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Little Wild Girls
The Sad Thing lives somewhere behind my belly button, 

sometimes in the ribcage region, like a pet rodent that 
won’t quit growing. It pushes against my stomach, 

making me not feel hungry, and flips around inside me 
as if it’s losing traction on a wire hamster wheel.

Halle Gulbrandsen

fiction

We drive the coast from the neck down. Our lemony Tercel is so 
full of stuff that every time we open the doors, it vomits chunks onto 
the pavement: crinkled candy wrappers, blankets, animal bones too 
tough to chew. We stop frequently to stretch our legs and take photos 
of the ocean sweeping up the shoreline. Jasmine grunts in approval, 
and I say things like “Isn’t this beautiful?” but my voice is like flat 
soda. We keep the radio off. For most of the drive, we float on an 
ocean of silence.

Jasmine props her hairy bare feet on the dashboard, nearly black 
with dirt, and this small, simple act makes the Sad Thing grow inside 
me. The Sad Thing is what I have nicknamed my grief. When I went 
whimpering to Mom prior to this trip, and told her I was already 
grieving for Jasmine, she smoothed back my hair, and reasoned 
whatever it is I am feeling cannot possibly be grief because nothing has 
been lost yet. A frustrating, though valid, point. Shortly after, I decided 
to change its name to Sad Thing. The Sad Thing lives somewhere 
behind my belly button, sometimes in the ribcage region, like a pet 
rodent that won’t quit growing. It pushes against my stomach, making 
me not feel hungry, and flips around inside me as if it’s losing traction 
on a wire hamster wheel. If I could, I would sharpen my nails on the 
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nearest rock and claw the Sad Thing right out of me. Sometimes, I 
forget about it; I think, “Hmm, maybe it’s gone?” Until Jasmine does 
something like put her calloused feet up in the car, or stick her head 
out the window, or anything that reminds me of the shadow that is her 
nineteenth birthday, now looming just days away. Because like every 
other girl on her nineteenth birthday, all the lush baby hair covering 
her legs and arms will fall away like flower petals in a waterless vase, 
and she will no longer be the wild Jasmine I’ve always known. She’ll 
be a woman, like Anna and Mom. It happens to all of us eventually. 

A girl losing her wild is a reality I learned quite young, compared 
to some other girls I knew. Some families prefer to plant fairytales in 
their daughter’s minds. For years, my friend Cassie actually believed 
‘forest witches’ swooped down in the middle of the night and only 
took the wild away from girls who had behaved badly. 

“Don’t be such a dumbo, Cassie. There’s no such thing as forest 
witches,” I’d said as we plucked pebbles from the garden to stick up 
our noses. 

“Yeah-huh. That’s how my aunt kept her wild. Said so herself.” 
She blew through her nostrils, and the rocks shot out from her like 
bullets from a gun. 

“No one keeps it. It’s just not logical. You see, we need to grow 
up and get married and have children, and then we need to teach them 
to be good. Now, explain to me how we could do all that if we still 
had our wild.” I often put on my best teacher voice around Cassie. I 
was nearly eleven months older than she was, so I always seemed to 
know eleven more months’ worth of things. I had also just witnessed 
my eldest sister, Anna—or rather Annabelle as she now prefers to be 
called—go through her own changes, and it made me angry that Cassie 
had waited until after it was too late to tell me about the possibility of 
a loophole.

Before Cassie even had the chance to answer, I blew my own snot-
covered pebbles at her face and we went on talking about something 
else.

In the car, Jasmine and I haven’t been talking. She rolls down her 
window and spits. Her curled and tangled hair is a clumsy nest on her 
head, flapping angrily in the wind. Everything about her is painted in 
bold angry strokes. Her face has been frowning for so long I worry it 
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might permanently be stuck like that. In her seat, she maneuvers to 
angle her feet out the window and mutters, “I need to take a piss.”

“Again?” So far, we haven’t been able to drive for longer than 
fifteen minutes without her making an excuse for us to pull over again. 
At this rate, we won’t even make it to the lake. “Can’t you hold it?”

“Just pull over, Maddy,” she says.
“Fine. Okay, fine. There should be another rest stop in…”
“God, pull over here! I’ll be super quick.”
“It’s a highway, are you crazy?”
“You want me to piss in your car? ‘Cause you know I will.” She 

tightly closes her eyes, as if concentrating to pee, so I yell, “Woah, 
woah, woah!” and immediately stop on the highway’s shoulder. She 
hops out the window without opening her door and crouches into a 
squat only a few feet from the car. Other cars whoosh by, honking.

“Hurry up,” I call, and check the time. Jasmine is nearly two years 
older than I am, but I often feel as though it’s me watching out for her, 
instead of the reverse. Last summer, when she smashed up Dad’s SUV 
driving home from some rager way out in Nankit Valley, I lied for 
her and said that I had taken his car for some last-minute practice for 
my road test. When she dropped her wallet while taking a shit in our 
dentist Mr. Irvine’s garden bed—all because at her previous cleaning, 
he had told her it’s never too early to practice being a ‘proper’ lady—it 
was I who snuck out with her into the icebox of winter to retrieve the 
wallet before it was discovered. Even now, despite chauffeuring her 
over six hundred miles away from home, I feel less a sibling and more 
a watchful, exhausted caretaker.

Jasmine slides back into the passenger seat and grunts.
“And we’re off,” I reply, signaling, with a quick glance back over 

my shoulder. All clear.

The highway pulls us away from the coast, and the landscape 
changes like pages in a flip book, growing warmer and drier and more 
barren. Trees recede on the hairline of the mountains, and the soil, 
once dark and moist, becomes the colour of pale skin. Shadows begin 
to elongate like stretching cats. We will need to rest and continue 
driving tomorrow. At the next service road, we peel off and bump our 
way up the spine of the mountain. Our bags bounce around in the back 
seat. Beneath us, the car chews rocks in low grumbles, and every now 
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and again, there’s a sharp click against the metal as one of the wheels 
spits one out. Jasmine impatiently taps the parking brake between us. 
This is the longest she’s sat in the car, so far, without needing a rest 
stop. When we reach the end of the gravel road, we gather our small 
sacks of camping gear and hike into the darkness.

“This good?” Jasmine says to me, already dropping her bag to the 
ground.

“Good enough.” While I start on the tent and then a fire, she 
barrels away on all fours into the forest for a run. Her tumbleweed 
voice rolls back to our campsite in loud hoots and howls. She is, by 
far, the best howler of anyone I’ve ever met. Sure, you hear those 
girls in television commercials sometimes, but these days, you can 
never be sure what has been edited or what hasn’t. She is definitely 
the best in our town, and I’m sure most people would agree with me 
on that. My own howls have this annoying tendency to catch in my 
mouth, making them extremely choppy and uneven, while Jasmine’s 
voice is endlessly strong, like a steady river that never runs dry. Every 
August when the Summer End Fair would trudge through our town, 
the fair’s owners would pay Jasmine fifty ride coupons just to howl 
at the entrance of the haunted mansion on opening night. She liked 
to brush it off, make it seem like she never cared too much about it, 
but I once caught her standing in front of the mirror in our parent’s 
bedroom, running her fingers through her hair, trying to smooth out 
the knots. Next summer, it will be entirely different. I wonder if they 
will find another impressive, young girl to replace her, or if the quiet 
alone will be enough to haunt.

By the time she returns from her run, the fire is crackling and I’m 
gnawing on a raw piece of rabbit meat. It’s a nice change from the 
dried-up gas station jerky in the car. In the fire light, I can see her feet 
and hands are covered in muck, scrapes, pieces of dried leaves. White 
brambles are stuck in her hair like paper snowflakes. She is unruly and 
smiling. For the first time in days.

“Good?” I ask her.
“Hmm, yes. So good.”
She helps herself to the rest of the rabbit that I worked so hard 

to catch. Normally I’d snatch it back and tell her to hunt her own, 
but I think of Anna who hasn’t touched any kind of game since her 
nineteenth birthday.

The thought of Anna is like a rainy day in my mind, and it wakes 
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the Sad Thing. Anna had been the wildest of all of us, consistently 
deafening and refusing to be indoors, even through winter. Dad had to 
build a structure in the yard just to keep her from freezing, and Mom 
would buy her a new shirt nearly every week because of how good she 
was at putting holes in her clothes. When we were young, Jasmine and 
I would often laugh at Anna from the living room window, watching 
her catch field mice in the yard with our pet cat.

“She needs to chill the hell out,” Jasmine would say.
“Alley-Cat Anna,” I would call her, and snort far too loudly at my 

own joke.
Mom would interrupt with her buttery voice. “Maddy, be nice to 

your sister.”
“She’s just like her mother,” Dad would say, with a sly smile 

toward Mom.
“Oh, yes. Ha-ha. I was a handful, wasn’t I?”
I never could imagine Mom running around outside in bare feet 

chasing mice. The Mom I’ve known has always been so proper and 
clean, her dresses perfectly ironed each morning, her makeup natural 
and flawless. I have never heard her growl, not even when she would 
get mad, nor does she eat food off the floor or pee in the garden. She 
has always been a perfect lady. Perfect.

Looking at Jasmine now, despite her viciously licking the blood 
from her fingers, she looks so like Mom it hurts. They have the same 
dark hair, round face, and pale skin like sand in the moonlight. And 
soon, they will dress and act the same. The Sad Thing rolls over. 

“What?” Jasmine grumbles when she notices me staring at her.
“Nothing.”
“Stop looking at me like that.” Her voice is rough and stern. I 

wonder if that will also change overnight, or if it will slowly soften in 
the years to come.

“Like what?”
“Like that! Like I’m a puppy about to be put down or something.”
The bushes shiver in a breeze, and when I eventually get too tired 

to keep my eyes open, I crawl inside the single person tent. Jasmine 
stays outside all night, falling asleep under the stars. If she is even able 
to sleep, I don’t know. She has been so quiet these last few months, 
keeping her feelings tightly wound and secret. Sometimes I feel 
like she’s already begun changing, right in front of my own eyes, in 
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microscopic ways that she might not even recognize herself.
When I wake in the morning, dawn is cool and soupy. Jasmine is 

off running again. It’s her latest pastime. I pack our things and wait for 
her to return. Hours pass. By the time she comes bounding out from 
the bush it’s late morning. 

“Finally,” I mutter. 
In response, she whacks me with her backpack.

I was eight years old when I first realized I was different from most 
girls. Though I loved running through the forest with my sisters and 
sinking my teeth into freshly caught meat, I mostly tried to stay out 
of everyone’s way. My sisters thought it strange I washed my hands 
in the river after a bloody meal, and that instead of digging holes or 
chasing squirrels, I preferred to write poetry on the dock beside the 
slough. I enjoyed sleeping inside.

“If Anna is an alley cat, then you are a house cat,” Jasmine said 
to me. Usually, I was okay with that. On days when I had the slough 
all to myself as I scribbled away in my notebook, I often imagined 
scenarios in which I was the admired leader and my sisters were my 
faithful protegés.

“Now, everyone, take your seats, and I will read to you my finest 
poem yet:

She doesn’t grunt, nor ever fight
for the moon’s attention in twilight, her wild
sings lullabies to her bones,
her voice throws poetry instead of stones.”
“Wow! I can’t believe I’m related to someone so gifted,” imaginary 

Jasmine would say to me, as I bent into a low bow on the dock. “I wish 
we were as smart as you.”

“You didn’t even growl or anything,” imaginary Anna would say 
in utter amazement.

“Let’s not run wild or dig holes tonight. Read us another poem. 
Please, please, Maddy?” begged imaginary Jasmine.

“I may never want to dig another hole again!” exclaimed imaginary 
Anna.

In the midst of one of my imaginations Jordan Carlisle stumbled 
upon my little scene. He started clapping behind me.
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“Encore, encore,” he taunted, sarcastically. 
Jordan was someone I tried to avoid if I could help it. I’d heard 

rumours he was once rejected by Jenny Alden, and after she turned 
nineteen, he and his brothers ambushed her walking home one night. 
The story goes that she needed twelve stitches along her jawline. After 
that she left town. No one had seen her since. 

“Mind your own business, Jordan.” I tried to sound as tough as 
I could, but the thumping of my pulse was numbing the sound in my 
ears.

“Or what? You’ll write me a pretty little song?” He laughed and 
took another step forward. “You’re not wild, and we both know it.”

I took a deep breath and channeled my nerves. I crouched low with 
my back up, like my sisters had done so many times before, and from 
deep in my chest, I produced the most threatening growl I had ever 
made. I lifted my upper lip to reveal a pair of large pointed canines.

And to my dismay, he laughed even harder.
“You look like my kid brother when he imitates you freaks.”
I was running out of options. Jordan was blocking the narrow 

dock. Trying to scoot around him wasn’t an option. I could potentially 
claw his neck, or maybe his ankles, so he wouldn’t be able to chase 
after me, but all it would take is one quick swipe from one of his 
massive arms and I would surely be knocked out cold. The only option 
I really had left was to jump into the swampy water.

Anna’s voice called out, “Hey, Jordan. What the fuck is your 
deal?” Jasmine was trotting along behind her. 

“No deal, no deal.” He held up his hands. Either of my sisters 
could have taken Jordan on her own—at the lake, I once watched Anna 
wrestle a mountain lion, and win—so the combination of the two of 
them was deadly. And Jordan knew that. “I was just passing through.”

After Jordan was gone, I let out a breath of air I hadn’t realized 
I’d been holding and relaxed my fists. If my sisters weren’t there, I’m 
sure I would have cried. Jasmine plucked my notebook from the dock 
and flipped through the pages. She grunted and held it open to a page 
for Anna to read. No one had read my poetry until that moment, and I 
ducked my head in embarrassment.

“So, this is what you do out here all the time,” Anna said.
I nodded.
“This kind of thing...” Anna pointed to the book as she spoke. 
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“You got to be more careful. Some of the people in this town might 
see it as weakness and try to take advantage.”

“People like Jordan.”
“Exactly. People like Jordan are fucked in the head. They make 

bets with each other to see who can take on a girl who still has her 
wild. The last thing you want to be is an easy target. Got it?”

I nodded. “I’m sorry. Really sorry.”
At this point, I was blinking back tears. I didn’t want this kind of 

encounter with Jordan to ever happen again. Ever. 
Jasmine handed me the notebook and smiled. “To start, let’s get to 

work on that growl of yours.”

When we pull back onto the highway, Jasmine and I manage 
to drive for several hours with very few intermittent stops. At one, 
Jasmine threatens a man who makes the unfortunate mistake of 
walking into the ladies’ restroom. He runs back to the safety of his car 
quicker than a frightened rabbit, yelping to his wife, “Beth, let’s go. 
Let’s go!” The man’s reaction is not uncommon. There are few things 
so terrifying and unpredictable as a young woman in her final months 
of having her wild. 

Upon reaching a familiar junction, we turn off the highway 
for the final stretch. The forest service road is much steeper than I 
remembered it being, and the ground uneven. We scratch the bottom 
of the car pretty good. Jasmine rolls her window down and takes a 
deep sniff of the air. “This is it.”

We park and follow a hidden trail that is so overgrown with bushes 
and grass that most people would miss it—completely unaware. When 
the lake shifts into view, my heart begins skipping rope. 

Our family used to come here for two straight weeks every year 
over the fall equinox when we become our wildest, and the three of us 
would get free rein of the entire area. My parents used to set up their 
motorhome a few miles away from the lake in case of emergencies, 
venturing to the water once or twice, but never any more than that. This 
was our territory. At home, people are moderately understandable, but 
nonetheless, if you are a girl, you must try your absolute best to be 
civilized. At the grocery store you must always wear the provided 
slippers despite how itchy and uncomfortable they were, and you can 
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never eat things right from the shelves. If someone pulls your arm hair 
or tries to kiss you, you cannot growl and claw their face. You must 
use polite words such as, “No. I do not like that.” But out here we 
never had to worry about that kind of thing. We could just be us.

“Last one in,” Jasmine yells and takes off toward the lake. I try my 
best to chase after her, but I’ve never been that fast, so she wins. Of 
course. “You’re so slow,” she teases.

The water is murky—shot through with arrows of grass. I scoop 
leeches into my palms and throw them at Jasmine. Only one sticks, 
which she plucks from her arm and puts in her mouth.

“Dinner?” I ask her. 
She grunts. Yes.
We swim all the way across the water to where the mouth of the 

river feeds the lake, and together, we scale the boulders. When I lose 
my grip and fall off, Jasmine snorts. From the rocks, we swat the fish. 
There are so many of them swimming below us in the clear water that 
I can catch three very easily, and we wolf them down right there. Years 
ago, when we came here with Anna for her nineteenth birthday, it had 
been the middle of winter and the stream was nearly empty. It took 
us all afternoon just to catch one measly little fish. I remember my 
stomach ached with hunger. Jasmine joked that so few fish were a bad 
omen, which made Anna so angry that she put a nasty tear in Jasmine’s 
thigh. Anna’s short, well-manicured nails wouldn’t be able to do that 
anymore. I’d think it must be terrifying to feel so defenseless—like 
a vulnerable fish flitting through the world, and not knowing when 
something could come down on you with claws. I shiver.

“It’s too bad Anna didn’t come,” Jasmine says, as if reading my 
mind, wistfully looking into the open sky. I’m jolted by a slight throb 
of jealousy that my presence isn’t enough right now.

“At least you’re not all alone.”
When my turn rolls around, I guess I will be coming here all by 

myself. It’s really not fair that I just happened to be the youngest. 
By that time, Jasmine will be exactly how is Anna now, and not only 
would the two of them not want to come, but neither would be able 
to properly survive out here. At least, not like this. Sure, they might 
sit and watch me while they read magazines and suntan. And yes, 
they might smile at me with their polite, drawn up lips. But it will be 
like they’re watching me through glass windows, or water—always 
separate.
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I suppose I could make the trip by myself, or wallow at home 
and treat it like just another day. A lot of girls do it that way. Maybe it 
wouldn’t be so terrible. A lot of girls don’t make a big deal out of it at 
all. It’s just part of life, a lot of girls like to say.

“I’ll come out here with you,” Jasmine says. “For yours.”
“Yeah, right, and chill inside the motorhome like Mom and Dad?”
“Hell yeah. Try and stop me,” she says with a smile, and I force a 

smile back. 
Anna had once said the exact same thing. She said she would come 

back for Jasmine’s birthday. When we asked her last week, though, 
she had a long list of manicured excuses: she couldn’t get the time 
off, her schedule this week is swamped, her husband Jack is under the 
weather and she’d just feel awful leaving him all on his own, so awful. 
She could have listed fifty more excuses, but I would still be able to 
see the truth as clear as this river. And the truth is, to her, we are as 
close to animals as a girl can get.

“Want to run?” I ask Jasmine.
She crouches onto all fours. “Don’t even think about slowing me 

down.”
We spend the next few hours chasing the sun into the horizon, 

climbing through the treetops, howling like we’ve never howled 
before. We give a family of deer a good scare, but we don’t hunt them. 
We never break apart families when we can avoid it. Every once in a 
while, I catch Jasmine wiping a glittery tear from her eye, so I push 
myself to keep running until my fingers and toes are red and swollen. 
When we arrive at a clearing after dark settles like coffee grounds, I 
realize my body can’t stand for a second longer and collapse into the 
grass.

“I’m sure going to miss that,” Jasmine says, lying down beside 
me.

“Jesus, you’re not dying. You will still be able to run. Afterward.”
“You know what I mean. Not like that. My feet will be sensitive.” 

She covers the word ‘sensitive’ in syrupy disgust. “And I won’t be 
able to run with my hands anymore. I’ll be lame.”

“Maybe I’ll finally be able to win then,” I joke, which makes her 
snort happily.

I think of the trunk of our car, how it is filled with gifts from Mom 
and Anna: shoes, gloves, a plastic brush to get the tangles and knots 
out from her hair. Before we left, the two of them took Jasmine aside 
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for a ‘private talk’ that I wasn’t invited to, but I snuck myself behind 
the door and was able to hear everything anyway.

“You might feel strange when you wake up,” Mom warned 
Jasmine, as the three of them sat down on the bed. “Make sure you 
bring the shoes with you because you won’t be able to walk back 
through the woods without them.”

Anna laughs. “My god, all I wanted when I woke up was a hot 
shower. I’ve never felt so grimy and yucky in my life.”

“Take these two pills with water right away that morning. A lot of 
girls feel nauseous the first three days, and I don’t want you puking in 
the car on the drive home.”

“Right away,” Anna chimed in. “Like as soon as you get up. I 
waited an hour, and still felt so sick.” I couldn’t remember Anna 
feeling sick that morning. If anything, I thought she still seemed like 
herself. Sort of.

“I’ve made you a doctor appointment for when you’re back. Just 
to make sure everything is normal.”

“They check everything,” Anna said, likely rolling her eyes.
“And most importantly,” Mom continued. “Make sure you try and 

act as normal as you can that morning. For your sister. It’ll be tough 
on her, too.”

I can’t imagine Jasmine having to act like Jasmine, instead of just 
being Jasmine. That thought makes the Sad Thing squirm. Jasmine 
was the one who always picked the crunchiest bugs to eat from the 
underside of the rocks at the beach. The one who threw poop at Gerald 
Friarman. The one I would give up my own wild right now just to 
stoke hers, and keep it burning.

“Cassie told me her aunt never lost it,” I say softly.
“Cassie’s a liar.” Jasmine spits a big one into the dirt.
“She’s not! She said her aunt was so wild as a girl that she just 

refused to give it up. Just said ‘Nope’ to the world and kept it.”
“Cassie also believes in forest witches.”
“Not anymore!”
“Everyone loses it on their nineteenth birthday. Everyone. No 

exceptions.”
“Not Cassie’s aunt. She lives out in the woods. She doesn’t have a 

car or a house. Cassie says her nose got so good now that she can find 
their scent from like fifty miles away. Or something like that.”
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Jasmine bares her teeth at me in frustration. “Have you ever met 
this aunt?”

“Well, no, but—”
“Cassie’s obviously making it up to mess with you.”
I stand and growl deeply which shuts her up immediately, because 

when I growl, I mean business. “She showed me a photo of her.”
“Of the aunt?”
“Yeah, she was all hairy and covered in dirt. And she’s stuck 

hunched over—like this—from running. Can’t stand straight anymore. 
And her teeth stayed sharp, like big daggers. Even bigger than Anna’s 
had been.”

“Something like that would have made the news,” Jasmine says, 
dismissively.

“She hides in the woods. No one but her family knows. And us, I 
guess.”

“Even if that were true, which I doubt, that would be a rare case. 
Extremely rare.”

“Guess so.”
We sit for a few moments in silence, until Jasmine finally whispers, 

“How did she, you know, keep it?”
“I don’t know.” I wish I had the answer she wants. I asked Cassie 

and she had no idea. She said her aunt hardly speaks anymore. “Maybe 
just held on tight. You know? Didn’t let it change her.”

That night, I decide to sleep outside with Jasmine. Above us, 
clouds move like sea foam beneath the stars. After she falls asleep, I 
fetch her shoes and clothes from the car, as well as an extra blanket 
in case she was to wake up cold in the morning. As I race through 
the forest, I wonder if she will still laugh at my jokes, or if she’ll be 
scared of me when I get mad. Anna sometimes gets this look of fear in 
her eyes, like she’s worried we might hurt her. Will she try to run and 
howl again, or not even want to try at all? Will she miss the feeling 
of the wild inside her? Will it hurt when it leaves her? I have so many 
questions burning like little stars inside me. Little stars that are already 
dying.
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When Anna turned nineteen, I was still quite young. I didn’t 
have many questions about it. When she woke up that morning, I 
was surprised to realize that she still looked like Anna. Honestly, I 
had almost expected to be greeted by a completely different person. I 
imagined a booming voice from the sky declaring, “This is your new 
sister!” Nothing like that happened.

She woke with the sun. I heard her stirring beside me, and while 
pretending to still be asleep, I stole brief glances of her. Admittedly, 
I was afraid to talk to her. I didn’t know if this new Anna would like 
me, let alone remember me. Or if talking to her would be eerie, like 
meeting her doppelgänger, a stranger inside a familiar body. She stood 
and shifted her weight between both her feet, feeling the dirt beneath 
her. Without shoes, I watched through partly closed eyes as she 
ambled toward the water. Her stride wasn’t effortless or strong like it 
had been before. She was hesitant, gently placing her foot down to test 
the ground before each forward step. She sometimes lifted her foot 
up as though she had stepped on something sharp or uncomfortable. 
It was the first time I remember feeling the Sad Thing—watching her 
take what felt like forever just to walk a few metres.

She later told us that when she first put her feet into the water, 
it was so cold it hurt all the way to her bones. She’d never felt that 
kind of cold in her life. “Did you still like it, though?” I shyly asked 
her, as if I hadn’t witnessed the whole thing with my own eyes. As if 
I hadn’t watched her awkwardly force herself into the water, like one 
forces their feet into slippers at the store. Then watched her, not more 
than a moment later, quickly jump out. Her face was twisted with pain 
walking back up to our little campsite as if she were still wearing the 
lake around her feet.

I gently lay the blanket over Jasmine’s sleeping body. All through 
the night, I force myself to stay awake. Anytime my eyelids begin 
to feel heavy, I dig my claws deep into my skin. Intently, I listen for 
any changes or hiccups in her breathing, for any subtle difference that 
could indicate changes happening inside her. As the sky turns pink, 
and the light spills down the mountainside, she still looks like Jasmine 
to me. Like when she wakes, she just might race me to the boulders, 
and win. Like her threatening hand might hover far, far above all those 
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familiar fish, exposed and unaware, in the clear water below us. And 
maybe in that moment, however brief, we could stay little wild girls 
forever.▪
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