Letting Go of the Past “I still haven’t heard from any schools yet,” Jodi said into her cell phone as she stepped into the house. “There just doesn’t seem to be any full-time teaching positions available anywhere around. I don’t know, Susan, I may have to move out of state.” She stopped at the kitchen counter and placed the day’s mail on top of the growing stack that had been accumulating there over the past week or so. “Sure, I can substitute all I want,” she continued, “it just doesn’t pay anything. That’s why I took that temp job with the state. It’s not great, but it pays better and it provides benefits. I’d rather not talk about all that right now, if that’s okay.” It had been two days since she and Susan buried their mother, and Jodi did not even want to think about going back to work the following day for the State of Rhode Island Department of Corrections. “I’m fine, Susan. Really. I’ll talk to you later on in the week. All right?” After Jodi hung up with her sister, she stared down with a heavy heart at the assortment of mail—invoices from her mother’s doctors and health care providers, credit card statements, bothersome election year political advertisements, grocery coupon mailers, and department store catalogs. It was the same as always. There was no stopping it, the tide of bills and solicitations that washed up every day. And it would just keep coming, even though her mother was no longer there. It didn’t matter. No one seemed to care. As she halfheartedly began sorting through it all, separating the junk from what required her attention, one envelope stood out among the others. It appeared to be a personal letter, with her name handwritten in tight cursive along with her mother’s address, even though officially Jodi did not live there. She had grown up in the house, but shortly after getting her teaching certificate and a job as a teacher’s aide in her old elementary school, she had moved into her own place. Last year, when she moved back into the house so she could take better care of her ill mother, few people knew it. She had even kept her apartment the entire time, maintaining residency there and getting her own mail. Oddly, the first person who Jodi thought of when she saw the handwritten letter was Nick. Of course, this was where she had lived when she knew Nick, though she realized it was crazy to think that the letter actually was from him. She hadn’t seen him since high school graduation, and it made her wonder why he had popped into her head at that moment. Sure, she had known him her whole life. They had gone through grade school together as well as high school, and although they never dated, nor were they especially close, she did think about him often. They had many mutual friends and their paths had often crossed throughout their school years. He was a real nice guy. Quiet. Shy. Pensive. Smart. And handsome. She remembered him calling her once in high school and asking her out on a date, but she was seeing someone at the time, an older guy who was in college in Massachusetts. She always regretted not going out with Nick, not only because the guy she was dating turned out to be a snake in the grass, sleeping with every girl on campus while she remained loyal to him, but because she never got another opportunity with Nick. After graduation, he left to go to some small liberal arts college in New Jersey, where he majored in English and Poetry. Last she heard, he was living in Chicago with someone and trying to make a living as a writer. Thinking about him now, Jodi found herself really hoping that the letter was from him.
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