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FICTION

You remember what it’s called. High-altitude cerebral edema. 
Symptoms include, but are not limited to: confusion, fever, ataxia, photophobia, fatigue, 

loss of consciousness, and an altered mental state. 
You think of the summit—it’s still fresh in your mind. Different than you imagined. Overwhelm-
ing—something rising in your chest that you’ve only ever felt as dread, until now. 

You remember, it’s called—you don’t remember. 
Okay, but you do remember that it’s bad. You remem-

ber that you can’t sit down. Green Boots sat down to take 
a rest and never stood back up again, and now he’s Green 
Boots, forever. If you sit down you will not get back up. 
Your name is—it’s—not important. 

You remember Green Boots on Mount Everest. You 
are not on Mount Everest, you are on…a different moun-
tain. Not Mount Everest.

But Green Boots. It’s this guy, he climbed Mount 
Everest, or maybe he tried to climb Mount Everest, the 
specifics escape you, but that’s not the important thing. 
The important thing is that he died on Mount Everest, 
and he was wearing these bright green boots. And now, 
when people pass him, they say, Look, there’s Green Boots. 

You are not wearing green boots. 
You are not on Mount Everest. 
You are wearing a yellow jacket. 
You remember it with startling clarity, only startling 

because the difference between sky and snow is becoming 
a little less precise. 

It’s called high-altitude cerebral edema. 
You remember: ataxia. You remember a loss of fine 

motor skills—that’s a symptom, right? So you stop and you 
undo and redo the fasten on the wrist of your yellow 
jacket—just to see if you can. Your fingers seem to be 
working. You undo and redo the fasten again. And one 
more time. This is a very nice yellow jacket. The cold is 
stinging through it, yes, but not nearly as badly as it’s 
stinging through your hat, or the thighs of your pants, or 
the exposed skin on your face. This is a great yellow jacket.

There are other symptoms. Fever? Impossible to tell. 
And you’re conscious, so that’s good. Great, even. You 
are—

Confused. 

Yellow Jacket
BRITTNEY HUBLEY



Winter 2018  |  GLASS BUFFALO         9

volume. You raise your voice. “It turns out that if your cat 
loves you enough, it will try not to die inside the house, so 
that you don’t have to deal with it,” you howl, and the wind 
howls back. “And Georgie didn’t come home for a week 
and a half before something under the porch started to reek 
so bad that all the neighbours started asking questions, and 
we had to rip up all the steps to figure out what it was.” 

The story would change sometimes. Sometimes, Georgie 
is under the porch for two weeks instead of one and a half, 
sometimes the neighbours don’t say anything at all, but 
your mom always finished that story the exact same way: 
“If you’re gonna fuck off to die somewhere, at least make 
it farther than the front porch.” 

Look at me now, Mom, you think, and you breathe as 
deeply as you can, which is not very deep at all. 

You feel sick. 
You can’t remember why, but you think that’s import-

ant. 
The summit is fading into the sky beyond. You think 

the view from up there must be incredible. 
You think that you’ll sit down for a minute.
You’ll feel better if you just sit down for a minute.

You tell yourself a story to stay focused, to keep yourself 
moving forward. That’s important. 

You can remember that your mom used to tell a story. 
You say it out loud to yourself, and you make sure you can 
hear yourself over the wind. 

“We had a cat named Georgie when I was a kid,” you 
shout, and your voice sounds just like your mom’s. People 
used to mistake you for her on the phone and you didn’t 
think it was true until now, and you continue. “Georgie 
was an outside cat, and one day Georgie didn’t come in for 
the night.” The wind is picking up now, matching your 
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If you sit down you 
will not get back up. 
Your name is—it’s—not 
important. 
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