfecting how to do smoky eyes, and transmitting the results to hundreds of thousands of fans, the fact that they like moisturizer too, as if teenage kids had any dry skin to moisturize, the fact that sometimes I wonder if maybe they’re getting paid by the big cosmetics companies, the fact that who knows, the fact that those girls talk about love like they’re talking sardines or shoe polish, except that most of them have probably never fallen in love, or even heard of a sardine, the fact that they’re too busy doing their smoky eyes, and handing out advice like “friendship is a two-way thing,” and “everybody has their sucky days,” the fact that some girl in Pennsylvania actually said “you can never reach happiness if you’re constantly sad,” and got 2,478 views, the fact that even Stace admits they’re pretty phony sometimes, though they try to be kind, sort of superior but kind, to all their viewers, Beethoven’s last sonatas, Spandex, pink bedspread, pink pajamas, pajamas are not permitted, pinkness, pink-nosed rabbit, pink poodle, in the pink, the fact that Stace watches a whole bunch of these videos in a row and then she crashes, and gets real depressed, and who could blame her, the fact that she looks like me after I’ve done too many online jigsaw puzzles, Rocky Mountains, Glacier Lake, Salt Mountain, Montana, Rocky  Ridge Farm, River Roost, the fact that we named our house River Roost, but we still have to tell everybody the street number, so what’s the point in naming it yourself, Smell-O-Rama, pumpkin patch, pink, orange, white, blue and green jigsaw pieces, dill, caraway, tear-away, Feliway, card-carrying, playing the woman card, the fact that Double Jumbo meant a two-quarter tip, and Jumbo Jockey was a buck, the fact that we all pooled the tips at Mo’s, nickel and two dimes, clean counter, and four pennies, the fact that it’s time to get rolling, with the rolling pin, I mean, the fact that I used to have a rolling pin with heart shapes sticking out all around the rims at both ends, and those heart shapes got on my nerves, I finally realized, because they made heart-shaped indentations in the dough, which then had to be rolled some more to get the heart shapes out, the fact that who needs heart shapes getting in the way all the time, Chagrin Falls, Ohio, the fact that you just can’t get that kid to stop watching Morning Routine videos, just like I can’t quit with the jigsaws, the fact that once you’re hooked, you’re hooked, drug mule, top-knot, top notch, Gender Reveal party, slumber party, the fact that I feel sorry for those girls though, I do, because they really are devoting their whole lives to putting makeup on and taking it off, the fact that they spend at least two hours putting it on in the morning, and almost as long taking it off at night, the fact that that’s four hours out of every day minimum, the fact that most women don’t have time for that, surely, Shirley, the fact that they film the nighttime routines too, but somehow those videos aren’t as popular, the fact that it’s not as important, I guess, how you look when you go to bed, the fact that only the lap dogs will see, fake news, Best Price Compensation, condensation, cookie-cutter women, jigsaw pieces, Starbucks, the fact that these girls should be doing their homework, as Daddy would say, the fact that it might not be so bad if they didn’t encourage other girls to do the same, by making all these videos, but Stacy avidly watches it all and tries to copy all their procedures, the fact that she doesn’t spend two hours on her own makeup every morning, but she makes up for it by spending hours watching these other girls do it, the fact that, all in all, she must be thinking about makeup  almost all the time, and spending all her money on it too, the fact that Phoebe used to get up early to do her makeup in high school, but not two hours early, the fact that I used to watch her, but it didn’t make me want to do it, the fact that I waited for the urge to come over me but it never did, the fact that I suppose I’m just not much of a glamorpuss, lipstick, whales, blubber, Heaviside Layer, Beauty Pageant Winner Told She’s Too Fat, Mamie Hazleton, the fact that I’d rather think about German Potato Salad, get dill, cider vinegar, caraway seeds, Debbie Stabishen, dill, cider vinegar, caraway seeds, the fact that Debbie can just throw on a skimpy sundress without even looking at herself in the mirror, the fact that she’s all ponytail and spaghetti straps, and then she just yanks off her hairband and shakes all that long straight hair loose and flies down her front steps like somebody in a shampoo ad, and I know Stacy’s in awe of her, the fact that looking great just comes easy for some people, and for everybody else it’s a killer, the fact that I’m sure Debbie Stabishen has her own problems, the fact that her dad’s nice though, Cancer, Leo, Detroit Lions, the lion’s share, the fact that I used to go on all those crash diets, the fact that I don’t know why, the fact that you think you’re accomplishing something, the fact that for a month I ate only bananas, but after you have all these kids you don’t have time for that anymore, the fact that I don’t check how I look two thousand times a day either, the fact that a man really doesn’t know a woman until he understands how long it takes her to get ready to go out, the fact that they think we’re all looking in the mirror to admire ourselves but we’re not, the fact that we’re just trying to make sure we’re fit to be seen, the fact that now boys are buying cosmetics too, like in the eighteenth century, the fact that I wonder how many kids would wear their PJs to school if they could, the fact that, come to think of it, that’s what I more or less did after Mommy got sick, but in reverse, the fact that I just never got out of my school clothes, the fact that I slept in them so I wouldn’t have to bother getting dressed in the morning, the fact that how’s that for a morning routine, the fact that Gillian says she’d like to wear her PJs to school, but only if everybody else did, like at one of those slumber  parties they have in museums, the fact that some people eat string, to clean out their, well, I hate to think, the fact that, compared to that, what harm would it do if everybody wore their PJs to school, the fact that Claude Rains is good as the corrupt politician in Mr. Smith Goes to Washington, the fact that I still think he’s attractive, “There’s a quality,” the fact that that Claude I met at the Strand was so handsome, but you shouldn’t think about people’s appearance, Debbie Stabishen, the fact that I wonder if she practices that nonchalant air, the fact that Claude gave me a CD of Vivaldi’s Four Seasons, and said he loved me and then I never heard from him again, the fact that it’s like he went to the moon, the fact that if he did, he’s probably the best-looking guy up there, the fact that maybe he was embarrassed about giving me the Four Seasons, the fact that why do people say they love you when they don’t, the fact that I like it when Claude Rains calls Bette Davis his ewe lamb, black sheep, tie-dyed sheep, Deception, the fact that some artists get rich quick while Nanya’s struggling to survive, and weeps whenever she hears about dead children on the news, mush, the numbness of muted beings, the fact that some artists have all the breaks while Nanya’s beautiful painting of roses and tea packets languishes in our semi-rural Tuscarawas County kitchen, instead of the Venice Biennale, gondolas, gnocchi, Mandela, Gargantua, ocarina, the fact that her pink and yellow tea packets look like they’re blossoming, like the roses, the fact that Nanya always wears nice clothes, the fact that she can wear red shoes with an ochre dress and forest-green leggings, and she looks great, along with her frown, the fact that her dad had a farm somewhere for a while but I’m not sure it worked out, yellow rose, yellow plastic truck, the fact that Claude was an artist too, the fact that he was from Puerto Rico, banana split, the fact that Nanya never comes to see me, the fact that I’m always inviting her down but who wants to stay in a house full of kids, the fact that she’s too busy and I’m too busy too, what with the pies and cakes, and the chickens, the fact that now where is the cardamom, the fact that I am wallowing in domesticity here and I know it’s stupid, hand-knitted baby blanket, toaster oven, Abby’s rag rugs, Mommy,  Vacuum Cleaner Sales Rush, Eid cookies, the fact that I don’t know how I got myself into all this, the fact that I can’t remember, the fact that I always knew I wouldn’t make much of a mother, but I like babies so much, or pre-K anyway, toddlers, man the decks, safe as houses, repel all boarders, OrthoAdvice, the fact that I like it when they can walk and talk, but not too well, and their legs are still chubby, the fact that they all have the same snub nose, the fact that is there anything better than a two-year-old’s blue jeans hanging on the line, the fact that a toddler can be kind of squirmy of course, when all you want to do is hold them on your lap and rub your cheek against theirs and smell their soft hair, blusher brushes, pink rabbit fur, Claude Rains, monsoon rains, meringue of the family, gum balls, canallers, canal boats, horses, the fact that, on the down side, toddlers sometimes eat cats’ kibble, the fact that Gillian got a star sticker from Mrs. Bethnel for her picture of canallers, PJs, honey bees, the bee at Bread Loaf, the fact that she spent hours just on one beer glass, the fact that nobody else in this family ever got a star off Mrs. Bethnel before, the fact that I think Gillian was inspired by our canal ride last September, the Monticello III, bright yellow leaves on black, green water, slack water, KEEP OUT, [image: ] I’ve got a mule, her name is Sal [image: ], raisins, Kleenex, Open Carry guy, DON’T USE, scrappage scheme, swatting hoax, the fact that one of the guys on our boat had a gun with him, the fact that everybody’s got a gun now, even guys out for a canal ride, which should be a peaceful thing, “Get ready!”, the fact that in Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, Gary Cooper’s a pacifist, and in High Noon he’s a reluctant defender of the whole lousy town, but then in Friendly Persuasion he’s got a gun, even though he’s a Quaker, which is kind of strange, Persuasion, the fact that it’s like Anne Elliott shooting Captain Wentworth, which these days is probably what would happen, when he parades around in front of her with the Musgrove girls, acting so cold and distant, dancing, praising nuts, the fact that Grace Kelly lets him down in High Noon, Gary Cooper, not Captain Wentworth, the fact that I never liked that part, the fact that she’s a quitter, the fact that “Gentleman will take a chance” means you got an order for  chipped beef hash, chipped thumb nail, the fact that those Open Carry guys traipse all over Coshocton the first Friday of every month just to frighten everybody and there’s not a thing the police or anybody else can do about it, the fact that people are always saying this isn’t “who we are as a nation,” but, well, it kind of is who we are, if you think about it, which I try not to, the fact that those Open Carry guys are given a free pass, while a weary, wan-looking, waiflike mom dragging four kids around is frowned upon, the fact that as a newcomer in Newcomerstown I’ve never really felt all that welcome, the fact that I’m only here for Leo, cheechako, and maybe the pickled beans, home-canning, canalling, canoeing, Professor Newcomer, deep-seated, deep-seeded, seed wheat, the fact that “cheechako” means newcomer or foreigner in Chinook Wawa, watermelon pickle, midwinter garlic pickle, bottled tomatoes, beets, cucumbers, Jaws, the fact that there are alligators in Miami’s canals, purple martins, hushpuppies, wine slushies, the fact that some people get to live in Paris, for Pete’s sake, the fact that quite a lot of people get to live in Paris, mainly because they’re Parisians, and here we are in Newcomerstown, the fact that there are too many Americans in Paris already, the fact that it’s kind of embarrassing, the fact that Parisians probably hate us, the fact that nobody bothered Leo and me much on our honeymoon, miel, ciel, except the two guys at Chartier, the fact that we had to sit at the same table with them for lunch and they openly mocked us in French throughout the meal, the fact that we couldn’t catch exactly what they were saying, but you can tell if you’re being laughed at, even if it’s in French, the fact that we caught their drift, the fact that it wasn’t hard, since they burst out laughing every time we did or said anything, the fact that there wasn’t a thing we could do about it, the fact that one of them giggled so much his glasses fell off and broke on the floor, the fact that that did shut them up, the fact that glasses can only take so much giggling, jiggling, wiggle-room, Double Jumbo, the fact that that sure wasn’t the most romantic lunch we ever had, but the waiter was nice to us, the fact that he was probably pretty sick of those two clowns too, the fact that I bet they ate there every day and mocked him, the  fact that Chartier had good celeriac, the fact that I dreamt I had to take a course on the Paterson Falls but I missed the field trip, so my homework had to be all theoretical, based on watching our bathtub fill up with water, which really isn’t the same as going to Paterson Falls, Campfire Girls, Wo-He-Lo, WOC, Nawat Itsaragrisil, the fact that Leo and I went to Paterson Falls once in the dead of winter and it was all iced up and very slippery, the fact that you could fall in and be carried deep down under the surface, black water, white foam, black rocks, white snow, the fact that it seemed impossible there could be that much water on the move all at once, gallons and gallons of water a second, the fact that I wonder if Parisians associate street-cleaning with croissants, because they’re always cleaning the streets when you go out for your croissants in the morning, the fact that maybe they all start salivating when they see the water swishing around, chocolat, café au lait, the fact that every city should hose down the streets every morning like that, problem child, Preakness, half moon, quarter moon, quarter horse, the fact that all I did on our honeymoon was lie in bed, not because of too much, well, let’s not go there, but because of the sore neck I got, dragging my luggage from the Gare du Nord, the fact that we really should have gotten a taxi from the station but the hotel looked so close on the map, the fact that it was my fault, the fact that I miscalculated, the fact that I liked lying there though, listening to the sounds of Paris, the fact that my neck is sore again now, from watching pan after pan of sugar and butter caramelize yesterday, the fact that the first tarte tatin I ever tried was at André Allard in rue de l’Éperon in St. Germain, with its mustard-colored walls and ducks everywhere, duck, duck, duck, black water, slack water, duck with olives, the fact that maybe second marriages are always better than the first, but nobody tells you, the fact that it’s a well-kept secret, my sore hip, the fact that Cathy’s on her second too, although they’re not exactly married, the fact that Anat’s on her second hip, the fact that she wore right through the first one, the fact that replacement hips only last about twenty years, don’t they, the fact that it started at Zyker’s, my sore hip, when I was lifting up that whole tray of SpaghettiOs, that  Jake, the fact that he’ll be the death of me yet, yogurt, nurdles, the fact that it’s not always good though, second marriages, the fact that Bree’s second husband was crazee, and when she kicked him out he wrote letters to all her relatives, including her mean sister, accusing Bree of running a brothel in the marital home, the fact that nobody ever knew why he did that, O. J. Simpson’s car chase, the fact that now he lives in a trailer someplace, the fact that that man really seemed to have the smelliest feet in the world, the fact that it wasn’t his fault of course, or maybe it was, the fact that he was just awful to Bree, the fact that the mother of the little girl who got abducted and killed last month has now committed suicide, the fact that that’s so sad, the fact that if one of my kids got abducted and killed I’d have to commit suicide too, and poor Leo would be left to bring up all our other kids, knock on wood, Ronny’s gun beside him on the front seat, Browning Recoilless, famous last words, the pile of dirty towels in the bathroom, the ironing pile, Cathy smiling, Abby’s steep basement stairs, the fact that Abby had a great way of just flinging the laundry down those stairs to the cellar, the fact that she had her rebellious side, the fact that in the end she fell down those same cellar steps, probably on her way to do a load of laundry, the fact that if I’d only lived closer, the fact that I would’ve realized something was wrong and I could’ve helped her, the fact that I wish I’d seen her more but it was like I was just paralyzed or something, by having all these kids, working mom, the fact that I was no help to Abby, the fact that she was so understanding about it, the fact that she’d always wanted a big load of kids herself, the fact that after lifting the SpaghettiOs into my cart, I then had to lift the whole tray out again for the cashier, so she could scan every single can, for crying out loud, and somewhere along the line there, I think I really hurt my back, and now the pain’s moved into my hip, the fact that next I’ll get it in my knee and then my foot, and then I’m in for it, “keep the lordosis,” the S curve, the fact that I should do the exercises right now, but I don’t have time, the fact that they cure it every time, and they’re not hard, the fact that they’re just stretching exercises really, McKenzie, Robin McKenzie, great guy, the fact that he must’ve  helped so many people, the fact that I have stomach trouble every day now and I don’t know why, the fact that I practically overdose on Pepto-Bismol, the fact that I am completely falling apart, cinnamon, the fact that I dreamt we were going to be bombed at 10:30 p.m. and we all knew it, the fact that Mommy and Daddy were there, and Leo, and maybe the kids, check the rolls, the fact that we’d all gathered in the kitchen and I was kind of wishing we had a basement we could hide in, but then I thought maybe that would be worse because you might get the whole weight of the house crumbling on top of you, the fact that we were all just sitting around looking at each other, and I was thinking, so this is what it’s like to be bombed, the fact that you just sit there hoping it’ll happen to somebody else at the other end of town and your house will be spared, the fact that I had a bad dream about Trump last night too, the fact that he admitted to me he couldn’t cope with the job, DSA, the fact that Bathsheba is gone and I still miss her all the time, her soft black fur, yellow eyes looking at me, Bathsheba curled up against my neck when she was a kitten, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder says that big ears and a long tail are the sure sign of a good mouser, the fact that Bathsheba didn’t have big ears but she was good at anything she wanted to do, the fact that her ears were just right, and so was her tail, the fact that I’m sure she was a good mouser, though I can’t actually remember now if she was, the fact that fennec foxes have huge ears, not just for hearing purposes but to help them cool down in the desert, the fact that they live in Africa and eat up lots of insects, and they mate for life, the fact that narwhals have two front teeth, and one grows into the sharp pointy tusk, like a unicorn’s horn, the fact that people killed them for their tusks, the fact that Opal’s a good mouser, and her ears aren’t big either, the fact that she gets birds too, but it’s mainly mice, the fact that she lays all the organs out in a row by the back door, better safe than sorry, better sorry than safe, “Things went south,” by the seat of your pants, the fact that Bathsheba was dear to me, dear, check the cinnamon rolls, the fact that Ivo Pogorelic is playing Beethoven, the fact that you can have any music you want now, the fact that we all live like kings, the fact that  you just clap your hands, or click your mouse, “good mouser,” and whole orchestras start up for you, the fact that Pogorelic married his teacher, who was a lot older than him, the fact that all athletes take performance-enhancing drugs now, all, the fact that they must spend half their lives taking urine tests, the fact that I wouldn’t like that, the fact that I’m shy enough already without having to hand over urine samples all the time, Jake’s baby potty, Howard Hughes’s milk bottles of pee, opioid crisis, red tide, the fact that in New York last time, we saw a man with a big hole in his nose, like a third nostril, and Leo said it was from cocaine, the fact that I thought it was acne, the fact that Katharine Hepburn was very spotty, not spotty, very sporty all her life, the fact that she golfed and played tennis and swam, the fact that they got her to play golf and tennis and swim in the movies too, [image: ] The Stars and Stripes Forever [image: ], the fact that we don’t much care for sports, the fact that, oh, we watch baseball and tennis now and then, “Yankees win!”, and slalom skiing maybe, but no football, and I don’t like ski jumping much, Salzburg, the fact that it’s all the same, the fact that I would never ski myself, why would you want to break a leg, the fact that anyway I’m too prone to ankle sprains, the fact that I have weak ankles, the fact that we pretend to be interested in soccer, for the kids’ sake, but it’s a real strain, sprain, the fact that all the other soccer moms and dads get so excited, while I just stand there getting cold, frozen, frozen out by the other moms as well, the fact that they always ask where Leo is, as if neither of us has anything better to do than watch little kids kick a ball around, the fact that the other moms and dads yell and cheer till they’re hoarse, the fact that it isn’t right, I don’t think, to make kids so competitive about things, the fact that we think the other parents are too involved, but they probably think we aren’t involved enough, white supremacists, “She’s just about to close up the library!”, mush, wilted lettuce, the fact that that woman in Erie just got killed by her boyfriend, leaving five children motherless and her twin sister twinless, twin set and pearls, the fact that all these terrible things happen, but still we have to do our taxes and get our windows fixed, fixture, in a fix, the fact that we should have had them painted  last year, the fact that I really should do the grouting too, oh dear, the fact that what with my jigsaws and my sciatica and my Pepto-Bismol and Alka-Seltzer and my chipped thumbnail, I don’t do anything right, procrastination, the fact that two little girls died in their beds in Texas because of an explosion at a chemical plant, the fact that it seems like nobody regulates chemical plants enough, the fact that they aren’t inspected and they build them in the middle of residential areas and never ask how toxic or flammable the substances inside are, the fact that that plant was built of wood and was full of flammable chemicals in open bins, the fact that fertilizer grade ammonium nitrate is stable only as long as it isn’t exposed to fire, but when a fire started and ashes fell on the fertilizer grade ammonium nitrate, the whole thing took off, and a whole lot of firefighters got killed too, the fact that they were volunteer firemen and weren’t even trained to know how to deal with that kind of thing, because nobody from the chemical plant had ever told them what was in there, the fact that I don’t know why everything doesn’t stop dead until everybody gets together and sorts things out so no little girls ever die like that in their beds again, I really don’t, nor the firefighters, but nobody fixes anything, not faucets, not window frames, not the Ohio River, the fact that sea salt now contains microplastics, the fact that coelacanths die now from eating plastic potato chip bags at the bottom of the ocean, the fact that sometimes I think that people today must be the saddest people ever, because we know we ruined everything, even geraniums probably, the fact that, heavens to Betsy, I’m sure people haven’t always lived in such a constant state of alarm,

         
            ·     ·    ·    ·

         

         What we prize in poets, the lioness already had: every muscle toned to tread precisely, every sense alive to wind and moonshine and other creatures, whether rivals or prey.

         For her, movement was all. She could see, taste, smell it. She reacted faster than she could hear. A mountain lion needs to know  how every flower behaves, so as not to mistake it for a glint of bare rock, or a doe’s snout. She knew the difference between a tiny falling clump of snow and the kick of a vanishing rodent. She took it all in, from a beaver paddling through the stream way below, to the flick of a bare branch above, followed by the drip of an icicle.

         She knew fish lived in water and birds in air and everybody else was either on the ground or up a tree. She knew rain, fire, snow, hail, thunder, lightning, gales. She knew the seasons, and how to plan for them. She knew light and dark, warmth and cold, peace, danger, leap and recoil, recoil and leap.

         Nothing hurt her on her narrow path, the path she had always trodden, the path only she remembered because she had created it. The path accompanied a gently ambling creek that rolled, sneaking, snaking, along its own allotted groove. The river had a purr too, as water rhythmically rubbed, plopped, gulped, cracked, spat, splashed and flashed against stones.

         At a certain point, the stream circled back on itself to form a serpentine double-helix of two interlocking peninsulas – nature’s little joke on the water-shy. Land too can recoil and leap. Unfazed, the lioness swam one elbow of the stream, padded across the grassy outcrop of land between, swam again, and rejoined her path on the other side.

         She avoided the lake now. Once she had swum right to the island in the middle, hot in pursuit of an eagle she’d seen paddling clumsily through the water, seemingly injured. This proved a mistake. The eagle was not hurt, not drowning. It was merely lugging its own catch – a fish almost as big as the bird itself – using its wings as oars. The eagle reached the island and dragged the fish with it. The wearied lioness swam closer, still half-expecting a chance to eat them both, but when she finally touched stone underfoot near the shore, the eagle rose heavily off the ground and perched in a tree-top to tear at its fish in comfort.

         The lioness liked the island at first. It was large, with no other lions to bother her. She stayed, ruling over the place until every animal  capable of flying or swimming to safety had left. Then she began to starve. She was annoyed by red-winged blackbirds, who kept darting at her out of nowhere, fearing the loss of their well-hidden chicks. She had no interest in chicks! All she ever wanted was a restful life. It was those blackbirds that had finally driven her back to the mainland.

         Tonight, her secret path took her past a white colt with a black line down his nose. He didn’t shy, too innocent to understand what he was seeing. She studied him – her right to eat whatever she wanted. But the mare was too close and might kick, a risk not to be taken with infants back in the den.

         On and on she went along the sheltered path. Passing behind a waterfall, she lapped at the blue, green and white sheet of water that momentarily blocked the world from view.

         In a clearing, she sensed a deer herd ahead, by the silence they carry with them – the silence of flighty animals on the look-out for trouble, in between hasty, tremulous nibblings.

         A careful approach, sudden acceleration, crouch, recoil, leap.

         She ate the innards and stowed the rest, scratching a perfunctory shallow cleft in the frozen earth. A few twigs on top completed the symbolic burial. Other creatures would mess with this carrion at their peril. For it was hers, and she was queen.

         Heading home, milk-ripe, she was momentarily disconcerted by the brightness of the sky. Had she left her cubs so long? But it was only moonlit clouds glinting through low trees. The sky beyond was still midnight-blue.

         A soft fog dwelt low in bushes. Wide, white, snow-caked horizontals of branches shone out against the darkness underfoot as she trotted swiftly back to her kits.

         
            ·     ·    ·    ·

         

         the fact that a bridegroom crashed right into the side of a house, injuring four people inside, the fact that he was probably partying all night or something, [image: ] just get me to the church on time [image: ], the flat beige plane  of the countertop, Bearded Dragon Goes Crazy For Blueberries, blueberry muffins, [image: ] Pigeon, please do not fall on my blueberries [image: ], DUI, DNR, wood pigeons, ginseng, banjo clock, cream skimmer, spurtle, swordie, moose head, the fact that Aunt Sophia’s buried in the East State Street cemetery along with all of Leo’s other relatives and we’ll probably end up there too, the fact that most people live and die where they were born, or they leave home and live somewhere else for decades but come back to pass away, like migrating birds, the fact that birds return to the same places year after year, or they get their ashes sent back home after they pass away, people I mean, not birds, the fact that Abby died not too far from where she was born, well, fifty miles or so, but it was still Massachusetts, the fact that most people live wherever they happen to find themselves, animals too, unless something really bad happens that drives them away, the fact that Recy Taylor left Abbeville, Alabama, but had to move back there when she got old, the fact that she probably hated that, the fact that I don’t want to be buried in Evanston or New Haven or, well, anywhere, the fact that I don’t want to die, I mean pass away, old news, AOL news, M4BL, not with four kids to bring up, the fact that moms are important, even if nobody else thinks so, possum mom waddling along under the weight of eleven big possum babies clinging to her back, the fact that mackerels migrate too, and whales, Rachel Carson, the fact that elephants have a place they go to when they’re ready to pass on, World’s Worst Parker, no man is an island, Newburyport, ducks, the fact that Lincoln’s family got him moved back to Springfield, and McKinley got his mausoleum in Canton, Spoon River Anthology, the fact that I don’t think people should smoke in the playground, or vape, not around kids, but you can’t say anything in case they pull a gun on you, the fact that there’s no telling what people have in their pockets these days, Barry, quilt, the fact that I dreamt I was gleefully prancing around an old hotel lounge somewhere, in my underpants, the fact that it was sort of a big tea room, the fact that they weren’t pretty panties either, the fact that they were the heavy-duty, practical kind, and I was zipping around the tables looking for the tiny elevators I  remembered from long ago, the fact that the elevators took you down to the train station below the hotel, the fact that it was like an old familiar place to me, maybe in Ireland or someplace, the fact that it seemed totally familiar and a place I’d known for years, the fact that I knew all about it, and even felt comfortable in my underpants in there, but it’s not a real place, which is just as well, the fact that the last time I ever felt comfortable running around in nothing but my underpants was when I was about five, though with Leo it’s okay of course, the fact that everybody in the hotel was really nice about my nakedness, so I was only half-embarrassed about it, and all in all it was a pretty happy dream, but I feel embarrassed about the underpants now, the fact that that dream sure came from left field, low strip of lilac-gray cloud, winding stone path, Cathy smiling, the fact that the Country Shoppe is doing so well Leo says it should be in Buysville, not Byesville, the fact that they sell all those jams, and ham ’n’ cheese lasagna, the fact that Cathy claims they only sell American products and local stuff, but she can make an exception for my tartes tatin because I’m American at least, even if the recipe’s French, the fact that I was born in Illinois probably helps too, the fact that everybody thinks I’m a New Englander but I’m not, the fact that Cathy’s got some nine-year-old somewhere nearby making all the jewelry, the fact that that kid’s good with beads, sip of coffee, the fact that many children get beaten by their parents, the fact that it’s about a thirty-mile round-trip to drop the pies off there and all the other places I’ve got to hit today, in the snow and ice, the fact that I wish there was an easier way, like some way of slinging the pies out the window as I pass, the fact that it would be nice if they could just roll gently down an icy pie slide, slanted just right so they don’t gain too much momentum, because you don’t want them to crash, pie fight, the fact that I just want them to glide down into the welcoming arms of the store owners or a waitress, without me having to get out of my warm car and talk to anybody, the fact that I could just do a jaunty wave from the car and be on my way, the fact that, boy, am I shy, the fact that I’m even shy talking to Cathy half the time, and she’s now my BFF, well, at  least around here, Nanya, Mandy, Anat, the fact that that bridegroom’s car got right inside the house, the fact that the earring I found in the washer yesterday is missing the bit that goes in your ear, the little loop of silver, the fact that maybe I should send it out to Cathy’s nine-year-old for repair, my long-lost sky-blue earrings, Frank, the fact that Frank was always eating ice cream in bed, watching TV, and while he did that I lost my favorite earrings down the back of the bed and I never did find them, the fact that your favorite earrings always disappear down the crack between the bed and the wall, the fact that it wasn’t Frank’s fault, I guess, but I still associate it with him and his messy place, and his ice cream, mint choc chip, the fact that that was right when we first got together, bad omen, the fact that earrings get lost so easily, so you wear your less favorite earrings most of the time, the ones you think you won’t mind losing so much, but then you lose them and you miss them too, because without the standbys you’re gonna have to wear your favorite ones after all, the fact that I’ve had fake pearls as standbys, or seashells, and just gold studs and such, the fact that I miss those silver seashells a bit now, plutonium isotopes, platinum, beads, felt and sequins, our cocktail party, the fact that I don’t know what in creation I’ll wear for it, the fact that I’ve got nothing fancy anymore, the fact that I haven’t bought any clothes since, since I had cancer probably, Target, down the hatch, drop in the ocean, tip of the iceberg, the ol’ one-two, one-to-ones, one on one, threesome, the fact that I put the same outfit on every day, because it’s my cooking outfit, just leggings or sweatpants and long T-shirts that give my sit-me-down-upon some camouflage, bread and butter, the fact that ever since my cancer I’ve been over-sensitive about my sit-me-down-upon, the fact that I just feel I’ve shown it to enough strangers for a lifetime, the fact that I don’t really get why everybody’s derrière has to be in your face all the time anyway, running around in my underpants, twisting between the tables, thong panty liners, the fact that all those young nurses in radiotherapy were maybe used to seeing such things but I wasn’t used to baring my backside and having it positioned this way and that on a table by cold fingers, and then  zapped, “Mrs. Robinson, you’re trying to,” the fact that nobody ever showed that much interest in my sit-me-down-upon before, and it’s never been much to speak of, flat chest, flat butt, but Leo likes me, the fact that Leo loves me and that makes life possible, the fact that what is that song, the fact that maybe what I need is a muumuu, the fact that they’re probably available on eBay, the fact that I don’t even know most of the guests that are coming, the fact that they’re all Leo’s colleagues, and I hate parties, as guest or host, cocktail umbrellas, pointy paper hats, Groucho Marx, high heels, olives, guacamole, the fact that I don’t know why anybody likes them, the fact that it’s hard to believe they truly do, but somebody must or there wouldn’t be any parties, which would suit me fine, cinnamon rolls, SAT scores, USA, PFOA, NBC, ABC, CBS, Fox News, snow foxes, boxes, possums, sand dabs, sand dollars, silver dollar piece, fifty-cent coin, the fact that I always end up cornered by someone I don’t especially want to talk to, Pittsburgh, Bettina, Susan B. Anthony, edelweiss, the fact that Mommy and Daddy did seem to like having cocktail parties, even though Mommy was shy, the fact that Daddy was shy in certain ways too but he was also pretty gregarious, the fact that he was good at being congenial, congenital, cogent, consent, Dido, Ruth M. Arthur, Death of a Salesman, the fact that they’d get nervous before a party though, the fact that they were so tense beforehand about their parties that Phoebe and I decided never to host parties when we grew up, the fact that I think Phoebe changed her mind later but I never did, the fact that maybe I could get a tarte tatin horn fixed to the roof of the car, to squeeze when I’m approaching the pie slide, “A-HOO-GA!”, to alert the store owner that pies are arriving, or maybe a little bell or siren, though there are enough of those around here already, car alarms too, the fact that a pie siren might give those Open Carry guys a jolt, which would be a good thing unless they reacted instinctively and shot me, reflex, the fact that I shouldn’t think like that, dear me, live and let live why dontcha, a stitch in time, bird in the hand, the fact that a siren might be overkill anyway because my pies aren’t really an emergency, they’re just pie, pie slide, the fact that I’d settle for somebody  just coming out to the car and collecting the pies, the fact that, boy, would that be a help, and it’d be too cold for them to stay and talk too, the fact that I guess I don’t like pie deliveries much but the thing is I get so stiff after standing at the stove all day making the pies, that sometimes I really don’t think I can drag myself out of the car, the fact that I guess I’m getting old, the fact that I should do yoga or something, Pilates, aquarobics, or eat more kale and broccoli or something, the fact that I need to get me some antioxidants quick, seaweed, the fact that I used to be agile, the fact that I used to have such limber hip joints that that doctor told me I was really flexible, the fact that yoga mats are so depressing, the fact that I can’t believe you’re supposed to carry one of those things around with you and bring it to the yoga class and unroll it and lie on it, the fact that how can that be comfortable, the fact that you must have to really hate yourself to do that, the fact that you must have to hate yourself to beat up on a kid too, Toto in the basket, Dorothy, the Munchkins, the fact that I was always really scared of the Munchkins, the fact that I just couldn’t figure them out, the fact that the aardvark magnet on the fridge has a moving head and tail, the fact that Stacy gave it to me when I was in the hospital, the fact that I was scared of the Tin Man, the Scarecrow, the Cowardly Lion, and the Wizard of Oz, also the mean lady who takes Toto away in her bicycle basket, and the witch, L. Frank Baum, the fact that the whole bunch of them scared me but I hid it because everybody else seemed to think that movie was so marvelous, the fact that that really is one heck of a scary movie, the fact that it was always shown at Christmastime, like it was a big family event or something, like it was the law, and we eagerly watched it every year, discos, dance moves, the fact that I was scared of discos too, though that’s got nothing to do with L. Frank Baum, aardvark magnet, genocide, the fact that I’ve always hated musicals in general, coffee, the fact that the aardvark’s tail is all bent and hanging by a thread and I’ve got to fix it right now before it comes off altogether, Nickel Mines Massacre, pangolins, the fact that having had cancer once doesn’t mean you’re immune to getting it again, far from it, the fact that I keep thinking I’ve got a new  kind and I won’t live to see my kids grow up, the fact that luckily I’ve blanked out most of my cancer treatment though, “she passed away,” death and taxes, Tuesday, dentist, passports, passport renewal, credit card bill, dirty towel pile, rotten windows, leaky faucet, the fact that they cured me and I’m grateful and Leo’s grateful and I’m grateful to Leo and I’m grateful to the doctors and I’m very grateful that the kids barely noticed what was going on, at least as far as I could tell, except maybe Stace, Kaiser, HMOs, the nice nurse in the Oncology Department waiting room, health insurance premiums, deductibles, co-pays, the fact that I’ve recovered and all, but I don’t know if I ever really recovered my state of mind, my equilibrium, my equability, equator, equation, equine statue, the fact that on some level I still think I’m dying all the time, Own The Journey, the fact that of course I had to get the most embarrassing kind of cancer going, the fact that most of life is just a great big embarrassment to me, the fact that all my life I have made such a darn fool of myself, and it does make you wonder what’s coming next, like apoplexy maybe, or gangrene, or a great big swollen ear like Ben got after the bee sting, the fact that for a while it was so big he could see it, see his own ear, poor kid, the fact that that is never supposed to happen, the fact that things like this just shouldn’t happen to you in America, aardvark, but accidents do happen, “It’s not who we are,” the fact that I even talk to myself in clichés, the fact that Gillian likes to sing lullabies to the cats in a voice so high, the fact that a little louder and she’d break chandeliers and stuff, if we had any, the fact that a male flight attendant yelled at a woman with baby twins, and somebody on Twitter said he hoped the flight attendant would die of anal cancer, which wasn’t a very nice thing to say, even about a flight attendant, my lost sky-blue earrings, Phoebe and me hiding behind the couch in Evanston, John Evans, Evanston, vacuum cleaner, baby goats jumping up on a picnic table, goat yoga, the fact that goats always want to get up high, the fact that they all want to be mountain goats, the fact that I can’t imagine wanting to climb mountains, the fact that I hate hills, the fact that the blue haze on the Blue Ridge Mountains is caused by terpenes, the fact that a third of all  people get cancer, but many kinds can be cured now, or controlled, the fact that skin cancer usually can, or some kinds anyway, pink breast cancer ribbons, leprosy, Ebola, measles, Band-Aids, eggs Benedict, neighborhood block party, Bad Sweater party, towel pile party, Arvo Pärt, “Spiegel im Spiegel,” the fact that Leo and I were talking about Stacy and how she’s down on everything except vegans, but I said she has to sift through the world and decide for herself what’s good about it and what’s bad, the fact that so far she’s better at deciding on the bad stuff, the fact that I said it’s “a process of acceptance and rejectance,” the fact that I don’t know how that came out but Leo liked it, the fact that I don’t know if it’s English but it’s true, the fact that adolescence is a process of acceptance and rejectance, the fact that I dreamt Leo won a nice encyclopedia set, old, in dark blue bindings, and it was all about Germany, the fact that there were many volumes of it, the fact that it had been published in the thirties, and Leo’d won it for some ad slogan he wrote in high school, the fact that I wish I could remember what the slogan was, but I don’t think that came up in the dream, the fact that I wish I’d dreamt up the slogan instead of the dark blue encyclopedia, the fact that meanwhile Leo dreamt our whole family had new blue shoes and he had to testify to Congress about them, the fact that that was quite a coincidence, the blue shoes and the blue encyclopedia, the fact that did we eat blue cheese for supper or something, or were we just feeling blue, the fact that those three young radiography nurses had to see me in my me-oh-mys, actually without even my me-oh-mys, the fact that they were always hovering over my posterior, the fact that my oncologist only visited me once when I was in the hospital, embrace change, the fact that it’s good that she didn’t visit more though or it would’ve cost even more, bright white lights, black windows, the fact that I hated being sick in public, in a public ward, just lying there feeling sick, the fact that it kind of drove me crazee, the fact that I had to get a nurse to help me take a bath every day, the fact that I couldn’t handle it alone, the fact that they were pretty good about it but it was humiliating, dingy bathroom, metal handles, because she had to lower me in, the fact that  then she’d leave me there a while, the fact that I remember trying to get out of the bathtub by myself but I wasn’t strong enough and had to wait for her to come back, the fact that why am I thinking about this, “About turn!”, the fact that I couldn’t stomach the hospital food so Leo brought me chicken stock from home, in a thermos, my own homemade chicken stock, but I must have forgotten to salt it before I froze it, the fact that to this day unsalted chicken stock makes me feel a little nauseous, the fact that cancer patients are always being told to make memories, so these are my memories, the pretty young radiology nurses tending my rear end, and me trying to drink unsalted chicken stock, the fact that when I first found out I had cancer, I tried to be chipper, the fact that at first you don’t believe it, the fact that that night, after we’d met with the oncologist, I went into the kitchen to get my car keys, the fact that I just wanted to drive, just about anywhere, and never come back, and save everybody a lot of trouble, my family and all the doctors, and the nurses and the radiologists and everybody else, the fact that I even felt sorry for our HMO, and that’s not easy, pitying an HMO, Laura Ingalls Wilder, Mrs. Brewster, the fact that Laura has such a tough time teaching at the little Brewster School, teacher’s certificate, dinner pail, but Almanzo comes and gets her in the cutter, the fact that a cutter’s some sort of big sled, the fact that once we used the sled to get groceries, when the car was on the blink, and it was kind of fun, the fact that there was something very wrong with Mrs. Brewster, I think, wielding that knife, the fact that everybody was trying to be nice to me and all, but I just assumed I was going to pass away soon anyway, so it wasn’t worth the money we’d spend trying to fight it, the fact that the oncologist had also made it sound like such a lot of work, for everybody involved, a three-week course of this, two weeks of that, three months bed rest, the fact that she wanted to zap me and poison me and somehow put me back together afterwards and it all sounded impossible, the fact that I guess I just got scared, Cowardly Lion, the fact that Leo suspected something was up though, and he followed me into the kitchen and sat me down and talked to me, the fact that he talked me out of running away,  because he said he didn’t want to lose me, black windows, bright white kitchen light, trees silhouetted against blue snow, the fact that he kept saying we would survive this, blue shoes, blue encyclopedia set, and we did, the fact that he got me through it, the fact that he did everything, the cooking, the cleaning, even got me books from the library and DVDs when I was stuck on the couch for months too weak to move, eating M&Ms, the fact that I think we all ate a lot of M&Ms, Mommy after her operation, Pepito by her bed, the fact that I think what they really mean about “making memories” is something more like going to the beach with your kids, or taking your daughter to a Celine Dion concert, not just sitting around feeling queasy and eating M&Ms together, Medicare & Medicaid, Frank, xiroscapes, the fact that not all xerophytes are succulents, but all hens are chickens, Zyker’s, the fact that Zyker’s owns a lot of hardware stores as well, buffalo wings, the fact that in Evanston it only seemed to snow out front, the fact that I can remember standing there in the living room, staring out through our diamond-paned windows, watching it snow, the fact that the back yard was always sun-dappled with buttercups, or that’s how it seems now, the window seat in the dining room, Pepito barking, snapdragons, mulberries, the fact that when I woke up I’d look out of my bedroom window to see if Pepito was out there, Phoebe doing her makeup, the fact that there was a swing under the mulberry tree, kitchen nook, the fact that Mommy grew lilies of the valley and snapdragons which Pepito trampled, the fact that I was always a little leery of those snapdragons, the fact that maybe I associated them with Mommy’s snappishness, which was rare but scary, the window seat, the fact that she was a very good-tempered mother, step on a crack, the fact that maybe every family should have a dog, the fact that we only have cats, the fact that I dreamt we got a tall, thin, curly-haired dog, the fact that he was pale apricot-colored, the fact that I think it was some breed that doesn’t really exist, the fact that maybe we’d be more like a real family if we had a dog, but we could never get a dog as sweet as Pepito, the fact that he was like my little brother, a real member of the family, Leo, cranberries, the big numbers in my second  grade arithmetic book, the fact that Phoebe had guinea pigs, Ethan had hamsters, and I had mice, Edward, my mouse Edward, the fact that when Stace decided to be an actress, Leo and I read the whole of King Lear with her, the fact that it took us three nights, sharing out the different parts, depending on which characters were in the scene, and it was fun, and then she went completely off the idea of being an actress, the fact that I can’t believe we even did that now, the fact that she can barely be in the same room with me these days, Victim Relives Attack, Your Views On North Korea, the fact that a teen shot his whole family dead, right after his older sister bought herself a new Hyundai, but I don’t think that was the motive or anything, the fact that parricide is on the rise, family annihilation, the fact that the man who stabbed and strangled his wife complained about having to be in jail on his birthday, the fact that the dishwasher has a collapsible bottom rack, which often collapses, the fact that I don’t understand why it has to have that, the fact that maybe it’s for washing pots, but I would never put my Revere Ware pots in there, the fact that they’re too good to go in the dishwasher, the fact that Mommy had Revere Ware pots, and Abby had Revere Ware pots, and I have a few Revere Ware pots, inherited from Mommy, but not enough to share out between four kids, the fact that they’ll have to buy their own Revere Ware someday, the fact that Abby had a nice little mini Revere Ware saucepan that I so wish I had, well actually I wish I’d inherited all of Abby’s Revere Ware, the fact that I’m sure Barry didn’t want his mom’s old pots and pans, any more than he wanted her rag rugs and plants and the quilt she left to me that he never sent me, lobster rolls, potato chips, CC&G, the fact that I wish I had that patchwork quilt, the fact that Abby made it herself, the fact that I bet he threw it straight out, along with all the pots, and couldn’t bring himself to tell me, the fact that he’s quite a gourmand, so Revere Ware probably wouldn’t be good enough for him, the fact that he and his first wife liked the Boston Pops, but what was her name, the fact that they had to give away their English sheepdog when they had Bruce, because Bruce was allergic to dogs, the fact that that whole family was kind of  good at getting rid of stuff, now I think about it, Mommy’s letters, the dog, the pots, the fact that Barry’s a big thrower-outer, just like his mom, I guess, the fact that eventually he threw out Abby’s whole house and moved to Missouri, and that’s the last I heard of him, and I guess he’s thrown me out too, the fact that I wish we lived there, in Abby’s house, I mean, not in Missouri, the fact that Laura Ingalls Wilder ended up in Missouri, the fact that I always think of Barry’s new wife, whatshername, as “new,” but they must have been married fifteen years by now, the fact that she always seemed nice, the few times I met her, and Abby liked her too, I think, even though she was so attached to his first wife, whatshername, basement stairs, laundry, ducks, Newburyport, the fact that Revere Ware pots have that nice copper bottom, which keeps stuff from burning or something, the fact that anyway it serves some important purpose, the fact that Barry probably has pure copper pans by now, the fact that the Indians mined copper for thousands of years all over Ohio, the fact that I don’t like mines and quarries, the fact that in England they had pit ponies who were hardly ever allowed up to the surface, the fact that they spent their whole lives down mine shafts, pulling coal around in the dark, the fact that how do you think up a system like that, making a horse work that hard, awfulous, the fact that what we’ve done to animals, Revere Ware, American lungs, TB, lost button, aardvark, the fact that I don’t know why we have this old American Lung Association calendar on the fridge still, the fact that, according to the American Lung Association, two hundred thousand Americans die from air pollution every year, and seven million American schoolchildren have asthma, the fact that those seven million kids have to struggle through the smog like pit ponies and go to school to watch movies about people dying of Spanish flu, “I got a snootful of it and I’ll never go back,” the fact that the police shot a pregnant woman seven times, because she was acting crazy, the fact that pregnancy can make you emotional, with all the hormones and stuff, hormone-free cattle, the fact that Mary Todd Lincoln may have had a vitamin deficiency, anemia, chicken, the fact that people just can’t stop eating chicken, Chick-Fil-A, the  fact that sixty or seventy billion chickens die a year to make chicken and dumplings, chicken à la king, chicken gumbo, chicken Kiev, chicken Vesuvio, chicken Stroganoff, chicken tetrazzini, chicken cacciatore, chicken fettucine primavera, garden chicken with wild rice medley, chicken chilaquiles, grilled chicken pouches, stove-top one-dish chicken bake, blueberry chicken breasts, chicken and pickled pepper fajitas, chicken lo mein, chicken nuggets, chili powder chicken nuggets, Italian chicken packets, smothered chicken, chicken Boston, chicken spiedies, chicken biscuit bake, Cornell chicken, smoky buffalo wings, King Ranch chicken casserole, easy no-guilt chicken pot pie, chicken ’n’ peaches picante, fire precautions, the fact that there’s nothing for breakfast around here except raw cinnamon roll dough, the fact that I’m hungry but not that hungry, the fact that Gillian would eat any amount of raw cinnamon roll dough if I let her, no problem, eggs, pantry, diamond-paned windows, “pained” windows, the fact that cats can eat all kinds of stuff and not get salmonella, the fact that chicken cacciatore was one of Mommy’s buffet party specialties, peaches and cream, beaches and cream, cardamom, cinnamon, Margaret Wise Brown, Laura Ingalls Wilder, Robert Louis Stevenson, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, shoofly pie, whoopie pie, chess pie, Chesapeake Bay, the fact that I could have an egg, I guess, but I need them for other things, the fact that despite having fourteen chickens out there in the yard, we still run out of eggs, Silent Spring, the life cycle of a mackerel, recycle, upcycle, observation-outpatient stays, bald eagles, the fact that on my way from Abby’s to Fort Lauderdale one time, to visit Grandma, the bus stopped somewhere in Kentucky or Tennessee, and there in the bus station cafeteria I had the best scrambled eggs of my life, “let the sun shine,” fried egg, sunny-side-up, “wrecked on a raft,” scrambled eggs on toast, the fact that I’ve been trying to recreate those Kentucky or Tennessee eggs ever since whenever I make scrambled eggs, but you really need a great big short-order griddle plate, the fact that I can remember exactly how he did it, but it took about one second, none of this stirring and stirring, the fact that that’s no good, the fact that it’s gotta be  really fast, just on and off, in a bus station in the middle of nowhere, and they came out just right, bus station restroom, wallet, nice lady, “shingle with a shimmy and a shake,” the fact that that’s what they called buttered toast and jam, the fact that jam’s another example of wiggling for Leo, bridge collapse, St. Louis encephalitis, A Dad’s Heart-Wrenching Moment, the dark green glass at the top of the bus windows, Greyhound, the fact that after eating my scrambled eggs I went to the restroom and left my wallet beside the sink, because I was rushing to get back to the bus and was scared they’d leave without me, the fact that some very nice lady ran after me with my wallet, the fact that I’ve always had a soft spot for that state ever since, whichever one it was, the fact that maybe it was Tennessee, the fact that Grandma liked to write terrible haiku about zoo animals, and longer poems too that went on and on about giraffes or pelicans or something, flamingos, the fact that we never told her how bad they were, and she probably passed away believing she was a great poet, well, where’s the harm, the fact that she looks like Shirley Jackson, not Grandma, that official in Kentucky who doesn’t like helping gay couples get married, but Shirley Jackson would never have stopped gay people getting married, the fact that Shirley Jackson never complained about anything much, including her husband, who did play around a bit, with his students, Bennington, adultery, The Contender, the fact that maybe Shirley Jackson was too busy writing books to notice his goings-on, Harriet the Spy, the fact that I liked that book a lot, the fact that I wanted to be a spy for a while, but I can’t remember anything about it now, except that she liked tomato sandwiches, the Xenia ban, the fact that Leo works with all sorts of young women, students and colleagues, but I trust him, implicitly, the fact that he’s not like Shirley Jackson’s husband, Leo asleep in our bed, Leo in his office, Bettina, jigsaw puzzle, Stacy, clothes pile, the fact that I don’t worry at all, Department of Engineering, though they’re all so young and pretty there, the fact that these are the people coming for the cocktail party, with me in my muumuu, Silver Bridge collapse, the fact that people like Shirley Jackson have tact, and that’s a rare thing these days, Dog  Sees Himself On TV And Freaks Out, the fact that she never made a scene, but she was often depressed, the fact that she didn’t like his stinginess with money, and she mocked his style of book-reviewing, but I think she let the philandering go pretty much unchallenged, philander, pander, panther, Cute Pandas, cutie marks, the fact that Mommy had tact too, but I’m not sure I have any, “Grace?!”, the fact that I probably wouldn’t be too great about things if Leo was a philanderer, because I’m the jealous type, boy am I jealous, like even if he even has a glass of wine without me I’m jealous, but some men are honorable, the fact that they’re not all Bill Clinton, or Trump, giving everybody French smackeroos on the mouth the first time they meet, the fact that Bill Clinton’s always trying to bite women’s lips, the fact that he couldn’t take his eyes off Melania at the inauguration, even though she was wearing that blue straitjacket dress, the fact that I shouldn’t be so judgmental, but I don’t know if coat-dresses ever really work, dear me, what’s the matter with me, the fact that being married to Bill Clinton’s a whole different ball-game, that’s for sure, campaign hat, hat campaign, scenario, “I did not have sex with that woman,” the fact that Leo thinks Bill must’ve promised Hillary the presidency to make up for all his shenanigans, but then she didn’t win, so now what, the fact that George Bailey offers Mary the moon in It’s a Wonderful Life, the fact that they didn’t have much money, Shirley Jackson and whatshisname, what with his teaching and book-reviewing and flirting and all, the fact that he sort of bullied her into writing, to help make ends meet, what was his name now, infidelities, the real deal, the fact that we’ve still got autumn leaves in the corners of the basement, the fact that Hillary must have known Bill was no picnic when they got married, the fact that I don’t like her much but there was nobody else to vote for, free country, Hyman, the fact that Shirley Jackson’s husband was called Hyman, hymen, silkworms, starfish, toilet paper, little pillow, the fact that Grandma would hardly let me out of her condo for one minute, even though I was nineteen or something, and she wouldn’t even let me have a glass of beer, the fact that it was really hot out, and her fridge was well-stocked with beer,  but it was only for men, like repair men or Uncle Bud Bar, the fact that I’ve never quite forgiven her for not giving me a beer, and that’s silly, the fact that am I going to go to my dying day worrying about that, Grandma’s dark, windowless kitchen, the fact that she held me practically a prisoner in her condo for what felt like a whole week, waiting and waiting for her ninetieth birthday party to happen, red tide, the fact that I guess she felt responsible for me or something, the fact that she let me go swimming once a day but that was about it, except for the time she took me to see Howard Keel, bobbly glass of water on the side table by the couch, cinnamon roll dough, red kneading machine, the fact that she had Grandpa’s nice old glass-fronted bookshelves in her room, full of poetry and law books, and her big souvenir spoon collection inside the glass coffee table in the living room, the fact that she really liked glass, glass plates and glass tables and a big old crystal candy bowl, with those old-fashioned, twisted, striped sugar candies in it, only for special occasions, the fact that Phoebe bagged the spoon collection as an inheritance as soon as she could write her own name on a piece of paper and slip it in the glass case, the fact that Phoebe really went for those spoons, I don’t know why, the fact that most of them aren’t really all that nice, just cheap souvenir spoons from every place Grandma and Grandpa went in America on legal business or other trips, the fact that one has Niagara Falls and another has the whole Chicago World’s Fair in its bowl, the fact that I wonder if Phoebe polishes them ever, but they’re not even silver, most of them, maybe silver plate, the fact that Grandma must have spent half her time buying those things, and polishing them, and polishing the glass case they were in, so she could show them off, the fact that Phoebe now has a glass dining-room table, the fact that I somehow wound up with a few of the spoons with roses on them, the fact that Grandma left glasses of water out at night to catch thirsty bugs, and I had to remember all night not to take a sip in case it was full of bugs, but it never was, the fact that it didn’t work, the bugs weren’t that thirsty, the fact that Grandma really hoped she’d find a bug in each of those glasses in the morning, the fact that a glass of water at Mo’s was called  “one on the city,” twelve alive, “Gentleman will take a chance,” Hyman, ladies’ man, Howard Keel, the fact that Grandma’d been knocking around on her own in that condo for so long she’d managed to fill the whole place with bobbly glasses of water, the fact that all her glasses had big round glass bumps on the bottom, an anti-condensation idea, anti-coagulation, cloaca, Coca-Cola, compensation, constipation, the fact that the glasses were always covered with condensation though, so the bobble design didn’t do any good, the fact that you had to keep wiping them and checking on the coaster, which stuck to the glass and then fell off, making it look like you were destroying the place, the fact that I don’t know why I’m so mean about Grandma except she was mean to Mommy, the fact that she could have dragged me to thirty Howard Keel concerts and I still wouldn’t have liked her, and I don’t like Howard Keel anyway, the fact that I associate him with Grandma, the fact that Grandma and Grandpa were mean to Mommy from the start, not just after Mommy got sick, the fact that I don’t think Grandma liked me much either, nothing like how much she liked Howard Keel, the fact that she still had a crush on him, in her nineties, the fact that she taught me some useful recipes though while I was there, chicken stock, challah bread, yogurt, the fact that I remember all those things to this day, but I never make yogurt anymore, the fact that the kids only like the store-bought kind, the fact that Grandma’s yogurt sometimes had coagulation problems, but it was still good, just old-fashioned, lighter than yogurt is now, and not all homogenized, the fact that for chicken stock you need chicken bones, celery, onion, carrot, potato, ginger, garlic, black peppercorns, a few cilantro seeds, a bay leaf, a pinch of sugar, a glass of white wine or vermouth, or half a glass of gin, the fact that I don’t remember if Grandma put wine in hers, the fact that if she was so stingy with the beer I kind of doubt it, the fact that you bring it all to the boil, and then simmer it low for at least eight hours, or preferably twelve, if you want to bring out the glucosamine, the fact that the more gelatinous it is the better, gelatinous, viscous, viscose, the fact that if you cook it long enough it turns golden, Rayon, radon, nylon, Jell-O, nervous  pudding, the dynamics of wiggling, colloidal silver, the fact that some people cook it for twenty-four hours, but that’s maybe too much, the fact that then you cool it and strain it, and salt it, and get it into the freezer as soon as possible, the fact that I’d rather have the recipe for donuts though from Mommy’s dad, tapioca, the fact that Daddy always liked it when Mommy made it for him, the fact that they called tapioca “fish eyes” at Mo’s, the fact that it was always hot when I visited Grandma, in Florida or in Detroit, the fact that it was always stifling somehow, and boring, the fact that in Fort Lauderdale we had to wash all the dishes in the kitchen sink because the dishwasher was stuffed with empty plastic bags, which I never understood, the fact that now I wonder if maybe she’d had a bug problem in there or something, and it put her off ever using the dishwasher ever again, the fact that I dreamt about a big slug eating a smaller slug last night, yecccch, the fact that I really should try to be more understanding about Grandma, I mean, so what if she bossed me around and didn’t use the dishwasher and wouldn’t give me a beer, for goodness sake, the fact that that’s just silly, to bear a grudge for so many years, Tangee lipstick, uptick in injuries, the fact that Grandma blamed her pot belly on drinking beer when she was pregnant, enormity, but it was doctor’s orders, the fact that maybe the doc was right, because she had three healthy sons, opossum mom, the fact that so what if she was a cranky old lady, lots of people get a little cranky in their old age, the fact that it’s not a crime, but they sent that telegram, “WE FORGIVE YOU,” the fact that that was unforgivable, the fact that there were just two main rooms in the Florida place, so I had to sleep on the couch in the living-dining room, and Grandma had the bedroom, the fact that in Detroit they’d had a whole big family home, the fact that it had a kind of sideways view of the ocean, the Florida condo, not the Detroit house, the fact that she moved all the way from Detroit to Florida for a sidelong view of the ocean, the fact that you could see a bit more if you went out on the balcony, but it was always too hot to go out there, the fact that you’re totally dependent on AC in a place like that, swimming with the pelicans, the fact that Grandma hardly ever went  out herself, unless there was a Howard Keel concert on in the evening, the fact that she just kept talking about him the whole time, Howard Keel, Howard Keel, the fact that I didn’t even know who Howard Keel was, or why she was so keen on him, or so excited about him turning up in Fort Lauderdale, the fact that now I feel kind of sorry for the poor guy, having to go to Fort Lauderdale to entertain my Grandma, the fact that whenever I hear his name all I can think about are those bobbly glasses of water dripping everywhere, and my wallet getting lost in the bus station, but quickly returned, and the scrambled eggs, and swimming with pelicans, the fact that it was like 95° or 100° every day, the fact that it must be even worse now, 110° or something, voodoo, the fact that maybe she was tired of all the other old folks in the building, the fact that it wasn’t exactly a nursing home but it was kind of like a nursing home, full to the brim with old folks, 90th, 90° out, dishwasher, plastic bags, chicken soup, the fact that imagine being born a pelican, the fact that what that must be like, learning how to handle that big beak, narwhal, bobbly glass of water, crystal candy dish, fluffy guest towels, the fact that I had a plan to go to Haiti for a few days but she wouldn’t hear of it, something about voodoo, muumuu, tutu, tattoo, Lisa Felt “Revolted” By Her Body, the fact that cats are disappearing in Key West and Mandy says it might be something to do with voodoo, the fact that her nice cat disappeared this year, the fact that when we were kids she had a Pekinese, Mommy, Beethoven, the fact that Phoebe said Grandma didn’t like women very much, the fact that she just liked boys, her three sons, the big barn at Bread Loaf, swerving bee, the fact that Mommy was probably her kindest daughter-in-law, the fact that when Daddy and Mommy eloped, Grandma and Grandpa said they’d never speak to Daddy again, all because Mommy was a Catholic, the fact that it was only when Ethan was born two years later that they sent the telegram saying “WE FORGIVE YOU,” but Mommy had just had an emergency cesarean and wasn’t all that interested in being forgiven, La traviata, hospital corners, cinnamon, OJ, the fact that still, peace was made, and for years we had to visit them once a year in Detroit, the  fact that the only good thing about it was the motel swimming pool, the fact that they came to Evanston now and then too, Fighting For His Life, the fact that Grandma came and helped out when Phoebe and I were born, though Mommy said later she was no help at all, the fact that Grandma sent us Chanukah presents every year, the fact that we kept the menorah up in the attic and brought it down to the dining room and lit the candles every night, the fact that most of the presents weren’t all that great, but who doesn’t like getting stuff to open eight nights in a row, even if it was just nylon nightgowns and cheap jewelry and more poems, the fact that she gave us an ugly book of fairy tales once, the fact that I don’t remember what she sent for Ethan, the fact that maybe she raised the quality of the presents in honor of a boy, like a watch and a pen and stuff like that, the fact that a lion tried to attack a baby through a glass window at a zoo in Utah, the fact that the baby never noticed what was going on behind him, and the mom seemed to think it was all really funny, the fact that the lion looked awfully thin to me, and really serious about it, the fact that he was hungry, the fact that when Grandma had me all to herself in Fort Lauderdale she kept telling me how hard Mommy’s illness was on Daddy, beer, cold beer, the fact that she acted like it was all Mommy’s fault she’d gotten sick, the fact that after five days of this I was a complete nervous wreck, the fact that I was blubbing in the bathroom by the time Phoebe arrived and comforted me, the fact that Phoebe was at NYU then, the fact that she had to go all the way down to Florida for that birthday too, the fact that I was just starting at CCSU, the fact that I don’t know to this day why we all turned up for the birthday, [image: ] I don’t know why she swallowed a fly [image: ], meringue of the family, the fact that you always remember who comforted you though, the fact that Phoebe’s great in an emergency, the fact that Grandma hadn’t even noticed me blubbing in the bathroom, the fact that luckily she had two bathrooms, Gnadenhutten fireworks festival, the fact that a man shot his pregnant wife dead in Columbus but they managed to save the baby, more or less, the fact that a motherless baby’s now fighting for his life, the fact that Grandma sent me a doll once that could talk, and  I did like that, but Mommy didn’t and I never knew why, but now I do, the fact that I’ve had to listen to enough toys with electronic voices myself, and they ain’t Howard Keel, the fact that the raccoons have given up raiding our trash for the day but traffic sounds have taken their place, and now the chickens are trying to outdo the car noise, the fact that they’re always on the move, and always in such a tearing hurry, people, not chickens, though also chickens, the fact that where can they all be going, screeching around the corner like maniacs, why did the chicken cross the road, why did the person cross the road, the fact that I think people are just trying not to think about their mothers, the fact that I think that’s all anybody’s doing most of the time, all over the world, Mother Earth, the fact that everybody’s either thinking about their mothers or trying not to think about their mothers, the fact that nobody ever talks about them, the fact that mothers never get mentioned at dinner parties, even though they probably cooked all the food, the fact that mothers probably invented dinner parties, and cocktail parties, the fact that the world seems indifferent to mothers, yet when they die it’s so empty, the fact that Mommy’s illness broke me, broke me, the fact that now who left their snow boots right in front of the back door for me to trip over on my way out to the chickens,
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