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Victor, 
It was just a Vase. This is an apology: I apologize for taking the Vase. Please stop sending me 
frogs in the mail, and I’ll tell them you found it. Sincerely, 
Verity 
 
P.S.  
If you don't stop sending me frogs, I’ll be forced to send a box of worms. Just saying. 
 
I shredded the scrap of paper and threw the pieces on the floor. Some of them got caught in the 
whirl of dust from the air vent and flew back towards me. I growled and kicked at something on 
the floor. It was a glass bottle, which rolled away and bumped into the wall. I glanced up. Some 
of the thumbtacks had fallen to the floor, leaving strings dangling from the wall, attached to 
sticky notes and bits of paper. I picked up the pins and carefully put them back in their places, 
holding up my web of string and paper. I glanced at one of them. It was a newspaper article, 
with a picture of a vase. It was headlined ‘Archaeologist Discovers Legendary Vase’. Behind the 
vase was a woman with blonde hair, grinning. 
 
I rubbed my head. It felt like my brain was pounding against my skull, trying to break loose and 
wreak havoc on all of creation. Instead, it was just making me miserable. 
 
I glanced at the flurry of shreds on the carpet. The air vent had ceased to blow them into the air, 
so now they just sat on the carpet, every now and then catching a draft and moving a few 
inches. I stepped on one and ground it into the floor with my shoe. 

 
 
The next day there was a knock on my door. I didn't want to answer it. So I didn't. Whoever was 
outside gave up knocking and started ringing the doorbell. I groaned and shuffled to the door, 
hoping the person would go away while I was stalling. They didn't. 
 
I looked through the peephole before I opened the door. What I saw was a human eyeball, 
squinting back at me. I sighed and opened the door. 
 
The person had stepped back and was polishing her glasses on her shirt. She glanced up at 
me. She almost looked annoyed.  
 
I was tempted to slam the door in her face. But I didn't. She would have complained. 



“Why are you here?” I asked. I didn't say the words I was thinking, because that would have 
been rude. But I did cross my arms and scowl. She looked at me with a very business-like 
expression on her face. 
 
“I trust you received my message yesterday?” She put her glasses back on, wiggling them onto 
her nose as if they didn't quite fit. 
 
I had picked up the scraps of letter the night before. So I pulled them out of my shirt pocket and 
held them out to her. I had hoped she would be offended, but she just nodded. 
 
“You noticed the bit about the frogs?” 
 
I glared. “It was too late. They were already in the mail.”  
 
“I’m pretty sure it’s illegal to transport living creatures like that.” She pulled a matchbox out of 
her purse and handed it to me. I took it between my fingers, trying to come off as disgusted. “I 
didn't want to send them by mail.” She turned around to leave as I opened the box.  
 
The box was full of gummy worms.  
 
I groaned and called her back. She sighed. 
“Do you really want to do this now?” She took off her glasses and wiped them on her shirt again. 
 
I held out the matchbox and pointed to it’s contents. “You sent green ones. You know I don't like 
those.” 
 
Verity glanced at the box and nodded. “Yes. Exactly.”  
 
I stood in the doorway, awkwardly shifting m weight from foot to foot. Verity plucked one of the 
gummy worms out of the box and ate it. 
 
I shifted my weight to my other foot. Verity chewed. 
 
I could tell she was trying to make me uncomfortable. So I decided not to be. I asked her if she 
wanted to come in. Verity shook her head. “No. I have to go. Vase-related business. Surely you 
understand.” She swallowed and rubbed her foot against her ankle. 
 
I choked down a retort. My face must have looked strange, because she eyed me warily. 
 
“Are you ok?” 
 
I barely restrained myself from yelling. My throat felt like it was constricting. I nodded, trying to 
show her that she couldn't irritate me with comments about vases. But we both knew she could. 



 
Verity turned to walk away. I tried to gulp down my anger and shout after her. 
“Did mom tell you about the thing tomorrow?” 
 
My voice croaked. I had the urge to slap my forehead. 
 
Verity turned her head. “Yeah. Did she tell you?” 
 
I nodded. “She told me to bring carrots.” 
Verity made a face. “Are you going to shove them up your nose?” 
 
I snorted. “No. Are you?” 
She shook her head in irritation and left. 
 
I went back inside and slammed the door. I leaned against it for a few seconds, panting and 
trying to catch my breath. The constricting feeling in my throat eased. She was exactly the same 
as she used to be, when she threw sand in my face at the beach, or took my Superman 
pillowcase and used it for potato-sack racing in the mud. But this time, it was mostly verbal. The 
way she held herself. It all seemed to say that she wanted to throw sand in my face, or use my 
toy monster trucks for roller-skates. But she wouldn't, because she was a mature adult and I 
wasn't, because I was still upset about the vase.  
 
She didn't need to mention the Vase. That was intolerable. And mean. I had spent years looking 
for it, getting sand in uncomfortable places and sweating buckets, just to have it stolen a few 
days later. I scowled and slammed my fist on the table. It shook, and a pen rolled off onto the 
floor. It kept rolling until it bumped into the wall.  
 
I looked up. The maze of paper and string rose up to the ceiling. One of my sticky notes 
fluttered to the floor. 
 
The constricting in my throat started again. When it stopped I stood up and tore at one of the 
newspaper articles on the wall. It ripped, leaving a jagged tear down the middle. Half of it 
drooped down, revealing another piece of paper behind it. I kicked at the wall. My foot left a dent 
in the sheetrock. Two thumbtacks came loose and hit my shoe. The notes they had been 
holding up fell to the ground.  
 
I kicked at the wall again. More dents. My toes were beginning to feel sore. I kicked harder this 
time. Just as my foot reached the wall, something caught my eye on the table. It was the 
matchbox full of gummy worms. I kneeled in front of the table, reached in and pulled one out. It 
was green. I really hated green ones. It dangled in front of my nose tauntingly. I licked it 
tentatively, just to see if my taste buds had changed since I was twelve. It was disgusting. My 
tongue wanted to barf. I gagged and threw it at the wall. It stuck to it, just above the newspaper 



clipping with her and the vase. Her face stared back at me, mocking. I thought I saw the corner 
of her tongue sticking out.  
 
That was it. I stomped through my tiny kitchen and ran out of the apartment. I looked down at 
the parking lot. Her car was gone. I came to myself and realized that I was screaming. I glanced 
down at my hand and saw a knife. Not a butter knife. One of the really big, sharp ones that you 
use for cutting up pigs. My neighbour was staring at me out of her window, terrified. My eyes 
widened as I fully realized what I had intended to do. I coughed into my fist, waved, and hid the 
knife behind my back before going back into the apartment.  
 
I shoved the knife into a drawer and sat on the bluish colored couch. The wall stared at me. 

 
 
The next day I stood in front of a door, holding a casserole dish full of carrots. From inside the 
house came a sharp barking sound. The door opened, and my mom came out. She eyed me 
warily. 
 
Her hair was a lot greyer than it had been. She tucked a strand of it behind her ear, and glanced 
at the carrots. I moved out of the way of a very angry Chihuahua. It snapped at my feet. Mom 
leaned down to pick it up. Behind her I saw my sister, sitting at the kitchen table. 
 
She stuck her tongue out at me. 
 
Mom took the dish of carrots and let me in. I walked past Verity without looking and sat across 
the table from her.  
 
Dad was sitting at the end of he table, staring out the window at some shrubs. He nodded 
without looking up.  
 
My throat was constricting again. Not as bad as yesterday, but it was still uncomfortable. I 
twiddled my thumbs under the table, to give myself something else to focus on..  
 
Mom had gone into the kitchen. I heard sizzling noises, and a groan as something clattered to 
the floor. Several minutes later she came into the room carrying a plate of turkey with tiny bits of 
dog fur in it. She set it roughly on the table and ordered us to eat. 
 
The first half of the meal was silent. I saw Verity sneaking the chihuahua tiny bits of carrot and 
turkey. I put most of my food into my napkin. No-body even tried the mashed potatoes. That 
would have meant certain death. Most of the other food tasted like cardboard, or the stuff that 
goes through the garbage disposal.  
 
Finally dad set down his fork and picked up a large spoon. He waved it threateningly. 
 



“If someone doesn’t speak soon, I personally will eat the whole bowl of mashed potatoes. We all 
know that won't end well.” He stuck the spoon in the large bowl and left it there.  
 
Mom turned white. She turned to Verity and gulped. 
 
I took it upon myself to start a meaningful conversation. I put down my fork full of cardboard 
turkey and cleared my throat. I glanced at Verity and narrowed my eyes. Not because I was 
trying to look mean. Something was poking them, and it hurt.  
 
“How was the vase meeting yesterday?” 
 
Mom’s eyes widened even further, and dad groaned. Verity raised her eyebrows. 
“It went fairly well.” 
 
I saw dad put his head in his hands. I turned back to my sister. 
 
“They didn't question how you found it?” 
 
Verity smiled coldly. “Oh, they did. And I told them.” 
“And they believed you?” I ground something under my foot. Probably a carrot. I was secretly 
imagining that it was her toe. 
 
Verity inspected her fingernails. “Yes.” She flicked a speck of dirt at the dog. I envied the speck 
of dirt. She couldn't bother it anymore. After that one single flick, it was out of her reach. 
 
Mom picked up the chihuahua and held it in her lap, as if shielding it. “Do you have to have this 
argument now? During Thanksgiving?” 
 
I ignored her. My throat felt numb. No constricting, no anything. Just numb. “Who was it? 
Smithsonian?” 
She glanced at her plate. “A private collector.” 
 
I shoved my chair back and gripped the edge of the table. I realized I was clenching my teeth. 
“Which one?” 
Verity swallowed and cleared her throat. “Um-”  
 
I raised my voice. I wasn't really aware that I was doing it. 
“Which one?” 
 
Verity raised her head and looked me in the eye. She didn't look nervous. Our parents were still 
distraught. 
“Rich Holman.” 
 



I stopped. “Who?” The throat constricting came back, but not as strong as it had earlier.  
 
Verity sighed. “Rich Holman. He collects things. No-one else would take it.” 
 
I did my best to talk clearly, but I ended up stuttering. “You- you sold it- to a person who ‘collects 
things.’” 
Verity nodded. “Yes. ‘Collects’. That’s how he put it.” 
 
I slowly formed his hand into a fist. I imagined that I was strangling the vase, and everything 
related to it. “How much did he give you for it?” 
 
She mumbled something under her breath. I leaned forward, still imaginary strangling. 
“What?” 
 
Verity raised her head and glared at me. “Five Hundred Bucks.” 
 
I shoved my chair further back. I stood up and yelled. I had the sudden urge to break something. 
“You sold the ‘Vase Of Ramses’ for five hundred bucks?!” 
Verity nodded firmly. “Yes! That’s more than you would have gotten for it!” 
 
I kicked the table leg. My fork fell to the floor. Dad ordered us to stop acting like children, we 
were grown adults, etc. The chihuahua barked. 
 
“It’s worth thousands! And you practically gave it away to some guy who’s gonna drop it on the 
floor and bust it into a million pieces! I’ll bet he can't tell the difference between it and his 
grandmother’s china!” 
 
I kicked the table leg again. Mom was scooting her chair back. Dad had given up. The 
chihuahua had not. 
 
Verity stood up and glared at me. “I don't care! It’s a stupid vase!” 
I stomped and shoved my chair across the floor. It slid into the wall.  
“It is not a stupid vase! It’s an Egyptian New Kingdom Vase!” I pointed a finger at her. “How dare 
you call my life’s work stupid!” 
 
Verity crossed her arms and leaned back in her chair. “I don't care.” 
 
I unclenched my fist and gripped the edge of the table. “Then why did you steal it?” 
 
I came to himself and glanced around the room. Mom was staring at me, eyes wide. Dad was 
banging his forehead against the table. The chihuahua was still barking.  
 



I sat back down and moved my chair up to the table. I stared at my plate of cardboard turkey 
and garbage disposal carrots and tried to eat. I could feel everyone’s eyes burning holes in my 
forehead.  
 
Verity huffed and stabbed at her carrots. “I still don't see why you made such a big deal out of a 
stupid vase-” 
 
That did it. I roared, not really hearing myself, and lunged across the table. My foot caught on 
something, and I fell flat on my stomach in the mashed potatoes.  
 
The room got quiet. Even the chihuahua made no noise. I tried to sit up, but as I was on my 
stomach in a bowl of mashed potatoes, it just made me unstable and I tumbled off the table. 
 
The room was quiet for about two-and-a-half seconds after that. Then my sister burst into 
laughter. 
 
I lay on my back on the cold, tile floor, hearing my sister’s scratchy, annoying, laughter. The 
constricting grew worse than ever, and I thought I was going to choke. Her laughter grew louder, 
and I heard her fist pounding on the table. Then dad chuckled.  
 
I was done. I didn't even realize what I was doing. A few minutes later, I was running through 
the woods behind my parent’s house, covered in mashed potatoes and blood. I wasn't even 
sure if the blood was from when I dove head first out of the window and got cut on the shards of 
glass, or from- something else. 
 
I tripped on a rock, and caught myself just as I was about to plunge into a creek of muddy water. 
It was moving at a snail’s pace, winding over rocks so slowly that if it weren’t for the soggy bits 
of stick floating in it, I would barely have known it was flowing at all. I followed it through the 
woods, knowing that someone- cops or otherwise- would catch up with me at some point. I even 
broke off twigs and left them on the ground. It gave me something to do besides walk and think 
about my anger issues. 
 
Hours later, I stumbled over a dirt road. It had two ruts exactly in the center, where tires had 
driven through it innumerable times. I followed the ruts, keeping my feet between them. My 
shoes were leaving very clear footprints in the mud. I didn't care.  
 
I walked like this for thirty long minutes. They seemed long. Maybe they weren’t. A good five 
minutes before I came to it I heard the roar of cars driving. I headed towards it, still making 
footprints in the mud. I realized I was doing it on purpose, wiggling my feet so that it left a 
clearer impression.  
 



The car sounds grew louder. I took a shortcut through a section of woods and came to a strip of 
asphalt. I didn't walk directly on it. Just on the shoulder. I saw a few drivers give me dirty looks 
as they drove past. 
 
An hour later I passed a State Trooper, parked on the opposite side of the road. I kept walking. 
 
Then I turned around. I wasn't entirely sure why. But I did. I saw the State Trooper again, and 
aimed towards it. I crossed the road. One car honked at me, and the driver screamed a rude 
word. I waved.  
 
The State Trooper eyed me out through his window. I stopped, and saw him tense. I realized I 
was still covered in blood. 
 
I raised both of my hands and made what I hoped was a repentant face. He raised his eyebrows 
and opened his car door. 
 
While he was walking to the other side of the car I got down on my knees. His hand went to his 
holster. 
 
“I’m turning myself in.” I put my hands behind my head, and tried not to look threatening. “I’m 
not entirely sure what I did.” 
 
When my sister visited me in prison (her injuries were much better, thank you very much) and 
complained about how I was ‘still mad about the vase,’ I tried. I really did. But she was very, 
very glad that there was glass between us. 
 
 


