
“Sam’s pushy—and she has a way of getting me to do things I don’t want to do.” 

“Like what?” 

“Never mind, Dad.” 

“No, no, now you’ve stepped into it. You have to give me an example.” That was one of the 

unwritten rules—you couldn’t bring up a subject without finishing it. Not that we always followed 

our own rules.   

“Okay,” I said. “Sam, she taught me how to kiss.” 

“What?” 

“You can’t get upset.” 

“I’m not upset.” 

“That what? sounded like you were upset.” 

“That what? sounded like I was surprised. I thought you and Sam were just friends?” 

“We are. Best friends. Look, Dad, we were in the seventh grade and—” 

“The seventh grade?” 

“Do you want to hear this story or not?” 

“I’m not sure I do.” 

“Too late.” I looked at him.  

He looked back at me. He shook his head—but he was grinning. “I’m listening.” 

“I really liked this girl. Her name was Erika. And sometimes we held hands. And I wanted to 

kiss her. And I told Sam, and she said she’d teach me. And I told her I didn’t think that was a good 

idea. But she talked me into it. More like badgered. And, well, in the end it wasn’t any big deal.” 

“So she taught you how to kiss.” 

I laughed. “She was a good teacher.” 

Dad laughed too. “You and Sam. You and Sam.” He smiled. “Did you ever get to kiss her, 



this Erika girl?”  

I smiled. “I don’t kiss and tell, Dad.” 

My father just laughed. I mean he really laughed.  

“You would do anything for Sam, wouldn’t you?” 

“Just about.”  

He nodded. “I admire your loyalty. But I worry sometimes.” 

“You don’t have to worry, Dad. I’m cursed with being a straight edger.” 

“Straight edger?” 

 “I think you know what I mean.” I really wanted to tell him about how confused I was. I 

was in the middle of something and I couldn’t quite get at what that something was.  I was starting 

to get mad at myself. Maybe I didn’t do drugs or stuff like that, but I sure as hell was learning how 

to keep secrets.  

“Yeah, Salvie, I think I do know.” He took out his cigarettes from the freezer. “Want to 

have a cig?” 

“That’s your third cigarette today, Dad.” 

He nodded as he opened the back door. He sat on the back steps and lit his cigarette. 

I sat next to him. “What’s up, Dad?” 

“Your Mima,” he said. 

“What about her?” 

“Her cancer’s back.” 

“I thought it was all gone.” 

“Cancer’s tricky business.” 

 “But she’s been cancer free since I was—” 

“Twelve.” My father finished my sentence. He took a deep drag from his cigarette. “It’s 



metastasized.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means that there were still some cancer cells in her body, and they shifted to another site 

in her body.” 

“Where?” 

“Her bones.” 

“Is that bad?” 

“Very bad.” 

“Is she going to be alright?” 

He took my hand and squeezed it. “I don’t think so, Salvie.” 

 


