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Mimi, 2022


“A locker room is a lawless space,” they say on the news.

Mom and I are on our separate corners of the big brown couch—

the one that Eric brought three years ago when he moved

in.

It is the kind of leather that

sticks to your thighs

even in the cold of December,

and makes you wonder if it is actually

leather

at all.

It is a lot like Eric.

Uncomfortable and

never

quite

fitting in

to this house

with its yellow flowered curtains and

overstuffed armchairs.

It is a little like me

too

right now

not quite sure how I fit in

here

with them.

Or anywhere

with anyone.

While we watch, Eric

plays some card game on his

phone

at the kitchen counter,

and I stitch a dress into a T-shirt, gathering and snipping thread and

reimagining who I might be

in it. The dress was too short, the kind of thing I wore

before,

but I miss the lace sleeves and the pale stripes and

how soft it was on my skin.

“Always thinking you’re some

fashion designer,” Eric

mumbles from the other room

like always. “Some famous

insta-whatever

girl.”

I look for Mom to correct him and tell him to

shut up,

or at least tell him that the dream isn’t

as ridiculous

as his frowning mouth

and rolling eyes

seem to suggest.

But.

Mom

is just

watching the news.

“Walter Bruce wasn’t just talking in a locker room,” the lawyer with the short, neat haircut

says.

“Walter Bruce was on his set

and in his hotel rooms

and in their trailers

and in dark corners

at parties. And he wasn’t just

talking.

He was

assaulting—”

“We’re talking today about the comments

captured on tape,

the evidence we have,

the things he said that we have proof of. In the locker room,” the reporter says.

She is blonde;

her mouth is tight.

Mom keeps calling her

a bitch,

which doesn’t seem very helpful

at all.

And Mom’s never called anyone

a bitch

before.

(this isn’t quite exactly true

because

once she called me

a bitch,

but we are both trying to forget

that day, we are both trying to

forget a lot of

days)

“Hey, isn’t that the guy you did the movie with

once?” Eric says,

wandering in from his spot in the kitchen,

sitting between us.

His legs slide apart,

his elbows find the tops

of the cushions.

I hate them there

and everywhere.

He shifts

and it’s an earthquake

and it makes my needle slip and poke my thumb.

I gasp,

but no one hears.

I have been sewing my whole life—

outfits for dolls and stuffed rhinos and

now outfits for me.

And someday

someday

outfits for other people who can’t decide

if they want to stand out or blend in—

other people who like loud patterns all mixed together in ways that could seem wrong

but that I make right. Other people who

want their dresses to be the main event

and not

ever

what’s underneath.

I have been sewing my whole life, but still

sometimes

I poke myself with the needle or make the wrong stitch in the wrong place

and Eric always

notices, like he is adding up all the reasons I won’t ever be

special.

“That’s him, that’s the guy,” Eric says again and Mom

shakes her head.

Not as an answer

I don’t think

more just a general

no

to it all.

She was an actress

once

but not now

and she doesn’t like to talk about it, which he should

certainly

know. There is a long list of things

Mom doesn’t talk about.

“And you believe a locker room is a lawless space,” the lawyer on TV repeats,

like she wants the anchorwoman

to hear herself.

“So the things he said there, the way he spoke about

those young girls,

isn’t anything to—”

“It’s not illegal to call someone

hot,” the anchorwoman says with this

smirk. “Some of us

even

like it.”

My needle finds my thumb again.

I want to turn the TV

off.

I don’t want to hear those words

in this living room

with these people next to me. I decide to add a turtleneck to the dress

and another inch to the hem.

Mom’s thighs unstick from the couch

loudly,

then re-stick.

They unstick again

louder.

“Oh my god, I hate that sound,” I say

to no one,

really.

“Women have come forward,” the lawyer says. “I am in conversation with many

women who have come forward.”

“Anonymous women,” the anchorwoman says. Like anonymous means

fantastical;

like it means

paper-doll women made of cardboard.

She is not much of an anchorwoman,

really.

I don’t think journalists can look so

smug

or draw so much attention to their

hotness. She is always wearing shirts that

hug

and

dip

and I know a lot about shirts that

hug

and

dip

and how careful

you have to be

about what people will

think.

(right now my shirt is

l o   o  s e

but light

which is also sort of

bad

because when your body is like

mine

and Mom’s

and that reporter’s

you are really mostly always a little bit

bad)

“It is what it is,” the reporter says. “We can’t police

lawless spaces.”

The couch squeaks and

squitches against my thighs

when I try to get up from it,

like Mom’s did,

the sound I hate but can’t get away from,

and even just

here in my own home

I wish I could

quiet

my

body

and the way it

makes itself

known.

“Our bodies are lawless spaces,” Mom whispers,

the only thing she’s said

in ages.

She says it

right to me,

making sure I’ve heard her.

Her shirt dips

low

too. It always

does.

I heard what she said but I ask “what?” as if I haven’t.

Eric

looks

down.

“We are the lawless spaces,” Mom says

like it’s the truth

she’s been trying to tell me

all

along.
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Sixteen


This notebook is blue

and inside are three poems

about me

in my mother’s curvy, swervy handwriting.

It is the beginning of something that she gets to

start and I guess it’s my job to

finish—which is

the story of myself, or at least the story of

right now.

“Here,” she says. “Happy birthday.”

It is not a gift wrapped in silver paper,

it is not the things I wanted—

gold eye shadow and a ring light

for doing live posts.

It is just itself.

Soft-covered and lined,

crisp paper;

a lot of it. The poems she’s written about me are

short

and mostly about who I was

when I was little and we were

close. I guess she doesn’t know what to say about me

now. I guess I don’t

either.

“Oh, right,” I say. “These notebooks.”

“I know traditions can be…” Mom sort of trails off. She hasn’t been great

at traditions.

Unless her going out to dinner with Eric

and not me

for her birthday is a tradition.

Unless her open-mouth kissing Eric at New Year’s

is a tradition.

Unless Thanksgiving at Eric’s mother’s house

with Eric’s mother’s friends

where Eric’s mother asks him why he can’t find a woman

with less baggage

(I am the baggage)

is a tradition.

“Mimi?” Mom says. “It’s your birthday, so

you can be part of this

if you want.

Do you want it?

The notebook?

You remember about it,

right?”

I remember a lot of things:

tea parties with Mom in the attic, surrounded by notebooks

and the promise of some special day where I would have

notebooks

too. But instead there’s this

non-moment

and Eric’s footsteps echoing above

telling Mom to hurry up

and get this part of the day

over with.

Eric is

the kind of guy Mom thinks is

romantic

for wanting to move in after two months

and for touching her ass

in public.

“Happy birthday, Mimi!” he calls

now

from upstairs

where there used to be an aquarium

filled with tiny blue and green and gold fish

whose tails moved like

wind

and who were always in a sort of

beautiful

chaos.

Mom and I used to sit on the floor

and watch them

and wonder if it was all some sort of choreographed

dance

just for us.

Like maybe

there was magic

right in our own home.

But now there is a collection of weights

and a patch of fake

grass

to fake-golf on,

which is

basically

the most depressing thing a house could have in it

aside from

a mom who doesn’t care

much

about you

and a live-in boyfriend she loves more than you,

which is also pretty

fucking

depressing.

Mom didn’t even put up a fight

when Eric said we needed to get rid of the aquarium.

“But we love it,” I said, in a whine I knew she hated but I couldn’t

help.

“I love Eric more than those fish,” Mom said,

and I didn’t know how to say

couldn’t say

was too embarrassed to say

that it wasn’t the fish

I loved

exactly

but those hours on the floor,

wondering.

I don’t go in that room anymore.

“So I like, write poems?” I ask. Notebooks filled with

my mother’s handwriting

and her mother’s

and hers

have always been

around

in the attic with the now-empty

aquarium

and Mom’s old headshots

and newspaper clippings of things

people said about her when she was in shows and

movies. They are alongside all the things I used to wear but

don’t,

now that I know

what people think when you wear something that cuts

low

or hugs tight

or rides high on your thighs.

They are there in the attic,

the notebooks

with the other versions of ourselves we used to be but aren’t

now.

I don’t go to the attic

ever;

it’s cold and also sort of

alive.

The boxes of notebooks

seem to hum.

I guess now that I think about it

there’s a lot of places I don’t go

in this house.

(and a lot of things we don’t

say)

“It’s what we’ve always done,” Mom says. “The girls in this

family. When we turn sixteen—”

“And now I’m sixteen.”

“And now you’re sixteen. We’re all connected. All of us. You’ve seen. We look—”

“I know how we look.”

On the mantel

above the fireplace

in the living room

is a row of photographs. They are all

black-and-white.

They are all

the same rectangular shape, framed in the same

gold frames that stand like soldiers saying

yessir, this is who we are.

The photographs are my mother and her mother

and hers and hers,

and all of them look

a little bit

the same with

golden-blonde hair and a body that is too

much

while also being too

little.

We are short and we have

curves—the kind people are comfortable commenting on

right

to

your

face.

There is a threshold I’ve found—

a type of body that is up for public discussion—

and it is mine

and my mother’s and my grandmother’s

and her mother’s too.

(they think their words are

compliments:

you are so tiny! but also so

…

…

…

buxom)

“Well, so, we have these photos and we have

the notebooks

and that’s our history,

that’s

who we are.” Mom’s voice is

too quiet

and a little

shaky—

the way I sound

answering questions in class

about the Revolutionary War

or

chemistry. Maybe she doesn’t quite exactly know

who we are.

“We have to take your photo,

too,

so we can make one of these for you.”

I don’t want

to be up on the mantel, looking like an inevitable

destiny. I prefer

the photos I post online,

with no ghosts

around,

no ancestors

putting me in some

category that I never asked to be in.

“Okay,” I say, though, because what else am I going to say? I don’t know how to say

anything

to my mother

lately.

And besides,

saying no would make her

confused. You love taking photos of yourself, she would say.

But that’s not it,

really.

I like being

the idea of a girl online

and not actually

this girl

here

in the kitchen

with a mom who keeps looking at her phone

instead of at me.

Online I do not have history. I only have

followers,

so many that a tampon company

wants me to do an ad for them.

Online

I am not

4' 10". Online

I do not have

breasts so big my shirts

strain. Online I have

friends and a really fun mom and hundreds of feet of space between me and

everyone else,

which is how I like it, or how I’ve

learned

to like it.

“So we’ll take a photo,” I say now, though.

“And I’ll write in a notebook. Poems, apparently.”

“When you want to, Mimi.”

“I’ve never wanted to write. I want to make clothes and I want to

move somewhere far away where no one knows me except as

the girl with the cool account with the amazing clothes. That’s

what I want.”

“Well, your cool account has a lot of writing on it,” Mom says. “You write all kinds of things there.”

And I’m about to tell her that’s

stupid

because captioning one of my posts online

is hardly writing,

but what I mean

is that captioning one of my posts

isn’t writing about anything true.

Not true the way it is

true

that Eric sometimes forgets to mention me

when his clients ask about his life.

Not true the way it is true that Mom asked if I was okay with him moving in

and I said no

and he moved in

like

a day later.

Not true the way it is true

that I made my mother a skirt

from soft yellow material I thought she’d love

and

later

it ended up in the pile of clothes we donated

to make room for

Eric

and I never said anything because I knew

she’d forgotten

I’d made it at all.

Not true the way it is true that Mom looks out the window

or at her phone

or at Eric

when I talk

and never

at me.

So I guess I need

a notebook

to tell things to

because she’s not listening

anymore.

“Can I post about the notebook? It’s sort of

cool

and, like,

retro. And you know my followers love the whole

mother-daughter thing.”

“It’s not for that,” Mom says. “The notebooks are for real life.”

And I’m about to start a whole fight about

what it is to build an online following

and that being online feels more real

sometimes

than being

here

in this kitchen,

like right now,

where Mom bumps into me

and spills a tiny bit of hot coffee on my hand

and doesn’t

ask if I’m okay,

if it

hurts.

But I don’t start the fight. We don’t really fight

anymore. You have to

talk to be able to fight.

So I shut up

and take the notebook

and write

this.
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“What did the rest of them write?” I ask

on our way out the door

as we gather up

purses and backpacks and snacks and

things we haven’t yet said and might never

say.

“Oh, this and that,” Mom says,

her jaw

tight and her purse slipping and sliding off her shoulder

so many times it seems like a joke,

except Mom doesn’t ever joke

anymore. Eric doesn’t like

the kind of jokes

we used to tell.

“What does that mean? Like, did they write about

the family? Or friends or boyfriends or just, like,

grocery lists?”

“You think I’m storing a hundred years’ worth of grocery lists in the attic?”

Mom sounds,

I don’t know,

mad? But I can’t decide what she might be mad at.

“I have no idea,” I say. “That’s why I’m asking.” And maybe I’m

mad, too,

about

something or everything,

it’s impossible to tell anymore.

Everything’s just always

tense and

tight.

“There are things you don’t want to say,” Mom says, opening the car door,

getting in. “So you write them down and put them in an attic

and then they can

exist and not exist,

they can be true and not true.” She shrugs. She turns up the radio

as if we aren’t having a conversation,

as if some NPR reporter’s voice

talking about climate change or

political poetry or

whatever

can drown me out.

“So you say these things and then put them in a box in the attic and,

what,

wait for someone to

care?” I ask.

Mom turns the volume up

again. Their voices are

gentle but also

now

so

loud.

If I wrote down a bunch of

hard-to-say things and

waited for someone to care,

I’m pretty sure I’d be waiting

awhile.

“I don’t know, Mimi,” Mom says. She has to practically shout over the radio.

“You all

say stuff online, so maybe you don’t need a notebook,

but the rest of us,

we needed…”

The sentence drifts away before she can finish telling me

what

they all needed.

It is another

unsaid thing

in a pile of

unsaid things

except maybe this unsaid thing

is tucked into a box in the attic,

humming

the way secrets do.
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Then, the sleepy-sounding reporters stop talking about

foreign films and start talking about

that guy

again.

“So wait, was Eric right? Did you

know this guy?” I ask.

Mom’s lips

pucker

and she checks the rearview mirror like

a hundred times,

back and forth,

road to mirror, to road to mirror.

“I don’t know, Mimi,” she says

like I’ve asked her a question that is based on opinion and not

fact. We take a turn a little fast

and someone

honks.

“He seems sort of

nice. And cute, in those old pictures.” I shrug.

“Do I know any of his movies?”

“I don’t know, Mimi,” she says

again. She keeps brushing invisible bangs

out of her eyes.

“I’m just trying to

chat,” I say.

“You know I don’t like talking about

those old days. You know that. So please stop

insisting on bringing it up

every five minutes.”

“I only brought it up once. Right now.”

“You know, I saw your account this morning and what you were wearing—

it’s not a good idea. I wasn’t going to mention it until tomorrow

because it’s your birthday,

but since you want to chat,

maybe that’s what we should be

chatting about.”

Last night I posted a photo

of me in my pajamas. They are

flannel. My hair was up in a ponytail and I

smiled.

I almost never

smile

in the photos. People don’t always like

girls who smile too much. But they also don’t like

when you smile

not enough.

I captioned the photo:

Dreaming of sixteen.

A thousand people liked it

and wished me a happy birthday

and like

two random dudes

said something gross.

“I’ve told you about buttons,” Mom says. “When you’re built

like us,

you can’t wear

buttons. They

strain. And pajamas are…

they make people think about

beds. This is why

you don’t have friends, Mimi. You don’t

use your head. Other girls

don’t want to be friends with

that.”

It is the most Mom has said

in days.

Her eyes aren’t darting around

anymore.

She finally has

my endless mistakes

to focus on.

“I forgot about

buttons,” I say, which is true.

There are a lot of rules

about what to wear and when and also

how

and I forget them sometimes.

It has gotten so complicated that mostly

I make my own clothes now,

stitched together from things I used to wear

but now know not to

and things Mom stopped wearing when she met Eric and

things I find at thrift stores and fabric shops.

It’s easier

this way,

wearing clothes that are

patchwork and peculiar,

the sorts of things

that people will notice before they notice

me.

Today: the frilly bottom of an apron affixed to

a thick woolen A-line skirt,

an Aerosmith T-shirt from Mom’s discard pile,

made looser with silk panels sewn into the sides,

dark green and on sale, two yards for the price of one.

Now

all my shirts

have dark green silk panels,

dark green silk necklines,

my skirts inched down with dark green silk

borders.

Online they say I’m a fashion

icon, and ask me

how to do it. They find their own

dark green silk,

they all try to

wear what I’m wearing and be what I’m being,

except what I’m being is

someone trying to follow a list of unwritten,

always-changing

rules.

When we get to school, I look out the window and count the

number of girls

wearing button-down shirts.

Five at least, that I can see.

All five of them

have friends.

I don’t mention it to Mom.

“Have a good day at school,” she says. “A nice birthday. Sixteen is

sure

something.”

She puts her sunglasses down and they are so dark that I can’t see what her eyes

are doing underneath;

maybe they are looking at me

with something

like love

or

worry

or

wishing

but maybe

probably

she isn’t

looking at me

at all.

I snap a selfie

with Mom’s sunglasses and kissy face in the background,

which is a little like writing a poem

in a notebook

but is even more like

writing a dream

in my head

of who I want to be,

which is a girl whose mom has cool sunglasses

and an easy

way of being, the kind of mom that daughters call

“my best friend,”

the kind who

I don’t know

takes you out for Thai food or

like

watches The Bachelor with you,

which are both things I have

pretended, online, that we do together.

no longer dreaming, just actually sixteen now,

but it is sort of

dreamy

I caption this photo

where I am the buttonless

blur

and my mom is the focus,

as if sixteen belongs

a little bit

to her.
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In photos

online

I am

smiling and

angled in this particular way

that makes my chin look

narrow

and my body’s shape looks

right, while out in the world it is always

wrong.

In photos online I am

snuggling someone’s puppy

or playing with ocean waves

or holding a sign for a protest that I might not actually

attend.

babe! they write under the photos

hotness

I wish I looked like youuuuu

love those jeans where are they from?

your ass tho!

I can’t with your eye makeup.

can we hang soon?

sixteen and beautiful!

but also they write

slut!

16 or 25? your poor parents

ok but what do you look like in real life?

I’d do her

I’d do her if she lost a few

I’d do her if she gained a few

I’d do her, but only if I could tape her mouth shut.

In photos online

I am

someone people want to be

or fuck

or hate-follow

or root against or

for.

I am

sixteen and they say I’m pretty but also maybe

too pretty or

trying too hard or

full of myself or

inauthentic or also sometimes

such a role model and

exactly who I want to be when I’m sixteen

or

or

or

or

or

or

or

or

or
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No one at school knows it’s my birthday because

no one at school knows

me.

They know a little about the

girl online

and a lot about

the speed at which my breasts

grew

and they call me

Chanel or

Dior

sometimes

because of the clothes I make and the things I’ve said

I want to be,

and they also know something about

my not-exactly-stepdad Eric

because

once

he and my mom got in a fight

right              here

in the school parking lot

and he said we were lucky

that someone like him

wanted to be with

someone like her,

considering her        past

and it was pretty obvious

that I was the         past

and everyone watched me

walk                       away

and actually it was the nicest some of them

had ever been to me

for a few days,

telling me I looked

nice, that they liked my

shirt or

whatever,

and sometimes sharing stories

of stepdads

or dads’ girlfriends

who were also

assholes.

I tried to do what people do,

which is I think

smile and nod

and I don’t know         hug?

but it felt too       hard

because it’s different

with me—

Eric is          whatever

he’s           fine

he            makes pretty good lasagna.

It’s my mom

who doesn’t act like a mom.

It’s my mom who is

always changing the rules

and saying things that

cut.

Or saying

nothing,

which is maybe worse.

It is my mom who chooses Eric

and notices everything unlikable about me

and then

tells me about it.

It is my mom

who doesn’t quite want to be

my mom.

And she’s proving that point

today,

because when I get home

from a school day of fake smiles and stupid conversations about

where I got my shoes,

she’s                   gone.

There’s a note

about a trip with Eric

to some place in Arizona

that he surprised her with.

We’ll be back Tuesday!

like it’s normal to leave on your kid’s birthday

on a surprise trip

for five days

without her.

Like I’m the one who’s weird

for wondering why I’m not a girl who is worthy of a

nice dinner

or at least

a

fucking

cake.








Mimi, 2022


It’s not the first time she’s gone

like this,

but it’s

the worst time,

and that’s

something.

Upstairs

in the attic

the notebooks

hum some more,

and I think about reading

one

just to avoid being alone with my thoughts

on my birthday.

But. I don’t read them. There’s nothing in those notebooks

that could make this piece of toast

with peanut butter

for my sixteenth birthday dinner

okay.
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“You’re that girl,” some guy says

at Northside Coffee and Things,

where I go on Saturday morning

because I can’t sit at home

alone

for another second

more.

Sitting at home

alone

reminds me of the quarantine,

almost three years ago,

when hours meant

nothing,

days meant

nothing,

and Eric was this unavoidable force who just kept

sighing

and turning the volume on the news up up up

and telling my mom that he couldn’t handle being home

with a kid

for months on end.

I guess if I’d been

like

two

I’d get it.

But I was

thirteen

and barely spoke to him,

but still my mom would say,     “I know. It’s hard.”

like even knowing I

exist

is a burden.

So

I can’t stay home remembering

that.

The guy talking to me now has dark hair and a “Clinton for President” T-shirt

even though that was like

a hundred years ago.

“You are!” he says. “You’re that girl.”

“What girl am I?” I ask. And it’s flirting,

maybe, but also

also

I really want to know

what kind of girl he thinks

I am.

“That online girl. You have the hot mom,” he says.

Oh, I think.

And he must see it on my face,

that I wanted to be

some other kind of girl.

“I guess.”

“She’s not as hot as you,” he says. “But wow

you’re

tiny

like

teeny-tiny

I mean not

everywhere

but

are you even

five feet? Online you don’t seem—”

“Okay,” I say, wishing it was still just me and my coffee and the window,

wishing the barista, Jake, with his white apron and swift smiles,

would come by to ask if I’m okay, if I want a sample of

banana bread or whatever.

“I’m not doing this right,” the guy says.

“Nope.”

I don’t know, maybe I come here hoping

some dude

will approach me.

That’s probably what girls at school

think.

That’s what my mom thinks

when I wear

tight pink sweaters or

skinny jeans

or sparkles on my eyelids.

And who am I to say

they’re wrong?

Right now, I’m in a tight shirt I saved from the attic pile,

with only a light cardigan

(no buttons!) hiding it.

Plus, I did my

hair and even my

makeup, because I was going to take some

photos for my account, so

I guess this is

what I wanted.

I put down my mug.

I recross my legs

so that they are angled toward him.

This is

what I am good at.

This is

pretty much all I’m good at.

He’s        cute.

Better

than the people in my DMs

who want to ask about my

bra

or

what I think of guys with big

dicks

or who just say

hey

and wait for me to

do the rest.

“I like your posts,” he says. “They’re smart.

And you’re cute. And I’m sorry for being so

weird. I’ve never met someone

famous.”

“I’m not that smart,” I say, a reflex, and he

squints.

“And I’m really not famous at all,” I try.

“My name is Clinton,” he says, unsquinting.

“Like the T-shirt,” I say. And he looks at his chest.

He’s forgotten what he’s

wearing

and right away I’m

bursting with jealousy

at not knowing every second

of every day

what is on your body

and how everyone

feels about it.

“Yeah, but also

I wish she’d won.”

“Me too,” I say. “I was ten and—”

“I know,” he says. “I read your post on it.”

And I want to say that reading my post on it

isn’t the same as actually knowing how I feel about it

or anything,

but maybe that’s not true.

Maybe I said all I had to say.

Maybe the photo of ten-year-old me

in a pink pussy hat

is the whole

story.

Maybe he knows me

as well as he thinks he does.

Maybe

he knows me

better than I know myself

anymore.








Mimi, 2022


On the walk home from Northside

someone stops me. It isn’t a cute boy in a Clinton T-shirt.

It’s just a

woman.

She’s not old or young or anything. Just wearing a down jacket and a striped scarf

like everyone else.

“Wow, you are short!” she says, having tapped me

on the shoulder.

“Oh. Yep. I am,” I say.

I am wearing boots with three-inch heels

in the hopes that

maybe

today

no one would

notice.

But they always do. It is always first




OEBPS/e9781534437081/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534437081/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		1. Mimi, 2022


		2. Mimi, 2022


		3. Mimi, 2022


		4. Mimi, 2022


		5. Mimi, 2022


		6. Mimi, 2022


		7. Mimi, 2022


		8. Mimi, 2022


		9. Mimi, 2022


		10. Mimi, 2022


		11. Mimi, 2022


		12. Mimi, 2022


		13. Mimi, 2022


		14. Mimi, 2022


		15. Mimi, 2022


		16. Mimi, 2022


		17. Mimi, 2022


		18. Mimi, 2022


		19. Mimi, 2022


		20. Mimi, 2022


		21. Mimi, 2022


		22. Tiffany, 1999


		23. Mimi, 2022


		24. Wendy, 1971


		25. Mimi, 2022


		26. Betty, 1954


		27. Betty, 1954


		28. Betty, 1954


		29. Betty, 1954


		30. Betty, 1954


		31. Betty, 1954


		32. Betty, 1954


		33. Betty, 1954


		34. Mimi, 2022


		35. Mimi, 2022


		36. Mimi, 2022


		37. Mimi, 2022


		38. Mimi, 2022


		39. Mimi, 2022


		40. Betty, 1954


		41. Betty, 1954


		42. Betty, 1954


		43. Betty, 1954


		44. Betty, 1954


		45. Betty, 1954


		46. Mimi, 2022


		47. Mimi, 2022


		48. Mimi, 2022


		49. Mimi, 2022


		50. Mimi, 2022


		51. Mimi, 2022


		52. Tiffany, 1999


		53. Mimi, 2022


		54. Betty, 1954


		55. Betty, 1954


		56. Betty, 1954


		57. Betty, 1954


		58. Betty, 1954


		59. Betty, 1954


		60. Betty, 1954


		61. Betty, 1954


		62. Mimi, 2022


		63. Mimi, 2022


		64. Mimi, 2022


		65. Mimi, 2022


		66. Mimi, 2022


		67. Mimi, 2022


		68. Tiffany, 1999


		69. Mimi, 2022


		70. Tiffany, 1999


		71. Tiffany, 1999


		72. Mimi, 2022


		73. Tiffany, 1999


		74. Tiffany, 1999


		75. Tiffany


		76. Mimi, 2022


		77. Mimi, 2022


		78. Mimi, 2022


		79. Betty, 1954


		80. Mimi, 2022


		81. Mimi, 2022


		82. Mimi, 2022


		83. Betty, 1954


		84. Betty, 1954


		85. Betty, 1954


		86. Mimi, 2020


		87. Betty, 1955


		88. Betty, 1955


		89. Mimi, 2022


		90. Mimi, 2022


		91. Mimi, 2022


		92. Wendy, 1971


		93. Mimi, 2022


		94. Mimi, 2022


		95. Wendy, 1971


		96. Wendy, 1971


		97. Wendy, 1971


		98. Wendy, 1971


		99. Mimi, 2022


		100. Mimi, 2022


		101. Mimi, 2022


		102. Mimi, 2022


		103. Mimi, 2022


		104. Wendy, 1971


		105. Wendy, 1971


		106. Wendy, 1971


		107. Wendy, 1971


		108. Wendy, 1971


		109. Wendy, 1971


		110. Wendy, 1971


		111. Wendy, 1971


		112. Wendy, 1971


		113. Mimi, 2022


		114. Mimi, 2022


		115. Mimi, 2022


		116. Mimi, 2022


		117. Virginia, 1924


		118. Mimi, 2022


		119. Mimi, 2022


		120. Mimi, 2022


		121. Mimi, 2022


		122. Mimi, 2022


		123. Mimi, 2022


		124. Tiffany, 1999


		125. Mimi, 2022


		126. Mimi, 2022


		127. Mimi, 2022


		128. Mimi, 2023


		129. Mimi, 2023


		130. Mimi, 2023


		131. Lila Betty, 2054


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446


		447


		448


		449


		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456


		457


		458


		459


		460


		461


		462


		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		471


		472


		473


		474


		475


		476


		477


		478


		479


		480


		481


		482


		483


		484


		485


		486








OEBPS/e9781534437081/images/9781534437081.jpg
L AWLESS
SPACES

v

r Corey Ann Haydu
l / j





OEBPS/e9781534437081/fonts/Bellefair-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534437081/images/title.jpg
LAWLESS
SPACES

Corey Ann Haydu

[SIMON & SCHUSTER
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi






OEBPS/e9781534437081/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


