
10

Jo r i e  H a s  a 

H e a d  I n j u r y  –
BY SIDNEY TAIKO
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N I C H E  :  i s s u e  n o 6

Jorie thinks her head is going to splash open.  The 
pain feels like know-that-life-is-short.  Rx in bag, 
broken brain in head, Jorie must appear equivocal. 
Her broken brain hurts, the comfort of sharp pain 
says alive alive, but also makes things fuzzy and 
Jorie’s emotions are flying out of her like bats. “I’m 
sorry!” She’s saying, “I die a little every night!” and 
“Am I the only one who’s haunted? What about 
you?”  Jorie’s brain is under pressure.

But Jorie doesn’t know who she’s talking to any 
more. She only wanted to happy-stumble through 
art, but she can’t any more because that idea 
disappeared around the corner of some nightmare. 
Jorie rubs her hands across her forehead, her messy 
mop spills over her face and she wonders if anyone 
knows the color of her eyes without looking. Her 
broken brain is waiting to be split open by more fever.

Jorie is both desperate and sincere: I am still here. 
Jorie will take a pill – feel better in the morning. In 
the morning she’ll know how to hold herself and 
her broken brain back until there’s nothing left of 
them but a little dead skin on the bedspread.

—

She took a pitfall stumble. She had a stairway 
decline. She was prone to migraines before this 
even happened. She clumsy-fell out of favor with 
her own body displacement. Jorie took a tumble 
and then was feeling vandalized. She tripped and 
flew: because their shoes were everywhere. Their 
shoes, the shoes of some they being chucked from 

an above-apartment during a lover’s quarrel. The 
shoes of they, fall in front of Jorie, saying we are full 
we are full and Jorie saying we are fully falling.

She can only get up, she can only shake a fist at 
the up-above-apartment window.  Jorie eyes the 
shoes.  They are not her size, they are not cute.  
Jorie thinks I walked into a situation.  She walks out.  
Walks past strangers, is posed a question, replies 
nobody did this to me.  

 
—

The next morning, Jorie has righted. Her head did 
not splash open, that was just warm blood racing 
to the point of impact. Her brain is not broken, her 
life will not be short.  The fuzzy has lifted, the bats 
are long gone. She isn’t sorry, nor dying nightly, nor 
haunted by ghosts.  Jorie isn’t talking to anyone 
and she has combed her hair, feverlessly. She has 
taken a pill.

Jorie remains sincere, but shrugs desperation. 
She does laundry, washes sheets of their sweat 
and dead skin once hers. She fits herself to the 
memory: she had been walking to the train. She had 
nearly reached the stairs tunneling down below 
the sidewalk. Then the shoes rained down from 
the apartment window above, the harsh voices of 
a couple at arms.  Jorie tripped on a shoe, some 
shoes, and fell halfway down the stairs.  Jorie hit 
her head hard. She eventually got up and walked.  
A stranger asked Jorie who did this to her. Nobody. 
Nobody did this to me. ¤
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Jo r i e  i n  t h e 

H a l l way  –

BY SIDNEY TAIKO
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N I C H E  :  i s s u e  n o 6

Jorie rarely sees anyone in the hallway of her 
apartment building. Every now and then a crumpled 
gum wrapper or muddy footprint will grace the 
beige and olive carpet as a small reminder that 
other people have been there, even if she doesn’t 
see them. Maybe she’ll walk by the door to #201 
and hear the faint whine of a violin. Jorie feels like 
she lives in a building of ghosts. On a Thursday she 
walks out to the hall and is instantly wrapped in the 
warm blanket of his cologne. She can’t remember 
the name or the brand.  Something fancy. Chanel? 
Maybe she never even knew the name, but the 
scent was unmistakably his. But the hallway is 
empty, always empty. She even walks its full length 
as if he might materialize in front of her, as if it’s 
a game of hot and cold.  She never gets warmer 
though, just more confused. The smell was so 
strong, so obviously there. Had he been there? 
Had he been standing in her hallway, maybe right 
outside her door?  And why did he leave? Why did 
he leave her behind with the other ghosts?

—

They fought in the hallway once, a long time 
ago. It wasn’t being rude, no, it was back in the 
very beginning, when Jorie’s apartment was the 
only one finished in the building and rented to 
Jorie, all Jorie’s. That first couple of months her 
rent was cheaper, because of all the work noise 
still happening, because of how she had to wear 

a little mask when she entered the building from 
the garage and walked through the hall up to her 
apartment, a fine, dangerous dust everywhere. So, 
they had fought in the hallway because Jorie didn’t 
want all that mean in her new home and the hallway 
had to be re-done still any way. So they fought 
out there: Jorie’s mouth filled with that peculiar 
taste of you-have-bitten-your-cheek-and-now-
there’s-the-metal-of-blood-and-yet-not. She 
shouted some words in a tongue she barely knew. 
Jorie stood in front of him with a cheek-sting and 
gin-spit. She thought he must be lying with his 
beautiful mouth. She could’ve been making the 
meanest mistake – she was enduring the strangest 
of catastrophes.  Jorie thought the problem is mine, 
all mine. She sent him back out through the narrow 
streets to bars full of darkness and trembling. She 
remembered someone told her once that if you 
want to fight right, the stay together kind of fight, 
you never do it when you’ve been drinking.

—

Jorie makes her favorite people gone into ghosts, 
attendant spirits.  He was always her number one, 
all-time favorite.  Jorie has all kinds of theories of 
absence.  Someone might think she’s way crazy, 
but that doesn’t touch her, not now.  Jorie is too 
busy sniffing up that cologne in the hallway.  Ghosts 
don’t wear cologne, which means he’s coming back 
for her. ¤
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