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YOU KNOW THAT GIRL                                                

Abigail Stevens

You were pretty sure you killed your Chemistry final, but 
not in a good way. If anything, the periodic table inspired more 
fear and fury in you now than it did last Christmas when the 
rented textbook arrived in the mail. Before you hit the road, you 
dropped it off at the post office and tried to act like you’d shoved 
your regrets in the box too. You shouldn’t have been worried this 
much about failing it—after all, Chemistry wasn’t your major. 
Even if you thought in the beginning you were going to pass it, 
just taking the test also meant taking the chance that you might 
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fail it.
You switched the thought off as you changed stations on 

the radio. Finals week was over; it was time to leave the tests 
behind. When you hit a bump in the road, something in the 
trunk falls over with a thump. You hoped it wasn’t the lava lamp 
that spent all semester leaking on your bookshelf. It was almost 
as big of a pain in the ass as your roommate. You watched the 
road signs pass by, ticking off blissful markers as each mile put 
distance between you and the events of the past year. At home 
awaited you loving parents, a snuggly dog, and a cozy internship 
at the local newspaper.

One stop stood in the way.
Dusk stretched its deep blue wings across a sky dotted 

by heavy clouds pregnant with rain. You coasted into your 
hometown—a few rows of buildings strung along Route 8 like 
the colorful, plastic beads on a child’s bracelet. You could have 
sneezed and passed by the whole thing before you finished 
wiping your nose. Neon signs winked at the local bar, advertising 
Coors Light and Yuengling, and the specials board at the 
restaurant across the street promised homemade chicken and 
biscuits. You recognized nearly every car and drove past in spite 
of the empty spots calling your name.

You pulled into the parking lot of the local Dollar General—
the only new building built here in the past fifteen years. A 
sigh of relief fell out of you when you noticed there was only 
a handful of other cars here, the sight setting off no alarms of 
recognition. You tugged your purse over from the passenger 
seat. It held more clutter–chap stick, band-aids, crinkled granola 
bar wrappers–than money, but you took it anyway.

Outside, the air lush with late spring warmth, you walked 
up the sidewalk to the building. Your shoes clicked staccato 
and loud against the concrete and you felt like a defendant 
approaching the front of the court room or a doctor on the way 
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to the waiting room to deliver a stage-four cancer diagnosis. 
You felt them both at once, the same way a skilled musician can 
inhale and exhale at the same time.

Once past the sliding doors, you took a brief glance at 
the cashier before burying yourself in the aisles of cheap office 
supplies and home goods. Only a few people milled around the 
store, the good news was that you only recognized one of them. 
The others were strangers to you, like the man with the patchy 
beard carrying a pack of diapers through the candy section. His 
bulbous nose said ‘whisky’ but his teeth said ‘meth’. You avoided 
his gaze as you snatched up a bag of peanut M&M’s.

The cosmetics aisle stood next to the cash register farthest 
from the door. You stalled there as you waited for the middle-
aged woman buying frozen pizzas, tear-free kids shampoo, and 
a bag of Doritos. A single glance revealed her dark hair in a sharp 
bob, fingernails manicured into coffin shapes, and a mouth 
pulled down into a scowl ready to say “I want to speak to the 
manager.”  You knew women like this had whip-like tongues that 
they lashed at empty air just to listen to them whistle and snap.

In front of you, rows of two-dollar nail polishes cried out to 
you with gaudy colors that scared your eyes away rather than 
drew them closer. Nonetheless, you pick up a few bottles to 
inspect them – bright cerulean blue because it was too saturated 
to be in any sky on this planet, pale peach orange because 
spring was supposed to mean gentle awakening, dark aubergine 
because it was the only thing left once the sun went down. The 
woman finished checking out and you felt the cashier’s eyes 
lingering on you to make sure you didn’t pocket anything. You 
delayed a few seconds longer. In the end, you grabbed a color, 
any color, to buy even though you had nothing left to paint it on.

Even though you recognized her as soon as you walked 
in, when you met eyes with the cashier, your stomach dropped 
from your middle to your feet and from there somewhere down 
into the earth. You didn’t need to read her nametag to recognize 
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those bright eyes and the long, sleek hair she used to flip to send 
boys stumbling after her. Admittedly, there were a few other 
choice traits that fueled their chase, but you didn’t have time to 
look at them as your tongue fumbled over the standard greeting 
traded by clerks and customers.

Avoiding her eyes, you grab a random magazine from the 
racks and set it on the counter too. Big, candy-colored letters 
on the front promise rapid weight loss, make-up tips, and 
hotter sex. She used to carry magazines like this in her folders at 
school and whisper over them with her friends when they were 
supposed to be reading real books. You always read the real 
books, you thought they would protect you, like the words of 
the dead would form a shield from the troubles of the living.

“Can I get you anything else?”
The words reached some part of your brain while the other 

part of it was hyper-focused on the strand of hair straggling 
down along her collar bone. The rest of it was tied messily at top 
of her head, giving you the impression that she had been used 
to scrub out the toilet bowl and then left to tumble in a dryer 
like a lonely sock. There was once a time where you would have 
delighted in telling her just that.

“Can you get me one of those pregnancy tests behind the 
counter?”

She didn’t even blink. You expected her to.
Instead, she grabbed the little box from the shelf, scanned 

it, and dropped it in your bag with all the things you didn’t really 
need to buy.

“Will that be all?”
No. You needed to get one step up on her. You wanted 

to tell her that it was just a precaution or that your body skips 
periods like a typewriter with a broken key. That you tried 
everything you could. That you were smart about it. That you 
were smart. That, if the worst came true, you would at least get 
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to drop out of college instead of high school. That it’s better to 
be a mom at twenty than at sixteen.

Instead, you said. “Yes.”
You paid with a ten and picked up your bag. By accident, 

you realized that the two of you were the same height. That’s 
strange. You always thought you were just a half-inch taller. 
Instead of bringing it up, you just wished her a good evening 
and walked out into the night air.

Shoving the bag inside of your already-cluttered purse, you 
try to ignore the fluttering of your heart. Now was not the time 
to be worrying about failing tests. Finals week was already over.


