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I started shoving things in my jeans and coat pockets out of convenience – somehow there 

seemed to always be a lot of little bits of paper, or bigger bits that I made small so they would fit. 

I could keep track of things in my pockets. They were on me, touching me. I couldn't lose them 

if they were attached. 

At the end of every day I'd empty my pockets. Anything that could possibly be at all relevant or 

useful or needed in the future was saved, in the back cover of a small notebook that fits in the 

inside pocket of my coat. The coat that wound up coming with me on all the adventures, when I 

thought it would only last a few days.  

Adventures is a kind word. 

Things have gotten out of order, but as near as I can figure, I started collecting things like this 

around Halloween, and the most recent item I can find is from... I don't know, it must be around 

New Year's.  

I just know I moved into my dorm room on January 2nd, and that's when I took all these things 

out of the notebook, wrapped them together with a hairtie, and put them in a drawer, knowing 

that eventually I would take them all out and... do this. 

I have to be honest – I don't remember a lot of it. And what I do remember, I'm not sure what 

order it came in. 

This is really difficult. I can feel my breath getting shallower as I pick through all these artifacts. 

The energy that's attached to these... that's how you wind up with ghosts. I might burn them later. 

I'm sorry – this is supposed to be a memo, but it's turning into more of a non-fiction narrative. 

Let me get back on track here. 

For this final project, I'm going to reconstruct from these artifacts the memories that I can of 

individual locations that I experienced during the period of homelessness that took me away 

from fall quarter prematurely. I've always had an easier time remembering things if I can get the 

setting clear in my head, so hopefully this will work out alright. I suspect things will come out as 

poetry, but we'll see how it turns out, I suppose. 

Each two-page pair will have one group of artifacts representing a single location, event, day, or 

something similar, and it will also have the words and feelings and stuff that wind up coming 

through my fingers when I take a good long look at the artifacts.  



The things that come out might not make sense, and I'm sorry if they don't paint a clear portrait 

or narrative of exactly what happened. That's not quite the goal I'm trying to achieve here. 

In the spirit of Lim, I'm going to exorcise some demons via writing. In the spirit of Narayan and 

Antonetta, I'm going to honor the various versions of me that came into being and faded away 

again as I moved from one place to another, one identity to another. And in the spirit of 

Interdisciplinary Inquiry, I'm backing it all up with bona-fide artifacts. 

I hope I don't sound rude. I can't tell if I do or not. Too harsh, maybe? I'm not sure. I'm definitely 

not trying to be rude. Quite the opposite. I already know you'll find a shout-out somewhere in 

these pages, but just to officially state it here: 

Thank you, Raissa. I can't even tell you how much would still be in ruins if you hadn't done what 

you did, said what you said, and been the compassionate mentor I know you always will be. 

Without further ado... let's do this. 

Sincerely, 

 

Hannah Preisinger 

BIS 300: Interdisciplinary Inquiry 

  



 



I don't beg. 

We don't beg. 

I beg to differ. 

Please return in 48 hours. Please return in 48 hours with different numbers and different news 

and a mysterious benefactor who doesn't want me to cry. 

I'm keeping this. Our mail was here. It's mine. You cannot stop me. 

But... it always worked out in the end. For almost two years, it's been like this every month, but 

it's always been okay. Why isn't it now? Did we choose this? 

Oh. That's right. We did. 

We sat in our living room that was dead on the skeletons of furniture and chairs meant for patios 

and the blankets we could find and the cats were so confused, so upset. 

You'd fallen on the ice already, so you couldn't really walk and I was so determined, so 

DETERMINED, and I made you comfortable and found snacks and we watched a goddamn 

movie, because we are still human beings and we can still watch a movie about Australian 

scientists that always makes you smile. 

BECAUSE I SAID SO. 

I worked through the night to get the rest loaded. There might have been coffee. 

Staging plants and bags of food in the hallway because you were so convinced the sheriff would 

actually come and check, make sure we were out of the place that wasn’t ours anymore. 

It never had been anyway. We're fine. This will be fine. 

It always works out in the end. 

Now let's ignore the fact that we live in this car now and find some fucking breakfast. 

  



 

  



"Is the room still available for one more night?" 

"Could we possibly extend the reservation one more night?" 

"Yep, me again – one more night?" 

"One more night, please." 

"One more." 

"For sure this time – one more." 

"Yeah, one more." 

"This is the last one." 

"One more." 

"Checking out! Thank you so much!" 

 

 

 

 

 

"...Hi." 

"One more, please." 

  



 

  



I can't feel weary I can't feel tired I can't feel anything I'll be fired it's fine I'll commute in the 

snow in the ice why not I enjoy winter I like driving it's fine I'll be fine just give them more 

things to move and SHUT UP I CAN"T DO THIS WITH YOUR NOISE GO AWAY GO 

AWAY GO AWAY YOU ALREADY DID YOU"RE ONLY HERE FOR YOUR ARMS AND 

YOUR LEGS AND WANT TO CUT THEM OFF OF YOU not you friends you're my friends 

oh thank god please don't hate me for making you do this you didn't sign up for this you just 

happened to live closest and I can't even laugh at the fact that yu're trying to one-up each other at 

a time like this because I already told you I can't feel anything now there's no time for that keep 

packing I'll bring water bottles and now we drive okay this is not supposed to happen today it's 

not supposed to HAPPEN AT ALL IT"S NOT SUPPOSED TO HAPPEN IT"S NOT 

SUPPOSED TO HAPPEN but it is and it did and now we're here and it is NOT anywhere close 

and there is no signal no signal no signal the only landline is with everyone else who are you?? 

How many people are there here?? Too many that's for goddamn sure and we were celebrating 

we had hamburgers this was the answer it was a perfect solution but HE DIDN"T LET US 

CHOOSE HE CHOSE FOR US AND I WANT TO TAKE HIS SPINE IN MY FINGERTIPS 

SOMETIMES but god no what's wrong with you listen we're here now and it's fine and they're 

good you can lift her no nonononononononon I won't be lifting her that's not my job I'm for the 

horses that's what I'll do and it will be like a novel or a movie and it will be fine and I will be fine 

I will be fine I will be fine I will 

not be 

 

oh god I won't be 

it can't be here 

but now everything is here and we're here and they just moved everything but this place feels 

like nightmares and the tweakers left food and don't tell me that don't touch me don't look at me 

especially not you friends you know me as a leader as the person who is fine and who keeps 

going through the time and tines and grime and now I'm just crying in this disjointed bathroom 

while my mother tells them outside that this is what happens if you don't take care of your 

finances and to not let it happen to them 

we aren't staying 

it wasn't supposed to happen today, 

and that's why it's wrong 

 

movedon'tcrashdon'tworryhedoesn'thateyounotyetyouthinktoyourselfnotyet 

moveintomorethanonethetruckisintheparkinglotwhyarewebackherecaniparkthisovernightonemore 

move......... where?  



 

  



I don't do this. 

God, I don't do this. 

I am reliable dependable committed a good person, when I am on a team I do not abandon them I 

DO NOT ABANDON I DO NOT ABANDON I DO NOT ABANDON 

And of course on top of everything else the phone, and the keys, and the keys again, hahahahaah 

Jesus, Hannah, get something right for once. 

So I go in that morning for my shift and instead hand over the notice of resignation I wrote on 

hotel stationary and I tell her we're leaving and I wave to him and I can tell she's furious and 

she's right and I don't do this I swear oh god please believe me that I do not do this but I do and I 

did and I get in the car and we leave for the last time and start driving east and I haven't been 

back there since. 

  



  



I guess I didn't keep anything from there. But there was the same painting of a moose in both 

rooms and everyone at church talked about how much I'd grown and of course I've grown, I was 

seven back then, and we played Solitaire together all day all night all day all night all day 

because something was going to work soon.  

 

 

Right? 

  



  



The train is beautiful, and the apartment is warm, and waking up to the trees and the mists makes 

me realize with such breathtaking clarity I can't even fathom that this is the right place, and 

anything else is just a place on the wrong side of the mountains. 

Please, just let me be here. I just want to be here. 

Please. 

Please. 

 

And... my god 

 

Thank you 



 

  



Oh yes, that is absolutely still an address where we live. 

It's much later now. I guess I didn't keep things. Or maybe there was nothing to keep. I can't 

remember now. 

This receipt is from the first time, when it was too expensive because we were only staying a 

couple nights. But now there's a special on Craigslist and it doesn't matter if it feels like a storage 

unit for people, we're going to live all in one room now until we figure something out and hey! 

We have a fridge! That's exciting, right?? 

 

Merry Christmas. 



  



Hi, friend. 

This was when we hadn't discussed the elephant in the room yet. I wonder if that's why I've been 

dreaming about elephants lately? 

I like that elephant. I like you. 

And... Clearly I can't afford it. It doesn't make sense. But it was fun to imagine that I would 

literally be the girl next door for a while. Instead of the one on your couch. 

...Definitely couch. 

Someday I'm paying you back, you know. You can't stop me. 

I already wrote you a real love letter for Valentine's Day, and you'll never actually read this one, 

anyway. But thank god these pieces were in here, because otherwise... well, I'm just glad I can 

end this on a happy note. We're going to go mini-golfing tonight, and I don't want to be in a funk 

like I was last time. 

This has been really difficult. I'm sorry it made me late, but I had to do it all in one sitting. 

I'm really looking forward to giving you a hug tonight. And this weekend I'll be staying with my 

mom and Carolyn and the kitties and the bird. I'll have granola and yogurt and fruit for breakfast 

and we'll listen to the CD that has ocean sounds in the background and we'll make plans in a 

different way. 

But don't worry – I'll text you. 

I love you. 

 

 

Goodbye. :) 

  



 


