
Full Moon 

 

I AM A YOUNG WIDOW. 

And by young I don’t mean that I am forty-five and that my husband died of a heart attack 

while mowing the lawn, or even that I’m thirty and have lost him to Hodgkin’s disease. 

I am twenty-three. He died in the parking lot of a used sporting goods store a few months 

ago. 

Last year we graduated from Albion and rented the bottom floor of an old brick house in 

Lansing. I live here now with my husband’s nine-year-old nephew, Daniel, whose mother spends 

her days and nights in a dank, Kalamazoo Street bar and whose father, Mike, recently remarried 

and wants to start a new family with his new wife. Living with Daniel is a temporary setup. I 

know this. But I try not to think about it. 

We sit on his bed playing Euchre. He’s perched up by his pillow. I am at the foot, my legs 

crossed in front of me. Over his head and out his window I can see a sliver of moon, white and 

glowing. 

The house smells like grilled cheese, which is what I made for dinner. I served grilled 

cheese and oyster crackers and carrot sticks. Milk for Daniel. Amstel Light for me. 

“Trump,” he says and cackles. 

I pretend to be mad and glare at him. “You little…” 

He falls back on his pillow, laughing and rubbing the ThermaCare Heat Wrap around his 

stomach. He is addicted to them. We go through four boxes of three every week. He wears one 

across his middle or over his shoulder or around his knee everyday to school. We break open a 

new one at night that lasts until he is asleep. They are expensive, but I buy them because the kid 

has lost his parents and uncle. 

I’ve tried switching him to a heating pad, at least while he’s home and near an outlet, but he 

misses the adhesive of the ThermaCare wraps, doesn’t like how the heating pad slides around. 

Daniel deals again, handing me five cards. “Did uncle Ryan used to beat you all the time?” 

For a second I think he means beat as in punch and kick. Then I realize what he’s saying and 

answer, “He beat me about forty-percent of the time.” 

“Are you letting me win then?” 

“No! You’re getting good. Too good.” 

Daniel has red-brown hair, clear, pure white moon skin and is starting to wear his pants big 

and baggy. Ryan would’ve made him wear a belt, but I am easy. As long as his underwear, 

which is visible when boys wear their pants this low, is clean, I don’t care. 

I tell him, after he trumps me again, that it’s time for sleep. He begs, of course, for one more 

game. “No,” I say. “Sleep.” 

We leave his Niagara Falls lamp on: a plastic cylinder around which water appears to be 

rushing over a cliff and foaming across sharp rocks. I have had it for years, had found it in a 

second-hand store my third year at Albion, the year Ryan and I decided to start dating. 

Unless the moon is full, or close to it, and reflecting enough light so Daniel isn’t scared, he 

gets to sleep with the lamp on. 

I clomp down the hall to the kitchen. It is almost ten. I let Daniel stay up late, as long as I 

can and still be considered a somewhat responsible guardian. I don’t like the hour alone between 

his bedtime and mine, but I can’t sleep before eleven, have never been able to sleep before 

eleven. 



I grab an Amstel Light from the fridge and turn on the TV. Blind Date. Ryan would never 

let me watch Blind Date. “Ha!” I say now. My words reverberate off the mostly empty walls, the 

particleboard stereo cabinet and the ratty sofa that is covered in orange and brown floral. But of 

course, I’d rather he was here to tell me to turn off that crap. 

The beer goes down quickly and I am up, before the next commercial break, getting another. 

I drink it reclined on the couch, the remote dangling from my limp hand. 

I wake at three-twenty to an infomercial for a vegetable chopper, mad that I missed the 

date’s conclusion. I lift my fifty-pound head and try to swallow. 

There are two empty bottles on the floor next to the couch and three rinsed out by the 

kitchen sink. Apparently I had seen the date’s conclusion, and several dates thereafter. 

God, I’m a jerk. 

I take a glass of water to my bedroom, where I will sleep until Daniel wakes me with his 

high, girlish singing as he pees and washes his face and brushes his teeth. The kid gets himself 

up everyday. I still can’t believe it. When I was his age, my mother had to turn on all the lights, 

come to my door every five minutes and, finally, yank me from bed by my ankle while I yelped 

and flailed for the blankets. 

 

I DRIVE DANIEL to school, a mug of coffee between my thighs. I am squinting hard at the road 

and other cars, trying to act like I feel fine. 

The ThermaCare wrap that Daniel stuck over his hip that morning pokes out over the 

waistband of his jeans. I point this out to him. “From here, it looks like a diaper,” I say. 

He works on tucking in his shirt, his too-long bangs falling in his eyes. I feel mean, then, but 

do not retract my comment. I, in fact, mutter, “You need a haircut.” 

He sighs, but says nothing. 

I let him off at the curb in front of his elementary school. “Have a great day, kiddo,” I say, 

sounding tired. 

Daniel gives me a little wave, hops out of the car and slings his huge black backpack over 

his shoulders. 

I watch him hoof up the concrete steps, still tugging at his pants, and my eyes sting. 

He disappears behind heavy, metal doors and I pull away. I will take him to Outback 

Steakhouse for dinner tonight. I will drink nothing but Cokes. 

I sip my coffee and head to work. Sometimes it is hard for me to believe that I work in a 

warehouse for a grocery store chain. I drive a forklift all day and tell off guys who make 

comments about my tits and legs and steering ability. I shouldn’t be working there, I know. I 

should be in an office somewhere, using my poly sci/english degree, making calls, filing, and 

writing things. At the very least, I should be brewing lattes at Starbucks. 

I did have a more respectable job. Once. I composed speeches for state legislators. It was my 

first job out of Albion. I wrote for Michigan congress people for six months or so. Until I 

watched Ryan die. Until I’d gone with his mother to a thickly carpeted mortuary in Okemos to 

choose a casket. Until I’d spoken at his funeral about how, though we’d been married a short 

time, we had souls that had melded and how I wished I’d known him as the father of our child. 

Everyone cried their heads off during that eulogy. Which I’d intended, in a way. 

After that speech, I could no longer write about health care legislation and school levies. I 

could no longer do much. 

I go to the wooden bench outside the restrooms and punch Ryan’s mother, Barbara’s number 

into my cell phone. We talk every few days. We are, for each other, connections to him. 



“Becky,” she says, sounding how I wish my mother would sound when I call. “I was hoping 

it’d be you.” She asks about Daniel. 

I tell her that he seems okay, that I want to wean him off the heat wraps. 

“Do you need money?” she asks right away. I try not to let her subsidize the heat wraps, or 

our groceries or rent. But Ryan was too young for much life insurance, and driving a forklift 

doesn’t pay many bills. 

“Maybe just sixty?” I say. “But that isn’t why I called.” 

“Oh, I know that.” 

I prove it by saying, “I was thinking we could all get together for dinner this weekend.” All 

being Daniel, me, Barbara and James, Ryan’s father. “I’ll make my manicotti,” I say. 

Ryan loved manicotti, and it is the only dish I know how to make well enough to put a my in 

front of. 

We set it up for Saturday night. 

Someone else wanders into the break area and stares at bulletin boards plastered with flyers, 

so I hang up and shove my phone into my back pocket, thinking about Daniel in his math class, 

hoping the heat wrap isn’t showing over his waistband, hoping he can see the chalkboard through 

his bangs. 

“Hey, McMahon,” the waiting guy says. He is tall and scruffy, with a loose, blond afro and 

the beginnings of a goatee. 

“Louis,” I say. “Hey.” 

“You hangin’ this morning or what? You’re lookin’ a little pee-kid.” 

I shrug. I don’t want him, or any of the guys to know that I stay home every night with my 

nephew. So I say, “Maybe a little.” 

He tips his head back and laughs. I can see the purple underside of his tongue and his dark 

fillings. There is a black mole to the left of his Adams apple. 

“You should come out with us some night,” he says. They all go to a bar down the street 

called Simon’s–a gray, smoky room with pool tables in the back so shrouded in blue haze that 

you can’t see them, can only hear the balls clacking. I went there for a beer when one of the guys 

was going back to school in September. I’d been wearing an oversized sweatshirt and loose 

cargo pants, but still had felt, deeply and morosely, the presence of my boobs, the roundness of 

my hips. 

“Yeah,” I say, passing him and heading for the main floor. “Probably not.” 

 

I AM LOADING palettes of diapers onto a truck at ten o’clock, when I know Daniel is in gym, 

probably playing dodge ball, which he hates, or running laps, which he doesn’t mind. He is a fast 

runner. The second fastest in his class.  

In my other life, I would’ve been proofing a speech I’d written the afternoon before, waiting 

for an email from Ryan, who sent me two-liners between classes about his principal, who was 

constantly pissing him off, or a student who’d cracked him up somehow. 

But I am in this life now, wearing a black knit cap over my too-curly hair, dropping Huggies 

into the back of a semi while Ryan lies underground, colder, even, than I am in this huge, drafty 

building. 

 

WHILE I SIT in the break room, at one of the long tables, watching a Good Times rerun on the 

ceiling-mounted TV, Louis comes in and starts imitating J.J. Dyn-o-mite! Dyn-o-mite! and 

jumping around. Then he sits next to me and pulls a sandwich from a crinkly plastic grocery bag. 



It smells like fish and pickles. “Tuna,” he says and takes a bite, shaking his head. “My mom 

makes the best.” 

I happen to know, from hearing the other guys harass him, that Louis still lives with his 

parents. He doesn’t care though, or doesn’t seem to. He asks if I heard that Michael Jackson 

died. 

“What?” I say. “No way.” 

“Way.” 

Then he asks if I want to come over Saturday night. 

I look into my bag of Fritos, take my time pulling out a chip. “I have plans Saturday,” I say. 

He stops chewing and looks at me. “Did Benjy ask you already?” 

Benjy is the nickname of a guy Louis sometimes hangs around with. Benjy wears big black 

glasses and mostly inventories dairy in the building’s refrigerated section. No one seems to know 

his real name. 

“Ask me what?” 

“Out?” 

“No,” I take a drink from my Sprite can. “I’m making dinner for some people.” 

“What people?” Louis asks, as if it’s his right to know. 

“Family,” I say. 

He nods and takes another bite of his sandwich. He stares up at the TV, his eyes marbles–

glassy and suddenly still. 

A space heater groans from the corner of the break room. Over it and Good Times, I can 

hear Louis chewing. I can feel his elbow pressing against mine on the table. 

 

I AM STUFFING pasta tubes with beef, crushed tomatoes and ricotta, trying to get Daniel to put 

down the card deck and set the table. “Don’t make me do this all by myself,” I beg. “Please, 

Daniel. Just forks, knives, plates and salad dressing.” 

Wilco plays on the stereo. Ryan’s favorite CD. I’m not sure if that’s why I put it on. It just 

seemed to fit my mood. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to listen to Beth Orton again. Or David 

Gray. Their voices were everywhere when we started going out, when we evolved from college 

housemates into a couple. Into making dinners for two instead of a houseful. Into begging out of 

group bar nights to stay home together and rent videos. Into sleeping in each other’s tiny 

bedrooms. 

We had gotten married right after graduation, had found jobs easily in the Spring of ’99 and 

had known of no reason to wait. We couldn’t imagine that we wouldn’t, at twenty-six, thirty-

two, forty-four, feel the same way about each other as we did then. 

My mother and Greg, her husband, had agreed to pay for a fifty-person reception at the 

Kellogg Center. They spent the entire brunch arguing about where to go on their vacation in July 

while my dad had skulked around the edges of the party, consulting his new iPhone. 

Daniel, still living with his father, who wasn’t there, sat between Ryan and Barbara. He was 

dressed up in a dark gray suit. 

He says, “Okay, okay, but watch this trick first. Pick a card from the deck. Any card.” 

I sigh, wipe a hand on a dishtowel and grab a card. He makes me look at it and put it back in 

the deck, then tells me what it was. 

“Am I right?” he asks. 

“Yep, you’re right,” I say. “That’s neat Daniel.” 



He asks me to do it again. I say, “Plates. Forks. Knives. Bleu Cheese. Please.” I do not want 

to lose my patience with him. I hate losing my patience with him. 

He sets his cards gingerly on the corner of the counter and straightens the edges so they are 

flush, then scrambles to the silverware drawer. 

“Get out those cloth napkins too. In the linen cupboard.” A wedding present from one of the 

old Albion housemates. 

Barbara and James show up with a loaf of bread, bottle of Merlot, lilies for the table, a bag 

of groceries and three boxes of ThermaCare wraps for Daniel. I serve them Havarti to go with 

the bread and open the wine. 

I drink my first glass in less than ten minutes and pour myself another, hoping Barbara and 

James won’t notice I’m on my second. I sit with them at the table while we wait for the pasta to 

bake. “Thanks for bringing all this stuff,” I say. 

James leans back in his chair and turns down Wilco. 

Barbara wears a raspberry-colored blazer with a glittery pin on the lapel. I love how she 

dresses: her big, silver earrings and cowboy boots and turquoises and reds. I look at her through 

the wine’s glaze, thinking that she’s totally cool. 

Daniel has pulled his chair right up to hers and is pestering her to pick a card. She takes one 

and then slides it back into the deck. He says, “Ten of Spades.” She claps. James chuckles and 

shows him a trick called Jacks’ Party. 

I am swirling my glass, gazing at the purple Merlot when Barbara says, “I was thinking we 

could take Daniel for a few nights.” 

I look up at her. She smiles through fuchsia lip gloss. “How many?” I ask. 

“Oh, two or three.” 

James and Daniel are cutting the deck and comparing cards, not listening. 

She mouths, “To give you a break.” 

I don’t feel like I need a break, not from Daniel. But then, I can’t deprive Barbara and James 

of their grandson. They had been wintering in Jupiter, Florida, as they do every year, when Mike 

had dropped Daniel off at my house with two duffel bags of clothes, telling me he figured I could 

use some company.   

I can handle a few nights without him, I tell myself. Just not the night The Amazing Race is 

on, because Daniel and I watch it together. Or Tuesday night when we get two-for-one pizzas 

from Papa Jack’s. 

I shrug and say Ok. 

“We have the spare room all cleaned out and James put in bunk beds.” 

“Bunk beds,” I say, wondering if they mean for Daniel to spend more than just two or three 

nights in them. Louder, to Daniel, I say, “Bunk beds.” 

He looks up from his cards. Through his striped shirt, he readjusts the heat wrap on his 

chest. 

“At grandma and grandpa’s,” I explain. 

His eyes shoot back down to his cards. “Cool,” he says softly. 

I take another swallow of Merlot and say, “How about Wednesday and Thursday?” 

Barbara agrees. James will pick up Daniel from school. I will have the nights free. 

When the oven timer bleats, I dish up the manicotti and empty the wine bottle into our 

glasses. I give Daniel a cup of chocolate milk and apple slices instead of the spinach salad I 

made. 

Thinking of those two nights coming up, I can barely eat. 



 

I AM REVERSING a shrieking forklift, moving it in to get a palette of paper towels. I see Louis 

down on the floor, counting peanut butter cases and writing on a clipboard. He nods at me and 

grins, pantomimes jerking the lift’s steering wheel and crashing. I flip him off and can hardly 

believe I used to wear suits and sip espresso at my desk. 

Now it’s old coffee with powdered creamer for which we have to put a quarter in a Maxwell 

House can each time we take a cupful. 

When I’ve finished loading my stock into the waiting trailer, I climb down from my seat and 

go to the break room, digging in my pocket for my coffee quarter. 

Louis shows up next to me and grabs a cup. I fill it for him. “That was some fancy drivin’,” 

he says and laughs. 

“Shut up,” I say. But I laugh too. 

We sit down and watch Ellen. Louis jiggles his knee and ignores the coffee he’s set on the 

table. It smells like cigarettes in here, even though you’re supposed to smoke outside. And it is 

cold. I hold my elbows as I ask Louis if he wants to come over tonight. 

“For what?” he says, his eyes sparklers. 

“For a beer. I have some leftover pizza. We can watch the Pistons game,” I say, though I 

hate basketball. 

“Yeah?” 

“If you want.” 

“What’s the occasion, you inviting me to your house?” He runs fingers through his frizzy 

hair. 

I say, “I have the place to myself. My nephew’s at his grandparents.” 

He clenches a piece of green gum between his molars. He nods with his whole body. “All 

right,” he says. “All right. Pizza, beer and Pistons. Is it gonna be just me and you?” 

“Just us,” I say. 

 

LOUIS COMES TO my door with a six-pack of Michelob under one arm. He wears his standard 

baggy jeans and red windbreaker that shushes as he moves to my refrigerator, finds a spot for the 

beer and pops the caps off two bottles. 

The caps skitter across the countertop. He picks one up and, with his thumb and middle 

finger, shoots it toward the wastebasket. 

“Nice house,” he says. 

“Thanks,” I say. I know it’s not that great, but better than an apartment in a complex. Or 

living with your parents. “I’m just renting.” 

He goes to the stereo cabinet and studies the CDs. “The Guess Who?” he says, scowling. 

“That was Ryan’s,” I explain. I didn’t have to. I could’ve just said, Yeah, I got into them in 

college. But I had wanted, I suspect, to say Ryan’s name out loud, to remind us both of his 

presence here. 

“Yeah, Ryan’s,” Louis says, chewing gum as he drinks his beer. He knows the general story, 

that I am a widow. Everyone at work knows somehow. “Those his Blades too?” he asks, nodding 

toward a pair of inline skates propped by the door. 

“They were both of ours,” I say. “We had the same size feet.” 

“So you couldn’t ever go Bladin’ together?” he asks. And I find it oddly touching that he 

would notice that my dead husband and I couldn’t go skating at the same time. 



I say, “We were looking for another pair. Used…” my voice trails off as I realize we’re 

plumbing this subject too deeply. 

We sit on the couch, a cushion apart, and flip on the TV as if we’re in the warehouse break 

room. 

“What channel’s the game on?” I ask, my finger working over the remote. 

“Fifty,” he says. 

Channel fifty is still in pre-game chatter and I’m not hungry enough yet to heat the pizza. I 

ask Louis about his brother, who used to work at the warehouse with us, but moved to a job on 

the city’s south side where they make plastic lids for paper cups. 

He says he doesn’t want to talk about Jackie and kicks my foot off my knee so I’ll hit him, 

which I do. And, suddenly, the cushion between us is gone and I can smell his Michelob breath 

and feel it on my ear. He has my forearm twisted in his hand and I am doubled over with my 

head on his chest, trapped. 

It is like we are eleven, wrestling because we lack the maturity to touch in an intimate way. 

Until he says, “I want you McMahon. Becky. Rebecca.” 

I think: I am too sober for this. I reach for my beer, but he yanks me back to his chest. 

“Did you hear me?” he says, through gritted teeth. 

“I heard you,” I say, as the basketball is tipped off, as whistles blow and tennis shoes 

squawk across floorboards. 

He lets me go. I drink from my bottle, a long, slow drink during which I close my eyes and 

listen to the crowd cheer. I ask if he wants another and, without waiting for his answer, stand 

deliberately and move in measured steps to the kitchen. 

While I’m in there, popping off caps, he calls, “Is it mutual, Becky?” 

I come back and try to sound surprised and amused. “Do I want you?” 

Look at him, his knees so far apart they don’t look of the same torso, his jeans hanging low 

over the tops of his Nikes, his wild, curly hair. He’s a punk. He’ll work at the warehouse forever, 

or at least until Jackie gets him a job at the plastic lid factory. 

I set our beers on the floor next to our feet, sit with one ankle tucked under me and kiss him. 

He reaches for my breasts, softly, reverently. I hear myself moan, my mouth somewhere in 

his. 

 

ONE OF US, must’ve been him, had had the foresight to turn off the TV before we fell asleep in 

front of it, our clothes in balls around us and trailed across the dusty floor. 

It is dark, sometime between midnight and four a.m., I guess. Louis breathes loudly through 

his mouth, almost snoring, one bare arm thrown around my bare back. I am shivering, but would 

rather shiver than wake him, than have to talk to him through my dry mouth, with my naked legs 

wrapped around his. 

Maybe I could untangle myself and sneak to the bathroom without rousing him into full 

consciousness. 

God, I think. Louis, from work. Here on my couch. On my and Ryan’s couch. 

I look over my shoulder, out the window. There is no moon. It might be cloudy. Perhaps 

even foggy. The streetlights seem blurry, haloed. 

I sleep again, for what feels like a few minutes. I wake up still trembling. But this time it is 

because I’m remembering. 



We had just left Charlie’s Replay Sports, where we’d been looking for skates, and crossed 

the parking lot, jumping puddles. We’d been arguing about rent. Ryan thought he’d paid it, but I 

knew the check hadn’t cleared. It’d been a stupid fight. A tragic last exchange. 

A mini-van backed from its spot, arcing left, going too fast for reverse. 

If Ryan had been taller, maybe, it would’ve only pinned his legs against the parked SUV. 

But he’d been short and the bumpers of both vehicles had crumpled around his stomach. 

The mini-van sat there for a few seconds, the driver trying to understand what was 

happening. I screamed, “Pull forward! Pull forward, dumbass!” 

Ryan was grimacing, breathing hard, the brake lights glowing red on his face. When the 

mini-van finally inched away, he dropped to the pavement. He was conscious and crying. I was 

trying to keep his head out of a pothole of muddy rainwater, holding it in my hands, finally 

stuffing my leather jacket under his ear, which was bleeding. 

The mini-van driver called an ambulance on his cell phone, apologizing, saying “Oh my 

God,” over and over. For a long time, I could see Ryan’s frosty breath tumbling from his mouth 

and nose. A few people had gathered. An employee from Charlie’s had come jogging out and 

was asking what he could do. A woman, about Barbara’s age, crouched next to me, telling Ryan 

everything would be okay. 

Then I heard the siren. I didn’t, until it screeched into our little parking lot, realize it was for 

us. I remember being surprised when it pulled up next to the minivan, when the paramedics ran 

toward us and started working on Ryan. 

 

LOUIS HAD AN early shift that morning, had gotten up at six, found his clothes, slammed some 

orange juice and headed out to his car. I moved to my bed and slept until almost noon.  

For breakfast/lunch I eat the pizza we hadn’t touched. I shower and in my robe, with 

dripping hair, go into Daniel’s room. We could fit bunk beds, I think, along the east wall. He 

wouldn’t have such a clear view of the moon, but maybe he wouldn’t mind. We’d turn on his 

Niagara Falls lamp every night. 

I barely see Louis that afternoon. I just drive my forklift, trying not to hear the squealing 

reverse alarm that is killing my head, trying not to itch in the back brace I have to wear all day. 

I pass him by the bathrooms, when I am contemplating calling Daniel, who will be at 

Barbara and James’ by now, home from school. 

“Hey Beck,” Louis lifts his chin at me. He stops, tries to caliper my forearm. I step back, 

bumping into the wall. “How are you feelin’?” he asks. 

“Okay,” I say. 

He grins and asks, “So, did the Pistons win last night?” 

“I don’t know. How would I know? Ask Benjy.” I go into the bathroom and sit in the stall 

for a long time. All I can think of is Daniel. 

And all I can think of that night, as I flip through channels and rotate my Rollerblade 

wheels, is Daniel. I call him to say goodnight. 

Barbara answers and says that they are playing a DS. Since when, I wonder, did Barbara and 

James get a DS? She puts Daniel on. His hello, his soft, nine-year-old hello makes my throat 

swell. “Are you having fun?” I ask. 

“I guess so.” 

“Do you sleep on the top bunk?” 

“Last night. Tonight I’m going to sleep on the bottom.” I can tell he’s doing something else 

as he talks. 



I ask if he has enough heat wraps. And then I am crying, though I try to sniffle into my 

sleeve so he doesn’t hear. 

He says he has two more, one for tonight and one for school tomorrow. He says that 

grandma wants to talk again. 

“Okay, Daniel,” I say, trying to inhale without my breath catching. “Goodnight then. I love 

you, okay?” 

He hasn’t heard me say this but, without hesitation, he tells me he loves me too. 

Barbara comes back on and I hear her suggesting that Daniel go show James his high score. 

To me, she says, “I was thinking about another night,” at the same time I say, “You want him 

another night.” 

“We just have so little time with him, really,” she explains. 

I push the tip of my Allen wrench into my palm. It makes tiny, hexagonal indentations. I 

push and push, making as many marks as I can before they disappear. “You can see him 

whenever you want, Barbara.” 

“Yes,” she says. “Well. Maybe if he stays with us for a bit, it’ll give you time to work 

through things.” 

And I know she’s talking about the wine. And the beer, from which there were two huge 

Rubbermaid tubs of brown bottles for recycling when she and James were here for dinner. They 

had been just inside the laundry room. I want to wail that I only drink after Daniel has gone to 

bed, that I barely even drank before Ryan died. 

But I know she is right. I mutter only, “I can put in bunk beds too.” 

 

I SIT ON the foot of Daniel’s bed. The moon is full, soft and yellow over the pillow and blankets. 

It shimmers off his cheeks as if they are lit from inside. He is sleeping, or pretending to. I can’t 

quite tell. Though he didn’t flinch when I ran my hand over the lump in the bedspread that is his 

calf. 

He is here only a night or two a week now. We’re not on a particular schedule. He tells 

Barbara when he wants to come and they let him. Or, it has happened that I’ve called them and 

pleaded for Daniel for a night. 

Some days I miss him so much that I have to lie in his empty bed and watch his Niagara 

Falls lamp until the ache for him subsides a bit and I start thinking of things that need to get 

done: dishes, bills. Often it can take an hour or more for me to get up. 

I suppose that I’ll someday get used to the quiet, to waking up most mornings on my own. I 

am not used to it yet. 

Daniel moans, and I can hear his heat wrap crackle as he turns on his side. 

I have accepted that this is the best arrangement. A boy living with his grandparents makes 

more sense than a boy living with his aunt by marriage. It’s almost like he has parents again. And 

he still has me. He’ll always have me. 

I want to wake him up now, to make him shuffle his card deck and deal me a euchre hand. I 

won’t, of course, but I want to. 

Instead, I keep sitting there, looking at him, thinking how, even though his living with Barbara 

and James is probably the best thing, that I’d rather be doing this than drinking beer with Louis 

or looking for a better job or watching smarmy reality TV. I’d rather be watching Daniel sleep 

under the full moon than anything else. 


