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fallen from its nest, its legs pointing upwards toward the sky. It had died a day later. A 
gurgle from Fan’s stomach alerted her that she was about to puke. 
 As the teachers arrived to carry Mei into the nurse’s office, Fan wiped the 
vomit from her mouth and watched from a distance. They lifted her fragile body with a 
collective heave. Mei’s cry cracked through the atmosphere. They began to advance toward 
Fan, but it was too late to escape. They would know that she was the culprit, the jealous 
one who had cursed her only friend out of spite. She watched stark-eyed with fear as 
Mei’s limp body was hurried past her, carried toward the door. Looking up, Fan saw the 
monsters gathered around too, some with shovels and jumpropes still in their dirt-crusted 
hands. In Fan’s mind, their plastic toys looked like pitchforks and torches, glinting in the 
mid-afternoon sun. 
 “It’s their fault,” Fan thought to herself, “They were the ones who made me 
hurt Mei.” And yet, Fan knew this was not true—that maybe, in the midst of her make-
believe, the magic had begun working after all, making Fan pay for her lies, her anger, her 
need to keep Mei as hers and hers alone.   
 As Mei passed by her, carried by many white hands, their eyes spoke to one 
another once more.  
 “Are we still sisters? Do you forgive me?” Fan asked. She felt her face bloat with 
feeling, struggling to withhold the tears.  
 Mei did not respond. 

Goodbye  Jami Hodgins
You were like a book that I checked out from the library of the world: 
At first, I was mesmerized by your cover; 
after reading the synopsis on the inside flap, I knew I wanted to have you— 
 so I checked you out, aware of the return date 
 stamped on the little manila slot on the inside of the back cover, 
 which I soon chose to forget. 
 
When I took you home, I intended to put you somewhere 
“systematic,” where you would blend in with my other mundane habits. 
 (A desk? A shelf ? A pedestal?) 
 
But instead I placed you on my bedside table, 
 because I experienced some 
  Inexplicable Comfort, knowing that you were there 
   and I could open you at my leisure 
    and escape the world that was enclosing around me. 
 
I put you there so that I could have you near 
 when I wished to stroke your spine and breathe in the scent of your pages 
 or curl up in bed with you and revisit my favorite chapters. 
 
I didn’t want to return you; 
I wanted to engrave my name on the blank space 
 of the paper-covered cardboard behind the flap of your front cover. 
I wanted to put you in my bag and carry you around, 
 so that no matter where I was, I could always get lost in you. 
 
I wanted to know all of your nuances. 
 I wanted to annotate you, marking up your every page with fragments of myself. 
       I wanted to diagram your every sentence and dissect your binary oppositions. 
 I wanted to intimately know and befriend every character within you— 
flat/round, static/dynamic— 
 
You were neither classic nor contemporary. 
You were not romantic or Naturalistic or Existential. 
You gave me the distinct feeling that I had read you before, 
 although I knew I hadn’t. 
And I wanted to discover the source of that unprecedented nostalgia— 
 
But you were overdue. 
(And by the way, your kiss left a bittersweet taste in my mouth.)
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