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Beatrice Miller’s Burning Questions



Will Mom & Mamaw ever see me as more

than a little kid? Will they ever trust me?

Recognize my growing? See my evolution?

Witness my expansion?



I’ve been studying other words for “mature”

in our big ol’ thesaurus & they include:

Evolve

Develop

Blossom

Ripen

Arrive.

Will those words ever happen to me?



How can I celebrate all of who I am?

Garden & Movie Lover

Bike Rider

Swim Teamer

Nacho Eater

Comic-Book Nerd

Superhero Obsessed

Mamaw & Mom Hugger

Late-Night Couch Cuddler.



Should I shine a light on all the parts

of me that no one can see?

Nervous

Anxious

Embarrassed

Awkward.

Maybe if I could share those feelings,

then people would see more of the real me.



Always, I’m wondering,

will Mariella, StaceyAnn & I ever be officially cool?

Not outskirts, outside, sideline cool

but ruling the school,

making all the jokes,

getting all the laughs,

full lunch table,

friends finding us after the bell rings.

You know, that kind of cool.

The kind that’s smooth,

enters the room before you do.



Anyway, I’ve got about a trillion more questions,

but you have to start somewhere.





 

Backyard Daydreaming



You can find me swinging steady & slow,

my feet high in our tie-dyed hammock

(’course it’s tie-dyed—Mamaw wouldn’t have it

any other way). Once I get a rhythm going,

my head clears right up. I’m not caught

in mistakes or hiccups from my past

& I’m not hung all the way up on my future,

who I am, who I’ll be.

Just here, just now.

Mamaw says, “That’s the good stuff,

your meditative state.”

She says, “Empty your brain

and the world will come straight to you.”



I have no idea what the heck she means.



But when she says, “Time is a construct,”

& I suddenly find myself swinging all afternoon long

with not one care in the whole wild world?

Well, then I’m pretty sure she knows

exactly what she’s talking about.





 

Mamaw



Maa—almost like the sound of a goat baaing.

& “maw” like a mouth. Caw with an M sound.



Mamaw. Maaamaaaw. Mamawwww.Mamaw.



I say it like a chant or some spell I’m setting.

Never thought a thing about it being different

or weird or too country or too down South.



In the fifth grade, Shelby Perkins said, “Anyone

who calls their GRANDMOTHER MAMAW

or MEEMAW is a HILLBILLY.” She was all the time

talking in capital letters at us. And by us,

I mean anyone who didn’t live McMansion-style

or have the freshest sneakers, name-brand anything.

Anyone who didn’t grow up with more & more.

I mean anyone who used the word “mamaw.”

Shame filled me up.



“Welp, I guess I’m a hillbilly, then,” StaceyAnn said,

sticking her chin all the way up.

“Besides, I bet my meemaw

could whoop your grandmother’s butt any ol’ day.”

I gave StaceyAnn a look that said, Stop talking!

But she kept on. “Any name you give your granny



is the right one. You worry about your grandmother”

(This time she said it with a British accent.)

“And I’ll worry about my meemaw.”

(This time she slathered on the twang.)



We walked home laughing about our comeback

& StaceyAnn’s sharp tongue, which she swears

she got straight from her meemaw. Lucky us.





 

My Room, My Sanctuary



“I wish my door had a dang lock,” I holler out

to what feels like no one, since both Mom & Mamaw

are crooning their hearts out to “Baby Love,”

The Supremes turned all the way up. Record player

spinning. I’ll bet I’m the only twelve-year-old who knows

how to use an old Victrola, & that’s nothing to brag about.



StaceyAnn & Mariella are coming over for our weekly

summer sleepover, & I gotta get this room just right.



New purple bedspread with the solar system shining.

Bright yellow stars that Mariella will fall in love with.

Posters of Storm, Wonder Woman & Katana.

A few of the superheroes we love.

Thinking of my own superpowers

& how to make them come alive.

A big drawing of the astrological signs too.



Mariella is an Aries all the way. All floaty & dreamlike.

Connected to the sky & nowhere near earth.

StaceyAnn is a Sagittarius. Optimist. Freedom seeker.

She says it. And we believe her.



I’m a Scorpio. Everyone says I’m the

passionate,



intense,

wild one,

but I still haven’t been able

to figure out exactly what that means

or who that is.



I pack up the last of my dolls, all their bottles,

blankets, baby clothes & plastic pacifiers.

Used to be we’d pull all those old toys out & play

like when we were kids, but lately

it’s happening less & less.

I hold my favorite doll to my chest & my eyes fill up.

If Mamaw saw me, she’d say, “What has come over you,

sweet Beatrice?” But I already know.



It’s the saying goodbye to the old me

while having no idea

who the new me even is just yet.





 

Doorbell Rings



Mariella & StaceyAnn race through the house.

Some things never change. That’s for sure.

They give quick kisses to Mamaw & Mom

& throw open my door (see the no-lock situation).



They both ooohhh & aaahhh at my new setup,

pile on to the lime-green beanbags & kick back.

Like always, we make plans.



Mariella: finish work on our graphic novel,

Superhero Sisters Explore the Solar System.

I’m not sold on the working title, but we’ll get there.

“I made some new sketches.”

She pulls open her backpack & illustrations

come pouring out.



StaceyAnn starts next: work on some new songs.

“My dad taught me three new chords.”

She pulls her smooth, sleek guitar from its case

& starts to strum. Never mind that all I can play

is the dang tambourine. StaceyAnn has enough

confidence & cockiness to make it all work.

She’s sure we’re gonna be musical superstars,

& while I’m a little less positive, I do love

singing at the tip-top of my lungs

when no one is listening.




My goals for the night include only this:

make the most delicious personal pizza pies

on the whole planet. “Time to get to work!”
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