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I n  t h e  w a k e  o f  t h e  s h o o t i n g  i n  N a s h v i l l e  t h i s  w e e k ,  a
f r i e n d  o f  m i n e  s t a r t e d  t a l k i n g  a b o u t  m o v i n g  t o
C a n a d a .  H i s  t h o u g h t  w a s  t h a t  a  c o u n t r y  t h a t  d i d
n o t h i n g  t o  a d d r e s s  a  c l e a r  p r o b l e m – t h e  e a s e  o f
p u r c h a s i n g  a s s a u l t  r i f l e s  i n  A m e r i c a – t h a t  w a s
l e a d i n g  t o  t h e  d e a t h s  o f  c h i l d r e n ,  w a s n ' t  a  c o u n t r y
t h a t  w a s  l o o k i n g  o u t  f o r  h i s ,  o r  h i s  f a m i l y ' s  b e s t
i n t e r e s t .  

T o  s t a r t  t h i s  d i s c u s s i o n ,  m y  f r i e n d  n e e d e d  t o  c l a r i f y
t h a t  h e  w a s n ' t  " t h e  t y p e  o f  g u y  t o  m o v e  t o  C a n a d a
b e c a u s e  T r u m p  g o t  e l e c t e d "  b u t  t h a t  t h e  o n g o i n g
s i t u a t i o n  i n  A m e r i c a  w a s  n o t  o n l y  b e c o m i n g
u n t e n a b l e ,  b u t  w a s n ' t  b e i n g  a d d r e s s e d  i n  a n y
m e a n i n g f u l  w a y  b y  t h e  p e o p l e  i n  p o w e r .  W h y  s h o u l d
h e  c o n t i n u e  l i v i n g ,  a n d  p a y i n g  t a x e s ,  i n  a  c o u n t r y
w a s  u n a b l e ,  o r  u n w i l l i n g  t o  m a k e  t h e  n e e d e d ,  a n d
v e r y  e v i d e n t ,  c h a n g e s  t o  p r o t e c t  i t s  p o p u l a c e ?  

L i k e  m y  f r i e n d ,  i n  t h e  a f t e r m a t h  o f  t h e s e
i n c r e a s i n g l y  a n d  s a d l y  c o m m o n  e v e n t s ,  I ' m  l e f t
w o n d e r i n g  i f  A m e r i c a  i s  a  c o u n t r y  I  w a n t  t o  c o n t i n u e
l i v i n g  i n .  A n d  l i k e  m y  f r i e n d  I  a l s o  f e e l  t h e  n e e d  t o
q u a l i f y  m y  b u r g e o n i n g  f e a r  t h a t  A m e r i c a  i s n ' t
e v e r y t h i n g  i t ' s  c r a c k e d  u p  t o  b e .

B u t ,  w h y ?  

W h y  a m  I ,  a n d  I  i m a g i n e  m a n y  o f  y o u ,  s o  h o r r i b l y
e n t a n g l e d  w i t h  t h i s  c o u n t r y  t h a t  c o n t i n u e s  t o  d o
n o t h i n g  t o  i m p r o v e  o u r  s a f e t y ,  o r  e v e n  t h e  q u a l i t y  o f
o u r  l i v e s ?  W h y  a r e  w e  s o  c a u g h t  u p  i n  t h e  p r i v i l e g e
o f  b e i n g  " A m e r i c a n "  w h e n  A m e r i c a  c l e a r l y  g i v e s  t w o
s h i t s  a b o u t  u s ?  W h y  c a n ' t  w e  e v e n  t a l k  a b o u t
p a c k i n g  o u r  b a g s  a n d  f i n d i n g  a  p l a c e  t h a t  p u t s
p e o p l e  o v e r  p o l i t i c s  w i t h o u t  g u i l t  c r e e p i n g  i n  a t  t h e
e d g e s ?  

A t  t h i s  p o i n t  w e  a r e  i n  w h a t  a m o u n t s  t o  a n  a b u s i v e
r e l a t i o n s h i p  w i t h  T h e  U n i t e d  S t a t e s  o f  A m e r i c a .
W e ' v e  b e e n  c o n d i t i o n e d  t o  t h i n k  t h a t  t h i s  c o u n t r y
t h a t  o v e r  t h e  l a s t  t w e n t y  y e a r s  h a s  f a i l e d  u s  o v e r
a n d  o v e r  a n d  o v e r  a g a i n ,  i s  g e t t i n g  b e t t e r .  T h a t  w i t h
t h e  h a r d  w o r k  o f  i t s  p o p u l a c e  ( u s )  a n d  " h o p e "  w e ' r e
g o i n g  t o  m o v e  p a s t  t h e s e  t e r r i b l e  t r a g e d i e s  a n d
b e c o m e  a  b e t t e r ,  s a f e r  c o u n t r y .  T h a t  w e ' r e  g o i n g  t o
s h a k e  o f f  t h e s e  g a p i n g  w o u n d s  i n  o u r  c o l l e c t i v e
s o u l s  a n d  s t r i d e  f o r w a r d  s t r o n g e r  t h a n  e v e r  b e f o r e .  

B u t  a t  t h i s  p o i n t  i t ' s  p r e t t y  e v i d e n t  t h a t  o u r
g o v e r n m e n t  i s  d o i n g  n o t h i n g .  T h a t  r e g a r d l e s s  o f  t h e
a t r o c i t i e s ,  t h e  g o v e r n i n g  b o d y  i s  a t  b e s t  s i t t i n g  o n
t h e i r  h a n d s  a s  f i x i n g ,  w o r s t  a c t i v e l y  p u s h i n g  b a c k
a g a i n s t  a n y t h i n g  t h a t  m i g h t  a c t u a l l y  s t a r t  t o  u n r a v e l
t h i s  d e a d l y  k n o t  w e  a r e  c a u g h t  i n .



S o  w h y  a r e  w e  s t i l l  s o  e n a m o r e d  w i t h  t h i s  p l a c e ?
W h y  d o  w e  f e e l  o b l i g a t e d  t o  s t a n d  t a l l  a n d  t r y  a n d
m a k e  t h i n g s  b e t t e r  f o r  a  p l a c e  t h a t  c l e a r l y  i s n ' t
d o i n g  t h e  s a m e  f o r  u s ?

W h y  d o e s  e v e n  t h e  n o t i o n  o f  m o v i n g  t o  a  d i f f e r e n t
c o u n t r y  s o m e h o w  f e e l  l i k e  g i v i n g  u p ?  A n d  m o r e  s o ,
w h a t  e x a c t l y  a r e  w e  g i v i n g  u p  o n ?  W h y  d o e s  t h e
t h o u g h t  o f  l e a v i n g  m a k e  u s  q u e s t i o n  o u r  d e d i c a t i o n
t o  " p a t r i o t i s m "  a n d  w h a t  i n  t h e  h o l y  f u c k  d o e s  t h a t
e v e n  m e a n  a n y  m o r e ?

T h e r e  a r e ,  c l e a r l y ,  a  m i l l i o n  r e a s o n s  w h y  m o s t  o f  u s
c a n ' t  j u s t  p u l l  u p  s t a k e s  a n d  m o v e  t o  a n o t h e r
c o u n t r y  a n d  t h e r e ' s  a  m i l l i o n  r e a s o n s  w h y  a n o t h e r
c o u n t r y  w o u l d  p r o b a b l y  b e  j u s t  a s  p r o b l e m a t i c ,  b u t
w e  h a v e  t o  a c k n o w l e d g e  t h a t  i f  m e r e l y  t h i n k i n g
a b o u t  d o i n g  s o  d r e d g e s  u p  t h e s e  d e e p ,  e x i s t e n t i a l
c o n c e r n s ,  w e  n e e d  t o  s t a r t  l o o k i n g  a t  t h e
r e l a t i o n s h i p  w e  h a v e  w i t h  t h i s  c o u n t r y .  

W e  n e e d  t o  a c k n o w l e d g e  t h a t  t h i s  c o u n t r y  i s n ' t ,  a n d
h a s n ' t  b e e n  l o o k i n g  o u t  f o r  i t s  c i t i z e n s  a n d  t h a t
s e e k i n g  a n  e s c a p e  r o u t e ,  o r  e v e n  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  a n
e s c a p e  r o u t e ,  i s n ' t ,  b y  a n y  m e a n s ,  a  b e t r a y a l .

- N
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The summer is now only a whisper so I sit 

amongst her last breaths pitting cherries until 

they are vulnerable between the tips 

of my fingernails. Licking off the red

upon palms, my palms; thinking about how 

Louis cheated on Kimmy. And Kimmy

got herpes. Not that you need to know who 

they are, but you should know that they love 

each other. And Louis went and went 

and came. And when I tell you about this 

new man I’m seeing, I tell you this 

because I’m too scared to do this alone. 

I didn’t expect to be given and to be pitting

this bag of on-their-way-out cherries.

There's always that point 

when everything moves so fast.

Like last night when the sky should

have been black, but was navy.

Too excited for the morning.

Everything moves faster when 

it’s something you're good at 

or used to, and the sky is great 

at being the sky. And Louis was great 

at communicating with Kimmy until 

he wasn't. And there's a pile of cherries 

before us, aware that their season 

is almost over. Plump and tired, 

holding themselves up high 

and oh so sweet.

4
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In February I was in the hospital. In September I am here again. This time I am

dehydrated and given a bag of fluid. It’s cold when it enters my arm. I shiver

and the nurse helps me into my jacket. I read Fitzgerald’s The Pat Hobby Stories

while I wait to be hydrated. When I get home I drink a glass of water and eat

toast with fake, organic butter. I run to the bathroom to vomit, closing my eyes

to do so. I imagine the stream brown and ugly but I’ll never know. The force of

it surprises me, but I am also glad to get it over with so fast. My first thought,

You are so pregnant.

My new therapist has me try Brainspotting in our second session together. She

says some people see colors, numbers, patterns. Some people don’t have words

to describe what they see. I feel my head tense, sharp and dull at once. And then

neon green, pale green, white. Purple rolls in, blue. I feel a split; above and

below, I tell her. I am so tired of trying to make sense of things lately. I am so

glad to let my mind go.

At our twelve-week appointment, we hear the baby’s heartbeat. At first, it

sounds like the ocean noises we play at night to help us sleep, but as the doctor

presses her instrument to my tummy, the noise becomes a galloping. The rest of

the day I am dehydrated and have trouble eating. My husband makes a Target

run and as soon as he pulls out of the driveway, I throw-up all over myself in

bed.

The first day of my second trimester there is a weight lifted, a change, a

lightening, a hope.

7
-

p r e g n a n c y  d i a r i e s
B R I T T A N Y  A C K E R M A N

n o t e s  f r o m  a  m o m - t o - b e



It’s not helpful to hear anyone else’s stories; how sick they were, how sick they

weren’t. Although I do recall one friend who said that while the first four

months were filled with sickness, she felt her body align with all the women of

the past who have ever been with child. She felt herself one with all the women

of the earth who have held this pain. And that is sort of how it feels, to be one

with all the experiences. This helped.

My muscles and ligaments soften and stretch. At night, my ribs hurt, but I know

it’s not my ribs, but the movement of my ribs to make room for the baby. None

of this upsets me or scares me the way I thought it would, to carry life inside. It

feels like magic, the most magical thing. How can people do this every day all

the time? How has this been happening since the beginning of time, this most

natural thing? 

The baby is the size of a pomegranate this week. My mom tells me to drink

pomegranate juice to lower my blood pressure.

First Thanksgiving, the three of us. The dog across the street won’t stop barking

so we turn the music up, the new Fruit Bats album. They play here in Nashville

around my due date. I’m sitting in the dining room and writing. We have five

pictures up, all of horses. Two of them Carl took, two we found at an antique

shop, and one I found at the Melrose Trading post years ago. It’s my favorite—a

man and two horses walk toward the left of the frame. The man wears a top hat

and a scarf around his neck, a black and white spotted dog at his feet. The sky is

cloudy and grey, the land is dry, but they press on.

December. 20 weeks. Five months pregnant. We feel the baby kick for the first

time before Carl leaves to LA for a job. I had asked the baby to kick before he

left and the baby kicked before he left. I find the movements comforting. I like

placing my hand on my belly and feeling it from the inside and the outside. It’s

still wild to me that a baby is growing inside there, the size of an endive.

I start working on the novel again. For four months, I hadn’t written a word

toward it, but somehow there is no guilt around this. I pick up where I left off

and get back into the grove of 1,000 words a day. But lately I’ve been writing

more, partly because I'm online less, partly because I can drink coffee again and

let my mind go to that precious zone where all that exists is me and the words

and I'm able to access memory and shuffle through time in my mind. I write

even though the future of the writing is uncertain. I write maybe because it’s

uncertain and the time I have when I sit down is the only thing that’s certain. 

8
-



9
-

A white spider sets up camp on my windshield. I look it up to see what it means.

It’s a symbol of purity, balance, new beginnings. Spiders remind us to stay calm

in the face of change and to trust in the process of transformation. When we see

a white spider, it is a reminder that we are always connected to the web of life

and that we are never alone.

An orange ladybug crawls outside on my bedroom window. Orange, the color of

the sacral chakra, related to creativity, vitality, fertility, overall health. My

grandmother’s favorite color. To see an orange ladybug relates to healing and

the peak of fertility. Sounds about right.

Two nights before our ultrasound, I dream I am pushing a stroller on a

boardwalk by the water. The baby is a girl with blonde hair and she responds to

my voice. She looks at the blue water and I think of the word daughter. She

can’t speak yet, but I know she wants to go closer to the shoreline. I knew our

baby was a girl from the beginning. I listened to “Shoulders” by Men I Trust and

couldn’t help but bawl my eyes out to the lyrics: I don’t know who she is but I

can tell/ she’s got delicate hands/ that must dance around you with grace/ of a free

bird/ of a song…

And then the ultrasound tech confirms we’re having a girl.

I walk backwards onto the scale when they take my weight at appointments.

There’s no point to me knowing the number. It grows as I grow. It’s supposed to,

and me measuring myself against that number won’t do me any good.

I do pay attention to my blood pressure though, and my blood work that shows

I'm slightly anemic. My doctor says I need more iron. I start waking up in the

middle of the night again with hunger pains. I'm up from 2:00AM-4:00AM eating

protein bars and bananas and slices of bread. Nothing helps to quell the hunger.

I sit in the dark and drink water until the bottle is empty. Then I have to pee,

sometimes more than once, sometimes more than twice. I eventually fall back

asleep, but it feels like I’ve only rested for a second before my alarm sounds and

I start the day. All of a sudden, I'm at twenty-four weeks, six months pregnant.

In the morning, we go to our scheduled OB appointment and my blood pressure

is normal but my pulse is high. My doctor says that my anxiety is a lifelong

battle, that it’s not going away anytime soon, that I have to find a way to move

through it. I love the burgundy, rounded-frames of her glasses. I stare at them

as she talks, the two circles big and chunky and chic. She says I'm doing a great 
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job, which is maybe what I needed to hear, what I want to hear, always. I try to

stay present in the room, to make a mental note of this moment where I'm

being told everything is fine. Here, now, I receive the encouragement I crave.

My body relaxes in the chair. My pulse slows. Carl twirls a piece of my hair

against my back.

Twenty-seven weeks and the baby is the size of a bunch of bananas. The

nighttime nausea has returned, and along with it so much movement in my

belly. Sometimes it feels like she’s waving her hand across the sky of my

stomach, waving at me maybe, at Carl. My hand is a magnet to her movements. 

I wake at least twice to pee every night, and the last time is usually around

6:30AM, a half hour before my alarm goes off. This last thirty minutes is mostly

spent feeling the baby’s kicks, and sometimes Carl will wake up too and put his

hand on my belly and feel his daughter moving. Playtime, he calls it, and he

communes with her through my skin. There is nothing else like this in the

world. This is life. And now this is our life. 

I want to know what my writing life will look like once I have my daughter and

what might change, what might grow or dissipate. What will I be able to let go

of once she arrives? What will feel lighter, heavier, or just different?



S p i r i t e d  A w a y
E m m a  L a r s s o n
2 0 2 2



S u b m i t t i n g  t o  T h e  S u b c o n s c i o u s  I I
E m m a  L a r s s o n
2 0 2 2



As far from neko-chan as kitty, as far from Tokyo as Pittsburgh 

where I landed, licking my cartoon paws. 

A freetered refugee who never mastered “Go” in hellish places 

clear of dirt, which was war:: clear of clan, which was pure—Kathleen

on my certificate, Kathleen: as if I were haiku, the “cutting word” between 

I will take you home…and bottom girls who whisper: The japanese 

have stopped having babies.
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I  p l a y  i n  n e t  c a f e s
K A T H L E E N  H E L L E N



C o m e  &  G o
S c o t t  A l b r e c h t
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T h e  S p a c e  B e t w e e n
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A  T i l t e d  H o u r g l a s s
S c o t t  A l b r e c h t
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