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The abandoned house stood there on a cold spring day. The clouds rushed 

over it like a river tumbling to the sea. The sky was an act of violence above 

this house that made me.   

Then I saw the empty space behind it. An act of violence had happened here 

too. My favorite apple tree was gone. Its craggy arms once reached out to 

me in a snarling embrace. In summer I hid myself in its drapes. I would 

dance under it with the fireflies on searing summer nights.  

I walked towards the rock wall my friend once grew beside. I couldn’t hide 

here anymore. I sat down beside the wall. I had often tried to disappear 

here growing up in that house across from my tree. I had hurt there, 

although not of my doing.  

“Hilary!” My uncle came in view.  

I shrunk into the wall.  

“Hilary, what are you doing?” My uncle loomed large.  “We can only stop for 

a minute.” 

I didn’t answer. 

“You’re filthy.” He grabbed my arm. “Back in the car.” 

I shook my arm off and walked ahead of him. He was my guardian now but 

he couldn’t control me.   

“Get that mud off before you get in.” 

I moved away and stumbled to the car.   

“You wanted to see your tree didn’t you?” I stared at him. “I cut it down.”  

“Why?”  

“Because it hid you from me. It can’t hide you now.” 



My uncle opened the back of the car. He pulled out some rags and threw 

them at me. I didn’t catch them. 

“Wipe your pants off. We never should have stopped here.  It’s been ten 

years since your parents died. You’re 17 now. This place doesn’t matter 

now.” 

I stared at the rags on the ground. I willed myself not to cry. Today, I cried 

not for my parents but for a tree.  

My uncle picked up the rags. I stared at the bald spot on his head. He wiped 

my cheek gently, but I grabbed the rags away from him.  

His eyes shrunk into tiny pits of blackness. 

“Get in the car.” 

I looked back to where my tree had been. It had been my shelter on nights 

when my uncle visited my room. I hid myself then under its bowed arms and 

leaves, terrified he would find me.  

He got in the driver’s side but I didn’t get in. I ran. Back to that empty 

space. I leapt over the rock wall and ran through the orchard. 

“Hilary!”  

Branches tugged at me. I felt like my heart would leap out of my chest to 

quiver and die. My heart had nearly died in that house. It never blossomed 

again but lay shriveled inside me.  

“I hate you!” I screamed. I stumbled and fell. I suffered on the muddy 

earthen floor as I had suffered for so long. I didn’t want to suffer anymore. 

“Hilary.”  

I saw my uncle’s head move closer. And then I saw white. White crocuses 

poked their heads up in a joyful burst. I picked them and held them to my 

face, breathing in their sweetness. I wet them with my tears and spread 

their softness on my cheeks. Next to them I saw wood and wire. An old farm 

fence. A reminder that there were places with boundaries.  

I grasped a rotted stake from that fence. It was sharp at the top. 



“Hilary! You can’t run from me. Your parents died long ago. He was my 

brother. Don’t you think I miss him?” 

No. Liar. He had me all to himself now. Like he always wanted.  I tugged at 

the stake. It loosened. Barbed wire wrapped around it like a prickly necklace 

that graced the neck of an old woman who sought beauty again. It was 

beautiful to me. My uncle crunched nearby on dead leaves. 

I grasped the stake in my hand and stepped behind a tree. I saw him. His 

head bent, stepping around mud. He hated getting dirty. He hated me 

getting dirty. But he had made me dirty. 

I shrunk behind the tree. I held that stake like a sword. The barbed wire cut 

into my hands. It felt good to hurt. I was ready to reclaim my heart. It 

would grow again inside me. I would make it so. My uncle’s shoes snapped 

on a twig. He was so close I could hear him breathing.  

And it was then that I stepped out from behind the tree. 

 


