dri f t i n g

maybe i am drift i n g
with the waves on a boat,
aged wooden brown, bobbing

up and down

I make no effort

to partake

in my journey's direction,
stretched out on my back stari ng
up at the Dblue painting
with  white  brush

strokes, straini n g for
an answer i cannot hear —
one that i'm not sure

Il compre hend

even if heard,

bobbing up and

down, lying with the waves.
I wonder if it matters much, my
bobbing with the waves, if
it will take me

to a dark place i did not

intend to go,

or if

it will take me

back to where

the waves were made .
because in the end |,
after the waves find the sandy shore
bobbing up and down
don't they return
to where they came from —
where blue

meetsblue?
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The Celtic goddess of poetry

other poets adored.

A goddess who

never mentioned

she was a goddess.

Long flowing brown hair

and such a soft smile.

The patroness saint of farm animals and
lost college students.

We were always scheming rendezvouses that neveehed. To a Sacramento monastery. To the beach by
her pilot brother's—with sandcastle contests awmgsan manmade contraptions that traveled ovesahe.
She offered to carry me over her shoulder if myeltigir couldn’t maneuver the beach. | wanted &otke
beach she mentioned in class, the one by whergreleup and planned on living at if she was evendiess;
but | wasn't sure if this beach was that beach. thbeght of grains of sand stuck on my body sehdsess
down my spine, but | was going to suck it up tolsee | should’'ve tried harder, | should've saidesc
sleeping three hours a day for a week to try oultde review and my first legal internship in Beldygon
MLK Jr. Drive without air conditioning but with awffice cat | fed Greenies to and an attorney whole
homeless clients walk her pure golden lab and weetlite beach with Brigit, even though she was alf h
drive away from me and | didn’t have a car thatrykahould’'ve rented a car. | didn't even get aw Ireview.
To the Springfield cemetery that creeps me outcétheteries creep me out, but | didn't tell heyjraal
would go with her. She always loved cemeteriesh@des it's a Catholic thing. | remember readingpmam
about boys smashing cemetery gravestones. | @am&mber the name of that poem or if the image efdne
library books in her truck’s dashboard window wa ior something she mentioned in class.

Although | got to read her most famous poem int@lany English classes like a popular song | ligplaying
on the radio, she never assigned her poems tdaudsrdgs, much to our dismay. She hated readingwer
poetry, which must have been hard with her peoplets poetry readings; although she had no problem
reading my poems out loud in class for me with9&MPH reading speed. | secretly read all of hekiso
during my semester with her; | didn’t realize thabuld get so many goose bumps from a collectigooetry.
When | borrowed “Listen,” a word she opened a p@éth to open my poem, she seemed annoyed, saying
that | didn’t know what | was doing. In Celtic Fadke, poets were revered as royalty, as gods, lsecau
otherwise, their satire against you could curse $he wouldn't have cursed anyone, but she wasitiii
born in the wrong time for a poet.

She asked us in class who wanted to be rock gthinast everyone raised their hands. | didn't, etlugh |
kind of wanted to. | guess she didn't realize 8t& was a rock star, or at least | thought she hv&dso didn'’t
exactly tell the truth when she asked who actuaéipt to a coffee shop to write our observatiorkg $he had
instructed us to do. | did go watch people standirlgne, purchasing their caffeinated cups, anaksiy the
edges of pink paper packets before ripping offctmmers to pour the white grains into their stegntups at
the Union for at least a half hour. But when all tither students said that they did not go, | rebezed that |
technically went home to write the poem, insteadnifing it at the Union. Perhaps it is fitting tHarigit
called me a baby all semester long, as the yousgaesdent in her class. She always brought candydor
which | just took to my dorm to eat, as not to awkelly ask for help. | later joked with her that tendy
multiplied like fish. She always enjoyed my odd seof humor.

| wore a ruffled white and blue short sleeved shithe style of Nance from Oliver Twist to offibeurs and
she asked me why | was wearing that, because itomasut and people could probably see a lot sineas
always sitting down in my wheelchair. My mom hadiglt me that shirt, like she does all my clothefon’t
know how | responded to Brigit’s shirt question.

She told me | should read Christy Brown’s poetiyadl heard of this Irish writer who had the sansalility
as | have and of his left foot, but | didn’'t know also wrote poetry. | always want to call him QleaBrown.
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When she said that he died young, | must have maolek. She told me not to worry, it was becauseae
an alcoholic, not his cerebral palsy. | wrote amder class after watchinid Postino, saying if it was based on
actual events, that Pablo Neruda was a jerk. Stierle his 100 love sonnets, saying that | showdd rem
before making such statements. | must have devdhetgink polka dotted book, like I do with mostais
with my death grip; | even broke the binding of high school copy of Wuthering Heights. But Neruda'’s
book didn’'t change my mind. | thought love sonnetg]ly? And | wondered, didn’'t Charlie Brown have
anything more important to write about than beiageaxually deprived? Typical Anglo Saxon male write
trying to get into our undergarments... but | guésgais more complicated for him physically and skgia
despite his rock star poet status. After four yeasnglish and Creative Writing classes, readimgdreat
poets convincing women to sleep with them and ragsthates’ poems on their sexual explorations hiegatl
that almost everything is about sex and that whemad asks who could possibly love me, what heafly
asking is who would want to have sex with me. éldnged to experience physical love too and duresd if
| could even write poetry without these experienbes realize that there is so much more to lisntthat.
They recently discovered that Brown was abuseddwlie. How do you discover that decades after
someone’s death? If | told my mom, she would s&#¥jing at least his wife stayed with him.

Brigit said that her parents never had a TV whenwgas growing up and she asked me if | can visaidie
imagery from poems. She seemed envious when tisaid could, having been raised in front of a TV.
found it curious that she could envy anything alat

When | asked her how to keep myself motivated titeywshe asked why | write. | said that | enjoyaiting.
She replied that that was good; I'd stop doing sbimg when it's no longer fun. Brigit added thag tlife of a
writer is a lonely one, but it was something thaduild do from home. Perhaps she knew somethinltd
back then. It might have been during the sameefiiurs visit where she assigned me homework dtiig
summer break, although neither of us had classesaBative memory pieces, not poetry, saying thed a
strong grasp on dialogue and encouraging me tovggtmy super short Emily Dickenson length lindse S
said that | don’t know what | am doing with my vimi, but that that was ok—my memory would guide me—
and recommended writing a memoir. | wondered wheamth would read a memoir of no one famous, but
complied anyway. At the end of summer, | sent hgisin pieces. When | went to talk to her about them
vaguely recall her liking them. But she also sa& iy grammar was wacked, a fact that | had knfmwn
some time. | smiled, replying that that's why | terpoetry; it masks it well. | don’t think | evesld her that |
especially enjoy writing because it is somethingaie | keep from my family with my parents, whondo
understand English well, and my sister, who doesven like fiction. She probably wouldn't have ursieod
this sentiment with her writer husband and herdiativho | believe was a literature professor.

| didn’t take any classes with her my junior ydsecause | planned to take her again my seniorareht
thought | should take classes with the other pdetrylty, even though | wanted to drop them ane Bkgit's
class. When | went to see her my junior year aboirtg my senior independent study with her, | waasing
a three forth lavender shirt. She commented how thiat color looked on me and | liked that shirtraech
more after that. It turned out that the spring gfsophomore year was the only time | had class Biigit,
which is ironic because she tried talking me out&fng her class, saying that | was too young and
guestioning if | would take it seriously. Sophomgear was when | started talking less. Before gellé
always had an assistant around to interpret mycépé¢alked non-stop in my freshman classes, tgfuin
boost my participation grade; even though | werdlésses by myself then—the other students usually
understood me if the professor couldn’t. But bytempore year, before my spring semester with Brigit,
realized that if | waited long enough, another shidvould eventually raise the points | wantecartd that
professors seem to accept my participating by kargshem by e-mail and during office hours instefd
talking in class... either that, or they just dideetre if | participated. What | never told her whattthe year
before, when | won a freshman poetry contest, thigligh Department Dean raved about her as a goesigy
poet and | was determined to take her class. Isugwised that she wasn't as young as the Deaaror h
department picture alleged.
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Brigit also unsuccessfully tried talking me outl@iv school, encouraging me to get a MFA. | wouldéhbeen
flattered if she didn’t do the same to all her [a@-students. | probably would have gotten a MF#téad of a
law degree if she didn’t go on sabbatical my sepéar. You see, all the other poetry professorgwer
extraordinarily discouraging of pursuing a writicgreer, saying they like to eat.

It took me several reads of her poetry to notibeather who stutters; and violating the rule agatosfusing
the speaker in a poem as the poet, | asked Bfriggribrother stutters. When she confirmed thaldes, |
wondered if that's why she tried harder to undeidtay speech impediment, jokingly saying in cldss t
everyone should get high so they could understandpaech better—something that | found had somé mer
later with my pothead poet friend who understoodoester high.

| would be sitting in an English class a year oo &fter reading Brigit's books, listening to thefassor
rattling off about another poem or the “city upohil# and had aha moments—so that was what Bvigis
doing in that poem or that line in that poem. Apdmi learning that Thoreau was mentored by Emersen o
many meals at Emerson’s, | imagined that my ratatigp with Brigit to be similar. Perhaps | dailyedmed
that | was her annoying mentee. And perhaps myntdrgamade it so. | later wondered what would hagpen
| showed up at her farm and considered moving babéwn just to be near her when | longed to mosekb
to lllinois anyway.

She told me that she was the black sheep amorspheessful siblings, with her pilot brother andtdoslash
attorney sister, and | wondered how a poet who siiwon the Pulitzer Prize could think that, simuétausly
pretending like | didn't idolize her. | worried thi@i| told her that she was my favorite poet, wld make
things awkward between us. | didn't get the neovell her until several years later and it didnke
anything awkward.

As we walked back from my graduation ceremony @nutheven sidewalk to my dorm, | asked my dad if |
could take the love of my life, my beloved oldegdblappy, to law school with me. My parents told omethe
drive home that Happy died. They lied, keeping hlive for the last few months of my senior yeaerev
though they never lied to me before (even aboutaSataus). | wailed on that car ride home. It &kt | was
punched from inside the corner of my chest. | cfagdh week straight. | couldn’t help being angty=ad for
taking Happy away from me, even though | had midtiiseams of his death even the last time | saw him
which | dismissed, saying maybe he would outlivegé@linLooking into Angel's eyes, | commiserated ér h
sadness at losing her chew toy. | promised to bakier care of her, not harassing her like | didteefor
being alpha over Happy. | wasn't able to keep monpse the year after graduating from law schoografer
skin started falling off her face from a rare liksease.

| wanted to move back as soon as | moved out tibo@ahk for law school, the year after | graduatediege. |
cried in Angel’s face as she licked my tears afterfinally found an apartment far off campus for duging
orientation week because Student Housing told niigediast minute that they only have one accessitite
that was occupied by another student with a diggbit would only be the beginning of how wrongvas to
think that | must have a place somewhere, likadifferent shape blocks that fit into the box wiilfetent
shape holes... only | didn’t realize initially thatthing matches my shape. My sister, dad, and Amggelto
go back to lllinois, leaving me and my mom in tiearly empty apartment. | originally thought thabuld
live by myself in California, having lived in a dorfor students with disabilities before where | mged my
personal care assistants, so | thought it wouledss to coordinate my own care. Out of the ovedreoh
responses from the Craigslist ad | posted beforamgponly one person actually showed up to inewi
Because | couldn't live independently with only assistant, my mom had to stay and provide nedrbf a
my care. It was hard on both of us; | didn't hawelépend on her since before college and even tinedad
and my sister were around to help... a fact that mynmeminded me every day, saying that if | had only
listened to her and went to law school in Chicake $he told me to do, we would not be in this mesven
though she and my dad had moved to Kansas fortargassition a few years before and | wanted miesi®
enjoy her Chicago college years without havingdipime. | wish my sister hadn’t told my parentd thaas
accepted into a Chicago law school, a fact thaddnit going to tell them because | was sick of b&og so
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sick in the winters and | was going to the bestsaiwool | got into, regardless of the quality sfstudent
disability services.

When | asked my mom for a mirror to put at my laleol desk, to check if | had stuff on my face, she
scoffed, laughing, “You think you're a woman tod&3metimes, we'd fight in the morning and | wouldtgo
class without eating breakfast, losing my appetité not wanting her to feed me. I'd buy a bag#hatcoffee
cart in front of the law school because | couldtkat by myself.

| didn't tell Brigit how bad it was; that | was Ekthe boy in her poem that wished he was never &iten
being taunted, but it was worse; | wanted to digasn’t suicidal. | just wanted to die. Law schaalsn’t what
| had expected. | wanted to drop out after the firsek. But | didn’t want people thinking that loghped out
because of my disability. | didn’t want to worryi@t, so | just told her | hated law school andifahia.
Brigit said that people either love it or they hitémplying that it was ok if | didn't like herifih state. She
wasn't above telling me that she told me so; thvduildn't like law school. But that it was ok, sé&d that |
could be one of those poets slash lawyers. Whekddhow she knew | wouldn't like it, she said steidents
go into law for the money. | assured her that Initas it for the money; | planned to be a poorikiights
attorney. | thought that even though | wouldn'triof, at least | would have a job after law schenad that
kept me going. | never told Brigit that she helpeel survive my first year of law school with herlrepto my
e-mails. She was still on sabbatical that yeayjmsgawith her brother who lived 5 hours north of.riée
schemed ways to see each other—she didn’t waritcto & ride with boys down the winding coast likes
had to do before and she jokingly considered illggdowing away in her brother’s plane that regylflew
cargo near my law school. We settled on just sensimoke signals until she got sick with bronchitiat year.
Harassing people over e-mail was my favorite pastinold Brigit at one point that something mustdif
because she became faster at replying then | aagehar. We'd discuss random things; nothing oagre
significance. One time, she advised me to notlifeeaccumulating so much stuff; something I'd renieer
moving back to lllinois having to ship countlesses of my accumulated stuff after originally moviog
California with just a church van full of stuff: nwheelchair, some clothes, my college TV, my lagiag
with Happy’s collar and Brigit’s first book, but noattress.

During my first year in California, | swear | sawgpelgangers of people | knew in lllinois. Brigit's
doppelganger with long flowing brown hair rode thes | took from the campus library bus stop passsthall
central park with the biweekly farmers’ marketsspéheChocolat desert shop; pass the apartment off the
train tracks | looked at; pass the triangle housdwetsse that was not a pyramid, but one of thossethr
dimensional triangle shaped blocks we fit intotifiengle hole in the box with different shape holesss the
fancy Nugget grocery store with 47 different enedgpks and vitamin waters, and an assortment afthe
foods and green household products; all the wélyeaénd of the line, where my apartment alwaysrgpia
the sun stood facing a vast dust farm with the yi# old tree that fell the fall | started classewas at this
bus stop that | overcame my dislike of cats. | wasging for the bus one morning when a teenageitapk
kitten came and gently jumped on my lap tray,dettine pet her for a good amount of time, immedjatel
before she jumped off and scurried down into a selngn. | looked for her when | waited for my mirg
bus, but never saw her again.

Brigit and | usually met in e-mails or in the feetters | sent her when | remembered that she didve
internet on the farm, after she gave me the addsagig that she would read all of the poemsiteahd her;
that is, besides when | went to see her in herecarfiice on the third floor of the English Buildjnl don’t
know why her office looked so much bigger as a sapdre, coming to discuss my poems and life in ganer
She worried when | said during finals week, thatk so stressed | was going to die; | had to expheit it
was just a Coredrexpression, like I'm so hungry | could die. Sherdi report me to Student Health. Her
corner office looked like a regular sized officeemh visited campus 12 years later. Her officé kaH
countless bookshelves neatly overstuffed with bpaKabric sofa for students waiting to talk to teesit on, a

1 Korea used to be spelled with a “C” before Jagaanged it under its occupation, so Korea would cafter
Japan in the English alphabet.
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circular window overlooking Wright Street, and Iséting behind all of her desks with her outdatethputer
off to the side. She stepped across her deskddnig me for the first time. We were both surprigetinally
get to see each other; | thought it might not ditdeappen, what with all our failed rendezvous&ise hugged
me again on my way out, remarking how womanly kkmbnow, which | think was a compliment. When she
apologized later in an e-mail about not having nmione for me that day, | replied that it was great seeing
her, and | got two hugs at that. | was frankly sigsexl that she stopped her meeting with her gradest when
| popped in. Brigit was embarrassed that she wag ttiat day, just coming from her farm, and apaed for
smelling. But she didn’t smell or looked dirty tem was like, are you kidding me, but kept my caenis to
myself, like | usually do. | remember being so éadiwhen she told me to come in after | knocketiem
office door. | actually did wonder if | smelled fromy three hour car trip to the English Buildingitth
morning.

When | heard she had passed, | had just printettex bsking if she still wanted to try visiting r@icago. |
knew of a barn for her animals to stay at (I asslin@as her farm animals and not just her dog wstensaid
she would need to bring her animals with her bezatiserwise, she probably would've just said hey)dbut
that | was still figuring out how to get her anialere from her Central Illinois farm since shebpiay
couldn’t bring them with her on the train—somethsig jokingly told me before. | asked if her brotbeuld
fly them here in cargo, hoping it would make herlspike how | could never stop smiling wheneverdet a
reply from her. | didn’t mail this last letter. égret that she gave me more than | could everlgick to her. |
don’t know how Wiki knew she passed before | ditlséems so young, even though | have friendstess t
half that age passing away from genetic disalslitieerhaps it doesn’t matter how old the peoplelgse are,
you always want more time with them. | woke upparss of sobs, realizing she was really gone. Batuhd
comfort in believing that I'd see her again one;dgy ok if you disagree with this.

| dreamt that | met her in her office. It was ori¢hmse quick dreams you dream, right before wakipgso
we didn't talk much, at least from what | can renbem It was a few days after | found out. I've béening
this heaviness in the bottom of my gut from notihgwcorresponded with her in several months anch finot
knowing she was so ill. | mean, | know that evedip dying, at least in theory; | just thought Hedve more
time with her. | probably dreamt this because been staring at the picture of when | surprisedréer
office. Her grad student took this picture of ugdiher on my phone; we were sitting in front of tadaric sofa
and one of her bookshelves neatly overstuffed dthks and a picture of the virgin Mary (at leastihk it's
the virgin Mary) resting on top, next to a glassagr incent holder; she was sitting in a chair t@xhe with
her arm around my shoulder; we're both smiling—niidwy huge, loud grin, and her with her gentldt so
smile. She liked that | had printed and mailed gheture for her, saying that she hadn’t had hetup¢ taken
in a while and that she looked peaceful.

In my Corean culture, dreams have meanings, althbag not apt enough to interpret them. | gotrsseeshe
was telling me not to feel bad, that | could gieekto others, the way she gave to me. So eveeriddath,
she was encouraging and comforting me, like howtaldeme that | was in the right place, at the titje, in
the midst of my brain turning into mush with 16 hdays rewriting cover letters over and over aner@again
after law school, despite my feeling that | jusstea years of my life and should’'ve gotten a MFstéad,
like she advised me to do back when | was a sopt@ammd now, I'm the one talking pre-law students of
going to law school.

My mom would say that a dream with the deceasadiad dream. But I'd ask Brigit to haunt me, likevh
Heathcliff asked Catherine, except | don't want olygession to be so obvious and it might be somewhat
creepy—to be haunted, that is. My childhood houas lunted, as was the basement of the EnglishiBgild
but those are tangents for another time.

A few weeks after, | dreamt | found one of her t&fadves out in the midst of the English Buildingting
for someone to take care of the remains. | rummégedgh it, finding her students’ poems and a b
was writing for me on notebook paper that she diget around to e-mailing. Of course, | realize how
uncharacteristic this is; she would have kept thieisgys on one of her desks and she wouldn't haaftedl a
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note to me before e-mailing it, at least | donitkh.. She mentioned in an e-mail how remembering she
hadn’t e-mailed me back yet would keep her upgtitnvith her list of other things to do. And onske said
that her computer ate the reply she was typingnfer so she was retyping everything. But | nevdize&ow
unrealistic my dreams are when | am dreaming dravé no idea if this dream meant anything othan tha
should finish this poem.

The last time | saw her was the time after my ssepoffice visit; | had coordinated a well-choreagined
schedule of thirty minute visits with friends amdirher faculty on campus during an October visitab
running late (a bad habit | picked up in Califojrimbetween appointments. On the way to my appaént
with her, | fought with my sister, who was alreadynoyed at me dragging her all over campus tatdalk
people—her least favorite past time—and she irgsisbegoing back to the inn to check on our motivéig
was waiting for us there. Half way to the inn, idsshe could just drop me off at the English Builgland she
could go check on our mom because | wanted togetuech time with Brigit before my next appointmes,
she reluctantly came with, still fuming, but subgeat her fumes. It was my first time bringing anyeise
with me to talk to Brigit.

Brigit had wanted to talk to me in person aboutrejgcted MFA application. Apparently, her husbamdo
was also my former poetry professor, thought it wasnflict of interest because | had them bothrafessors
in undergrad. Brigit said that she couldn’t congém otherwise and that my poetry application o of
the better ones. | don't know if she was just sgyirat to make me feel better. She said she stilembered
my poems from class and that that is rare. | wgsrised by this, since | have forgotten most ofrihe
including the one about how the University was gdmbuild a new dorm for students with disabistiel
scoffed saying that they might as well build a glderm in the middle of the quad to make theirsouore
convenient and described living in my dorm, wishihgt the senior who rolled around jokingly hittiog me
would blow up when he came home drunk and smokiey ettes. My recollection was refreshed writinig.th
| do remember that Brigit commented that she liked this poem didn’t portray people with disabdgias
asexual saints, which she said was common.

Brigit asked me where else | applied, to whichidl seowhere, because | just really wanted to worthuer. |
actually convinced my parents to let me apply ®litinois’ MFA program because Brigit told me shas
going to retire soon. You see, my parents reallgteg me to finish seminary and stay in Califorsiace |
got substantially more personal care services affiblishing residency my first year there. Aridaigh my
parents never expected me to go to college, my alemys wanted me to be a pastor, or a pastor’'s wife
Perhaps this is why | always thought that | woudchbmeless when | grew up. Brigit suggested thaply to
Austin, where she sometimes guest taught, saytaggéls students many years of applying to sevehalas
before being accepted. It seemed like she was stil\avery time | visited campus previously, of so
thought. | sighed, saying that it took me 9 yearfrtally move back to my promised land, that Irdtdvant to
go to Texas, and that perhaps it wasn't meant &irfi | was just accepted into a legal incubatogmam in
Chicago with an elevator that wasn’t really whealclccessible and got to return from my Califorhésert
wanderings.

She remarked at how experimental my poems weregyiapplication and that my writing was refreshing
because it was from real life. She expressed harfnvgtration, feeling stuck with expectations cademic
writing. | think | knew what she meant by experirt@and academic, but | should have asked heiatdhcl
Perhaps it was the hands off style of teachingeshhy all of my poetry professors I've had, but sloeild
give one word comments to the poems | mailed heauBful. Ambitious. Does ambitious mean
pretentious?—I never thought to ask her to elabotathould've asked her if she ever walked awalirig
defeated from wrestling words; | should've talkedher more about writing; I'm not sure why we didn’
Perhaps | didn't think it was worth wasting our ¢itogether—to have her look for the poems | sentlftkd
stop by the Union Bookstore that morning to get oihleer books for her to sign; they only had heera
book, not my favorite book of hers | had boughiremlyears ago | put in my laptop bag with Happybar
when | moved to California, but I lost track of tieag with my countless moves. | held the purché&sedk in
my lap while | talked with her, timidly asking hir sign it as our time dwindled down. She was sseprand
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seemed to think my asking was an honor. When Ivghaat she wrote later: “To Esther, with the bealitifu
name, with the beautiful smile, with the beautgaul;” | thought that’s it? | wish she used a pestéad of a
pencil.

| couldn’t sleep that night thinking about my MF&jection. | wasn't sure if she was suggesting Ithaight
be able to work with her in Austin; but | knew withy luck, I'd go there when she didn’t guest teach.

If I had known it would be the last time | wouldveawith her, | should’ve stayed longer and skippeeéing
everybody else | was supposed to see that daydimg) my next appointment, even if | am develommgush
on him although he’s over 70. | should've listened®rigit's advice more. | should’'ve asked her more
meaningful questions. | did ask her how she kneswgiis Roman Catholic; she said she read a book abou
religions when she was twelve and decided thdrought to myself, that shea genius. | was 31 and still
figuring out if | even had a denominational prefere, after almost two years in seminary before pirapout.
| still don’t understand denominational differenciedon’t know why we didn't talk about religions éhe only
two people in the entire English Building horrithigstile against Christianity who were out about likerwith
her poetry and me with the “Jesus loves you” sigithe back of my wheelchair. | was so confusinglysbed
about the reasons why | wasn'’t accepted in her MiB&gpped by the next morning, even though ste: Sz
was free in the afternoon. She was with a studethiseemed annoyed | came earlier. | said thatltntistay
with my family waiting in the car and | just wantemlsay bye. She commented about what a great ks,
translating for my speech impediment the day befamd | hoped my face didn't give me away. Bridytays
did feel bad that she struggled understanding npetison and seemed relieved when | said her husband
wasn't any better at it, like she thought he wasltipps | was selfish refusing to use a computtalkdor me
like Stephen Hawking, forcing people to reallydistlearning my language). OK, so | guess, techpitteat
was the last time | saw her. Perhaps | should'vdemay family (my mom, sister, and two small dogajtva
few more hours that day? It snowed on the way hitraieHalloween, lightly covering earth’s sins. ezond
half of that sentence is from Brigit's poem herltarsd showed me from their student days. | only reimchis
office once, so | am going off memory.

A green bean flew from my mouth, across the tabhen | heard she had cancer. Apparently, it was her
second time, but | never knew that there was atfire. | had an ominous feeling then. | was vigjttampus
for a friend’s wedding and sent Brigit a letteriagkto see her, perhaps for a meal or beverage siptve
never broke bread together, with the most recaisioe of my poetry collection | was working on abau
week before. It took me an extra week to actuakiyl ihout because anything beyond my basic needs i
considered a frivolous nuisance by my family. | erelveard from Brigit, so | just met some friendfobe the
wedding. | guess that | didn’t think of Brigit eghwhile | was admitted to the ER for four daysidgmy
second year of law school with “pneumonia sympttimspked up to IVs and a breathing mask, when |
literally thought | was dying.

My sister and | got in late on campus the Fridaghhbefore. We passed by the hospital on our waeta
late night meal; the same hospital | was on my t@ayisit a friend with pneumonia at a year beforew |
heard she passed. | had an eerie feeling passihbdhpital, remembering Amber. | actually had been
avoiding visiting campus out of fear of missing Aenimore. And | hadn’t really been in contact withigig
since she explained why | didn’t get into the MR&gram; the awkwardness of still being confusingly
crushed by the rationale delayed sending her amgthi turned out that Brigit had passed away Huatay
night | came in for the wedding. Perhaps she wésaathospital when | passed it. | don’t know whatorse,
if she never saw what | last mailed her or if shd tread my poems about death and surviving fridida:
insensitive can | be? We always had horrible timing

When my aunt visited us from Korea, she told méwten her mother (my grandmother) passed away, tha
she felt alone in the world for the first time. Bvihough she wasn’t always with my grandmother tettefelt
safe knowing that my grandmother was around someawkim still fuming at how my mom'’s siblings treat
my grandmother, who raised them by herself and gighrettes in place of a husband, selling her éiauns!
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making her wander between her seven children’sdwlilee a vagabond. But what my aunt said about my
grandmother was how | felt when | learned of Brigiassing; truly alone for the first time.

Brigit, only you and |
know if any of this actually happened
and how many of my lines
are actually yours.
With you gone ahead,
| guess that leaves only me.

You always told me
that | had something
important to say
and that | had
a strong voice,
long before | realized
| had anything
to say at all.

Ok, so, maybe
| added important and strong.
You were never
fond of adjectives—
with your fondness for
em dashes.

| wish | could have said
good-bye to you
at the funeral
that | wasn’t invited to—
seeing your unmarked grave.
| wish | could have pressed
my fingers prints on your coffin,
like |1 did for my friend, John,
who seemed more Irish than Catholic.
But there | go again,
being the narcissistic student,
only thinking
about myself.

How do you even write a poem

for the Celtic goddess of poetry

other poets adored?

For the patroness saint of farm animals
and lost college students?

| wonder if she would've been mortified
if she knew | wrote all this.

She would've never approved of

being called a goddess or a saint.

She would've never approved of

these metaphors. But these metaphors
are fitting; her songs live on,

in between the realms of



Brigit Pegeen Kelly

folklore and spirituality,
in the thin layer above the underworld
bleeding into our world.

Who cares if the goddess
or saint was manmade?
She was so real to me.



