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J immy

   
The church was taller than the other buildings. It had a cross that when kids were younger they would dare each
other to climb up and touch. When we reached the top, we would carve our initials into it. We started climbing it
before it became a game. Sometimes Jimmy and I would race each other up it, reaching the top and staring up into
the stars, counting the constellations. Jimmy would bring his telescope with him. One of the back legs was broken.
Jimmy said his father had broken it. We would bring rocks up to the roof, spreading them next to the legs, desperate
for it not to fall. 
    
My house was farthest away from the church. A wooden picket fence dug deep into the ground, that my father had
told me Mom often sits at the kitchen table. staring out the window at the picket fence imagining she could dig it up.
I sit next to her sometimes watching the sunrise and set. 
    
Dad calls us from the payphone in town on most nights. Ringing throughout the living room, spreading to the
bedroom and up into the attic. Mom doesn’t answer it anymore. Every night he will leave the same message: he will
not be coming home tonight. He’ll stay at the bar until it closes, and wander the rest of the night, finding a motel to
sleep in, a bottle at his bedside, ever since Jimmy died. 
    
Jimmy used to come to dinner with us every night. He would sit at the head of the table and cut his meatloaf with his
left hand, while nursing a small glass of water, telling us he didn’t want to drink anything else.  He would take a sip,
before going back to the meatloaf and cutting it with his left hand. 
    
Dad drove out of the house each night. He would go out to the road behind the church, that no one knew was there
pushing the gas as far as it would go, speeding, till there was no more speed to give. A deer crossed the road in front
of him once. He took me out with him that night, saying it was just the men’s night out, Mom didn’t say anything, just
waved us good-bye. We drove faster and faster, the radio blared through the speakers, and my arms raised up in the
air, the windows rolled down. We didn’t stop till we heard the thump as the wheels hit the deer. 
Jimmy and I used to ride our bikes down the same road. I showed it to him the night after, the beat-up body of the
deer still sitting by the dumpster. Jimmy laughed and pointed saying it was the best thing he had ever seen. 
Jimmy loved movies. The classics, the romantic comedies, the ones that no one else but him could stand, each one
was a new story to him, something to learn or gain. He would sit in front of the TV his eyes never wavering from the
screen in front of him, watching for hours, until they would repeat, and he would watch it for the third time because
he thought he would see something different.
    
I took Jimmy to get a haircut. His hair was long enough to put into a small ponytail. Dad used to laugh at him saying
that he had a girl’s hair. Mom would always glare at him when he said that, telling him there was nothing wrong with
a girl’s hair, and Jimmy was brave enough to have a different hair cut. Dad laughed and told him that I had to take
him to go get one the next day. Jimmy sat outside the whole time. 
Jimmy lived closest to the church. A small shack, that his parents had turned into a house. Shovels sat outside of it,
but there was never a garden in the back. The wood peeled from the outside and Jimmy wore gloves to go inside,
saying it protected his hands from splinters. 
No one asked Jimmy about his family. It was rumored that his mother stayed in the shack all day, either too
depressed or just that crazy. They said her skin was paler than the moon. His dad was rumored to have run off
somewhere, whether another woman or just hiding out too busy selling drugs or buying them himself. Jimmy told me



once when we were hiding up at the cross, his eye shoved into the telescope, that his father showed up from time to
time. Sometimes because he needed money or because he was just checking to make sure that they were still alive. I
think Jimmy liked to hope for the latter reason, rather than it being true.  
The window was open when I went into the kitchen. Mom had her head hung out of it, craning it to look down the
road. Jimmy’s not coming, I said to her. I walked over to the counter to see she had packed him a lunch. 
    
Jimmy laid down next to me one night as we sat on the top of the church. He pointed up to the stars and said that he
wanted to die with a bang, something that people would remember him by. I remember laughing at him, wondering
why he could think about death when we were so young. He said it was important to think about death, that you had
to think about it, it was going to happen to all of us one day or the other. He said as long as after he died he was
remembered, by this town. He said he would rather die young than live for hundreds of years and no one to care
once he was gone. 
Dad took me out to the back road for the first time after Jimmy died.  I walked out onto the road, jumping out of the
car, letting the door swing as it stayed open. Are you coming son, Dad yelled at me. I didn’t say anything. 
Jimmy and I walked down the dirt road, rolling our bikes up the small hill to it. He pulled something deep from inside
his back pocket. It was an old bumper sticker. Blue waves connected with purple in the center. He told me he would
keep it in his pocket till he found something to do with it. 
Jimmy used to collect things. He would tell me that they would be important for him to keep. They would be trash,
old screws, nails, a wooden plank, a screwdriver, rocks, anything he thought he could keep. 
I went back to his house. Mom told me I should go pick up some of his things, to make sure Jimmy’s dad didn’t
throw them all out. I opened up the shack door, to find his mom inside. She was sitting in the middle of the room,
Jimmy said she always did, staring at a wall without seeing it. She had trouble moving either eye to the left or right. I
grabbed the box of Jimmy’s things that she had kept, an old shirt and nails. I walked out of the house without her
saying anything to me, except for a small hand on the shoulder that she squeezed. 
Dad broke his headlights. He told Mom he would get them fixed, but he never did. 
I had asked Jimmy to come over the night he died. He said he would, but he had stuff to do first. 
Dad and Mom had a fight that day. Loud enough that I could hear it from down the road. Dad slammed the door
behind him, leaving Mom screaming at the window. He drove off in his truck without his seatbelt on. 
It was darker that night than it usually was. 
Dad had broken his headlights. Dad would push the gas as far as it would go. Jimmy and I used to ride our bikes
down there. Jimmy laughed at the dead deer saying it was the best thing he had ever seen. He didn’t stop till he
heard the thump. Jimmy said he had stuff to do. 
Jimmy went to the back road. He went to go collect the deer that we had left there. He said he would have rather
died young and been remembered than died old. 
Dad never fixed his headlights. He didn’t stop the car until he heard the thump. 
I went up to the church later that night, climbing up to the top touching the cross, my eye winking into the telescope
that Jimmy had left. 
 


