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Zoe Harrison • 91 

To stand in the hallway, to slip
into the gravity of  this old wood
floor, the retrograde
pattern of  memory embossed
on the walls like paper, 
is to orbit, to trace
yourself  around 
some fading red star;
some flaking constellation; 
some cluster of  hewn wood
rising from the horizon line 
drawn by the end 
of  the driveway. 
You’re in orbit, now 
circling the lawn.
I remember, you say, pointing 
to the trees, the swing, the cracks
in the siding, I remember,
the summer, your father, his hands
stained with red paint. 
You’re in orbit, now
in the passenger seat:
A crumpled planet caught
behind the moon. 

CONSTELLATION IN RED
POETRY

Jade Taylor

90 • Jade Taylor

The Beginning 

Sunday mornings were for animal crackers, juice boxes, and Jesus. Christianity 
didn’t begin with God but instead started down the stairs to the basement, where 
Sunday school occurred. I was still learning where the bunny ran along my laces 
to loop into a bow. The stairs were ten steps. The carpet was not expensive, 
short, and gray like clean gravel. They led down to a big room empty except for 
a single fold-out chair where the Sunday teacher would sit. That was where she 
told the stories, surrounded by a young communion. Fables were gallant tales of  
small men slaying giants, men stuffing too many animals into one boat, and men 
raising from the dead.

Beyond the big room was a hallway that was sectioned into small classrooms 
with large round tables and chairs too small to fit one full-grown ass cheek. That 
is where my parents left me before they went to sit in pine pews with the other 
adults. I shrank into one of  the chairs and peered out at the bubbly chaos of  
people just as small as I was. They were drawing, using crayons from the big bins 
on the table, nice ones in the big box with the sharpener included. I grabbed 
everyone I could find with sparkle, an emerald green, a silver, and topaz. I 
scribbled badly the way those do who can’t form a straight line. The best part 
was the Animal Crackers portioned out into little dixie cups and passed around 
the table along with juice boxes. I wasn’t sure what this place was, but I knew I 
liked it.  

The Other Teacher

I got taller, started watching Veggie Tales on the Christian channel, and the 
stories weren’t interesting anymore. I’d heard them all ass down on the concrete 
washable markers staining my fingers. I’d read experts in the Bible and seen the 
cartoons and movies. 

They didn’t hold the same weight as National Geographic documentaries; 
they weren’t nonfiction but recounted histories from far off times when leprosy 
was still a problem, wine was safer to drink than water, and slavery was socially 
acceptable as long as you had gold and pyramids to back it up. I believed in the 
history the Bible stemmed from, like the social repression of  a people who knew 
little kindness apart from a calloused hand and a soft gaze. It just wasn’t as easy 
believing a handless cucumber and tomato were valid credentials to base my 
form of  thought on. They couldn’t even find their hairbrush.  

PEACE UNTO YOU AND ALSO WITH YOU.

FICTION

Zoe Harrison
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