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She will remove the patches and implants that have covered my 

organs; the chocolate cysts will grow back, again and again. Years 

later, I will wonder why I competed with that woman in the class, 

why Christinia competed so much with me. Years later, I will be 

more informed but no better. 
My head and torso are locked in position, but I can still move 

my fingers and toes. As they carry me to the van, I spread my 

limbs on the gurney and take my own Savasana. I lie very still, 

making imperceptible movements in my mind, scanning my 

body, considering its parts, its defenses, being aware. I recall 

that I've been doing this yoga since I was a child. I wish I were 

more evolved. 
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FATIMA, THE: BltODUIS'fi: 
A TAANSFOAMATION SiTOAU 

There are happier stories one could tell about Fatima. In the 
nineties you could be whatever you wanted-someone said 

rthat on the news-and by 1998 Fatima felt ready to become 

black, full black, baa baa black sheep black, black like the elbows 

and knees on praying folk black, if only someone would teach her. 

Up to that point she had existed like a sort of colorless gas, 
or a bit of moisture, leaving the residue of something familiar, 

sweat stains on a T-shirt, hot breath on the back of a neck, 

condensation rings on wood, but never a fullness of whatever 
matter had formed them. 

The week she met Violet, Fatima had recited "An Address to 

the Ladies, by their Best Friend Sincerity" before her eleventh­

grade AP English class. She blended her makeup to perfection 

that morning, but the other students barely looked at her, instead 

busying themselves by clicking and replacing .the lead in mechani­

cal pencils or folding and flicking paper footballs over finger goal­

posts-even during the part she recited with the most emphasis: 

"Ah! sad, perverse, degenerate race/ The monstrous head deforms 

the face." They clapped dull palms for a few seconds as Fatima 

sulked back to her desk. But they sat up, alert, when Wally "The 
















