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			“The narrative favors a clearcut message of female solidarity…this work offers a solid primer on the topic of sexual assault for a YA audience. An accessible and ultimately hopeful tale that explores one girl’s resonant response to trauma.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“Katy Farber’s What If It Wasn’t My Fault is a blazing act of courage. I read it with my heart in my throat, captivated by 17-year-old Indie and her transformation from a ‘ghost girl’ trying to be ‘everything/ everyone wants’ to a ‘survivor-warrior’ speaking out for justice. Farber has crafted an urgent account of the aftermath of sexual violence in a small town, where sports are worshipped, girls are expected to be ‘perfect little dolls,’ and those who speak the truth about assault are accused of seeking attention. Told in verse both tender and fiercely embodied, the novel weaves a page-turning narrative with moments of lyrical beauty. In the tradition of Laurie Halse Anderson and Chanel Miller, What If It Wasn’t My Fault refuses shame and invisibility and affirms the healing power of sharing your story. An essential read for survivors and those who love them– and for all teens who need to know they are not alone.”

			—Diana Whitney, author of Girl Trouble

			“Katie Farber’s What if it wasn’t my Fault immediately brings to mind poetic narratives like Poet X and Brown Girl Dreaming. It’s alive with the raw moment of becoming someone else, of standing on the other side of what happens to us. Stitched together like a quilt of spoken healing, the story of Indie tugs at the heart, and no doubt will stir the memories of those who lost their young girl selves at the moment a man took what was not his. Indie says, ‘this is not my obligation / what does my body / have to do with gratitude?’ and it is a question that unfortunately echoes through generations. But Indie also has hope, bubbling up through the process of running—first away from, and then toward—ourselves. Indie gives us permission to tell our stories, to heal, and to put down the burden.”

			—Kim Ward, author of Fire on a Circle
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			To all the women who blame themselves
for the actions of others.

			It’s not your fault, it never was.

			And to the girls coming up now,

			may you never carry what wasn’t meant for you.
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			The house is quiet

			the calm before the storm

			of get ready! pack your lunch!

			​it is the house

			of a girl

			who doesn’t exist

			anymore

			and no one knows it 

			yet. 

			

		


		
			​Missing

			A blueberry muffin sits

			in front of me uneaten.

			I’d made them Friday night

			dozens and dozens

			after slinging blueberries

			and batter

			around the kitchen

			while jazz played

			just like Gramps and I 

			used to do. 

			When music moved 

			through his body like 

			electricity, warmth

			swirling, climbing notes 

			currents rushing through his fingers

			into the batter. 

			Dax stood on a chair 

			and stirred the batter

			splashing it 

			over the side. 

			I freeze them

			like Gramps taught me

			and then everyone can 

			eat muffins

			whenever they want

			for weeks

			Dax’s snacks

			lunch for mom

			and trying to fill

			

			Dylan’s all the time

			never-ending hunger. 

			But I made them

			before. 

			And now I sit

			in the after.

			No electricity in the air. 

			No Gramps.  

			

		


		
			​Do They Know?

			I march through classes 

			like a zombie

			numb, weighted

			like I am watching myself

			in a boring movie

			until lunchtime and

			rows of brown cafeteria tables

			and worn, yellow plastic trays 

			with steaming piles

			of unidentifiable food. 

			I stand there

			grasping my tray

			which feels like holding 

			10 bricks

			I’m frozen

			my legs won’t move

			planted to the floor

			but inside shaking 

			the ache in my pelvis pulses

			arms feeling stretched, pulled

			

			like a doll that has been twisted

			into shapes nobody should be in. 

			Indie! Amelia calls. 

			Waves me over. 

			I will my feet to move. 

			Toward our everyday table. 

			Friends and fellow soccer players. 

			All the kids that were there. 

			Suddenly I’m squished in 

			shoulder to shoulder 

			at our regular table

			stuck

			like a sardine in a tin can

			my mind

			a hamster wheel

			spinning

			as their eyes land on me

			again, and again

			like tiny wasps

			stinging each time. 

			Even my Amelia

			her shoulder touching mine

			can’t change this.  

			Are you okay?

			

			She asks. 

			I don’t answer. 

			Sinking my finger

			deep into my cuticle

			till it burns

			the blood seeping

			around the nail 

			I think,

			Do they know what 

			happened to me

			on Saturday night?

			Do they know 

			their friend

			our classmate

			neighbor

			athlete

			classic “good guy” 

			with a TV smile

			and miles of charm

			did what I think 

			he did

			to me?

			The air above the table

			poison, curdled, swirling

			That was quite a party,

			

			Cameron says

			to all of us

			his orange 

			floppy hair

			acne

			green eyes

			are met with

			with nods, smiles

			from all around

			Yeah, that was epic. 

			Total blast. 

			Their eyes touch mine

			as they say this

			like a bird flitting about

			but move on quickly. 

			Maybe they know

			I drank too much

			but do they know

			what happened next?

			I might not remember

			but my body sure does. 

			Something is clawing 

			at my insides. 

			My bones are sore

			and quivering. 

			And now everything 

			I’ve worked for

			is over. 

			

			My family. 

			My future. 

			And it is

			 

			All. 

			My. 

			Fault. 

			Shame stings my tongue

			sits in my throat

			like a sponge. 

			I stare down at my hands.

			They shake in my lap. 

			Maybe he told

			his friends. 

			Maybe that is why

			they can barely look 

			at me. 

			

			Cameron. Luke. Bryce. 

			will see me 

			not as a person

			but as a commodity

			just another score

			what was stolen

			from me

			what was all mine

			gone

			their eyes sliding 

			over me

			taking in

			my private places

			what he got 

			nothing about

			who I am.

			They know 

			nothing at all. 

			These boys I’ve known 

			since our first day of 

			grade school. 

			Know. 

			Nothing. 

			The fluorescent lights

			pound into me

			the spaces 

			

			closing in

			my breath

			shallow

			I can’t take 

			not knowing

			what they know

			their eyes

			pierce me

			like 1,000 

			tiny bullets. 

			I am trapped.

			In captivity. 

			In this school.

			In this body.

			In what happened. 

			 

			I can’t stay

			captured, bound

			in this place

			fingers wrap around 

			my throat

			squeezing

			I cough

			stand up

			

			knocking into Amelia

			her eyes dart to mine

			pinched with worry

			I leave my tray

			full of food

			and run

			out of the cafeteria

			down the hall

			Hey! No running! 

			Where are you going?

			calls the custodian

			with his mop in hand

			I push out the double doors

			to the sidewalk

			and walk away

			from this place

			the brick and metal

			that used to be safe

			and predictable

			where I was on time

			organized

			a role model

			a leader

			full of potential

			teachers smiling at me

			on top of everything

			and now

			my crown 

			

			c

			l

			a

			t

			t

			e

			r

			s 

			to 

			the 

			ground. 

		


		
			​My Town

			My little hometown

			seems so harmless. 

			I walk down Main Street

			past Sally’s Second Chance

			and Stairway to Style,

			the post office. 

			The sky is bright blue. 

			Small Town America. 

			Mom and Pop businesses

			(minus the Walmart 

			on the edge of town).

			Leaf-coated sidewalks. 

			Tidy yards. 

			Neighbors who know 

			your whole family. 

			For years. 

			Don’t let it fool you. 

			At the auto and hardware shop

			Al is older than my parents

			with a gray beard

			bushy eyebrows

			slate-gray eyes

			runs the store 

			with his sons

			

			and behind the counter

			they have a Playboy calendar

			of airbrushed women straddling cars

			a Steelers poster of some quarterback

			and country music blares

			all about drinking beer

			and pretty, barefoot girls

			in cutoff jeans

			who sit next to them in trucks

			but don’t say much.

			Al and his sons

			look at me differently now

			that my body has changed

			when my mom brings in

			the old Subaru.

			I used to be little and cute

			but now

			I am simply

			decoration for the wall.

		


		
			​Perfect Little Dolls

			The bell on the door rings

			as I walk into

			the drugstore on Main

			more bright lights

			beating down

			on my injured skin,

			damaged heart. 

			I must pick up 

			my brother’s prescription

			that helps him learn.

			This saves my mom

			from making an extra trip

			after school. 

			I want to hide 

			but first I have to do this.

			To help him fit 

			in the square hole

			as a circle.

			Even if my world

			is caving in

			pushing down

			I am what holds

			my family together. 

			

			That is my job. 

			At the checkout

			I see Rita. 

			She’s on her own

			lives down the street 

			with her three kids

			and plastic toys in the 

			dirt yard.

			Her eyes, red rimmed, look at me.

			I avoid her gaze and questions

			and pick up the magazine

			nearby.

			The model stares back

			eyes blank

			looking

			soulless

			all impossibly smooth hair

			and clothes

			and nails

			just so

			everything in place

			all imperfections

			pores

			blemishes

			birthmarks

			smile lines

			photoshopped 

			

			removed

			erased

			away

			until she really 

			doesn’t exist

			at 

			all. 

			As if that is all they 

			ever wanted

			all Al and his sons wanted

			perfect little dolls

			emotionless and pretty

			who never complain

			who never resist

			who always make

			everyone else happy.

			Was that all I would ever be?

			Someone who makes everyone else happy?

			Never me. 

			The air thins

			my throat tightens

			I throw down the magazine

			and run out of the door

			leaving the prescription

			on the counter. 
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