
NORTH 
TEXAS
REVIEW
2019



18
19

M
O
N
D
AY

 
M

y sister, Sarah, hum
s a song from

 som
ew

here 
above. T

he tune fades in and out like the tire she 
sw

ings from
. If I drop m

y focus from
 the book in 

m
y lap for a few

 seconds, I can m
ake out the gentle 

creak of the taut rope -- invariably, it drow
ns under 

Sarah’s w
arbly soundscape. 

 
“Tell m

e a story, A
rchie.”

 
I flash a glance from

 m
y cross-legged perch at 

the base of the tree. Sarah doesn’t look at m
e from

 
her spot atop the w

orn rubber tire sw
ing. H

er eyes 
are closed, and her head rests atop tw

o folded arm
s 

as she rocks back and forth. T
he picture of grace. I 

ignore her request.
 

“A
rchie.”

 
Softer and sw

eeter this tim
e. It w

ould take a 
brother to hear how

 practiced it is. I alm
ost give 

in and glance up w
hen a m

erciful ant catches m
y 

eye from
 the corner of G

reece: O
ld and N

ew
 in m

y 
lap. T

he third of six books about ancient Europe 
I currently have checked out from

 the R
ichw

ood 
H

igh library since the sem
ester began. I am

 sure they 
are due som

etim
e.

 
M

aybe this ant know
s. T

he lithe, reddish thing 
rests at the top corner of the right-hand page. I flick 
it off w

ith m
y forefinger, w

atch her unfold w
ings in 

a blur and flit aw
ay, feel m

y satisfaction lift and die 
instead.
 

“A
rchibald.”

  
T

hat gets m
y attention and a scow

l. It deepens 
w

hen I see Sarah giggling, her eyes still shut in spite 
of unconfined m

irth. I adm
it defeat.

 
“W

hy w
ould a pre-m

ed student be interested in 

stories?” I say, closing the book betw
een tw

o fingers 
as I lean back into the tree.
 

M
y tree, strides aw

ay from
 the back entrance to 

the school library, w
here I’ve w

orked as a shelf-stock-
er for the last three sum

m
ers. D

ad w
anted m

e to 
w

ork. To m
ake a living. To provide. N

ow
 that he 

w
as gone, states aw

ay w
ith som

e cow
orker, I feel 

alm
ost as rich as those sentim

ents.
 

T
his oak’s inset base is m

y favorite spot to roost 
after checking out a book. A

t the correct angle, the 
large roots serve as decent arm

rests, and som
etim

es 
it rem

inds m
e of childhood nights reading picture 

books w
ith m

y m
other in her blueberry recliner. I 

w
ould sit in her lap, Sarah on the floor picking aw

ay 
at holes in the chair’s fabric, as she read aloud to us 
both.
 

Sarah’s piercing green eyes are on m
e now.

 
“W

hat is that, the third book about A
ncient 

G
reece this year?” she snorts. “H

ow
 m

uch m
ore is 

there to learn about?”
 

“Plenty,” I insist, w
earily. M

y turn to close m
y 

eyes.
 

“I’ll rephrase that,” Sarah persists. “H
ow

 m
uch 

m
ore can you learn from

 reading books? Experience 
is the best teacher.”
 

R
eopened. I squint at Sarah accusingly.

 
“Last w

eek you said failure w
as the best 

teacher.”
 

“Failure is experience, m
an,” Sarah said, rolling 

her eyes back w
hile w

aving her arm
 out, an invisible 

blunt betw
een tw

o fingers in her left hand. T
hese 

little playlets are som
e of Sarah’s favorite “I’m

 in 
college” past-tim

es. Even though w
e know

 she is as 

W
HATEVER YOU THINK 

YOU NEED
by Patrick Iversen

squeaky clean as any of us, she decided at som
e point 

the bit is hilarious.
 

She is right about experience, though. I’ve 
know

n it for a w
hile. O

ur sm
all tow

n, buried in 
the barren heart of K

ansas, no longer seem
s to fit 

m
e. Every tim

e the bus picks m
e up for another 

day at school, I spend the next hour staring out the 
w

indow
 w

atching the blurring row
s of corn. A

s they 
billow

 by, I try to im
agine they are fields of golden 

w
heat, ends tickling m

y fingers as I approach the sea.
 

T
he bus alw

ays pulls up in a cloud of dirt, just 
in tim

e for class.
 

“D
on’t you have things to do?” I say. Sarah w

ill 
be heading off to TC

U
 in a w

eek or so. Full-ride. 
M

om
 and I are very proud. “Like, a lot of things? 

A
ll-day, elsew

here kinds of things?”
 

Sarah rocks forw
ard far enough to kick up som

e 
dust into m

y face. 
 

“You w
ish.”

 
I w

ipe the cover clean, thum
b the book open 

again. Scan for a w
ay to m

ake her leave.
 

“H
ere’s a story about m

edicine for our m
edical 

genius,” I say. Sarah sm
irks and flips her hair over 

her shoulder for show. “A
 slave dropped and broke 

his m
aster’s favorite cup in the street one m

orning. 
W

hen he sat dow
n to put it back together, som

eone 
saw

 him
 and asked, ‘W

hy are you w
asting your tim

e? 
N

ot even A
sclepius of Epidaurus could m

ake it 
w

hole again.’”
 

“H
ow

 long is this story?”
 

“Shut up,” I say, continuing. “So the slave 
brought the broken pieces to the Epidaurus tem

ple, 
to the god of healing. W

hen he got there, opened the 
bag and took out the cup, he saw

 that it w
as w

hole 
again. T

he m
aster called it a m

iracle.”
 

“T
he dude clearly just glued it back together,” 

Sarah says w
ith a w

ave and a dry tone. “A
 story about 

an inattentive slave-ow
ner. Fun.”

  
She leans back, rocks the tire sw

ing, and leaps 
to the ground in one m

otion. Sarah flips the curls of 
black hair off her face and glances back at m

e.
 

“You have to outgrow
 fables som

eday, A
rchie,” 

Sarah says. “Live a little. Experience life. Stop 
reading about it.”
 

I listen as her footsteps fade aw
ay. 

TU
ESD

AY
 

I arrive first for the EF Tours O
rientation m

eet-
ing after school lets out. T

he room
 is em

pty, so I slip 
into a seat in the back row

 and set m
y black JanSport 

book bag on the desk in front of m
e, resting m

y head 
on it w

hile I w
ait, w

ondering again if I’m
 m

aking the 

right decision.
 

I’m
 still not sure that putting m

y nam
e into 

the draw
ing for this EF Tours thing w

as a deci-
sion. M

ore like an im
pulse. O

ur counselor, M
rs. 

R
obinson, had offered six random

ly selected H
onors 

Society students an all-expenses-paid educational 
tour of G

reece. W
hen she drew

 m
y nam

e, I felt a 
strange desire to float. 
 

I rode that elation for a m
onth. T

hen Sarah gave 
us her graduation date. T

his w
eekend. R

ight w
hen I 

take off for G
reece. 

 
T

he five other w
inners of the draw

ing trickle 
into the room

 over the next few
 m

inutes. Tw
o senior 

girls I don’t know. Som
e guy I recognize. A

nd Jodie 
Eringlen and Sam

, her ex-boyfriend. M
y heart skips 

a beat. Sam
 hasn’t dropped out of this thing? W

ord 
has it their breakup w

asn’t exactly sm
ooth. T

hey sit 
next to each other. I fidget w

ith m
y pen.

 
T

he m
eeting begins w

hen M
rs. R

obinson 
enters.
 

“I w
ant to congratulate you all again,” she 

begins, passing out brochures to Senior G
irl O

ne 
in the front row. “M

any of your peers signed up for 
this trip, and you’re the lucky few

 w
inners for this 

incredible experience.”
 

T
he brochures w

ind their w
ay to Sam

 and 
Jodie. H

is hand brushes hers before she reaches 
behind her to hand the final one to m

e. I forget how
 

to m
ove m

y hands because her blue eyes are boring 
into m

ine, w
aiting. H

er eyebrow
s tw

ist in a grin, and 
she flops the flyer at m

e like a fish. M
y daze lifts and I 

try to grin back, low
ering m

y head and snatching the 
paper aw

ay. Som
eone is snickering, but I don’t look 

up to see w
ho. Instead, I study the flyer.

 
EF Tours: A

 N
ew

 Perspective O
n T

he W
orld! 

Low
er dow

n, a list of cities and countries. A
bove 

them
 all, in bold: A

 G
recian O

dyssey.
 

I open the brochure to devour the itinerary 
again. M

rs. R
obinson’s voice is som

ew
here else, up 

front, m
ixing w

ith click-clacks of the chalkboard 
and scratches of pencils around m

e.

 
I blam

e buzzing thoughts w
hen I break m

y 
six-year streak of not stepping on sidew

alk cracks as I 
w

alk hom
e from

 the bus stop. 
 

I m
ight m

ake a new
 gam

e out of avoiding the 
sidew

alk grass shoots. T
he w

eeds em
erge through 

random
 slivers lining concrete paths of m

y neigh-
borhood. N

ature reclaim
ing things here m

ost of the 
residents are not done w

ith yet.
 

I’ve not felt that ow
nership in som

e tim
e. M

y 
neighborhood is ordinary, tucked off the m

ain road 
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w
e take to school. O

ur law
ns are sparse and have 

been since the first big m
ove-off a few

 years ago. T
he 

one that m
y father hitched a ride out of tow

n on.
 

T
he neighborhood is a cluster of m

em
ories 

m
ade w

ithout him
. Playing pretend in the creek. 

Soccer w
ith Sarah in our front yard, both of us 

silently w
atching for his m

aroon sedan to appear 
from

 around the corner. H
is availability w

as alw
ays 

“up in the air” after the divorce, and for a few
 years 

that spontaneity m
ade him

 a m
ythical figure to 

Sarah and I, like Santa C
laus or the Tooth Fairy, an 

arrival to believe in until you stop believing. 
 

O
urs is a single-story red brick building at the 

end of the street. I unlock the front door, and w
hen 

the creaking subsides, I hear the fam
iliar low

 churn 
of the w

ashing m
achine. I w

alk past m
y m

om
, 

pulling suitcases dow
n from

 the sm
all closet in the 

hallw
ay, on m

y w
ay to m

y room
.

 
W

ait.
 

Back, on a dim
e, to m

om
. 

 
“Suitcases?” I ask. M

om
 doesn’t respond right 

aw
ay. She shuffl

es past m
e back out to the den, 

tow
ard the m

aster bedroom
. I follow. 

 
“O

h, w
e had the m

ost terrible new
s this 

m
orning,” M

om
 says, getting the largest suitcase 

onto the bed w
ith a toss. She sighs and turns back to 

m
e, sm

oothing her pants. “Your father called.”
 

“M
y father called,” I say. 

 
“M

hm
. H

e w
as in an accident, sw

eetie,” she 
says. H

er eyes are narrow
ed w

ith concern. Em
pathy. 

She is the sw
eetest. “N

othing life-threatening, but 
he can’t go hom

e for a few
 w

eeks. I said w
e all w

ould 
go up to M

innesota to take care of him
, at least until 

school begins. W
e’re leaving on Saturday. It w

ill be 
fun! Like a little vacation.”
 

M
y m

ind is full of bees. T
he ticket envelope in 

m
y pocket feels heavy.

 
“I-I don’t know, m

om
,” I say, unable to m

eet 
her gaze. “I have things to do next w

eek.”
 

She chuffs at that, rolling her eyes and w
aving 

m
e off.

 
“I know

 your schedule, and you certainly do 
not,” M

om
 says. “Your library job ended last w

eek, 
and all you have left before senior year is to round up 
all of those books you’ve failed to return. You’ll have 
plenty of tim

e to do that w
hen w

e get back.
 

“Besides, it’s about tim
e you saw

 your father 
again, don’t you think?”
 

I really, really don’t. M
om

 m
ust have m

e 
confused w

ith Sarah. T
hey w

ere alw
ays closer, even 

if just slightly. Every few
 m

onths I’ll hear her in the 
next room

 on the phone, offering obligatory life 

updates to him
 for half an hour. Sarah never seem

ed 
to hold onto his absence like I have. But then, Sarah 
never seem

s to dw
ell on m

uch anyw
ay. 

 
I offer a shrug to m

y m
om

 and half-hug her 
before departing for m

y bedroom
. I pull out m

y 
laptop and pull up som

e pictures. G
olden colum

ns 
riding atop a w

hite countertop hill, their shadow
s 

a cape draped over m
uch of the flickering streets 

beyond. A
thens at night.

W
ED

N
ESD

AY
 

I rarely have the house to m
yself at night —

 the 
plight of a high schooler.
 

So, w
hen m

y parents rem
ind m

e they are due at 
a church potluck, and Sarah w

ould be visiting w
ith 

som
e old high school friends, I quickly assure them

 I 
am

 sw
am

ped as w
ell. T

he three hours of solitude are 
w

orth the latest fib. I get through m
ore of G

reece: 
O

ld and N
ew

 and alm
ost com

plete an application to 
the U

niversity of Iow
a w

hen I see a text from
 Jodie.

 
N

ot Jodie —
 José from

 H
istory C

lub saying 
they m

iss m
e at m

eetings —
 but the hope sparks 

a half-hour of scrolls through som
e of m

y old 
Facebook posts she had liked.
 

T
he arrival of the golden child finally interrupts 

m
y golden evening. M

y older sister, the flaw
ed hero 

of her ow
n story, plunges through the front door, 

tosses her keys on the coffee table and sinks into the 
couch next to m

e. H
er grin is stupid, and she flicks 

m
y ear w

here I hate it. 
  

Sarah stares at m
e.

 
“W

hat do you w
ant?” I grum

ble.
 

“You don’t w
ant to see dad,” she says, clearly 

but w
ith a sm

ug directness that m
ust com

e from
 

liquid courage.
 

“O
f course I do.”

 
“Bullshit,” she says, slapping the couch’s 

arm
rest for em

phasis. “You’d rather be sitting here, 
m

essaging that girl on your laptop screen than at the 
m

ost im
portant m

om
ent of m

y life so far.”
 

Shit. I forgot to close out of a freshm
an year 

picture of Jodie and m
e, side-by-side w

ith the rest 
of the inaugural m

em
bers of H

istory C
lub. Ears 

burning, I slam
 the laptop shut and glow

er back at 
m

y sm
irking sister, trying to reclaim

 som
e ground 

w
ith indignation. I don’t even have Jodie’s num

ber, 
anyw

ay.
 

“It’s not about her—
really!” I exclaim

 at Sarah’s 
fake laugh outburst. “I have that G

reece trip next 
w

eek. I really need to go, to get out. A
nd D

ad just 
doesn’t seem

 w
orth it.”

 
Sarah goes silent at that. Still grins, though.

 
“I m

ean, not like, his life or anything,” I say, 
staring off to the side. I alw

ays have a hard tim
e 

keeping eye contact w
hen trying to find the right 

w
ords. Truths require the right w

ords. “T
he effort, 

I guess. H
e gave, like, the m

inim
al am

ount to m
e —

 
to us. G

row
ing up.”

 
“So w

e should give the m
inim

al am
ount of care 

back?” 
 

“I m
ean, m

aybe,” I say. “H
ow

 m
any tim

es 
has m

om
 com

plained about his late child support 
paym

ents?”
 

“N
ot as m

uch as she used to,” Sarah says.
 

But she did, for a few
 years, and he still never 

visits. R
arely calls. For m

onths on end, w
e have little 

to no idea w
hat’s going on in his life. Som

etim
es I 

stop and think about a m
inute that just passed, and 

how, for all I know, it m
ight have been the m

om
ent 

m
y father died. A

nd how, had I not paused to 
think about it, that m

inute w
ould feel no different 

than the next. T
hese are only tim

es I m
iss him

 as 
profoundly as an am

putee m
ight m

iss a lim
b.

 
“I don’t get w

hy she’s so loyal to som
eone like 

that,” I say.
 

Sarah’s eyes roll back.
 

“‘Som
eone like that,’” Sarah recites. “T

he fuck, 
A

rchie. For som
eone w

ho lives in faraw
ay places in 

his head you sure think you’re the only one w
ho sees 

things for w
hat they are.”

 
“I just think,” I continue, voice rising slightly. 

“M
om

 should say no to him
 m

ore often. G
ive 

him
 som

e of the cold shoulders w
e’ve had to live 

through.”
 

“You know
 she isn’t like that, A

rch,” Sarah says 
in the gentle tone she and m

y m
om

 use w
ith m

y 
nicknam

e.
 

“She should be,” I say.
 

“A
rch, you can’t m

ake people act the w
ay you 

need them
 to,” Sarah says, exasperated. “Even the 

ones you love. A
nd if you love m

om
, you’ll be 

helpful this w
eekend.”

 
I squirm

 as she kisses the top of m
y head, and 

as I feign shaking it out of m
y hair, she hops off the 

couch, w
anders back into the kitchen for a snack.

TH
U
R
SD

AY
 

Sarah m
entions enough friends in the first few

 
bites of dinner that I can tell her m

ind is already in 
Fort W

orth, running dow
n the list of people to say 

goodbye to this w
eekend.

 
M

om
 runs through our travel plan repeatedly, 

though she m
akes sure to inquire after each friend 

Sarah m
entions. H

ere and not, as alw
ays. I sm

ile on 
the fringes of the conversation, stripping the lim

bs 
off of m

y broccoli, thinking of G
reece.

 
I eat quickly and hurry back to m

y room
 to 

pack.
 

T
he EF Tours ticket is on m

y desk. I haven’t 
sum

m
oned enough w

ill to dispose of it yet. I sigh as 
I slum

p in m
y chair, considering the days ahead. I’m

 
not sure w

hat m
y m

om
 thinks she needs out of the 

w
eekend, but it’s not m

e. W
ho does, anym

ore?
 

W
hat I need is this excursion overseas. Far 

from
 here, even for a little w

hile, far enough from
 

w
eed-ridden sidew

alks in this stale tow
n that I can 

breathe for the first tim
e, breathe and live. 

 
I need to be sure, so I pick up the phone. It takes 

a m
inute to find the num

ber, and w
hen I do, I stare 

at it for a m
om

ent. I finally hit the call button and 
listen to w

hat feels like forty dial tones. 
 

“A
rchie.”

 
T

he voice is hoarse but fam
iliar. 

 
“H

ey dad,” I say. I keep m
y voice low

 enough 
that m

om
 and Sarah w

on’t hear from
 the next room

. 
“D

id I w
ake you up?”

 
“I m

ean, it’s night, so no,” m
y father says. T

hat’s 
it. 

“A
h, sorry,” I say. “Just calling to see how

 
you’re doing. I hadn’t heard w

hat happened in the 
accident. M

om
 didn’t tell m

e.”
 

“W
asn’t m

uch to tell,” dad says, his voice fading 
out a bit as if he w

as holding it at arm
’s length. A

s far 
as I know, he’s in a hospital bed, so I’m

 unsure w
hat 

he could be doing. But then his voice returns to full 
volum

e. “M
oron driver didn’t see m

y bike. T
hought 

that’s w
hat headlights w

ere for.”
 

I hear another voice rising in the background. 
A

n A
ustralian accent. C

rikey.
 

“Listen, I gotta go,” dad says. T
he line clicks 

dead.
 

I slip under the covers and fall asleep. In m
y 

dream
s, I sink.

FR
ID

AY
 

By the tim
e I w

ake up, m
y m

other is up early in 
a m

ood that sounds like eggs crackling on a hot skil-
let. I recognize the w

arm
 scent of m

aple syrup from
 

m
y bed. C

om
fortable senses until I open m

y eyes to 
the face of the airline ticket on m

y nightstand.
 

I shake m
y head, roll out and get dressed, run-

ning through new
 justifications. T

he sim
ple things 

m
atter to m

y m
om

, like this excellent breakfast and 
the tim

es w
e spend together, even briefly. Breakfast 

is w
hat ordinary fam

ilies have together. So are trips. 
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I feel resigned to the façade despite the dial tone 
echoing in m

y m
em

ory from
 the night before. 

 
I throw

 on an old grey hoodie I like to w
ear on 

flights or long road trips, belt up m
y jeans, lace up 

sneakers. I grab the ticket, toss it into the trash can, 
w

atch it long after it floats to a rest.

SATU
R
D
AY

 
A

 brightness shines off m
y m

om
 and sister 

through airport security. A
lthough w

e’re on differ-
ent flights, I opt to linger w

ith them
 at their term

inal 
w

hile they w
ait to board.

 
M

y sister is w
rapped up in conversation w

ith a 
stranger. A

 red and black pea coat she w
ill use as a 

flight pillow
 rests on her lap. 

 
“N

o, no, I bet they’ll hand out peanuts this 
tim

e. …
 I just have a good feeling. N

ever know
 w

hen 

it could be our lucky day. U
nless it’s honey-roasted. 

…
 oh, sure that’s unlucky, sure it is …

”
 

M
y m

other leans in and w
hispers through a 

grin.
 

“She’s alw
ays so good at social butterflying.” 

 
“C

an’t hear you through m
y cringes,” I quip. 

M
om

 sm
iles devilishly. I fidget w

ith m
y suitcase 

handle.
  

T
hey call their boarding group, and I choose 

to follow
 them

 through to the end of the line as if 
I m

ight not see them
 again for a long tim

e. For all I 
know, I m

ight not. D
ad hadn’t.

 
I turn to them

 both for custom
ary hugs, hoping 

they don’t notice how
 m

y left hand trem
bles slightly, 

or how
 m

y heart thum
ps in m

y chest. M
om

 kisses 
m

e on the cheek, w
alks up the ram

p. Sarah turns 
for a hug, but then our eyes m

eet, and she sees it. 

Alleyw
ay to R

est by H
an

Eyebrow
s furrow, shoulders slum

p and m
y sister 

exhales in revelation. 
 

“A
h, you’re fucking doing it.”

 
Less accusation than resignation, her arm

s 
falling pointedly back dow

n to her sides. I follow
 her 

gaze to m
y front pocket, w

here the ticket to G
reece 

has begun to stick out.
 

I m
ade sure to lag behind as w

e w
alked up to 

the T
SA

 agent at security, even ran into som
e good 

fortune w
hen Sarah yanked m

y m
other back by the 

belt she forgot to rem
ove. T

hat gave m
e a few

 extra 
seconds to put the ticket aw

ay w
hile they laughed 

w
ith one another and the T

SA
 w

and person at the 
scene.
 

Sarah’s eyes rise to m
eet m

ine like green flares. 
T

he shadow
 of a sm

ile on her face is the w
orst, the 

rueful w
orst. 

 
“Sarah, I—

“
 

“D
on’t,” she says, raising a hand. “I don’t need 

to hear it. I can’t m
ake your choices for you, no 

m
atter how

 fucking disappointing they are.”
 

“I’m
 looking out for m

yself like dad alw
ays 

w
anted,” I say. T

he w
ords feel sm

all leaving m
y 

m
outh.

 
Sarah just nods. “You certainly are.”

 
She pauses, and the silence is heavy betw

een us. 
 

“I’m
 sorry,” say. “I need to go.”

 
She nods at the ground.

 
“W

ell, I hope you find w
hatever you think you 

need. See you around.”
 

She spins on a heel and m
arches up the ram

p 
w

ithout w
aiting for m

y goodbye. 

SU
N
D
AY

 
T

he day is serene, and the clouds are cum
ulus, 

an expanse of pockm
arked blue boats sailing on a 

sea of pale w
heat. From

 m
y w

indow
 seat, I sw

ear the 
sunlight glinting off the w

ingtip shines brighter as 
w

e land. 
 

I feel Jose and Jodie lean over m
y shoulder 

to share the view.  W
hen cell service returns m

y 
backpack buzzes from

 tarm
ac to taxi cab.


