
Ali Viterbi’s Period 

Sisters  
JONI: female, 18-25 years old  

  

I was walking to class this morning and the world felt too much for a second,  so I sat down on this 

bench outside of the Chem building.  I should have brought a sweater. Anyway I pretended to read to 

lose track of time just for a second just long enough to catch back up with the world and only be five 

minutes late for Chem.  

  

I overheard two girls talking. The freckle-faced said she failed a quiz. The freckle-faced needs to go to 

Med school and the blonde says that she’s incapable of crying alone. She physically cannot cry alone. 

She just can’t do it.  She’s tried and tried: chopping onions alone in her dorm watching Schindler’s list 

and making lists of moments that broke her heart looking at letters from old lovers looking at pictures of 

dead dogs of dead grandparents of the dead boy who she barely knew in high school. Boy has she tried 

but when it comes down to it, she can’t cry alone. She cries and cries when she’s around other people, 

cries so hard she thinks she’ll break a rib. But she can’t cry alone. “Do I need the validation?” she asks. 

The freckle-faced needs an A. “Am I desperate for attention?” Am I just trying to say: Stop! Stop hurting 

me! Or say look at me Say look at what you’re doing to me. Or say see me See me See me See me  

They walk into the chem building. They pass by me and I recognized the blonde.  The public crier. She 

sits in front of me in class. She has a perfect ponytail. The kind without bumps. I pretend to read my 

book. But my cheeks flush my palms sweat I hate her. I HATE HER. I’ve never cried in front of anyone. 


