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			  In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content:
			  House on Logan Street norfoLk, nebraska, 1971–1973 the suMMer before I started junior high, I woke one night in my bunk in the girl’s dorm at Pibel Bible Camp and in the darkness saw all the beds in the dorm were empty except mine. Terrified, I climbed down from my bunk and walked up the middle aisle and back again just to be sure. No one. I was alone in the middle of the night. I tried to console myself. Maybe everyone was meeting in the chapel. Maybe they’d tried to wake me and couldn’t. Still in my nightgown, I ran out the screen door, down the sandy path to the chapel only to find it dark and empty. I ran to the showers, to the outdoor privies, to the cafeteria. Around me the only sound I heard was the booming of the bullfrogs on the lake. Maybe there was a baptism. Maybe someone in the middle of the night had felt an urgent need for salvation. I ran to the beach at the lake where baptisms took place. No one. Only the cold stars and the water lapping against the shore. Or maybe, I thought for a moment with horror, everyone else had been taken up in the Rapture, and I had been left behind. One final desperate thought. The nurse. I ran to her cabin and knocked on the screen door. What sweet relief when I heard her sleepy voice say, “What is it?” “There’s no one in the dorm,” I said through the screen. I watched as she got out of bed and wrapped a robe around her nightgown. “I’m all alone,” I said after she unhooked the latch of the screen door. 104 norfoLk, nebraska, 1971–1973 105 She looked at me closely for a second. “Honey,” she said, “You’re just dreaming.” She gently steered me back toward the girl’s dorm. “See,” she said once we reached the door. “They’re all here.” I looked through the screen and saw she was right. “They’re here after all,” I said. She nodded. “Go back to bed now.” I walked quietly back to my bunk, my cold, sandy feet and my sopping nightgown evidence I’d actually gone to all the places I’d seen in my dream. My first and last episode of sleepwalking. That same summer my family moved away from the cramped house on the highway to a quiet house on Logan Avenue. My sister and I each had our own basement bedrooms. We all found it funny that, like the house on the gravel road, we once again lived across the street from a high school football field. On autumn evenings the amplified voice of the announcer echoed across our roof in waves. A large practice field separated us from the noise of the crowd itself. I was restless that entire summer, waiting for something. I didn’t know I was looking for a friend until I saw her across the room after band practice, the first day of junior high. I’d noticed her immediately in the third row of the clarinet section. She was very petite, so tiny in fact that she wore as a dress a yellow poor-boy shirt belted with a gold chain. Her blonde hair was bobbed just beneath the ears. I’d always found the clarinet a silly instrument, and she played hers with a comical earnestness. I couldn’t account for the fierce determination I felt to meet her, but I didn’t question it. After rehearsal, despite my rush to get to the next class period, I pushed through other students disassembling their instruments in the band storeroom, my alto saxophone still dangling by its neck strap. I finally found her in the corner taking apart her clarinet . The same earnestness I’d seen earlier was also evident in that [18.207.224.173] Project MUSE (2024-04-09 16:53 GMT) task. With courage unusual for me, I introduced myself. I thought she was the most magical girl I’d ever seen. She looked up at me, slightly distracted, not particularly thrilled at the interruption and clearly not as enthralled with me as I was with her. “I’m Joy,” she said and snapped her case shut. “See you.” When I discovered later that week we were also in the same gym class, I experienced again the same happiness I’d felt the first time... 
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