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y parents put me in a summer camp when I was fourteen

because they found some of my poetry and thought T was
going to kill a bunch of people. When I say “found,” I mean my
dad snooped through my notebook. There was a poem about living
in the gutters and eating Charleston Chew candy bars and feeling
pain and anger in all my being. I didn’t really know what a gutter
was; I always imagined them to be basement apartments—really
narrow ones with just room enough for a small, dirty mattress. The
Charleston Chew was my favorite candy and I remember thinking
I could live off of them if T ever had to. Each one was about a
foot long and you could freeze them and break them up into little
pieces. As far as pain and anger go, I think I was just going through
a punk phase. It wasnt that I felt really angry about anything, just
indifferent. T used words like anger as default when I didnt feel
anything.

My dad was yelling at me in my bedroom, the evidence flopping
in his angry right hand. “Are there any drugs in your room!” he
demanded to know. Whenever I did anything he disapproved of,
my dad instantly thought T was smoking something. “If T ever
see someone selling you drugs, T'll kill them.” My dad was small
and pale and worked as a pharmacist. He had bad hair like Billy
Crystal.

The next day, I heard my mom and dad looking through some
pamphlets for summer camps. They were going to send me away.
They thought I needed a change of scenery, was becoming too
isolated. They wanted me to be part of a group for summer. They
called an outdoorsman camp. It was full. They tried a tennis camp.
It had been cancelled. They were told the arts & crafts retreat was
good but it was too expensive. I was too old for the Catholic youth
getaway. Finally, my mom found one that worked. Being a failed
junior high actress herself, she thought it would be good for me to
spend the next four weeks at the Walla Walla Drama Camp.
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Kevin Sampsell edits and publishes books (Future
Tense Books), reports on books (for Associated Press),
sells books (at Powell’s Books in Portland, Oregon), and
sometimes writes books (Beautiful Blemish and many
others). He’s also a haiku master. For more information,
go to futuretensebooks.com

-



passed pue saxoq siy jo auo woy 1oded swos paqqeid sofre))
10139 TBIMS 01
AOT] UTe2] 1YSTUT | 35B3] 1y "UNJ 3q 01 1n0 uIn A[renioe 1ydrw dures
o 28y Sunjury) pue reams [ensed siy £q paySiPp pue paxpoys
Suraq 1oquawar | -pres oy nod Sumiys isnf wy -SurySne[ mo
1s1nq ua) pue osned snowds e Y 1ydem ured ool peq sty

19] 9 o[doad 182 01 OYI[ | suedW [, 'SO[TE]) PrES 9SO[D),

"u2ANG pres  ;s9d0dso10y 1o sn [[21 ULd NOA UBIW 1 $20(7,
*SIDLAUS NIYM SIY 1E

UMOP Pas[00] 193PO(] PUE 02U SIY UO $11Z dwos 18 pasrd ppor,

“A[[euy pay[se oy _;suedwr 1Byl 1eym mous| s£n3 nok o,
‘sea ssaursnq s1re orgdAsd ajoym sty 1eym

1no om3y 01 Jurdn 219m oM IsNEII( 1811J 18 FUIYD B PrEs U0 ON]
sare oryoAsd o ur payyiS wi I “pres oy peadsur
INQ “SUTIAWOS 10 WD B PANTWWOD Y Jey} sn (21 03 Jurog sem
a1 1ySnot 1 -owr 1noqe mous| 01 pasu sAnS nok urrowos sp1oyT
‘paounouue sofre)) 210joq sadesnes jo ued & punore passed pue

soures no£-mouy[-03-3unag fensn oy paerd am ydru sy MmO
"ApUEd UO01100 19A0-1J9] SWIOS PUE SIAYILI]
uazOp ® PJoy 1 23] 1[2J e mofjid Lwrwnio suo pey 100 yoey Aeids
8nq awos pue ySiysep € ‘ur ynis mo dooy] 03 sax0q preoqpIed om1
100 UMO 1N0 103 3\ "(SOr[s aN[q Tep UIYs ul-paxpm) dn umord
ApeaI[e seam oY O3I] PIsSAIP U2AD I "dydeIsnw & pey pue 51q [ea
seM O] "U221ySI0 Sem Y] YI] PINOO] OYM UBDIXIJA P[O-TEIA-UIA[D
ue 923po(] PUE ‘Y1091 SIY PAYSNIQ IIAIU PUE SPUBISLIM IDYILI]
210M OYM I23D0T P[O-TEIA-UINITY) & “PPOT, {PA[q SABM[E 950U 2507 M
PIO-TB£-0A[2M) AQQNYD B “UDAG 21M SNBUNUD) AJA] "SO[TE]) Patueu
uewrysa1y 989[00 € sea 13U Aw ur 9u0 2y 1ud1 12d 1opea] dured suo
‘s19pea] dured 19PJo 9AY puE SPDY I9YI0 UINIUTU 219M 1Y ], AWy
T UT seam [ 1] [99] 2w oprw $1u 2y srodwres oq 01 Surpuaierd
$1010% PIIyd 1ndrewre 10§ a9e[d 109312d a1 231 pasjoo[ surpunorms

o) ‘[ooyds ySIy B PUIYaq BIIE PIPOOM [[BUIS B UT PAIBIOT

around some pens. “I want everyone to write down the name of
a coin. You know—penny, dime, silver dollar, whatever. In the
morning, when I wake up I'll know what you wrote on your paper.”
We each wrote something down. “Now fold up your paper and put
it under your pillow tonight while you sleep.” We did as he said. I
wrote Nickel.

It took me a long time to fall asleep that first night. T kept
shifting in my cot and worrying about what activities we had ahead
of us. I had never been in a play and even speaking in class gave me
butterflies. Images of Steve Martin with the fake arrow through his
head swirdled in my half-dream thoughts. The images got blurrier
and blurrier until they scattered into nothing.

“Rise and shine,” Carlos announced the next morning. “It’s
time to read your little minds.”

We rubbed our eyes and sat up. I stuck my hand under my
pillow to make sure my answer remained untouched. I had it
folded a special way so I could see if Carlos cheated. It hadn't been
unfolded. My secret was safe.

Dodger’s paper was sticking out of his pillow, about ready to fall
on the ground. If Carlos were going to peck at someone’s answer,
Dodger’s would have been easiest. Carlos pointed to the dangling
paper and told Dodger to hold it to his forehead. When Dodger
held it up I could easily see the answer.

“A half dollar,” says Carlos. “Your answer is half dollar.”

“I could have told you that,” I said. “You can see the answer
between his fingers. He didn’t even fold his paper.”

Carlos waved off my comments. “His mind is just easy to
read. Bigger kids have less psychic protection. It’s a fact.” T thought
Dodger was going to tackle Carlos after that comment but he just
wadded up his paper and threw it in the far garbage can.

“Okay. I'll do you next,” Carlos said to me. I held my paper up
to my head. It was folded in a star-shape, a trick I'd learned from
my 6" grade girlfriend, Sheila (we'd gone out for three days before
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Christmas break ruined it).

With his eyes closed, Carlos took a deep breath. “It’s a small
one...I see Eisenhower...your coin is a dime.”

I unfolded the paper carefully. “Nice try,” I said. I held up my
paper. It was in all caps: NICKEL.

“Well, no psychic is perfect,” he said. He quickly turned to
Todd. “Let me touch your paper.” Todd gave him a suspicious look.
Carlos reached out and Todd let him pass his hand over the paper.
His was folded in a triangle, like the shape we used for playing table
football. Carlos snapped his fingers. “Susan B. Anthony dollar,”
he announced. Todd unfolded his paper. It said silver dollar. “My
mind saw ‘S’ and dollar,” Carlos stammered. “I guess my mind can’t
read your sloppy writing.” Todd scoffed and shook his head before
folding the paper back into the triangle.

By this time, Steven was visibly shaken by the whole scene. I
thought maybe he just had to go to the bathroom but it was his
face and hands that mostly spasmed as he held his paper aloft. He'd
taken a pencil and blacked out one side of the paper in an effort to
conceal his answer. Carlos looked him right in the eye and rubbed
his chin intensely. “Steven” he whispered dramatically. “I know you
wrote quarter.”

Steven took a step back and his mouth started to quiver. “You're
right,” he said. “T wrote down quarter and then I tried to switch
it to penny.” He reached under his pillow and pulled out another
paper, folded as small and square as a piece of gum. Carlos took it
from him and unfolded it quietly and slowly. He held it up. It did,
in fact, say in a nervous scrawl, quarter. Steven turned pale and
started screaming. Most of the other kids and camp leaders poked
their heads into our tent to see what was happening. Carlos tried to
calm Steven but he wouldn’t stop screaming and pointing his finger
at the paper. It was the kind of scream that sounds hollow but full of
terror, as if the screamer can’t quite get all his breath into his throat.
I imagine it’s what dolphins would sound like if they screamed.
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