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My three-year-old self prowled the back seat while my father kept his foot steady on the pedal. To one window, then the other I crawled, pressing my cheek to each glass, leaving prints and marks, wriggling my �ngers to the top, checking to see if one was open. I wore a jingly bracelet and held a translucent purse on a chain that a kind friend of my parents had given me, a lovely silk �ower between the top layers. A toy dog rode next to me. Maybe my mother held a baby sister; it was nothing to me: it only slept. At last, I worked a window down and watched my �ngers release �rst the bracelet, then the purse. They �ew fast, but I said loudly, “Uh, oh!” and my father pulled over. Horns honked a cacophony. He jumped out and ran and jumped in again. “Here,” he said, handing me the �attened purse, the �ower crushed, the bottom seams torn open. He looked stern, like he always did when I threw toys out the window. “Don’t do that again.” I looked down at my toy dog, then at my crushed purse. And burst into tears.

tra�c matter

—Alisa Golden

Perhaps now, to make up for all the things 
I threw out the window, I gather together 
paper and thread, dried leaves, colored 
wool, tin boxes, old cloth, glass slides, 
postcards, inks and brushes to make more 
stu� to haul to galleries, to lug up ladders, 
to put into bins in high places that topple 
down in earthquakes. Perhaps now I’m 
trying to make things that someone will 
keep, some things that might really matter.

In which all lost memories are 
reconstructed from the same stu�. 
Watch for construction ahead.


