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 I always wanted to be an astronaut. You know, “Space... the final frontier,” and 

all of that. I’m not sure what drew me to the stars. It wasn’t Mom and Dad. They feared I 

would one day come home from school broken. I dealt with this for over twelve years. 

Back then, if a helmet and shoulder pads were my school’s uniform requirements, my 

folks would be first in line to have me fitted. Despite their fears, I remember mentioning 

the desire to be an astronaut at an early age. 

 “You’ll die,” said my loving mother. That’s not sarcasm. That was my mom. 

Trust me, she was great. 

 “Yeah, you’ll sure get blown to bits, Junior.” Dad always had a way of sliding in 

a “Junior,” or a “June” after Mom shot down my hopes and dreams. He didn’t believe in 

the idea of space travel. Pop was from Alabama. He grew up an earshot away from Cape 

Canaveral but he still often said, “Hollywood is the damnedest thing.” A lot of the 

wonders of science and technology displayed before his eyes on the nightly 6 o’clock 

news were always speculative. He thought outer space was a Hollywood fabrication. 

Still, I loved Dad. 

 Although I felt my life was best left for the cosmos to guide, my parents 

convinced me to keep my feet on the ground. I listened and kept the daydreams to myself. 

Human beings do once they decide to give in to the fact that daydreams are merely 

delusions of grandeur. I believe my parents were of that mind. Even now, I still wonder if 

I became the reason they stopped dreaming and stayed rooted in normalcy. 

 As a young boy I would dream about swimming in outer space--all the time. Mom 

wasn’t big on the public swimming pool. Fortunately my Uncle Benji’s ranch 

incorporated a bottomless swimming pool on top of the acres of weird farmland. When 
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my family would visit in the summer, it felt like I spent weeks in the bottom of that 

calming basin. It felt like the “outer space” in my daydreams.  

 I went on through school with my head in the clouds.  The shadows were more 

appealing, but they came without many friends. Was my personality at a young age? 

Mom said I was allowed to have “a friend or two.” I considered Dad a friend. Mom was 

mom.  

 I grew up near Fort Walthrop, an installation base set up for the Special Forces. 

The “friends” I accumulated only stuck around for 12-20 months--army brats. My only 

real friend in elementary school, Amy Reener, went to my school and lived next door 

from the third grade up until the end of the fourth when her illusive father finally found 

Amy and her mother. Amy never talked much about her Dad. One day, she sat next to me 

coloring in her Rainbow Brite coloring book. The next, she was gone. An empty desk 

remained. I thought I saw her at a local grocery store one afternoon on my break from 

work. I hold on to a lot of the memories that drudged up a few days after the big funeral.  

 Despite a lack of companions, I worked hard in school, made good grades, and 

ultimately graduated in the top percentile of my senior class at Leonard Jamoiken High 

School. The summer following my high school graduation changed my life. It helped me 

become Sean. How? That’s funny--sad, but funny. 

 When I was fifteen, I got a job with a local furniture store. They specialized in 

wicker furniture. Chase lounges, tables, armoires, nightstands, Chester drawers--I could 

keep going. My job consisted of sitting in the rear stockroom, waiting for the trucks to 

arrive, unloading the furniture, breaking them down, and then assembling and sorting out 

the select pieces on the display floor. Wickerland: dumb, honest work for a 15-year old. 
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 My daydreams would run wild in the two years I spent as a stock boy. I would 

think about the future, my parents’ constant paranoia, girls, swimming with girls, 

swimming in space with girls… 

 Behind Wickerland sat a strip mall. It only usually got busy around the holidays. 

Butch’s food truck specializing in gourmet grilled cheese sandwiches parked in front of 

the strip of stores during lunch. On my weekend lunch breaks, I walked through the back 

lot, in and out of a Sidney’s clothing store, and as sure as the sun, “Grilled cheese, 

please.”  

 A fascinating beauty often distracted my journeys. A blonde, green-eyed doe of 

similar age gave me the most tender and awakening glances. I would notice that 

welcoming grin every weekend. She didn’t go to my school. I knew this based on my 

astute recognizance.  Only my travels to the food truck brought forth this alluring 

creature.   

 “Don’t worry about girls, dear. They’re a pack of trouble. Wait until after your 

schooling. You’ll know, believe me. You’ll know,” my mother would say. 

“Don’t tell yer mother, June,” was Dad’s response when I asked him if it were prudent 

enough for me to attend my first middle school dance--or any other activity Mom deemed 

“unsensible.” (Mom was homeschooled.) The usual play was dipping out of the basement 

door an on to Dad’s truck in the carpot behind the house. Dad told Mom we were going 

to the movies. He made sure to avoid Mom’s instructions to me. Sometimes I thought 

Mom considered me the adult when the two of us would “go to the movies.” 

 Fortunately, we lived close to Lord Fumbleton Middle School. So, on my big 

night, Dad waited in the parking lot and sipped his flask while listening to Teddy 
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Pendergrass. He sluggishly suffered from a “Love TKO” via the drink while I stood 

against a wall in the gymnasium watching my classmates interact with each other. 

Dancing wasn’t my best skillset. In fact, I had zero training. Missing out on the jiving 

didn’t bother me. I felt like I was a part of a school function. Plus, there were girls. I may 

have been a loner, but I wasn’t stupid. 

 I drove us home after the dance let out. That was normal--I’d get dropped off to 

walk around the mall alone, or actually go see a movie, or go to an awkward school 

function while Dad would relax in his Nova and drink the night away. By the time I was 

13 in normal years, I made grocery runs for Dad (if Mom was away). I was a pretty good 

driver, I must say. 

 There were other dances too. When you don’t have many friends growing up, it 

becomes harder and harder to interact with females, or anyone really. Over the years, 

people develop niches. Next thing you know, everyone got to know everyone else over 

the years. And me, myself, and I just observed the comradery and wondered at times if I 

ended up a total weirdo. I know it made Mom and Dad sleep better at night--that I was a 

loner. Not because I was a weirdo. 

 By the time I was a senior in high school, I cared little about Mom and Dad’s 

differing ideas about my interactions with the opposite sex. One Saturday that fall, I 

decided to engage the blonde unicorn in passing. Then I’d get my grilled cheese on.   

My venture through Sidney’s was a simple. It was a straight shot through the store. Every 

time. However on this particular afternoon, she was not at her usual post behind register 

two. A new, much older woman occupied the position underneath the neon blue deuce.  

“Of course,” my inner thoughts said.  
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 I scanned the perimeter. Blouses, gowns, hats, purses, shoes, shoes, shoes, and a 

few cosmetics hidden within the shoes barricaded almost every square inch of the 

unengaged hall of fashion. Her blonde top popped up above a display of primary colored 

pumps of various heights and sizes. 

 

My hands felt freshly washed, but it reminded me I didn’t take a shower before work 

because I was too lazy to take a shower. Did I stink? In my approach I ducked behind a 

few racks of sunglasses and tested my freshness. All gravy. Knowing what I know now, 

there was no need to be so nervous. My anxiety is something I got from my mother. 

There was no need to be “unsensible.” 

 My hands were almost dripping with sweat. I felt Uncle Benji’s swimming pool. I 

felt like swimming in outer space.  

 There she was. 

 “Sweet Babies,” I said realizing thereafter that a smooth, “hi,” would’ve worked. 

 Beams shot from her green eyes. Beauty-rays, yo. They were sent from Heaven. 

In a moment, I knew. Just like Mom told me. 

 “Excuse me?” She continued staking shoeboxes. 

 “I’m sorry. Sweet Babies. That’s what it says on the shoe box.” 

 She examined one of the boxes while I examined her Bohemian garb, chunky 

necklace, and Technicolor bracelets. Obviously not garments sold at Sidney’s. Such a 

rebel was she. Her browns, oranges, and greens counteracted all of the “girlie” apparel. 

She was too grown. 
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 “Oh, right,” she said, “Yep. These are the Sweet Babies. I don’t know. I just work 

here.” 

 “You don’t know? This is a clothing store.” 

 “Are you serious? Well, shit.” With a shocked expression she dropped the box 

she was stacking, stood up, grabbed my shoulders, and said, “Then we’ve got to get out 

here.” 

 I discovered her sarcasm. It would become a drug for me every Saturday. She 

took her hands off of me and knelt down back to her work, grinning. 

 After an uneasy moment of silence, I broke the rest of the ice on Lake Angst. “I’m 

Sean, and I feel like you’re grinning because your sarcasm is masterful. Did you think 

you had me there for a second? Or maybe because you wanted to say something a bit 

more scathing?” 

 “I’m grinning because you’ve walked through this store every Saturday for almost 

two years and you’ve just now decided to say hi,” she said, still stacking.  

 My hands slipped into the pockets of my Dickies. “I like grilled cheese 

sandwiches from the food truck outside.” 

 “Me too! But guess what?” she said with an overly excited expression. 

 “What?” 

 “The truck’s not outside today. Tough luck.” 

 I fell for her sarcasm once. It wasn’t going to happen again. “Yeah right. Butch is 

always out here every Saturday.” 

 “And if you would’ve timed it right last Saturday, Butch would’ve told you he 

wouldn’t be out there today.”  
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 Without another word, I scooted toward the front of the store. She was right. No 

food truck. No lunch! 

 I heard the clanging of her jewelry advancing behind me. “See? No truck,” she 

said. I couldn’t see her face, but I knew she was still grinning like a beautiful fool. It was 

hard to hide my disappointment. She noticed this right away. “Oh no!” she said 

concerned, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to bum you out.” 

 She placed her gentle hand on my forearm. I was bummed no longer. 

 “No big deal. Honestly, I have kind of missed my window for lunch. Need to get 

back to work,” I said. 

 She flipped through a few of her bracelets like a roll-a-deck seeking out her 

watch. “It’s 12:45. You only get fifteen minutes for lunch?” 

 “Thirty, actually. But it takes around fifteen to get my sandwich and walk back to 

work.” 

 “Damn, that sucks. We get an hour here. Not sure why, but it’s nice. I’m actually 

getting ready to go on lunch now.” 

 “I should’ve waited a bit for this disappointment,” I said while smiling. She 

caught my humor and beamed in return. 

 “My name is Alice,” she said extending her hand. 

 I slid my hand under hers. They swayed. “Nice to meet you finally, Alice. But for 

realskis, I need to get back to work.” 

 “Fuck thatskis,” she said. 

 “Excuse me?” 
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 “Sorry, but you’re what? Sixteen? Seventeen? You think you’re going to get fired 

for taking an extended lunch?”  

 “Um--no, I mean, I never have before. Rules are ru--” 

 She interrupted and gripped my hand. “Come on. We’re going next-door to get 

some California rolls. Let me clock out.” 

 I had no time to answer. I just stood there and watched her glide to the back of the 

store. This was the first time in my life where I was breaking rules. My parents instilled a 

“play it safe” mentality. Rules are rules. Alice was definitely an exception. But I couldn’t 

help to think about the unmanned stock room and the possibilities of disappointing my 

boss, who viewed me as a son in his own right.  

 Mr. Clernip, who owned and operated Wickerland, trusted me more so than any 

of the other employees (all elderly). However, he was a stickler about hours on and off 

the clock during the workday. “You’re only as good as your loyalty and reliability, son,” 

Mr. C. would often say. I felt as though that quote needed to be on a board above the 

stock room door, and touched like a Notre Dame linebacker that slams his hand against 

the reminder to “Play Like A Champion Today” before taking the field.  

 Alice strolled back through an array of Easter apparel. Her smile sent up flares of 

safety. We exited Sidney’s carrying a small conversation about the strip mall. Sushi at 

The Double Dragon surprised me. I don’t know if it was the company or the actual 

California rolls that made this particular experience so memorable. Alice admitted her 

guilt in keeping me almost an hour past my lunch break. To help prove my “loyalty and 

reliability,” Alice insisted on accompanying me back to Wickerland.  
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 Mr. Clernip clipped away at some cables ties wrapped around a Lloyd Flanders 

Rattan nightstand. A truck had just arrived and poor Mr. C. was a wet, smelly mess. I 

missed a delivery. I lost track of time, on Mr. C.’s clock. He gave me the eye of 

bewilderment when I crept through the rear door. Mr. Clernip didn’t have any words. My 

feet broke the uncomfortable silence. My one black and one blue Chuck Taylor size 10 ½ 

sanded the concrete floor. I knew I was the last person he thought would skimp out on 

responsibilities.  

 “Sean. Where have you been, son?” he asked in a soft, disappointing tone. 

 Before words could exit my mouth, Alice skipped in behind me. Mr. C.’s 

expression went from disappointment to achievement. She quickly replied to his question 

for me. “He was with me, sir. I took him to lunch at The Double Dragon. Top-notch 

sushi, sir. I felt bad because his favorite food truck was absent from its usual position. 

The boy’s got to eat, sir.” 

 Her acute politeness, notwithstanding her beauty, saved my ass that afternoon. 

And more that followed. Alice and I started spending our lunches together each Saturday 

for the next one hundred Saturdays. 

 But in this life-changing instance, I realized rules are sometimes made to be 

broken. Mom could’ve learned a lot from Alice.  

* 

 Teenagers make choices in life they have time to regret and amend. At least they 

hope so without realizing the reality of growing old and looking back on certain instances 

that could have been changed or redirected. 
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 For example, I mentioned my “hot friend Alice” with trepidation to my Mom over 

Easter dinner with she and Dad. I tried to be casual. Looking back on it, a simple, “my 

friend Alice,” would’ve sufficed. 

 “Hot friend? Oh no. Ritchie?” she said to my father veiled in concern. 

 “Annabelle. Hun. June’s almost seventeen. I had a girlfriend when I was 

seventeen,” Dad said steamrolling through his ham, macaroni, and cheeses, still fitting in 

a wink just for me. 

 “Seventeen! He’s sixteen and still trying to figure out his life! Sean, I forbid this,” 

Mom said shutting in her tears. She twisted one of her hairpins in her hand. This was 

something she did in times she felt she was losing control. Blue and gold hairpins were 

my mother’s trademarks. Every Christmas, Dad would replenish Mom’s hairpins--the 

same ones every year. I loved Dad. 

 “Mom. I had lunch with a girl. Big deal. You know how many times I have lunch 

with girls at school? There are girls all over the cafeteria! I know how you feel about 

dating and whatnot. So much that all of your worrisome sentiments have been embedded 

in my brain like the Ten fucking Commandments!” 

 Dad dropped his fork. Mom’s eyes widened with a hidden rage feared by the 

Gods. 

 I continued. “You’re right, I need to figure things out. Myself. I’ve always 

appreciated you, Mom, for being you. You need to start appreciating me for being myself. 

And this is me--frustrated.” 

 Mom got up from our Easter spread. She walked back to her bedroom. Before I 

could apologize, Dad gripped my arm with a proud firmness. 
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 “Not now, Sean. Finish your lunch. We’ll get this all cleaned up and maybe yer 

Mom will think about what you said,” Dad said grabbing Mom’s full plate of food and 

taking it into the kitchen. “You still probably shouldn’t have said ‘fuck.’” And your 

choice of analogy was also pretty shitty, being that today is well, today.” 

 We both cleaned up the dining room. Rollie Rogers pitched a no-hitter for the 

Twins. Dad commented on each at-bat. His knowledge and love of baseball never 

wavered. When people still ask me about Dad I’m vague in my agreement saying 

something usually to the extend of, “I know. He knew so much about so many things.” 

 Mom came out of the bedroom around the time Dad ended an impromptu meeting 

with Johnny Walker Black. His meetings always made him tired. He was passed out in 

his La-Z-Boy, still rocking. I got up from the couch and postgame coverage on the 

television. 

 “Sean--” Mom said.  

 I interrupted. “I’m sorry for ruining Easter for you. It was not my place to say 

those things.” 

 “Sean, I want you to consider the conditions of living in this house.” 

 “I always have.” 

 “You have not,” Mom said as she entered the kitchen. I followed. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Girls are a pack of trouble. You’re still in high school. Save your money. Buy a 

car. Trust yourself first. Develop a sense of responsibility.” She paused. “The Ten 

Commandments? Really?” 
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 “It was the first thing that came to my mind, Mom. I understand the conditions. I 

am responsible. Believe me. But I don’t really have many friends based on these 

conditions. I work with a bunch of old ladies. Alice is nice. You would like her. Believe 

me,” I said. 

 “I’m sure she’s sweet, Sean. But I won’t allow you to date. I’m sorry.” Mom 

poured herself a glass of water and trudged through her sorrow back to the bedroom. 

 I didn’t speak to Mom much the following week because I didn’t want to remind 

her that I was growing up. The following Saturday, Mom and Dad left me some lunch 

money (a rarity) and had breakfast already prepared (a double-rarity). They both left early 

in the morning for a day at the lake. I know it was Dad’s idea. He knew Mom so well.  

 However, Mom left a note:  

Sean, 

 

You father and I are heading out to the lake for the afternoon. Have a good day at 

work. Enjoy your lunch break. We love you. 

 

xoxo 

 I thought about that note throughout the day. At last, we had an understanding.  

 Later that evening, I toiled in the stock room to the sound of a phone ringing. I 

didn’t answer. Talking to strange people wasn’t a part of the job. I do recall a sinking 

feeling as the phone continued to ring. Did I already know? 

 The rear door to the stock room was usually locked. However, since Alice and I 

became friends, I left a piece of cardboard in the door so she could stop in before she 
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went home for the night. Sidney’s closed an hour before Wickerland. Mr. C. didn’t mind 

it, just as long as she wasn’t keeping me from my duties. Yeah, right. 

 Alice popped in and the ringing stopped.  “Yo, yo. How’s the wicker hanging?” 

she asked. Her sundress was a bold white that night, and she glowed. All the time. 

 “It’s hanging,” I said lifting up my trusted box cutter. Alice grinned sitting down 

on a stack of invoices on Mr. C’s unorganized desk. I often questioned if bills were paid, 

or if orders were made. For example, on that particular Saturday, I investigated whether 

or not Mr. Kopalanski’s order for his Braxton Culler lounge set arrived on time. Mr. 

Clernip’s idea of organization only made sense to Mr. Clernip. That said, Wickerland is 

still running strong today. Thank you, Mr. C. 

 “Tidy,” she said while reviewing the condition of the cluttered chaos. 

 Mr. Clernip poked his round head around the stock room entryway. “Um, Sean?”  

 He was a mouth-breather. A jaunt from the front doors of the store to the rear 

stock room entrance was a marathon for Mr. Clernip’s rotundness. However, his usual 

lack of oxygen didn’t project. He took his time, in this particular case, walking to the 

back of the store.  

 “Sean?” Mr. Clernip’s voice cracked. “Sean. Son, you have a phone call. Hello, 

Alice.” 

 His face was pale. Mr. Clernip looked like a fat zombie. Usually he would be 

mistaken for a young Santa in rainbow suspenders. Anxiety flushed away his red cheeks. 

 As I stood, my legs buzzed. I worked for about six hours until that point in the 

evening. Mr. Clernip stopped me before I could step out on the floor to answer the phone 

at the register. He offered to let me use his personal line. Mr. C. never did that. Alice 
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hopped off the desk, knocking over a stack of envelopes that crashed on the concrete. 

Concern enveloped her face. 

 Mr. Clernip’s rolling chair behind his desk felt like a plate on the stick of a 

plunger. In a chair in which I could get a good fifteen years of use, Mr. C. went through 

them like plug-in air fresheners. To that point, I had been with the company a little over a 

year. I knew for a fact the warm, wobbly seat was the third chair he tore through since my 

employment.  

 “Alice, let’s give Sean some privacy,” Mr. Clernip said. 

 Alice contemplated Mr. C’s suggestion. I could tell she didn’t want to leave the 

stock room. Heartache swept across Mr. C. as he led Alice out. His reaction didn’t bode 

well. Whoever was on the other line caused his pain.   

 Uncle Benji called to inform me of the death of my parents. A drunk driver lost 

control of his F-150, tumbling off the Whahtchee Bridge onto a pontoon passing through 

in which my father was steering. What are the odds, right? 

 Things got really weird that night, in a “Well, I wasn’t expecting this,” sort of 

way. 

 A caravan of family members picked me up from work and drove out to Uncle 

Benji’s ranch. I believe my Dad’s brother knew how much I loved the horses and cattle 

growing up. Since I was a boy, my parents and I would spend a weekend out on Uncle 

Benji’s farm. The next week they let me spend a week out there with just my Uncle Benji 

and Aunt Carol. It was a break from Mom’s crazy and Dad’s lack of responsibility. U.B. 

just let me do whatever the hell I wanted, which wasn’t much but it meant the world to 

me. He and Aunt Carol couldn’t have children. So I was the next best thing. U.B. owned 
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every James Bond film released (to that point) on Laserdisc. Plus, there was the Playboy 

Channel on satellite. We ate hot dogs and cheeseburgers every night.  

 I escaped into my imagination. The horse stables on the back forty acted as my 

mobile space-headquarters. There was a connected hay loft where you could find me 

building spaceships, charting courses throughout the galaxy, and communicating with 

unknown alien species all in my universe of make-believe.  

 Mom said my imagination was “unsensible” at times. I thought that was funny. 

Still do.  

 When I arrived at Uncle Benji’s, the warmth of the household was inverted into a 

solemn coldness. I slumped in a rocking chair--chin-in-hand--looking out the window 

like some kid who just lost his parents in an ABC Afterschool Special. After coming to 

this conclusion, I crept upstairs, past family members I had never met previously, and 

into U.B.’s office. A large window behind his office desk looked out on the entire 

property. He owned hundreds of acres. The house wasn’t gigantic, but the window was in 

a perfect enough position to make you feel like you were on top of the world. 

 To this point, I never had a good enough reason to call Alice. Sure, we were 

lunchmates but I never considered the idea of her being a close friend. Maybe that was 

Mom talking. Mom.  

 Alice gave me her number within meet-cute number seven or eight. And said, 

“This is my phone number. Don’t take this the wrong way but it doesn’t seem like a girl 

has ever given you her number. I’m honored. But seriously, based on our conversations I 

know I’m probably the first. Wipe that goofy grin off of your face, champion.” This was 

also the second time her hand touched mine.  
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 It was the year 2000 and my Uncle Benji’s house still contained nothing but 

rotary phones. I wanted to see Alice outside of the confines of our work environment. 

Mom was gone. Why not, right? My unfamiliar family members’ concern and nurturing 

helped ease the early stages of grieving, I guess. But after a few hours of “I’m sorry,” 

and “How ya doin’, buddyrow?” it was time to get out of the house. 

 I pulled the piece of paper containing her number from my chain wallet. I spun 

the dial on the black rotary phone on U.B.’s desk. With each clicking number a random 

memory of Mom and Dad flashed before my eyes. They were all happy memories. As I 

finished pulling down the final number, my body began to sweat. I thought my angst was 

affecting my eyesight as I stared at my finger lodged in the hole of the plastic dial that 

should’ve triggered my destiny. I blinked, let go of the dial, and shifted my focus on me. 

No more sweating. No more regretting. Normalcy crept into my Uncle Benji’s office. 

 Alice and Mr. C. were the only two people I knew that owned cellular phones. I 

thought that was neat. “Hello?” Alice said on the other line. I don’t know how many 

hellos rang out; I could already feel a change in so many physical and mental levels.  

 “Alice? It’s--” 

 “Sean! Where are you?” Alice asked. I could hear the saddened fluctuation in her 

voice and the tears she swallowed.  

 “I’m out at my Dad’s brother’s ranch off of 94. Probably going to be staying out 

here for the rest of the weekend. No one wants me to go back home. Not yet. I can’t say I 

really want to either. Did Mr. Clernip tell you--” 

 “Do you want me to come out there?” 

 “I’m about sixty miles west. It’s almost midnight.” 
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 “Sean. Do you want me there with you? I’m here for you.” 

 “Please.”  

 It was all I could muster out of my vocal chords for a moment. I soon gave her 

directions to Uncle Benji’s and within the next hour, she pulled up the gravel driveway 

where I waited on the front doorsteps. The porch lights were off. Uncle Benji and Aunt 

Carol were asleep. The grounds were left up to Alice and myself to secure. 

 She exited her Volvo hatchback. There was a pause in her action after her door 

closed. I stood up and we met eyes. As grief poured from our souls, there was also 

another emotion the two of us bottled up for the good portion of the previous forty-eight 

Saturday afternoons. 

 I meet a lot of different people everyday. Sometimes the same people come 

around and I can’t picture our previous engagements. They have fantastic and detailed 

memories. I do not. In fact, my photographic memory is, for lack of better words, shit. 

However, the hours following Mom and Dad’s accident are the most vivid hours of my 

entire life.  

 Alice wore a timeworn grey sweater with a soaring Eagle painted over her midriff 

and her bright shoulder poked out from the stretched neckline. Her jeans were ripped at 

the knees and her blonde mop was tied back in a ponytail that flip-flopped on her head. I 

still can remember. There was something about her that got past Mom’s advocacy of 

safety--trust myself first, save my money, etc. I didn’t care when I was around Alice. It 

felt good. Even on that night, as it were. And for the record, it still feels good. 

 After our silent moment of understanding, Alice shot around her car and raced 

into my arms. Maybe we were done playing “lunch date.” Maybe she wanted to give me 
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a bit of a distraction. Maybe Alice loved me then. Maybe. One thing was for certain after 

she kissed me; our relationship was progressing during one of the most horrifying 

situations known to any human being.  

 “I’m sorry. I-I didn’t mean to just--,” Alice said after she popped off of my face. 

 She never apologized after that. Not again for the initial kiss. Not for Mom and 

Dad’s death. She put her hand underneath mine, locked in with my fingers, and we 

walked.  

 There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. The moon and stars irradiated a calming glow, 

which led Alice and I across almost every square acre of Uncle Benji’s property. Our 

conversations at lunch were focused on topical issues, never about us as individuals. That 

night we exchanged our most personal fears and dreams for the first time. Why didn’t we 

take the time to do this before? 

 Throughout our stroll my conscious drove in and out of the, “Oh my god, my 

parents are fucking dead,” thoughts. For about an hour, while Alice was telling me about 

the time she lost her virginity at a church lock-in, I resented all of the walls Mom built up 

in my mind. I thought, “Here I am with a chance to really know what it’s like--without 

my knowledge--to LIVE. And what have I done?”   

 I shook it off. The realization of not getting hung up on regrets was around the 

corner. Alice overpowered my sadness. I didn’t want to think about Mom and Dad, only 

us. And we both did just that. 

 We reached the old wooden hayloft on the back forty as the sun rose behind us. I 

stopped our progression. My right arm rested around Alice’s neck. Her left arm was 

draped around my waist holding on to my Season in the Abyss t-shirt.  
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 “What’s wrong? You want to go back?” Alice asked. 

 “No. I swear this hayloft used to be a lot bigger. I haven’t been out here in years.” 

 “That’s why, dumb-dumb. Let’s go in.” Alice cocked her head in the direction of 

the wooden garret. 

 I smiled at her eagerness. We entered the loft as the sun finished waking up to 

enjoy its day. To my surprise, the hayloft looked as though Uncle Benji had been away 

from the structure almost as long as I. Hay was thrown everywhere as if the barn was 

ransacked of all its valuables when there weren’t any to be found. And there was nothing, 

until Alice found a box underneath one of Uncle Benji’s homemade workbenches.  

 Inside were my binders of comic books, monster magazines, plans, charts, maps 

from encyclopedias, and makeshift interplanetary communication devices from my 

childhood. Alice started to cry. 

 “You are beautiful, do you know that, Sean? These are yours?” she asked with a 

perfect tenderness. 

 “Wow. They totally are. I can’t believe they’re still out here. But I didn’t put them 

in that box,” I said while examining one of my walkie-talkies made from a box of 

crayons. 

 I shuffled around inside the box when the answer to my question poked out 

through one of the box’s softer corners. It was a hairpin, blue and gold. Mom.  

 I loved Mom. 

 To that point, I hadn’t shed a tear. But once I saw that Mom packed up a box of 

what she would refer to as “unsensible” items so that one day I might find them again, the 
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tears fell like water from a unattended gutter. Alice didn’t ask any questions. She sat in 

the floor and rocked me through my moment of clarity and grief. 

 I stood up and restarted shuffling through my “Space Box.” One of my inventions 

was particularly interesting. I ripped off antennas from some of U.B.’s old radios and 

hooked them up to an old stereo switchboard. An old Underwood typewriter acted as my 

keypad for interstellar communication. I set it up on the workbench. 

 “Sophistication,” I said pressing a few of the buttons on the Underwood.  

 “So this is all of the stuff you were telling me about,” Alice said pressing a few 

buttons as well. 

 “Amazingly enough, yeah. I can’t believe Mom kept all of this stuff here. Cool.” 

 Alice grinned because I was grinning. She started kissing me and I started kissing 

her. That morning I entered the sexual workforce with Alice in my Uncle Benji’s hayloft, 

my space base. It was fitting that so much love was previously shared and was, at that 

moment, being shared in that eroded barn. 

 We woke up around noon. After we gathered our belongings, Alice and I 

sauntered back to U.B.’s house in daze of youthful benevolence. Uncle Benji rode his 

John Deer and drank a bottle of Stroh’s while cutting the lawn surrounding the house. He 

saw Alice and I, waved, but continued on with his mowing. The yard didn’t need a trim. 

Uncle Benji dealt with the loss of his brother in his own ways, I guess. 

 Alice led me by the hand over to her car without saying a word about leaving. 

“Do you want to go back into town? I could drop you off at your house so you can gather 

some things or…I don’t know. For the first time tonight, this morning, whenever…I 

don’t know how to say goodbye, or if I want to say goodbye to you, Sean.” 
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 She was so good. I kissed her forehead and said, “I think I’m going to stay here, at 

least for today. It’ll be good for me. Would you want to come back out here tomorrow or-

-” 

 “Tonight?” 

 “If Uncle Benji and Aunt Carol don’t mind, which they won’t, then sure.” 

 “It’s a date, mister.” 

 Our kiss goodbye is one of the last real feelings I can remember sending 

shockwaves of excitement and terror through my body. It took the death of Mom and Dad 

to bring such emotions forth. The excitement and terror turned from a fascination of the 

unknown into a realization of who I really was/am. 

* 

 I bought Uncle Benji’s barn two years ago. There was no way to pass it up. U.B. 

and Aunt Carol wanted to move to the Gulf coast. I just took over the purchasing 

department of all four Wickerlands in Minnesota. Alice is teaching again. Our money was 

right. There was no way I would let someone else operate in my space base. Especially 

since Troy and Rory plopped out last Easter.  

 I’ve spent the past year making sense of the “unsensibles.” I occasionally meet 

with Johnny and discuss where Mom was right to be paranoid. It burns my nerves sitting 

here wondering if Troy has tied up Rory to the willow out past the gate to the cow 

pastures. One thing that makes my dealings with the twins easier is their mother. Alice 

hasn’t left my side for fifteen years. Her wisdom and sarcasm has advanced me far 

beyond my daydreams and expectations. 
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 I’m not an astronaut. And I’m not necessarily a farmer. But I am proud father and 

husband. 

 Any other life for me I consider to be: “unsensible.” 

 

 

 

 


