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For Kate Daniels

In memory of Sam Macdonald






And if the body does not do fully as much as the soul?

And if the body were not the soul, what is the soul?

—Walt Whitman

“I Sing the Body Electric”






To begin:

A text from Haz to Jax

J

Jackson >

Sun, Sept 20, 2:14 PM

What up Jax

What up

Check it out


Keep in Touch:

Staying Present

Through

Guided

Journaling



Haz

Dude

What tha

It’s a workbook I gotta do cuz like I’m 6

Good times bro

It gets better


Begin at the Beginning

Was there a particular event or situation that caused you to seek therapy?



Sucks to be you

Dude you have no idea

Delivered


To: BarthWB@childrenscounselingservices.com

From: StokesHP@ccs.k12.nc.us

Date: September 21, 8:04 AM

Subject: Assignments

Dear Dr. Barth:

Workbook assignments attached.

See you this afternoon at 4.

Haz

P.S. Are you sure this workbook is basic enough?

Maybe they could add a few more pix

of kids chewing on their pencils

and looking all thoughtful and crap.

Those were friggin’ awesome!

Attachment: WorkbookQuestions1-2.docx



WorkbookQuestions1-2.docx

Workbook: Keep in Touch: Staying Present Through Guided Journaling

Q: Was there a particular event or situation that caused you to seek therapy?

The real story is this: the hit was clean.

I know what Coach thought he saw,

but he caught it from the wrong angle.

Besides, some refs will throw a flag

just cuz they’re bored—

anybody’ll tell you that.

And, dude, I didn’t “seek” therapy.

Don’t put words in my mouth

you’d never hear me say.





Q: How do you feel about being in therapy?

Like it’s a waste of time.

Like if we’re going to do this thing,

let’s get it done. Twelve weeks?

Not gonna happen, son.

Coach said I had to do this,

but he didn’t say jack about three months.

I’ll give you one—that puts me back

on the field by October 20.

Come on, dude, chill.

I’ll write in your workbook,

I’ll “map out the facts” that help

“pull the story together,”

just like you said.

I’ll do it fast and I’ll do it right.

I’ll write you a whole damn book.

But no way I’m calling you Walter,

no matter how many times you ask.




To: BarthWB@childrenscounselingservices.com

From: StokesHP@ccs.k12.nc.us

Date: September 23, 9:02 PM

Subject: It Goes Both Ways

Dear Dr. Barth:

I looked you up.

I mean, if you’re gonna know everything

about me, then I ought to know

at least a thing or two about you.

You went to East Carolina? I guess that’s okay,

but dude:

you kinda overdid it with the degrees.

You got three sets of letters after your name—

BA, MS, PhD—

and you spend your life talking to kids?

Seems like a waste of an education to me.

But what do I know?

I’m not even in high school yet—

next year, if they let me in after all this crap.

Don’t get me wrong: I’m not dumb.

I make mostly As and Bs,

a C here and there

so I don’t look like I’m showing off.

I’ll probably go to college on a scholarship—

football, that is.

You ever go to games when you were a Pirate?

On your page, it says you graduated college in 2003.

Dude. That’s the year East Carolina was 1–11.

That’s just sad.

I bet you walked around campus

with your head

hung low.

Maybe that’s why you do what you do.

You’ve been through some bad times yourself.

Me, I’m up and running and ready to go.

Catch me if you can, Mr. Pirate Man.

Haz

P.S. You gotta admit I’m good with the lines.

Surprised you, am I right?

No lie, there’s more to me

than pads and cleats.

You might think you’ve got me figured out,

but dude: you don’t.


To: BarthWB@childrenscounselingservices.com

From: StokesHP@ccs.k12.nc.us

Date: September 24, 4:36 PM

Subject: Workbook Assignment

Dear Dr. Barth:

What’d I tell you?

I came to play.

Questions 3 & 4, completed and good to go.

Document attached and all that.

Haz

Attachment: WorkbookQuestions3-4.docx



WorkbookQuestions3-4.docx

Q: Is there a story behind your name?

You oughta get my mom to tell it.

She could go on for hours

about how two E-4s on their way to war

took a detour to Hazard, Kentucky,

to get as far away from the army

as they could for a day.

They drove 280 miles from base to a place

with a name that made my mom laugh.

She said her whole life had been hazardous up till then.

She downed the daily special and I fell in love

is how my dad told it,

and me and Ty would fake heave every time.

But it wasn’t that bad, not really,

knowing your mom and dad took leave

to drive three hundred miles across a state

just to eat chicken-fried steak and tell dumb jokes

two days before they deployed to Iraq.

They got married three months after they got back,

and I showed up nine months after that.

My full and complete name is Hazard Pay Stokes,

and I guess you could call it kind of a joke,

but I like it okay.

Means something extra you get for taking a risk,

the way my mom and dad did, two strangers

out for a ride

across one countryside,

and then the next.

And now one more, I guess.

Only this one don’t have a name or a map.

Sometimes I think they’re not ever coming back.





Q: Write about an early experience with one of your parents.

This one time my dad emailed me

a list of birds he might see

through his barracks window at Camp Taji.

I was this little first-grader freak

who didn’t even know they had birds in Iraq,

like I thought birds were an American thing.

Anyway, I memorized all the names

just to make him proud the next time we skyped.

Jacksnipe, great snipe, lesser gray shrike,

whiskered tern, whimbrel, collared pratincole,

little bittern, crested lark, red-necked grebe.

I could say the whole list in ten seconds flat.

By the time it was time for my dad to come home,

he’d spotted five of the nine.

Eight months later, he was gone again.

I figured the army sent him to Kandahar

to look for more birds. I figured the word deploy

meant when your father flies away.




To: WBarth@childrenscounselingservices.com

From: StokesHP@ccs.k12.nc.us

Date: September 25, 3:35 PM

Subject: Re: Vocabulary Help

Dear Dr. Barth:

You know, you could just look up

these words yourself.

But if it gets me through this faster, fine.

You will find a vocabulary lesson attached.

In fact, I’m happy to school you

whenever necessary.

Haz

Attachment: Vocab1.docx



Vocab1.docx

Dr. B’s First Vocabulary Lesson: Deploy

Definition:

Verb that means to send soldiers from their home base to a different location, sometimes to a combat zone, but not always. Most times you’re deployed six months to a year, and you can get deployed over and over. It’s just part of the job.

Use in a sentence:

My mom was deployed once to Iraq before she got out of the army.

My dad has been deployed four times:

twice to Iraq, twice to Afghanistan.

Five times if you count Walter Reed Medical Center in Bethesda, Maryland,

which my mom counts. My mom counts everything—

Hours it takes to drive from the hospital to home

Minutes it takes us to reply to her texts

Complaints my granny makes about the noise

two boys make in her once-upon-a-time-noiseless house

Days she’s been out of work so she can sit

by my dad’s hospital bed and listen to him

not talk




To: WBarth@childrenscounselingservices.com

From: StokesHP@ccs.k12.nc.us

Date: September 25, 7:16 PM

Subject: Medical Note

Dear Dr. Barth:

I’ve been limping around

school for two weeks now, pretending

I got a pulled hamstring.

But a pulled hamstring

don’t last forever.

So what do I say until we’re done here?

(Hope you got that October 20 deadline

down on your calendar.)

Maybe you could write me a note

that says I’ve got to take it easy

a few more weeks,

that it’s not just my hamstring

but a hip pointer too?

Nobody’ll ask to see the bruise.

You’re not that kind of doc,

but who’s gonna know?

Just give me something to show

anyone who asks why

I’m not playing or at practice.

I know you’ll probably say

I should tell them the truth.

Not gonna happen.

I got a rep to protect—not just on my team,

but across the division.

Every receiver, every tight end,

anybody going out for a pass

needs to fear me.

If the ball’s coming your way, so am I.

I’m the best safety my age in Cumberland County.

Bet you didn’t know that.

My opponents can’t be thinking I’m weak.

They won’t know this is just a step

I gotta take if I want to get back on the field.

Give me some help here, dude.

You want me to talk?

Write me a hall pass.

Give me a way out.

Haz

P.S. More workbook input.

Attached, per usual.

Attachment: WorkbookQuestion5.docx



WorkbookQuestion5.docx

Q: Write about a favorite family activity.

Dude, can we discuss the fact that I’m not five?

There’s gotta be a better workbook out there,

maybe one that asks questions like,

What was the best prank you and Jackson pulled

in seventh grade? (No contest: the time

we got to Mr. Hermann’s class early

and superglued twenty UNC Fathead decals

on the ceiling—

the guy hated Carolina like nobody’s business.)

I mean, I’ve got some interesting material to share,

and all this book wants me to talk about

is how my family played checkers or something.

Okay whatever fine. Let’s do this.





Q: Write about a favorite family activity.

Hands down,

surf fishing at Oak Island—

me, Dad, and Ty.

High tide at dusk, the cooler

filled with Dr Pepper and beer.

Chairs set up for when we want to plant

our rigs in the sand and take a break

from working the lines.

Next thing we do is read the beach—

look for sandbars and troughs, those spots

where the water drops deep.

The closest trough is where fish

show up for small prey—

crabs and sand fleas, for sure,

and the mullet you’ve put

on the hook for bait.

What we’re hoping for—

bluefish, croaker, flounder, skate.

Some nights are lucky,

others not so much, but to be honest,

the best part is standing at the edge

of the water, the waves moving in,

then pulling back, the sky

going dark blue, almost black.
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