
The Anthology The Anthology 

Volume 2016 Article 63 

April 2016 

Sacrifice to Teiresias Sacrifice to Teiresias 

Kelsey Law 

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology 

 Part of the Illustration Commons 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Law, Kelsey (2016) "Sacrifice to Teiresias," The Anthology: Vol. 2016, Article 63. 
Available at: https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology/vol2016/iss1/63 

This Artwork is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Commons @ Winthrop University. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in The Anthology by an authorized editor of Digital Commons @ Winthrop University. For 
more information, please contact digitalcommons@mailbox.winthrop.edu. 

https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology
https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology/vol2016
https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology/vol2016/iss1/63
https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology?utm_source=digitalcommons.winthrop.edu%2Fanthology%2Fvol2016%2Fiss1%2F63&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1135?utm_source=digitalcommons.winthrop.edu%2Fanthology%2Fvol2016%2Fiss1%2F63&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology/vol2016/iss1/63?utm_source=digitalcommons.winthrop.edu%2Fanthology%2Fvol2016%2Fiss1%2F63&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:digitalcommons@mailbox.winthrop.edu


80 81

Sacrifice to Teiresias  Kelsey Law

Temporary  Laurie Hilburn

 Sex with Andy.  
 The words stare back at me, foreign. I’ve rewritten the phrase three times now, 
shifting its existence from one page to the next. But, it’s not real yet—I turn my pencil 
and erase the gray lines, withdrawing them from duty, from when they were supposed to 
materialize into action tomorrow.  
 Andrea takes a seat across from me. “I’m sorry, Victoria. How about Tuesday?”  
 “You’ll be in Atlanta until–” 
 “Wednesday morning.” Andrea sighs. “Okay, how about…”  
 She chews at the end of her pen–a residual marker from when she quit 
smoking a year ago. Her teeth marks leave imprints on most of our writing tools, soft 
little messages of how nerves shiver beneath her composure. She wears tailored blazers, 
professionally indomitable. But, her mouth betrays her confidence—not her voice, but her 
teeth, tugging and gnawing for something to bite, to inhale, to unravel the taut rope of 
tension that snakes down her spine.  
 “How about Friday?” She glances up at me. “I’ll be back by five. We can have 
dinner and then–” 
 “I have physical therapy at four. I’ll be exhausted.” 
 “Fine.”  
 She’s getting frustrated. She used to tell me how much she enjoyed me being 
such a challenge, difficult, unconquerable. Now, she just says, Victoria, please, be 
reasonable, please.  
 “Andy…” I can’t reach the words, so I press my hands flat against the table, 
grounding myself. “Andy, I’m–” 
 “Trying.” She pulls the pen from her lips like a cigarette, barely refraining from 
puffing out smoky ink. “I know. I’m sorry I’m so busy.” 
 “Don’t apologize for that. You like being busy.”  
 But, I don’t meet her eyes—I’m so focused on looking down at the table that 
Andrea’s move to sit beside me makes me jump. She catches my hands in hers. “I like 
being with you more than being busy.” A tentative, warm laugh bubbles up from her chest. 
“I’d love to combine the two and get busy with you—I mean, we’re both trying, right?”  
 Her smile, the little tether of connection, the hot ghosts of nicotine along her 
voice—it flickers more to life in me than I’ve known in a while and I almost flinch, 
staggered. But, her grip is impossible to break—even when I’m sure I have.  
 She peers over at my calendar. “How about Sunday evening? I’ll be done with 
work before lunchtime. We’ll have the evening all to ourselves.”  
 She’s serious. About Sunday, about planning it then, about devoting her time to 
me. Like with her touch, I am daunted. I haven’t believed lately—in her, but not in me.  
 Gently, I pull my hands free from hers and reach for her chewed-up pen.   
 “Sunday, it is.” 
 As she kisses my forehead, I write down the phrase again. I press all my weight 
into the page, forcing myself to feel each curve and puncture, dedicating each line of the 
day to the words: Sex with Andy, it reads when I’m done, this time immortalized in ink, 
and I swear I feel its force reach all the way to my toes.  
               --- 
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