
! Half-Way There!

! My father is to me now as Hollywood was to me then. A far-off dream. !

! It’s been thirteen years since my mother was taken away. I had to wonder if twelve-and-

a-half years felt as long to her as it did to me. The half-way point. Twenty-five-to-life is too large 

a number to understand when you’re 14. Too abstract. !

! Mom would sometimes disappear for a week-or-so at a time, but Grandma would always 

call to assure us that she’s fine. It took about a month after her sentencing for me to realize that 

I wouldn’t hear the dog bark as the garage door opened at 7:30 every evening anymore.!

! I heard from extended family that Dad was doing even worse than he was when I left 

him. Bedridden, they said. Ill-at-ease. Words that sounded like he was a child who couldn’t 

make it to class, not the man-out-of-time on his last legs that he is.!

! At about the six month mark, he would often retreat to the comfort of our family RV. He’d 

take it on weekends and leave me with Grandma. Our hunting trips became his hunting trips. I 

didn’t much mind. I could never bring myself to pull the trigger on a helpless deer — much less 

now. It wasn’t difficult to eat it, though. He’d shoot it, carry it back to camp, skin it, filet it, and 

finally store it before I ever saw it on a plate in front of me. This made it nothing more than a TV 

dinner. It was the chase I had no stomach for. For many years, I suspected my father despised 

me for this reason, but I warmed up to the idea that maybe he became thankful for it.!

! He didn’t belong in the modern world. Where good and bad aren’t as clear, where 

information spreads like wildfire, and where venison is less a delicacy than it is a slightly more 

expensive purchase at Safeway.!

! I thought a hunting accident might take care of that, but he was better — safer — than 

those who you read stories about. Not once did he ever run the risk of getting his arm lodged 

between a boulder or drive an ATV off a steep cliffside. I didn’t want that for him, I just expected 



it. I’d come to terms with it. His ailing body reverberated in my mind, creating a ripple effect that 

extended too far back into my childhood, thoughts better restrained to dreams than memories.!

! These new cars have dials and buttons on the steering wheel, foreign but not entirely 

unwelcoming even to me. I flicked my right-turn-blinker on and changed the station as I merged 

onto the off-ramp. Los Angeles had a beauty to it that Redmond sorely lacked. The sun shone 

half as often and it never blazed. The trees of paradise had been replaced with ones of 

isolation. If palm trees were salvation, pine trees were the devil’s curse, laid down to confuse us 

and lead us astray.!

! The light turned yellow and I caught myself missing the Southern California sun. The 

only thing half as yellow here were the sunday market squash. My foot tilted down onto the 

pedal and I discovered that yellow lights don’t last as long here either. No cops, though. That 

was worth something.!

! My first audition after I moved was for a crime show. Not CSI, nor NCIS — but it was an 

acronym and it had just about everything in common with other police procedurals. White cast, 

mostly male. I figured I had a decent shot. I’d murdered a — I think it was — a 14 year old girl 

on her first day of high school. When the news had spread, posters went up all around the 

school and my character was being haunted by them all. He was supposed to kill himself, but he 

was brought into custody before he could pull the trigger and sentenced to life in prison.!

! At 18 years old, I imagine “life in prison” is bad in name alone. At that point, you haven’t 

yet had a full taste of freedom. Your entire life has been made up of “prisons.” They got less 

cute as time went on and that would be the case for the entire rest of your life.!

! I booked the role, but the show didn’t get picked up. I’m glad. I didn’t want my Dad to see 

it. I doubt he turned on the television very much anymore, but still.!

! At the next yellow light, I made sure to stop. The roadside bum wore a sign that read, 

“Why lie? I need beer.” He knocked on my window.!



! “Spare some change, my friend?”!

! “I haven’t got any, I’m sorry.” I wasn’t.!

! “Then how about a light?” He rubbed his thumb against his index finger.!

! I searched the center console for my lighter. Guess L.A. hadn't ruined whatever kindness 

I had left. Or maybe I was excited about helping this man along to his death. By the looks of it, 

his life had also been a prison. Albeit, one with open air. !

! “Here you are.”!

! “Thanks partner.” He cupped one hand against his cigarette and lit it. He handed it back 

to me.!

! “Y’know what? Keep it. I’m trying to stop anyways.”!

! He smiled a gap-tooted smile and the light finally changed.!

! Against the backdrop of the night sky, I could see the yellow-orange glimmer of his 

cigarette in my rearview for what felt like miles. I had to wonder if this time it meant speed up or 

slow down.


