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To my father, who has—always, always—had a bet on me.

And to my brother, who taught me to move toward the ball.






Geography is fate.

—HERACLITUS







PART ONE

Southie Is My Hometown


I was born on A Street,

Raised up on B Street

Southie Is My Hometown.

There’s something about it

Permit me to shout it,

We’re tough from miles around

We have doctors & trappers,

Preachers and flappers

And men from the old county down

Say they’ll take you & break you

But never forsake you

Southie Is My Hometown.

—BENNY DROHAN
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MADEMOISELLE EUGÉNIE WAS THE BLACKEST PERSON I’d ever seen. She was tall, with giant, almond eyes, and penciled eyebrows, and her hair sat high and stiff on her head, almost bouffant. On the first day of French class my junior year—which was not the first day of school—if you read the paper you know what happened the first day of school in South Boston in 1974; or even if you don’t read the paper you probably know because it made the six o’clock news: There was film footage of the White parents lining Day Boulevard, throwing rocks at the buses, people we knew, Patty Flynn’s ma—just the back of her head—but we recognized her from the bright red car coat. I can’t remember any classes from that week, or the week after, just the yellow buses crawling up the hill: South Boston High sits up high on a hill, Telegraph Hill, and you can see the water from the top of the school steps; you can see cold, dirty, boatless Boston Bay. On the first day of French class that I can remember, the color shone off Mademoiselle Eugénie’s skin, and I realized then, for the first time, that black had other colors in it.

She was bright, not shimmery like a lightbulb, but she lit up the room with her intensity and I wanted to look away but couldn’t. We all watched her move around class the way French teachers do, darting between the rows of desks, up to the blackboard, then back to us, asking questions but moving before you could answer, so you had to crane your neck every which way to follow her complicated trajectory from your seat. I’m sure there’s some scientific reason for it—like the part of your brain that learns foreign languages is wired to the part of your brain that cranes your neck—because they all do it, every freaking French teacher I’ve ever met.

But Mademoiselle Eugénie was the best. She was the best because she made you want to learn French. She made you want to be French. Or, at least, be another person. Someone not yourself. Someone, say, who moved her mouth in a particular way, like she was carefully sucking on a small egg, a robin’s egg, maybe, although I don’t think there are robins in Senegal, which is where Mademoiselle Eugénie is from, her family, I mean, before France: Senegal, West Africa. Someone who makes these wicked unusual, wicked un-American expressions because she’s always sucking on that imaginary egg; someone who shows surprise, delight even, at sappy French sentences like, “My name is Ann Ahern and I want to go to the cinema.” Someone who says cinema instead of movies.

My troubles began with several letters I wrote but didn’t mail to Mademoiselle Eugénie. When I say, “my troubles,” I mean everything that happened to me that first year of the busing. Everything I’m taking the time to tell you about here, now. Everything that has landed me in St. Joseph’s Home for Girls. If I was a certain kind of person, I’d blame my troubles on the desegregation itself. I’d blame my being stuck here on those stupid yellow buses and the violence they seemed to bring.

But the truth is, my troubles started because I was too chicken to mail those letters and decided to burn them instead. The whole point of my telling the story is to tell the truth: It’s the only way I know how to feel better anymore. I stopped going to church, not casually, not incidentally, but on purpose. I had what Sister Gail called a crisis of faith, but which was simply the realization that I had none—no flicker, no flame; you can’t fake that—back when I was twelve. Even though I’m not a practicing Catholic anymore, I still need confession. They say once a Catholic, always a Catholic, and now that I don’t partake of the sacraments, it’s the confession itself that has become my penance.

My junior year in high school was a wild year, full of wild, what you might call, improbable change. It was the year when Nixon resigned and Ford became president; when Patty Hearst got kidnapped, then robbed a bank, and became Tania. We all watched her on TV, waving the machine gun. Also on TV, President Ford forgave Nixon. Then he partly forgave the draft dodgers. President Ford, it seemed, was full of forgiveness. Nobody else was. Nixon’s pardon came three days before the first day of school in South Boston.

Sister Gail says the true meaning of the sacrament of penance is not forgiveness, but self-knowledge. She says it’s through our sins, our trespasses, that we come to know who we truly are. I guess I’m trying to know myself, then, by telling this story; I’m trying to understand who my actions say I have become. My actions were this: I burned down the house of my friends. No one died, but someone went to jail because of what the police found inside. Remember, when people say, burned to the ground, they’re usually speaking hyperbolically.

What, you think, because I live in the projects, I don’t know that word, hyperbolic? Well, you’re wrong. It’s an Irish word. I inherited it from my family.

In three weeks, I turn eighteen and can leave St. Joe’s, which, don’t be fooled by the name, is a state facility for juvenile girls. In three weeks, I will have served out my full sentence, twenty months, my penance to the commonwealth. When I leave here, I will be officially, legally, absolved by the state. But like most Catholics, practicing or not, I know that being absolved of wrongdoing and being absolved of guilt are two entirely different things. To tell the truth, the hardest part about not believing in God is having to live your whole life in the state of being not forgiven.

But now I’m getting ahead of myself.

Mademoiselle Eugénie came to Southie that year all the way from Paris, France. She was on an exchange program, except with teachers instead of kids. Mademoiselle Eugénie’s other half was Mademoiselle Kit Kelly, our regular teacher, who’d taught at Southie High for years, since way back before the busing, when they needed one whole homeroom class for all the kids whose last names started with Mc.

My sophomore year, Mademoiselle Kit applied for the same program, and she made each of her classes do a special unit on the French capital. We all got maps and had to learn the different arrondissements by heart and I kept getting the left and right banks confused, which was stupid, I admit, but she took it like a personal insult, my inability to feel the difference between the two banks, like they meant anything at all to me, like they were anything but a bunch of squiggly lines on a page.

Every day in class, we ate Pillsbury Crescent Rolls that Mademoiselle Kit baked herself and we pretended that we’d just gotten back from the goddamn Louvre and were on our way to the goddamn Tuileries, which the whole class got in trouble for pronouncing Tool-eries. Où est Didier? Didier est au Jardin du Luxembourg, wherever on earth that is.

When Mademoiselle Kit’s acceptance letter arrived saying she was definitely going to Paris, she made us all learn the French national anthem. The administration liked the idea so much, they made our decrepit music teacher teach the whole tenth-grade class the complicated French song. We had an assembly first period on the day Mademoiselle Eugénie arrived, which was the last day of school my sophomore year, the year before the busing began. Mademoiselle Eugénie had come to the United States early so she could have the entire summer to make the acquaintance of the city of Boston. That was how she talked: She didn’t meet you, she made your acquaintance.

We must’ve sat in the assembly for two hours—not that anyone cared, we were just waiting for school to end, counting down each period bell—eleven! ten! nine! Later, we found out they’d kept her waiting while the headmaster called the exchange program to confirm that she was the right French teacher, the same one we were expecting, the very same Mademoiselle Eugénie Martine, from Paris, France. They made her sit in the outer office where you get sent when you’re in trouble, a grimy little passageway with slippery plastic chairs and out-of-focus pictures on the walls of famous graduates who nobody’s ever heard of and local politicians like Louise Day Hicks and Ray Flynn and Billy Bulger. Mademoiselle Eugénie sat, probably trying not to slide in her seat, chatting with Mademoiselle Kit, until the headmaster heard from three different people that the Black lady outside his door was definitely French.

Instead of singing “La Marseillaise” like we were supposed to, we sang “Southie Is My Hometown.”
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THERE WAS NOTHING PORNOGRAPHIC IN THE LETTERS to Mademoiselle Eugénie that I burned in a pile on our bathroom floor. They weren’t exactly what you would call love letters, but they weren’t exactly not love letters either. They were just descriptions, appreciations really, of the way Mademoiselle Eugénie moved, the way she spoke, the way she always seemed to be on the verge of an explosion of French words not in our vocabulary books.

It was late November, which in South Boston means cold, with the gray sky dropping down, like a low ceiling, over your head, and it’s easy, if you tend that way in the first place, to feel a bit of despair, a bit of dread. I was burning the letters not because I was ashamed of what they said, but because, during the two and a half months in which I’d written them, I hadn’t had the guts to send them. I could picture mailing them—I’d even licked the stupid ten-cent stamps—but I couldn’t picture her receiving them. Every time I tried to imagine it, I got this hollow feeling in my stomach and throat, this feeling like I didn’t have an esophagus at all, like my stomach was sitting right up under my chin.

I could picture her house. She lived in Jamaica Plain, which was on the other side of Roxbury, the main Black neighborhood. I knew the street, having ridden by on the bus once, not that I was freaking following her or anything, I just wanted to see the house, to see whether it looked like her, reflected her in some way. I’d had to take three different buses in order to go around, rather than through, Roxbury. Hers was a triple-decker, like a lot of houses in JP, a narrow, dark brown house, with cream trim, which seemed to be the standard colors for triple-deckers; there’d be a row of them, eight, ten identical houses right up against each other in that dirt dark brown and drab white, and you had to ask yourself if the people living there could tell their own depressing house from the next.

Mademoiselle Eugénie’s house was narrow, but deep, almost a whole block deep, with three floors stacked like pancakes under a flat roof. At the end of a short cement walk was a mailbox, a triple-decker in its own right, three separate boxes with three of those little flags attached, two American, and one not French—it was black and yellow and red and green—I couldn’t say, but figured maybe was Senegalese.

At first the house seemed impressive, almost grand—not cramped like where we lived—but then I saw it was seedy-looking, the ugly brown paint chipped, one of its gutters falling off. It was the kind of house where people stayed for a while, but didn’t actually live, and I hated thinking about her being there, which is why I made the bus trip only once. I wanted to burn the letters because every time I got to the point in my mind where Mademoiselle Eugénie hustled down her short walk to the mailbox (she made you think of action verbs, Mademoiselle Eugénie did), every time I got to the point where she darted her hand into the box, her face went blank. Not her expression, but her whole face. She didn’t have the almond eyes anymore, or that gently puckered mouth, or those drawn-on eyebrows that moved whenever she spoke. Nothing, just a blank, Black face and it scared me. Each time it happened, my stomach would crawl up my windpipe and just sit there, at the back of my throat, and I swore I could touch it, the slimy, acid insides, with my tongue. So I never sent the letters.

I hated not sending them. I felt like a coward not sending them, and the one thing I prided myself on being, the one thing everyone in the eleventh grade at South Boston High knew about Ann Ahern was that she wasn’t a coward. So I had to burn the letters. To get rid of them, to get rid of the suggestion that I was a coward, when really, truthfully—you can ask anybody—I wasn’t.

The fire I set in the too-small bathroom of our too-small apartment in the Old Harbor Projects was a modest fire, a neat fire, but Ma hit the roof anyway. I was something of a pyromaniac when I was a little kid, back before I’d understood the damage fire could do, back when I thought it had some separate—what’s the word? Mademoiselle Eugénie taught it to us—existential value. The day my troubles began, Ma smelled the burning letters and bounded up the stairs two at a time. I remember the sound of her giant steps, her regular, hacked-up, smoker’s breathing.

I had maybe thirty seconds from the moment I first heard Ma register the fire until the moment she flung the door open. (There are no locks on any of the doors in our house, not the bedrooms, not the bathroom.) She must have been sitting at the kitchen table because I heard her slight body hurl itself against the vinyl chair; I heard the chair scrape against the linoleum. I guess I was paralyzed though, or resigned maybe, because I didn’t move. I didn’t even try to put the fire out. I just sat there, on the edge of the tub, watching the letters burn, waiting for whatever was going to happen next to happen.

I suppose, if you wanted to get all psychological about it, you might say I wanted her to discover me there, burning those letters. I wanted her to find out, once and for all, that I was, well, the way I was. There isn’t a good word for it. It may surprise you to know, but everybody in Southie knew that I liked girls only, and liked them that way. They knew since I tongued Laura Miskinis in the ear on the first day of school in ninth grade. Word traveled around Southie pretty fast—it’s like a small town, my neighborhood—word got passed like a bad check, but the amazing thing was, nobody told my mother. Not even my brother Hap, who took it the worst, who acted like it was his problem to solve. I think the people who liked Ma, who admired her, a woman on her own raising five kids, the people who thought she had moxie, didn’t have the courage to. And the ones who hated her, my mother’s enemies, so to speak (everyone has enemies in a small town), the ones who said she deserved what she got for bringing men around the way she did, they preferred not telling her. They preferred pitying her behind her back instead. They got a lot of enjoyment out of that, instead.

But honestly, I don’t remember thinking about any of this at the time. I remember tapping the fire with the corner of my sneaker, to let some air in; I remember watching the tiny flames flutter, orange and yellow; I remember thinking about how ugly the pink Housing Authority tile was, and how it was the same in everybody’s house that I knew; and I remember feeling vaguely, yet, at the same time, intensely ashamed, when suddenly the door flew almost off its hinges and into the room and my mother was there.

Our bathroom’s small: rusted-out sink, toilet, and half-tub, in that order. There was no where to go. Ma and I looked at the pile. Half the pages were ash, the rest were stained black and brown by the smoke, their edges curling.

“Christ, Ann, what are you doing?”

I stood up. What can you say when your mother catches you burning papers and whatnot on the bathroom floor? It was pretty weird, even I knew that.

She brought her hands to her head. “I said, what are you doing?”

I shrugged and gestured to the dwindling pile.

“Are you trying to burn the house down?”

I shook my head.

“Answer me.”

“No.”

She’s skinny, my mother. Not thin. Skinny, except for a pouchy stomach, which she blames on us five kids. One of those skeletal Irish ladies with freckles all over and red hair, but not exactly the color you’d want if you could choose. Kind of orange.

“Well, don’t just stand there like an idiot.” She pointed to the faucet. “Put the fire out.”

For a second, I didn’t move. The sink was right next to her. I had to step toward her to turn on the water. I didn’t especially want to get close when she was mad like this. I knew she’d take a swipe at me. It’s not like I’m some pathetic abused child or anything, but she wasn’t above a healthy smack now and again, which is just what I got when I went for the sink, the back of her bony, freckled hand across my face.

“I could understand this when you were a kid, for Christ’s sake. A little kid playing with matches. But I thought you were finished with that. I thought it was a phase.”

I touched my stinging cheek.

“That’s what Dr. McGraugh said. That it was a phase.” She reached toward me, and I flinched, but she was just brushing the hair away from my eyes. “This is sick.”

I shrugged and ran the faucet and cupped cold water in my hands, spilling it over the sorry pile. In fourth grade, I built fires against the south wall of Gate of Heaven during recess. When I got caught, the sisters asked me why, and I made the mistake of telling them the truth: I had thought the fire itself was on fire. I had thought the fire itself felt the terrible, consuming heat.

Ma folded her arms across her chest. “Can you tell me what’s going on here? I really can’t fathom it. I honestly can’t.”

“It’s just. Some writing of mine. I didn’t like it anymore.”

“So you burned it?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t you think that’s a little extreme?” Ma frowned in this exaggerated way. She had circles under the circles under her eyes. “Couldn’t you have just thrown it away, like a normal person?”

Shrug from me. Exasperated sigh from her. Dr. McGraugh had also said that setting fires was more common, more normal, for boys.

“What’s so terrible about the writing that you have to burn it? What’s so bad?” She bent down. “What is it, letters?”

I grabbed her wrist and yanked the remains of my one-sided correspondence out of her hand. She lost her balance and had to step into the soggy ash pile.

“Shoot,” she said, as she caught herself. She didn’t use foul language, and she didn’t like us to either. She wiped the sole of her shoe against the tile. The heels were so worn down the leather had started to peel. “They must be dirty letters.”

“They’re my letters, that’s all.”

She put her hands on her knobby hips and straddled the wet fire. She was wearing a dress, a faded paisley print with a clear plastic belt. Her stomach poked out beneath the belt. The last plumes of smoke went up there, between her legs. “I know they’re dirty letters.”

“Come off it, Ma.”

“You can’t kid a kidder, Ann.” My mother and me are the exact same height, so she was looking right into my eyes. Hers are pale, pale, watery blue, the lashes so light, she doesn’t seem to have any. She smirked, and her nostrils flared, and I could see she was thinking that I was a chip off her own, orange block, which really disgusted me because I wasn’t.

“I’m going to count to three,” she said. “And when I get to three, those filthy letters better be in my hand.” She stopped smirking now and worked her thin lips into a line. She could be really cold when she wanted to. “One—”

“They’re not filthy.”

“Two—”

“Just because you’re obscene doesn’t mean everybody else is.”

This time, she hit me on the mouth.

I pushed past her, the burned letters in hand, and ran down the stairs and out of the house.
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MA JOINED ROAR AT A CHURCH SUPPER WHERE LOUISE Day Hicks was the guest speaker. Mrs. Hicks was the founder of ROAR, which stood for Restore Our Alienated Rights, as well as Chairwoman of the School Committee, where she’d been fighting the busing for years. Louise was not an outsider, she was a daughter of Southie, plump and grandmotherly in a stern sort of way, her father a judge with a street named after him, Day Boulevard. After Indian pudding had been served in the basement of St. Monica’s, Mrs. Hicks had said: “If the suburbs are so interested in solving the problems of Blacks, why don’t they build subsidized housing for them in their own towns, in their own neighborhoods?”

A week before, Ma had argued with her sister about the busing, and Aunt Helen had made her feel prejudiced, which Ma didn’t consider herself; it was low class to be prejudiced and Ma wasn’t low class, despite her—our—circumstances. And when Mrs. Hicks said that about the people who lived in the suburbs, Ma realized the liberals who’d moved out of the city to live in Milton and Newton and Needham, and all the other towns along Route 128, the expressway that circled the city like an expensive belt, she realized they all were hypocrites. Why, they’d left the city precisely so they wouldn’t have to deal with Blacks. Not in a million years would Aunt Helen have let my cousins go to school in Roxbury and Ma knew it, but Mrs. Hicks had said it first, had spoken Ma’s suspicions out loud, and because there was no sin worse than hypocrisy in Ma’s book, she became a staunch supporter of Mrs. Hicks.

On the first day of school, Ma kept us home because she was afraid of the violence. We sat around the TV—all the stations interrupted their regular programming—and she clucked disapprovingly at the tube and said it was embarrassing, White parents putting little colored kids in danger; wasn’t that what the antibusing movement was about in the first place, protecting our children, our babies? Ma never used the word nigger, she said colored or sometimes Black, and she pretty much approved of the Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., she thought all the segregated bathrooms and bubblers down South were completely unfair, completely un-American.

Besides, out of four kids in the school system (Hap had just graduated), only one got bused, which was better than most families, which was pretty good percentagewise, except that Timmy was Ma’s favorite, her baby, for years it had been the twins, but now Maura and Margaret were in junior high and kept to themselves and laughed too hard at things that weren’t funny, and Ma was exhausted by their secrecy. Plus, boys were naturally less critical of their mothers, she said.

So, after a month of putting Timmy on the bus for Roxbury every morning, after a month of watching chaotic protests that had won the people of South Boston exactly nothing, Ma joined one of the Mother’s Marches, which were supposed to be peaceful, mothers only, no fathers, and no kids allowed. At each march, the women walked to the school and knelt in front of the police, the Tactical Patrol Force, and recited the rosary together, out loud. Defenseless mothers—they were nobody’s fools—against well-armed police—they knew what it looked like, devout Catholic mothers kneeling and praying: and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. That’s sixtysome prayers, outdoors, on the ground.

One day, toward the end of October, the mothers got restless and tried to enter the school. Which was against the law—another decree from Judge Arthur Garrity, the same judge who’d ordered the busing: no parents in the building during school hours (he was a tyrant—a tyrant!—who ruled by decree). Ma was in the front line of mothers. Hap and me and Timmy and the twins stood watching from the far side of G Street. We were at the bottom of the hill, stuck behind police barricades, the side streets dropping down and away behind us, the silver water suddenly visible, flashing like sunlight between the houses to our left. I hoisted Timmy up, onto my shoulders, so that he could see.

Maybe two hundred mothers knelt down in the street, heads bent, before the cops. The TPF weren’t regular police; they were big, beefy guys in leather jackets and riot helmets with Plexiglas visors. Instead of guns, they carried long wooden batons and stood in military-style rows between the women and the school. It was a cold, damp October day, an east wind whipping off the water and up the hill; our mothers’ flimsy cloth coats flapped in the wind. We listened to their voices rise and fall together, fall and rise. The only other sound the squawk of police radios. A few hundred of us clogged the side streets that led up to the high school. The TV crews got stuck behind the blue barricades too; one of the cameramen almost knocked Timmy off my shoulders as he worked to get a better view.

When the mothers finished the rosary, they stood. It took them a minute; they’d been kneeling for more than half an hour, and you could see the stiffness in their ankles and knees. Two ladies stumbled as they rose. It gave me a tingly, hyper sort of feeling, watching them struggle. One of the two—she’d worn a check skirt, taupe panty hose—her kneecaps trickled blood. All the reporters wanted a picture of that. They jockeyed for position behind the barricades. For a split second, I could see how strange we must have looked to outsiders: the bloody kneecaps, the black and silver rosary beads.

When the women plowed into the police line—heads lowered, arms linked—the police didn’t hit anyone, but they shoved back. They held the wooden batons horizontally against their chests, and they pushed almost gingerly; they weren’t swinging; they pushed almost reluctant; and three or four of the mothers were knocked to the ground. I remember straining, looking for Ma. Timmy’s weight was on my shoulders pressing down, and I was pushing up, practically out of my sneakers, searching for Ma’s orange hair, and then, there it was, falling, falling, like a flame. I put Timmy down. My throat closed. But then the crowd of spectators surged forward, into the barricades, and all of a sudden there were tons more cops—cops on horses, cops on motorcycles—and we couldn’t get anywhere, couldn’t move forward. I picked Timmy back up. I could smell the horses. Timmy was six years old, maybe forty-five pounds. I felt trapped. I looked around for Hap and the twins. In less than a minute, we’d been separated. I rubbed Timmy’s head and told him everything would be all right. I backed my way out, carrying him on my hip, like a baby—I hadn’t carried Timmy that way in years, couldn’t remember the last time he’d let me. I lugged him all the way back down the hill to Old Harbor.

That night, when she got home, still limping, Ma was exhilarated. She said it was the most important day of her life. She’d been arrested, charged with a federal offense, though she couldn’t remember which one. Later, after Hap had gone out to throw rocks at the police (he was in the SBLA, the South Boston Liberation Army, which was made of kids too militant for ROAR), and Timmy and the twins had gone to bed, Ma stood in the courtyard with the other mothers, talking. I listened from the single concrete step in front of our building. Ma used her whole body to talk—arms and face, of course, but hips and bum too—everything moving. Her voice was low, rich-sounding from the cigarettes. At one point, she pulled down her pants and showed them the ugly scrape.
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ON THE DAY THAT I FOUGHT WITH MY MOTHER, I TOOK a city bus to Northeastern. I wanted out of my house, but also, out of my neighborhood. South Boston is what they call a peninsula, which means water on three sides, which means you have to make an effort to leave it; the T doesn’t go there, only runs alongside, at the base of that fourth, landed side. In other words, you have work to reach the rest of the city, which some people in the Town never do. I sat in the back of the bus and looked at my fat lip in the mirror that hung above the exit. The mirror was round, tilted at a funny angle, with thick glass that distorted the reflection. My whole face, not just my lip, looked woozy, inflated.

Usually, when I went to Northeastern, I went to spy on the college girls. Freaky suburban girls who didn’t suspect a thing. In Southie, since word got out about me and Laura Miskinis, I couldn’t look at a girl very long without her noticing. And when she did, that meant a stupid fight with her stupid boyfriend, or brother, or what have you. I found myself trying not to be in a fight almost every other week. People liked to say that my neighborhood was close-knit, everyone looking out for everybody else, which was precisely what they liked, and precisely what I didn’t. At Northeastern, I felt more free. The students were into their own thing, were live and let live.

The campus was a jumble of buildings set too close together, some old and covered with ivy, others ugly steel and concrete. I walked down a narrow passage between two ancient brick buildings and came to a wide open space called the Quad. The first snows had been shoveled into dingy clumps and a million feet had trampled over the frozen ground leaving this gray slush. There were concrete paths but nobody seemed to follow them. I liked the Quad, even in winter; the openness was like a secret kept from the rest of the city. That afternoon was cold and rainy, the kind of rain that makes you wish for snow. I was wearing a dungaree jacket, my brother Hap’s, pretend lamb’s wool around the collar, which was soft when he bought it, but had gotten stiff and scratchy after washing, the white tufts freezing into crusty peaks. It wasn’t anywhere near warm enough. I walked with my shoulders tight together, my tongue tracing the edge of my swollen lower lip.

I passed two girls in gunnysack dresses; their long skirts dragged wet and heavy on the slushy ground. Water stains climbed up the plain material, past their knees, disappearing under their coats, but the girls didn’t seem to care. Most of the students were like that, oblivious, they wore whatever they pleased, elephant bells, ugly gunnysack, or tie-dyed anything, which was way out of fashion. It was as if they didn’t realize that times had changed, and it wasn’t the sixties anymore, and I had the urge to tell those two, but they didn’t once pick up their heads. I could see the outline of their thick thighs beneath the wet dresses.
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