
The Oval The Oval 

Volume 15 
Issue 2 Staff Issue Article 25 

5-15-2022 

Body, No Longer Body, No Longer 

Jade Taylor 

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval 

Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Taylor, Jade (2022) "Body, No Longer," The Oval: Vol. 15: Iss. 2, Article 25. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol15/iss2/25 

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 

https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol15
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol15/iss2
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol15/iss2/25
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Foval%2Fvol15%2Fiss2%2F25&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://goo.gl/forms/s2rGfXOLzz71qgsB2
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol15/iss2/25?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Foval%2Fvol15%2Fiss2%2F25&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:scholarworks@mso.umt.edu


Verity shook her head, breaking the hug. “I can’t do that to Mama. Someone’s 
got to look after her.” 

“I didn’t think she cared,” Fern said. She opened her mouth to continue, then 
quickly shut it. Of  course, Verity leaving would break her heart into thousands 
of  pieces. Their mother’s heart remained whole, but if  it was Verity who left 
she’d be devastated. 

“You never saw her cry the way I did.” Verity glanced to the ground. “She 
won’t want you to go, but she’s too proud. She’ll never admit it.” 

“She cried? I’ve never seen that side of  her.” Fern blinked with surprise. She 
realized then, just how very different their perspectives were. Their mother was 
two different people.

“You wouldn’t. You see why I have to stay though, right?” 
Fern grabbed her sister’s hand, nodding. After a pause, she said, “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be. We both knew this was coming.” 
Fern shook her head. “No, not for that. I’m sorry I was so mean to you when 

we were kids. I was always jealous cause you were Mama’s favorite.” 
Verity leaned in close, the smile she wore finally reaching her eyes. “Maybe I 

am Mama’s favorite, but you became mine.” 
Fern grinned. 
She’d leave soon, but she planned on doing things differently than the rest of  

her sisters. She’d leave in the middle of  the day and she was going to tell their 
mother goodbye first. She just had to wait for Mrs. Briar to get back from the 
farmer’s market. Until then, she’d stay on the hill with her little sister and let 
time stop around them. 

Fern didn’t feel trapped at home, but she also couldn’t stay
The world out there was calling for her

She bid her family a farewell and left to seize the day

Six of  seven, maybe she was something special. 
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The process is simple:                                                                                                                 
wrap a wooden dowel in strips of  cotton; skin                                                                                
the robin, saving feathers, beak, the idea 

they suggest; place the body, no longer                                                                                             
a bird, over the cotton-wrapped dowel; tag date,                                                                              
location, species neatly to their feet; translate

robins from flight to a drawer                                                                                                  
among many drawers; redraw a noiseless flock of  red                                                            
-breasted birds as life-like as drawers will permit. 

Use the mistaken robin that flew into the east 
facing window, falling stone-like into the window                                                                         
box, or the one the cat killed and left untouched

on the lawn; the one pulled from the front of  a car; 
the small ones blown from their nest beneath                                                                                         
the deck. They’re all viable specimens I place

side by side in a drawer. I remember past the point
of  death. I keep the best, the undamaged,                                                                                       
the nonperishable. I foster specimens

in memory. On my phone, I keep a video                                                                                          
I can’t watch: your laughing body       
                                                                                                                   

in leopard-print pajamas,
at my house, 
a Sunday,
8:35 pm, nearly
a year ago in May,

no longer beating against the glass                                                                                            
drawers I close again, again, and again. 
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