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I feel like Georgia O’Keefe, heading west alone in my car. Like her,
[ am desert-bound and in search of outlets for my passion. But I go with
pen instead of paintbrush, and bound for Idaho, not New Mexico.

~ Tlunch in the only restaurant in Brooklyn, Iowa. People stare as I walk
in. I must look like a peacock wearing my breezy, multicolored skirt. I sit
with my feet on the booth across from me and eat heartily. I bask in my
aloneness. It’s nice to have only a notebook and the twenty or so flies
that cling to the window beside me. I feel as if I shouldn’t be breaking so
‘many rules at once. Will I be disqualified from the game of womanhood?
Feeling uncomfortable, I leave after my last bite. A single young

the country in her car.

~ Large sun eaten by clouds. We got this land by force. I pass Mon-
- tezuma.

q I pay a middle-aged man for my first camping spot. While setting up
- my Eureka tent in the dark, I am nervous and scared. The quiet and
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