










TERESE MARIE MAILHOT 

love. We ruined each other, and then my mother died. 

I had to leave the reservation. I had to get my GED. I 

left my home because welfare made me choose between 

necessities. I used a check and some cash I saved for a 

ticket away-and knew I would arrive with a deficit. 

That's when I started to illustrate my story and when it 

became a means of survival. The ugly truth is that I lost 

my son Isadore in court. The Hague Convention. The 

ugly of that truth is that I gave birth to my second son 

as I was losing my first. My court date and my delivery 

aligned. In the hospital, they told me that my first son 

would go with his father. 

"What about this boy," I said, with Isaiah in my 

arms. 

"They don't seem interested yet," my lawyer said. 

I brought Isaiah home from the hospital, and then 

packed Isadore's bag. My ex-husband Vito took him, 

along with police escorts. Before they left, I asked Vito 

if he wanted to hold his new baby. I don't know why I 

offered, but he didn't kiss our baby or tell him goodbye. 

He didn't say he was sorry, or that it was unfortunate. 

Who wants one boy and not another? 

It's too ugly-to speak this story. It sounds like a 

beggar. How could misfortune follow me so well, and 

why did I choose it every time? 

I learned how to make a honey reduction of the ugly 

sentences. Still, my voice cracks. 

I packed my baby and left my reservation. I came 

from the mountains to an infinite and flat brown to bury 

my grief. I left because I was hungry. 
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