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To all the experiences that have made me who I am, and who I 
am not.  



 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, 
the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know 

the difference.” 
Serenity Prayer 
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PROLOGUE 

“Masquerading as a normal person day after day is exhausting.” 
– Anonymous 

 
I’ve always been incredibly responsible.  
I say incredibly because it is the truth. I need the 

adverb. It’s important to underscore how much of a bore 
my life was, is and has become. I can’t begin to ascertain, 
let alone describe, how my vices have developed from my 
long and arduously boring existence.  

I drink too much—if someone were to ask who my 
best friends were, they’d be provided the one-syllable 
names of men: Jim (Beam), Jose (Cuervo) and Jack 
(Daniels); not always in that order, but always in some 
variation. 

 I smoke.  
I have cut back, which I view as a good thing, but I 

still solicit emphysema every time I take a puff.   
I’m making progress.  
I also occasionally catch up on porn because I have 

to learn somewhere—reading it is so boring, I’ll never 
understand the fascination with the BDSM and erotica 
books—and because it provides great laughter when I’m 
feeling deeply depressed.  

My name is Joanna Merrick and I am a twenty-five 
year-old responsible adult.  
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CHAPTER ONE  

“I only drink on two occasions: when I’m thirsty and when I’m 
not.” – Anonymous 

 
“My name is Professor Merrick,” I announce when 

I finally have the PowerPoint ready and the class has 
stopped talking. The ones that know each other are 
whispering and the ones that don’t are on their phones, 
tablets and other electronic devices that are killing eyesight 
and my patience. The lecture hall is full, the lights are too 
dim and my mind is elsewhere. I stare across the sea of 
unfamiliar faces and feel my nerves subside. None of them 
care that this is my first day. None of them care that the 
copy machine jammed on every fifth copy of their 
syllabus. None of them care about anything because 
they’re college students birthed into the generation of 
apathy and I’m just another checked box on a long list of 
experiences they have to complete to reach mediocrity.  

“I am not Joanna, Jo, Anna or hey you,” I continue, 
watching as they all slowly become less uninterested. I 
know I’ll never reach their full interest, but that is what 
education has become now: blank stares and empty heads.  

“This is CRJU 201, or Criminal Justice 201, 
Introduction to the Law.” I walk up to the first row and 
hand the stack of syllabi to the students to pass around.  

“Upon completion of this course you should 
understand the concepts of constitutional law, criminal 
law, contract law and the like. This is all spelled out for 
you in your syllabus, and as you have made it to college, 
I’m hoping you can read,” I walk back to the podium and 
watch as they ignore me and sift through the 8-page 
document that dictates the course for the year.  

I know I won’t see about a third of the class after 
today, especially after most of them notice the 10-page 
term paper I didn’t want to give. That’s what happens 
when older people fresh out of touch with college life and 
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grading papers are named the heads of the departments. 
They force those beneath them to institute assignments 
they don’t care about and don’t want to grade.  

“Is there anything in the syllabus that doesn’t make 
sense?” I wait. Either no one will raise their hand, the one 
person who wants to be thought of as serious will make an 
inane comment or there will be a mass invasion of 
questions that I don’t want to take the time to answer.  

A boy with a serious expression looks up from the 
third row and eyes me pointedly before raising his hand 
and speaking without acknowledgement.  

“We will have just a midterm and a final?” He asks.  
So it was door number two opened: inane comment 

fired and at the ready.  
“Yes.”  
“No quizzes?” 
I rest my elbow on the podium and my chin in the 

palm of my hand. “Would you like for there to be 
quizzes?”  

“No,” he says shaking his head and turning a 
pastel shaded pink. “No…” He trails off embarrassed and I 
feel bad. Damn, I hate feelings.  

I sigh quietly to myself before starting. I’ll save him 
from his inanity and embarrassment at the hands of his 
peers. “You will have a midterm, a final and a term paper. 
I’m sure you’re all groaning at the prospect of writing 
them and believe me I am at reading them.”  

They laugh. I wasn’t trying to be funny. I was 
serious.  

“I’m not a harsh grader unless you’re stupid,” I 
continue and I hear another quick flourish of giggles. “If 
that is the case, I show no mercy and you should seriously 
consider dropping the class. Otherwise, you will do fine. 
It’s called hard work and not being a dumbass. Come to 
class, study and don’t be annoying.” 
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I turn the projector off. The PowerPoint 
presentation only had one slide, which had my name and 
the name of the class typed across its starkly white 
background in nondescript black font.  

“Are there any other questions or would you like to 
be let out early?”  

No one raises their hand, especially the boy that is 
no longer pastel pink. He is content staring at the drawn-in 
lines on the faux-wood, acrylic table.  

“Alright then, I’ll see you Wednesday,” I say and 
dismiss them.  

I trudge across campus towards the union. It’s late 
August. It’s Texas and I’m hot. I need an iced coffee and 
the Starbucks is there with a line that could stretch across 
the country. I wait patiently; sometimes impatiently and 
wonder what it is I’m doing with my life. I wonder that 
quite often. I graduated from Northwestern University 
School of Law and passed the bar only to decide that I 
didn’t want to be a lawyer.  

It was a friend of a friend of my brother’s wife’s 
family that told me about the adjunct teaching position at 
the other public university in Austin, Texas: Austin State 
University or as the students yell drunkenly on weekends, 
“ASU Bulls Suckas!”  

I didn’t want to be here. I didn’t want to be 
anywhere. I knew after college I didn’t want to be a 
lawyer, but that didn’t help me figure out what I wanted 
to be. My oldest brother Nathan was married to his best 
friend Charlotte whose mother Bunny founded the 
esteemed Bishop, Montgomery, Wade law firm where I 
had a position before I was even accepted to 
Northwestern. After I decided that law wasn’t my calling, 
the Wade in that partnership led me to ASU teaching the 
introductory criminal justice course.  

I was appreciative of the position and the ease with 
which I settled into my new southern-slash-Midwestern 
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home.  Regardless, I still felt a failure. Both Nate and my 
other brother Alex founded a mid-size boutique-hotel 
chain and even though Alex just found it in him to settle 
down with one woman for the time being after living up 
the playboy lifestyle, he was still doing better than I was.  

I order my ice coffee and stand in the crowd of co-
eds, waiting for them to shout my name. It really is too hot 
outside. After I finally retrieve my drink, I walk back 
towards my office. It’s a cubby-sized room in the Rice 
School of Arts and Sciences, but I’m happy I don’t have to 
share it. I drop my L.L. Bean everyday bag on the floor and 
sink into my chair. The office is dim like the lecture hall; 
there are no windows and barely enough room for my 
desk and the small filing cabinet that doubles as a 
makeshift bookshelf.  

As an adjunct I’m only given one class. I would 
have been given two, but because my class should have 
around one hundred and fifty students once twenty-five or 
so drop thanks to the term paper, they leave me only the 
one Monday/Wednesday class. I look at my computer 
monitor. I should leave, but I don’t want to get stuck in 
traffic. I’m also supposed to meet Georgia, another woman 
living in my apartment complex that works there and 
hates it, for drinks. It’s my first day and she wants to 
celebrate. I just think she wants to get drunk.  

After thirty minutes I leave and head to meet 
Georgia at a bar on Lavaca Street. The traffic isn’t that bad 
thankfully and the heat has subsided. She spots me when I 
walk in and waves. She’s already ordered two margaritas 
and drawls in her thick southern accent, “It’s happy hour 
guurrll.”  

I smile. I can’t help but smile because that’s what 
Georgia does to people: she makes them smile. She asks 
me about my day. Outside of cursing the boy in the class 
with the stupid questions and the copy machine that jams 
more than it copies I don’t really have anything to tell her. 
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I talk about the other adjuncts in the department that are 
all weird pseudo-intellectuals or academics with no social 
skills who can’t take social cues. I talk about the students 
whom I literally believe were born with no brains because 
of their nonexistent vocabularies or manners. I tell her 
about the long line at the Starbucks and about how ASU’s 
population has outgrown the union.  

She smiles, laughs and shakes her head at 
appropriate intervals. She drinks more. I drink more. We 
laugh more. She tells me how much she hates her boss: 
“Her title is manager and she had the nerve to tell me today that 
it isn’t her job to manage the day-to-day of the office because she 
has to drum up renters. What the fuck does that even mean?” 
She tells me about the renter in 808 that consistently turns 
in his rent late, but thinks that if he hits on her he can get 
away with it. She tells me about the maintenance guys 
who fix nothing, that are always late and complain about 
the pay. She tells me about her boyfriend Lyon 
(pronounced Leon even though we both make fun of him 
when she’s pissed and call him Lion) and how she really 
hopes he’ll get a promotion and propose to her so that she 
can quit her job and “tell all those bitches off!”  

I reach my cutoff of two drinks. Georgia does the 
same and we switch our margaritas for waters because 
we’re responsible.  

After another hour, I leave the bar. I have no class 
on Tuesday and I’m grateful. As an adjunct I’m not 
required to teach more or research more or do anything 
that would bring more prominence and large pocketbooks 
to the university. I’m just supposed to teach. I climb the 
stairs to my apartment and as soon as I’m inside I kick my 
shoes off, grab a cigarette and head to the porch. I’m 
feeling overwhelmed. I’m feeling incapable of intelligent 
thought. My mind is a wasteland of emotions: of feeling 
inadequate, of feeling lonely, of feeling tired. I take a long 
and slow drag and feel my anxiety slowly burn away.  
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I catch my breath. I’m relaxed. I don’t leap off of 
the balcony because I’m a responsible adult. I don’t scream 
loudly because it’s late and I’m a responsible adult. What I 
do is cry softly. I weep for the things I haven’t had, for the 
things I have and am not grateful enough to appreciate 
and the things that I don’t know that I need. I start 
laughing quietly. I can’t believe I’m crying when I don’t 
have a cause, when I don’t know for what I’m crying.  

I am not certain that tomorrow will be the same, 
nor am I certain that it will be different, but I do hope that 
it will be something.  
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CHAPTER TWO 

“I dream of a better world where chickens can cross the road 
without their motives being questioned.” – Anonymous 

 
My class is starting in two minutes and the room is 

only a quarter full. I knew I would see a decline in 
attendance, but I didn’t think ten pages could do this much 
damage. My presentation was ready. My coffee cup was 
nearly drained. My students were bored. It was almost 
time to start. I watch them trickle in and I watch the 
second hand on the clock tick by slowly.  

“Today, we’ll be discussing what the law is and 
what it isn’t,” I say and start the slides. I hear the students 
shuffle through their bags for their papers and pens or to 
retrieve their computers. Some have been clicking 
soundlessly on their tablet devices. I have no doubts that 
they will most likely ignore me and continue to surf some 
social media website where they can reveal all of their 
private thoughts to the world that doesn’t care.  

I click for the next slide. I spout off its contents and 
add some commentary. My students continue writing, 
their eyes not leaving the screen or their notes. I think 
about asking a question, but decide against it. I’m not in 
the mood and we haven’t been in class long enough. They 
don’t know each other and they don’t know me.  

I’ve made it halfway through the presentation. I’m 
tired of the sound of my voice; I’m sure my students are 
too. The door to the lecture hall opens and the students 
turn their attention to it. I keep talking. I used to be 
paranoid about mass murders or psychopaths launching 
attacks in large, but confined spaces. Now I just shrug. 
What could I really do up here if that did happen? I 
continue reading my slide and finally look up to address 
the class and its new member.  

I see his profile. He has an ASU book bag and is 
wearing the unofficial uniform for ASU athletes: the school 
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issued sweat suits. I keep talking and vacillate between 
ending the presentation on this slide and dismissing class 
early; they all appear so bored.  

For some reason my attention returns to my tardy 
student. He’s found a group of other athletes—I swear 
athletics clusters them in certain majors—and he sits down 
quietly, in a seeming attempt to not draw attention to 
himself.  

I decide immediately that I will cancel class early. I 
finish the slide, keeping my same even tempo and do not 
stop abruptly.  

“I think that is enough for the first day,” I say and 
the class looks relieved. My new tardy student finally 
looks towards me and starts to study me. I look away, but 
still feel his gaze on me. “I can only bore you so long, 
right?”  

The class laughs.  
“We’ll pick this up next Monday,” I continue and 

quickly shut down the presentation. I toss my belongings 
in my bag and move as swiftly as possible. The group of 
athletes, headed by tardy student leave, but I still feel his 
gaze on me. My skin warms. I am extremely embarrassed.  

I shuffle to my office quickly. I need the 
confinement of my aptly named “storage closet” office. I 
sink into my chair and wish for a cigarette. I shouldn’t 
leave my pack at home to curb the smoking. I need the 
smoking, especially in situations like this.  

My stomach is in knots and my mouth is dry. I 
hope that he decides to drop my class. I hope that he was a 
mirage. I hope for anything and everything that he will not 
be there tomorrow because I am at a complete loss.  

I leave work and head for my other job across 
campus as an academic advisor-slash-resume editor in the 
career-slash-student-success center also known as the 
Stacey Center for Student Advancement. The Stacey 
Family is like the Wade Family, the people responsible for 
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securing me the teaching position and subsequent career 
counselor gig and have the law school and building named 
after them. They really will name anything after you if you 
give them enough money. 

I slam my bag on the ground and slide it under the 
desk. It’s the beginning of the year in academia and that 
means that nothing is going on—the state is requiring us to 
be here because they need to waste time and money, but an 
overzealous student might arrive to have their resume 
looked over because so many 18-year-olds now and days 
do that.  

I reach below the desk and pull my Kindle out of 
my work bag. I can catch up on my romance reading. The 
desk I sit at is more of a table with several chairs behind it 
and a tarp over the top to make sure people can’t see 
below it. The chair beside me is no longer vacant when 
Susan arrives and plops down in a heap of her Susan-ness.  

I used to think I was bitter until I met Susan. Susan 
hates everything. She hates students, professors, her co-
workers, her job, driving, not driving, and etc. I would list 
everything out, but Susan hates lists too. The only thing or 
should I say person Susan seems to like, is me, which I find 
weird. I tell her so and she just shrugs spouting off that it 
probably won’t last and she’ll go on to hate me eventually.  

Susan used to want to change the world. She used 
to want to make a difference. Now she just wants to win 
the lottery so she “won’t have to put up with people. I can 
tell everyone to go fuck themselves, my husband and 
children included.” Susan and I usually discuss what 
greedy bastards we find people to be. We share a fondness 
for cigarettes and she introduced me to my fourth man in 
the glass bottle, Johnnie (Walker).  

Susan also likes porn, but of the literature variety. 
She introduced me to 50 Shades of Gabriel’s Inferno Bared to 
You. After reading that nonsense I wept for humanity.  
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(“It’s sensory,” she told me after I confronted her 
about how bad I thought it to be. “You can imagine it 
happening. If you watch it, you can’t pretend it’s you.”  

“I don’t want it to be me,” I told her.  
“You’re nuts.”) 
She sighs heavily. I’m not sure if this is because 

she’s exhausted or because she’s heavy (Susan is a little on 
the big side). “I hate working for the state,” she says and 
stretches her legs out under our makeshift desk. “Actually, 
I hate working at all. I can’t ever find a park and they 
charge too much for parking in the garages. I fucking hate 
parking services. I drove around for hours.” Susan also 
over exaggerates.  

“I hear you.” I agree with her, but also fail to 
mention that I pay for a garage space. I didn’t want the 
stress of looking for a park. I couldn’t take that.  

“One day I’m going to win the lottery and sue the 
parking services people because I’ll be rich enough to do 
it,” she says. I nod. Susan once told me she hoped to win 
the jackpot so that she could tell the school she would 
make a donation, but only if they fired everyone in 
parking services.  

“Wouldn’t that be nice,” I say. We sit in silence for 
a moment. We do this quite often. It could go on for hours 
and neither of us would notice because neither of us cares. 
“Hey, Susan,” I pose and she grunts. “You ever do 
something you regret?”  

“Yeah.”  
“How’d you handle it?”  
“I didn’t.”  
I’m thinking about tardy student, tardy student 

and the complete inappropriateness with which we 
formed a relationship. “Ever heard of anyone doing 
anything with a student?” I can always pose questions like 
these to Susan and know that she won’t think anything of 
it because Susan never thinks of anyone but herself.  
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“I really want to do inappropriate things to Miles 
Sutter,” she says. I laugh. Miles Sutter is the quarterback of 
the football team. He’s nineteen, looks seventeen and acts 
like he’s fifteen. Susan wouldn’t think twice of carrying on 
a relationship given the chance. She would probably 
assault him in the elevator if he’d let her.  

“I’ve been trying to get a job over in athletics for 
eons,” she continues. “They’re all rejects over there just 
like we are here, but they’re exclusive rejects. It’s not fair.”  

I nod. Athletics did have it somewhat better, but 
not much. They still worked for the state. They didn’t have 
any magical parking fairies.  

“Are you thinking about Miles?” She asks, 
“Because if you are, you can’t have him…Well,” she says 
after thinking it over. “I get him first and you have to 
share.”  

I laugh again. I always find myself laughing 
around Susan. “No, I’m not thinking about Miles. I was 
fishing for gossip.”  

“You know you don’t have to fish with me,” Susan 
says. She pulls a sack of Lindt chocolates out of her bag. 
Susan is always eating and it’s always something 
unhealthy. “I’ll just tell you.”  

“I know,” I tell her. “I was just bored.”  
“How’s your class? You’re supposed to get a bunch 

of the athletes in there—you know they cluster and you 
have a stupid major.” Since when was criminal justice a 
stupid major? Wasn’t that art history or sociology? Really, 
where were all these sociologists?  

“Yeah,” I answer her. “They are, but they’re just 
kids. It’s only been day two.”  

“They’re not kids,” Susan says. “They’re young, 
virile, men. Best of all, you can boss them and they’ll listen 
and like that you’re older. They’ll feel like you have 
something to teach them.”  

“I do, introduction to the law.”  
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“You’re a pretty girl, Joanna. Go have you some 
fun. Just don’t have babies and don’t get married and 
you’ll be fine.”  

“That is safely never going to happen.”  
“Good.”  
Susan and I continue like this for the remainder of 

the day. We have random conversations about nothing 
and we sit in silence. No students come into the office. A 
couple of our co-workers join us and say passing things 
about football season and how we may be ranked in the 
bottom half of the BCS.  

I nod and listen to Susan carry on the conversation 
because I don’t care. I don’t care about anything. I keep 
thinking about tardy student and how uncomfortable I am 
at the prospect of seeing him in class every day when he’s 
seen me naked. This is unacceptable. I have to find a way 
to get him out or I don’t know what I’ll do.  
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CHAPTER THREE 

“I’m not sure if life is passing me by or trying to run me over.” – 
Anonymous 

 
I can’t quit my job. That isn’t possible. I already feel 

enough like a failure. I slump on my sofa as soon as I’m in 
the confines of my apartment. Susan has made me feel 
better; the fact that she hates everything and I only hate 
some things gives me optimism.  

Georgia comes by later. She is pissed. Lyon is off to 
visit his family who “hates me,” she tells me and sits on 
my sofa. She’s brought alcohol. Georgia never goes 
anywhere without alcohol. She tells me about her day 
today. She still hates her boss, who calls her “love cup, 
butter cup, snookums” and the like. Everyone hates her 
and she also sucks at managing. 

“We had to go through mediation today,” she says 
and contorts her face in annoyance. “My big boss was no 
help, so we’re still in the same place. I hate that bitch. I 
need a new job.” 

I listen intently. I offer my agreement and my 
shared frustration. We both groan and continue to drink. I 
decide to tell her about tardy student.  

“I hate when people are late, too,” she interjects. 
“He probably thinks he can do what he wants because you 
know these athletes. UT and ASU run the damn city.”  

“Yeah,” I offer tepidly. I start to wonder whether I 
should say anything. 

“Is he cute?” She asks. “Is it Miles Sutter? I like 
him. You can send him my way; I’ll teach him a few 
things.”  

I shake my head. “No, it’s not Miles Sutter.”  
“Oh, well then, who gives a shit?” 
I laugh. Typical Georgia.  
“There must be something else up with tardy boy,” 

she continues and finishes her beer. That’s her second one 
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and even though she can walk the fifty feet to her building 
in the apartment complex, she settles for water. At her 
core, Georgia is responsible.  

“I had sex with him.” 
Georgia spits out her water. “You did not,” she 

says after staring at me in complete shock. “I’m really 
angry at you! You said it’s not Miles Sutter.”  

I roll my eyes. “Really, Georgia, that’s what you 
have to say. This is serious.”  

“When did you have sex with him? How do you 
know him?” 

“When I went to Europe for the summer…” I trail 
off and shake my head. I feel like a pedophile, a predator. 
How could I not see that he was a teenager? I needed to be 
hosed down with something because I’d never feel clean 
again. “It was a gift from my parents, you know for 
passing the bar. He said he was a soccer player.”  

“And you believed him?” 
“I was in Germany. He was German. Germans are 

cute.” I make excuses. I have to be good for something.  
“Does he look eighteen?”  
“Really, Georgia?”  
“Miles Sutter doesn’t look eighteen.”  
“That’s because he’s nineteen.”  
“And that makes all the difference.”  
I shake my head and relax further back into the 

sofa. I feel somewhat better. The weight has been partially 
lifted—I should say it’s shifted. It’s been shifted a bit by 
Georgia. She is always good at listening and partially good 
at comforting. She is excellent at drinking.  

“So are you going to sleep with him again?”  
“No!” I exclaim. I can’t even believe that’s where 

her mind goes. She probably still thinks its Miles Sutter. “I 
have to figure out how to get him out of my class.” 

“Why? If you can have eye candy all day, it’ll make 
it pass by faster.” I think about Georgia’s office and laugh. 
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She has a Fight Club poster on her wall. She thinks Brad 
Pitt is a sex god.  

“Not when it’s a child.”  
“He’s what, 6-years younger than you? Brad Pitt is 

like 20-years older than me and I’d still hit it.”  
“That’s not the same thing.”  
“The hell it’s not,” she snaps. “It’s a bullshit double 

standard and I’m all about being a feminist right now. I’m 
going to burn my bra and everything.”  

“You get right on that.”  
“Don’t worry, I will.”  
Georgia leaves about thirty minutes later. We don’t 

discuss tardy student. I try to think of ways to get tardy 
student out of my class. He’s an athlete. It’s my hope the 
term paper will do that for him, but maybe I will add 
quizzes. Athletes never like quizzes.  

I dread going into class on Monday. I don’t know 
how I’m going to discuss Constitutional law. I feel 
immature because I am immature. This is all incredibly 
ridiculous.  

I power on the projector and commence my 
routine. Once the PowerPoint is up and running I watch 
the second hand on the clock tick by. The overzealous 
students or the ones that had nowhere to go after their 
other classes are already inside waiting and reading The 
Stampeding Bull¸ the university newspaper. Apparently the 
school is ranked #17 on the BCS. The students are excited; 
we’ve never been ranked this high. The feeling on campus 
is infectious. People are yelling “ASU Bulls Suckas!”  

I wait. It’s time for class to start, but enough people 
aren’t yet inside including tardy student. The minute hand 
ticks by, and its three minutes past the hour when tardy 
walks into the lecture hall with the other athletes including 
new student Miles Sutter. The energy of the room 
immediately changes. Tardy eyes me as soon as he’s 
within the confines of the room. The other students 
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become visibly excited at the prospect of sharing the room 
with them. I wonder if tardy is a football player and then I 
reprimand myself for thinking it.  

I will just ignore him the entire semester. I’ll have 
the adjunct TA grade his papers. He’s just like every other 
student, which means I won’t know his name and I won’t 
care about him when this is all over.  

I start on the presentation. “Everyone knows a bit 
about constitutional law,” I begin. “You’ve all heard about 
the separation of powers, checks and balances, freedom of 
speech and etc.” I prattle on and click the slides. I discuss 
court cases including the big ones like Bush v. Gore, Roe v. 
Wade, Brown v. Board of Education and National Federation of 
Independent Business v. Sebelius. 

The class isn’t interested. Tardy student won’t stop 
looking at me and it’s unnerving; especially since he’s the 
only one that is looking at me. Everyone else is surfing the 
internet or pretending not to be looking at their phones. I 
wonder if he’s going to say something to his peers. The 
thought makes my skin crawl.  

I manage to finish the slides in an even tone. I don’t 
know how I’ll be able to get through the full hour and 
fifteen minutes for an entire semester. I hate that I’m so 
stupid.  

I conclude the class. I pack quickly. I don’t look up 
again. I don’t want to meet his eyes.  

“Guten tag,” I hear in a smooth voice.  
I look up. We stare at each other in silence. The 

room is empty. He’s taller than I remember and Georgia is 
right, he doesn’t look anything like a kid. I need to go 
through counseling. I also need a cigarette.  

“Yes,” I say, ignoring his inquisition. “Is there 
something you need?” I continue packing and look away 
from him.  

“Sie antwortet nicht,” he says.  
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I look up at him. He is smirking. I internally fume. 
“No, she will not answer.” I say finally. We stare at each 
other again.  

“English it is then,” he says.  
“Is there something I can do for you Mr. Amsel?” 
“Oh, so formal Joanna.”  
“That’s Professor Merrick.”  
“Ich mah dich wütend.” I like you angry. 
“I’m not angry and you wouldn’t like me angry,” I 

say.  
“You can call me Lukas, you did before.”  
I pull my bag onto my shoulder. “Mr. Amsel, I 

suggest you make yourself acquainted with the decorum 
of an academic setting. If that isn’t possible, I suggest you 
drop the course.”  

“Fräulein Merrick, Mittwoch werde ich lhnen in 
der klasse zu sehen.”  

“That’s Professor Merrick, Mr. Amsel,” I say as I 
walk past him and toward the exit. “And Wednesday, 
please be on time.”  

“Always.”  
I feel much better now that we’ve spoken. The 

weight is gone. I walk to my office and slump in my chair 
as usual. I will need to work on my presentation for 
Wednesday, but I don’t feel like it. I feel like being 
immature and cancelling class. I think that would be the 
best approach. Maybe I should just cancel my life.  

I work on the presentation for an hour. I put in the 
finishing touches including the court cases I want my 
students to remember and I shut down my computer. The 
cubby feels constricting today. I think I’ll head to the union 
to get a coffee.  

The line is long again. I text Susan and ask if she 
would like a coffee. She texts me back and says she hates 
coffee. This is a new development seeing as just last week 
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she said she would buy stock in Starbucks once she won 
the lottery.  

I watch the students around me as I wait in the 
winding queue of people who’ve already placed drink 
orders. I remember how much I didn’t like college. I 
wasn’t in that many clubs, I didn’t join a sorority, I wasn’t 
an (nor did I sleep with) athlete(s) and I had no interest in 
school politics. I waded listlessly from class to class in the 
hopes of finding something to interest me. Nothing did, so 
I graduated with my political science degree and went on 
to law school.  

The girl behind the counter calls my name. I grab 
my drink and leave, headed for the student advancement 
center. I see Miles Sutter. He has an air to him like most 
athletes—it’s that look of unmistakable privilege that the 
rich, famous and wealthy share.  

This makes me think back to meeting Nate’s wife 
Charlotte. She’s a Bishop, the favored family of Chicago. I 
was in love with her older brother Max for years. He was 
the quarterback of the Los Angeles Flash and now plays 
for Chicago. He’s married and in love and his wife is 
gorgeous and smart and kind. That’s the type of woman 
who ends up with the Max Bishops of the world—either 
her, or bitches.  

I end up boning my future student.  
Sheesh.  
Susan is already in the office when I arrive. This 

almost never happens. She isn’t frowning, instead she’s 
reading some novel that’s cover has a picture of Fabio—or 
a Fabio look-alike.  

“Where are the men in these novels?” She asks 
dreamily.  

I shrug. “In our imaginations?” 
“I hate my husband,” she murmurs without 

looking at me. I can see today will be a day of minimal 
conversation. Maybe I should read romance novels?  
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I have one student who comes in with no resume.  
“You do realize this is a resume workshop 

though?” I say, perplexed and annoyed. What was it with 
kids now and days? They were all so lazy and stupid.  

“I just thought you could do one for me.”  
“No, I can’t just do one for you,” I tell him with 

faux sweetness. Susan shoots him a “go fuck yourself 
look” and the boy frowns.  

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know,” he says standing. “I can 
come back with one.” 

“That would probably be best,” I reply, trying to 
keep the sarcasm out of my voice. “I can’t work on a 
resume if there is no resume.” 

“Right,” he adds, as if it is finally clicking.  
God, people are stupid.  
I leave work at 4:30—that’s one of perks of working 

in academia, earlier work days. I walk across the parking 
garage towards my Mini Cooper. It was an impractical 
purchase when I made it, but I loved the Italian Job and at 
the time, I decided that my life would be made better if I 
could drive a manual, skate-sized-vehicle down alleyways.  

My car is an automatic and I’ve never seen an alley 
that wasn’t obstructed by garbage cans.  

I feel eyes on me and turn to see Miles Sutter 
staring at me, along with a bunch of other boys in ASU 
sweat-suits whom I presume to be athletes.  

I look away and get in my car. I suddenly worry 
that tardy student has said something. I really need that 
cigarette.  
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CHAPTER FOUR 

“The light at the end of the tunnel is the headlamp of an 
oncoming train.” – Anonymous 

 
“I really think I need to hook you up with one of 

Lyon’s friends from work.”  
This is how it always starts. Georgia eyes me from 

across the table at a Mexican restaurant near Crestmont 
Park. She’s thinking of setting me up. They always like 
their projects.  

Susan wanted to set me up once before, until she 
came to her senses. She even admitted this: “I don’t know 
why I was thinking that, dear. It must be the lack of alcohol. I 
don’t even like my husband; if I met one for you, I’m sorry, I’d 
take him for me.”  

“I don’t want to be set up,” I say, wondering if this 
friend from work looks like Mark Strong. I would totally 
be cool with a set up if the outcome was a  
Mark Strong doppelganger.  

“But you need to be set up,” she responds. She’s got 
that look in her eye that means the only way I will be able 
to keep her from going through with this is to ply her with 
alcohol. I look towards the bartender. 

“Do not even think of trying to get me drunk and 
out of this,” she continues, following my gaze. The 
bartender is eyeing her – of course. “You need this.”  

“I do not,” I retort like a petulant child. What I 
need to do is go home and work on the midterm exam I 
would be administering to my students. I didn’t want to 
wait until the last minute. I always wait until the last 
minute.  

Georgia and I finish up with drinks and our happy 
hour and I head over to the Center for Advancement and 
to my nonexistent stack of resumes. I decide to read a 
trashy historical romance novel on my Kindle. Susan is out 
today. Instead, there is Randi-with-an-I. I can’t stand her. 
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She just sits there and primps in her small compact mirror 
that she tells everyone came with her Lancôme purchase of 
$50-or-more. She also walks around with her fake Coach 
bag in the crook of her arm. She thinks it’s real.  

“Joe-anne-a,” she coos, “that bracelet is divine.”  
I look at my arm and the dainty gold bracelet 

Charlotte gave me. She’d surprised me with the jewelry 
when I visited her and Nate in Chicago a while back. 
Apparently, that actress Amy Austin-Clark also wore a 
similar style in rose gold—Randi would only like it for 
that.  

“Thanks,” I reply. I hate how she pronounces my 
name. I sit down and pull my Kindle from my L.L. Bean 
tote. Earlier in the week I downloaded To Love the Redeemed 
Duke of Rochester—that would get me through two hours.  

I start reading, only glancing at the clock once or 
twice. Randi is messing with some app on her iPad and 
viciously wiggling her ring finger to garner attention to 
her engagement bauble from her boyfriend, Brad-the-
banker. His name would be Brad.  

A student walks in and she quickly slides the tablet 
into her fake Tory Burch case. I really don’t understand 
how she thinks it’s real.  

“How can I help yewwww,” she asks flirtatiously. 
My back is to the door and I don’t care to turn it. I’m too 
enthralled in my god-awful, self-published masterpiece.   

“I’m here for the resume work-shop,” the male 
voice I don’t recognize responds and I still refuse to turn 
around. Randi can help, as much as she knows how to 
help with anything.  

“But of courseee,” she says. God, her enunciation 
grates on my nerves. “Do you have it with yewwww?”  

“Uh, no,” Unprepared male student answers. Of 
course he doesn’t. “Do I need one?”  

Really?! 
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“No, I can still help yewwww,” Randi continues. I 
really wish she would quit it with the southern belle 
façade. Susan told me she was born in Connecticut.  

“Actually, I was hoping Professor Merrick could 
help me.”  

Of course. 
I slowly look up and turn my chair around. Randi 

is subtly glaring at me. It’s Miles Sutter.  
“I can’t help you if you don’t have a resume,” I say. 

Randi cuts me a look.  
“Oh.”  
“Well you can help him build one,” Randi interjects 

looking between us. “Right?” 
“Yeah,” Miles adds eagerly—for him, at least. “My 

academic advisor says I need this, especially with only two 
years of eligibility left.” He smiles at Randi. She melts. I 
suppress a groan.  

“Are you sure you want Joanna to help you? She’s 
sort of busy,” Randi says. She’s shameless. I see her hiding 
her crackerjack ring.  

“Do you mind, Professor Merrick?”  
“Of course not,” I lie. I stand and gesture for him to 

follow me into one of the small student rooms. We are 
only allowed use of these when those in the Burke-
Wallings Career Center, which is housed within student 
advancement, aren’t in need of them. Isn’t resume work-
shopping a part of the career building experience? 
Obviously not.  

“Why don’t yewwww stay out here?” Randi asks. 
“That way, I can be of assistance if necessary.” 

“Okay,” I say with a shrug. I could swear Miles 
looks disappointed. Strange.  

I have Miles sit across from me and pull out one of 
the roaming laptops for student use. He punches in his 
passcode and logs onto the server. I have him open a 
Microsoft Word document and we begin his list.  
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“I need you to think back on any summer jobs or 
positions you’ve held,” I say. This is going to be so tedious. 
Why did he have to be in my law class? If he wasn’t, Randi 
could be dealing with this right now.  

“Are yewwww excited for the season?” Randi asks, 
leaning in on the desk to show off her nonexistent 
cleavage. “This is the first time we’ve been ranked in the 
top 25 in years.” 

I rest my chin in my hand and watch them. Miles 
seems annoyed, but hides it well. I give him props, then 
think against it. It’ll only be a minute before he says/does 
something inane. 

“I’m always excited,” he answers diplomatically. I 
suddenly feel sorry for him. It must be constricting having 
to walk around all day and pretend to be interested in 
what people are saying. He concentrates on his list. He 
seems perplexed by it. 

“If you can’t think of any jobs,” I say, “maybe think 
of what you’ve done as an athlete. Have you coached?”  

“Yeah,” he answers, looking from the computer to 
me. His expression doesn’t change, but he seems to smile 
with his eyes, as if to convey his thanks for the change in 
subject.  

“I have done some work,” he says, looking back at 
his computer screen. “My father owns a landscaping 
business.” 

“That’s fantastic,” I respond. “You can say you’ve 
done that for, what five years? How old are you, 
nineteen?”  

“No,” he says shooting me a look. “I’m almost 
twenty-three.”  

“Right,” I say. 
 Randi leans in further on the table. I fight an eye 

roll. “When is yerrr birthday?” She asks, not even caring 
that her question posed in that manner is completely 
inappropriate.  
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“July 12th,” he answers.  
Then he’s not close to twenty-three; it’s August. 

This doesn’t seem to faze Randi. She would be on top of 
him if it weren’t for the table.  

“How old are you?” He poses to me.  
“Never ask a lady her age,” I answer with a small 

smile. “And keep up with your list.” I gesture to the 
computer.  

“I’m twenty-eight,” Randi offers.  
Jeezus. 
“Ah,” Miles says, typing aimlessly on the laptop. 

He looks between us both. He must be used to women like 
Randi. He thinks nothing of her behavior. “So you’re 
twenty-eight also,” he says, looking back at me.  

What happened to the damn resume?  
“If you think so—” I say, but Randi interjects.  
“Joanna is twenty-five, though no one knows why 

she refuses to embrace it.” 
If I could smack her, I would.  
Miles looks back to the computer, but I can swear 

he is grinning to himself. I’m starting to think he and tardy 
student are conspiring against me.  

“I’ve added my job experience,” he says. “Can I 
come back another time to complete it?” He’s closing up 
the computer and packing his things.  

“Yes,” I reply. “And anyone in the office will be 
willing to assist you,” I add, hoping I won’t be there 
whatever day he decides to drop in. I should try to have 
him make an appointment and make sure not to be present 
that day. He could work with Susan; she’d love me 
forever.  

“I’d like to continue working with you, Professor 
Merrick, if that’s alright.”  

I look to Randi, “Of course,” I answer, hating that I 
had to be in the office when he decided to come in. “Or 
Randi.”  
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She smiles at me.  
“Yes, of course,” she coos again. Sigh. “Anything 

we can do to help—though, I’m sure you won’t need it 
after this season. You think you’ll enter the draft?”  

“I’m not sure yet,” Miles gives another diplomatic 
smile. Poor kid. “We’ll have to see how this season goes 
first. I’m loyal to watching this program succeed.”  

“Aren’t yewwww just a doll,” she swoons.  
“I’ll see you in class, Professor,” Miles says and 

turns to leave. 
“Yes,” I wave.  
After Miles leaves, I listen to Randi prattle on about 

him for thirty minutes. She becomes bored with my one 
syllable answers and general apathy and calls one of her 
girlfriends. She starts squealing and I decide to leave, 
feigning illness. She shrugs and waves me off as if I’m a 
gnat.  

I head for my car in a wave of annoyance. I have 
yet to start the midterm examinations and I’m no further 
in chapter one of my “reformed rake historical romance.” 
This is all incredibly aggravating.  

My phone rings. It’s Charlotte.  
“Hi Joanna, how are you?!” She asks in her kind 

and considerate tone. Charlotte is forever acting as though 
we are more sisters-than-sisters-in-law. I love her for it. 
She’s a gem.  

“I’m fine,” I answer, taking in some of her joviality. 
“How are you? How’s work and my work-n-progress 
brother?”  

If anyone is a work-in-progress, it’s me.  
“He’s fine,” she answers, “just Nate being Nate.”  
“Of course,” I say. I pull out of the garage and head 

towards traffic. I’m so grateful I live close by. “To what do 
I owe this lovely phone call?”  

“I just wanted to call and see how you were doing. 
How’s the new job?”  
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“It’s fine,” I say, not really having another adjective 
to describe it. I didn’t really know how the job was going, 
actually—it was kind of just going. “My students seem as 
interested as they can possibly be.” I think of telling her 
about tardy student and decide against it. I don’t need 
another person disappointed in me; I’m disappointed 
enough in myself.  

“Ah, college,” Charlotte remarks wistfully, “those 
were the days.” I don’t think Charlotte ever had bad or 
awkward teenage or adult years. She has the same 
nostalgic reaction to high school and her early twenties. 
I’m envious. Charlotte would have never sexed one of her 
students. She was and is responsible.  

“When are you going to come see us?”  
“I just left,” I say.  
“That doesn’t mean I don’t miss you,” she replies.  
“I miss you too, Charles.”  
After a while, we hang up. I pull into my parking 

space at my apartment complex and mull over whether I 
should go to the grocery store to pick up something to 
cook for dinner. I think of all the food I have in the fridge 
and the freezer. I’m always wasting food.  

I decide I’ll cook whatever is upstairs. I’m 
regretting that decision the closer I get to my apartment.  

I throw my keys down in the dish when I walk 
inside. I toss my coat over a chair and look through my 
mail. I used to love getting mail when I was a kid; that was 
before bills.  

I start rummaging through my fridge. There is kale 
and a Tupperware container that’s growing a forest. I 
should be ashamed, but I’m not. I start cleaning it out, 
tossing expired packages and moldy containers into the 
garbage.  

I’m satisfied at my progress and annoyed at my 
wastefulness. I reach for a nearly empty bottle of Chianti—
I’d been going through an Italian phase for a minute—and 
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pause when I see the bottle behind it: an Amsel 
hefeweizen. 

That night, I dream of Germany.  


