
3 

WOMEN'S STUDIES CELEBRATION 
Women's History Month 2005 

NOMINATION: Papers and projects done in completion of course work for Spring, 
Summer and Fall 2004 eligible for nomination. Students do not need to be enrolled Fall 
2004 or Spring 2005 to be eligible. (Students are encouraged to identify works they would like 
nominated and approach their professor to initiate the process.) 

Instructor Karen Loeb Dept. English 

Course Number and Name Engl611 Creative Writing--Fiction Semester 
completed Fa11 2004 

Title of Nominated Work "The Only" 

CATEGORY: Sarnpson: 
Undergraduate Research Paper - See 
Undergraduate Project - Olson 
Graduate x- Kessler 

Turell 
Belter 

STUDENT INFORMATION: 

Name Jasmine Krotzman 

Email krotzmjl@uwec.edu YearIMajor Graduate English 

Local Address 1019 S. Farwell St. Apt. 108 

Eau Claire 54701 

Local Phone 577-8974 

**WHY DO YOU, THE INSTRUCTOR, RECOMMEND THIS AS AN EXEMPLARY 
STUDENT PAPERIPROJECT? (Attach a separate sheet.) 

As the nominating instructor, please notify the student and ask them to turn in the paper, 
or attach to your nomination form. 

........................................................................................................................................................................ 
Awards are sponsored by the UW-Eau Claire Foundation, Helen X. Sampson Fund, and by 
private individuals. Research involving human subjects must conform to the guidelines 
given by the Institutional Research Board. Contact Research Services, 836-3405, with 
questions. 

Submission deadline is February 11,2005. 



Jasmine Krotzman's short story "The Only" is a moving story about a young 

woman coming to terms with the relationship she has had with her father and his 

family. It's written with a retrospective tone, the protagonist thinking about her 

father when she learns of his death. Jasmine is quite proficient with her use of 

flashbacks, weaving them into the narration as the young woman helps to make 

arrangements for a man she barely knew, and then attends his funeral 

ceremony. 

It was one of several strong stories she wrote last semester. In consultation with 

her, we decided on this one. She's especially good with visual imagery: 

Breakfast was always caked on their cheeks and black gunk grew 

under their fingernails and in between their toes. Jolly good orange 

soda encircled their lips-from base of nose to mid-cheeks and 

down to the horizontal dip in the chin. Orange and sticky- 

sometimes Cheeto dust would stick. (8) 

Jasmine worked hard revising this story. She demonstrated a high level of 

understanding of what a contemporary short story is. I applaud this work. 



Jasmine Krotzman 

The Only 

I'm an only child. It's been just my mom and me for as long as I can remember. 

She didn't have anyone else and neither did I-we just had each other. 

This is what I say when anyone asks about my parents or my childhood or if I 

had any brothers or sisters. I have given this answer for so long that I believe it. For so 

long that I have a hard time admitting it's not true. It's sort of a lie. 

* * * * * * * * * *  

I got a phone call from my mom telling me that Dad had died. It was amazing 

how matter-of-factly the words came out. "You're the next of kin, so you had to be 

notified before the body could be released," she stated. "Just come home and we'll 

talk." 

"You have a father but not a dad," Mom had told me anytime 1 expressed any 

sort of guilt about our relationship1 used to worry about it. It was her way of 

comforting me. That was the excuse she gave me for not trying anymore. "He's the 

one who should be making more of an effort,"she'd add. She'd dab my eyes, "Now 

don't cry. It makes me feel bad." 

I remember doubling over and crying. I was at a friend's-someone who I wasn't 

close enough to be having that kind of moment with. She comforted, "I know what 

you're going through. I've been there before." Are you kidding? "Dinner's ready." I 

cried because she wouldn't leave me alone. How am I supposed to feel? I cried 

because I hadn't seen him for at least two years. When was the last time we had even 



talked? I cried because I, twenty-three, was too young to be faced with the death of a 

parent and he, forty-four, was too young to die. What if I want to talk to him again? I 

cried because I had to face that part of the family. Will they even want me around? I 

cried because I no longer had a chance to get to know him. I cried because I didn't love 

my father and was glad that it hadn't been my mom. How was I supposed to love him? 

I cried while driving the hour home to my mom's in the rain. The windshield wipers did 

little for my vision that night. 

Mom was asleep on the couch when I got home. She was wearing the old faded 

flannel pajamas that I hate. Her head was resting on the back of the couch and her legs 

curled up to her chest; the top of her leg was visible through a hole in the pajama 

bottoms. She sat up instantly when I opened the door. "I didn't mean to fall-" 'What 

happened, Mom?" I choked out. "Did he kill himself?" I thought for sure he had. 

"I think we need to talk,"my cousin Erin had said as we sat down for coffee the 

first day back to school after winter break. She went to Edgewood College too; that was 

probably the only reason we stayed in contact. "No one was going to tell you, but I 

thought you should know," she began. I sat there, listening intently-waiting. Friends 

and classmates were all around, anxious to get back in the semester, wanting to know 

how my break went. They had to wait. She told me- 

"Your dad is in the hospital. He has been for about a month and a half. He was 

living with us for a few months. Dee left him, took the kids, and moved to Arkansas. He 

wasn't doing well in Richland Center, so we went and got him and moved him into our 

house. We all thought he was doing all right, but we were wrong. One afternoon he left 

for a job intewiew and we got a call later that day saying he was at the UW hospital. He 



had jumped off of an overpass onto the highway. We later found a suicide note. He's 

okay-just a lot of broken bones. Luckily there wasnY much traffic at that time of day. 

I'm not telling you this so you will go see him; I just wanted you to know so you could 

decide. We didnY want to worry you with all of this-we know you're busy." 

Mom explained, "No. He had a seizure in the bathtub and drowned. He was 

living in that old boarding house by Super Valu." She was sitting up by then and had a 

blanket covering those awful pajamas. I stared at the TV as she talked-the war had 

started that day. CNN was covering-what's more important? I got the message: He 

had moved back to Richland Center after being released from the hospital and lived a 

couple of blocks from my mom's house. He had nothing-no car, no family, no job, no 

home+nly a couple of dollars in the back pocket of his ripped Levis and a bike. "He 

was lost. There was nothing you could have done. You can't help people like that. 

People who don't want to be helped," Mom reasoned. "You had a father, but not a dad." 

"Right or left? I forgot how to get there," Dad had asked me with mock 

seriousness as he slowed into a stop at an intersection. Either way looked the same- 

rolling hills covered in yellow, leaves sweeping over the road. He took the final drag off 

his cigarette, rolled down the window, and flicked it out. I shivered as the wind blew in, 

through his hair and over to me. He waited for my answer4 waved my hand through 

the smoke as he exhaled. 

"Left," I'd answered although I knew that the road to the right was the way to 

Grandma and Grandpa's. He obeyed though4 liked that he listened and amused 

me-and we drove miles out of the way as I directed the car while he drove. I wanted 



to get us lost, but he always knew right where we were no matter which direction I told 

him to turn. 

He'd teased, 'We 're running out of gas-must have taken the wrong turn a ways 

back. " The car shook as he released and pressed the gas pedal. I giggled, both 

knowing he was kidding me and not knowing if we really had gone empty. Don? think it 

mattered then. I liked that he wasnun too big of a hurry to get there. The journey with 

just the two of us was more important than the destination. Eventually, I had to pee and 

was grateful to fly over the railroad tracks, pass by the lion drinking fountain in the park, 

and stop in front of their house. 

I slowed to a stop at the sign and put on my right turn signal. I would have given 

anything to have not found my way that day. Anything to be that young girl on her way 

to see her grandparents with her dad. Over the river and through the woods.. . 

My grandparents, aunts and uncles, and cousins all gathered to make the 

arrangements. No one mentioned that they hadn't seen me for years. They just looked. 

I looked too, but I looked like hell. Baggy jeans, a sweatshirt, no makeup, no perfume, 

no business being there. No one acted like I didn't belong. I'm sorry-we were all 

sorry, sorry for different things. "Would you like a cup of coffee? Anything to eat? 

Come and sit down-we want to talk to you." It was the same kitchen I used to visit- 

Grandma and Grandpa were in the same spots, the same smell of coffee still lingered in 

the air, and the same staling donut holes were opened in the middle of the table. "Still 

not a coffee drinker. Not hungry, thanks though." They asked my opinion about 

prayers and songs and treated me like I was his daughter and had been for the last ten 



years. They felt I should be a part of the planning more than I felt I should be. I can't 

pay for all of this, none of t h i s 4  hope they don't expect me to. 

They had me choose the urn. The funeral director lined up three on the edge of 

the table, pointed to each, named the specific "catalog color," and asked me to pick one. 

Did I want the pinkish one, the silvery gray, or the blue? I remember thinking that I'd 

hate to spend the rest of my life in that shade of blue. I didn't know his taste in color. 

Gray. 

Dad was cremated, so I don't even know how he had aged into his forties. The 

day we made the arrangements we also put together the picture board. I thought it was 

odd that the biggest picture anyone had of Dad was the one on his wedding day and 

that picture was put at the center of the board. Mom and Dad's wedding picture. Wide 

smiles. There were several pictures of a much younger, curly haired little girl with her 

daddy. I was always smiling in those pictures. Dad was young-about the age I am 

now-and very handsome. I have always thought that he looked like Tom Cruise. 

Much taller, but slender with tousled dark hair and a wide smile. Most of those features 

were covered up in the picture of Dad in his clown make-up and red curly wig, but the 

Tom Cruise smile was still there. 

My dad had been a clown his whole life. Not in the literal sense until I was in 

seventh or eighth grade, but he always was in spirit. 

"We have a visitor, " Mrs. Palmer, my eighth grade teacher, had announced 

during Spanish class. I was confused and all eighteen of my classmates looked at the 

door. My dad, white faced and red curly haired, came in with a bouquet of roses and 

Happy Birthday balloons. His smile, exaggerated with red face paint, spread from ear to 



ear. He sang. Happy Birthday, both verses. I didnY sing back. The song lasted 

forever-the longest I'd spent with Dad in months. I was embarrassed-whose Dad is 

a clown? Most classmates didnY even know I had a dad. Even though everyone was 

looking at me and my face was the color of his wig, I felt loved; he was the first boy ever 

to bring me flowers. 

Gray seemed to be the right color choice for the urn; it matched the sky the day 

of the memorial service. "I'm so sorry," people said as they passed through the 

condolence line. I heard, 'Who are you?" They asked, "Is your mom coming?" Why 

would she? They had been divorced for over twenty years; he had been remarried and 

re-divorced since. Why didnY she go with me? It's just been me and my mom for as 

long as I can remember. 

I had agreed to meet him for a late lunch during my sophomore year of high 

school. Although we had lived across the street and down a few blocks, we drove 

separately and met in the waiting area of the Richland Family Restaurant. 'Two, 

smoking please." 

"It's good to see you. You look great," he opened and followed by the usual 

'how's school, how's work, what are you doing this summer? Boyfriend?' The usual 

chitchat when you don? really know the person and need to make conversation. I 

answered politely and sat with my napkin on my lap and hands folded on the table. I 

could handle an hour of pleasantries to soothe my conscience and his. Had to meet 

Ryan at 2, didnY want to make him wait. 

The restaurant had died down from its lunch msh. We had a little table by the 

window; I would've asked for a booth if I'd known4  could see my car in the lot. "You 



donY mind me smoking do you? You donY smoke, right? I hope not," he rambled as he 

lit up. "Nope," I said to both questions. I looked down at the table, wondering what to 

say next. It was dark in there; the tea light candles in the red glass holders did little to 

brighten the place. Dingy, shabby, not renovated since it was built in the seventies. 

Mom told me once that a woman was shot in the kitchen-the wife of the owner when 

they used to serve Chinese. She said the food used to be really good. 

"I've been thinking.. ." he'd started. 'What would you think about starting a 

relationship again?" What? Every other weekend and every other holiday? Birthday 

cards and occasional phone calls? Obligatory hugs and heart-to-hearts? More lunchs? 

Orange Cheetos and generic soda? Now? I'm pretty sure that that custody agreement 

had ended a while ago. 

I paused a second or two, long enough to show consideration, and answered, 

"No. It's been too long. Let's just keep it this way." 

We had finished our meals, and when the bill came I offered to split the cost. I 

ended up leaving the tip, thanking him for lunch, and driving to my boyfriend's. 

I sat in the front pew with his parents during the memorial service. While 

everyone else wore pants and dress shirts of varying colors, I dressed the part of the 

grieving daughter. Black dress, black nylons, and black pointy high heels. I was 

excited to wear that outfit and bought the shoes especially for the occasion. I set out 

the clothes the night before and felt a rush as I slipped into them the next day. I wanted 

to look g o o d 4  was envisioning Jackie Kennedy at JFK's funeral. Strong and 

sophisticated-a woman. All I was missing was the sunglasses, but it was a gray day. 



"Would you please not touch me?" I had repeatedly asked the two kids in the 

back seat of the minivan. I sat in the back with the-squeezing myself as close to the 

door as possible to avoid touching them. Half-siblings. Jeff and Sara (or maybe 

Sarah). But, I'm an only child; I was not related to them. I didnY want their Cheeto- 

orange stained fingers to mark up my white top and pink pants. "Do you need a 

Kleenex to wipe off your fingers? Or to blow your nose?" 

I had never been raised around kids-especially young ones. Sara(h) sat in a 

car seat although her legs dangled and her butt filled the entire bottom. She was in the 

middle, next to me, while Jeff sat in the passenger side. They'd fight, push, scratch and 

scream. Dad would yell if someone kicked his seat. He'd known it wasn't me although I 

was seated directly behind hi-I'd sat there quietly, with a book and clenched jaw, 

wishing I was anywhere but. Cheesy religious music did little to drown out the family's 

commotion. "I love Jesus!" music-Ha! 

They were the kids he had with his new wife. They always had runny noses and 

ditty fingers. Breakfast was always caked onto their cheeks and black gunk grew under 

their fingernails and in between their toes. Jolly Good orange soda encircled their lips- 

from base of nose to mid-cheeks and down to the horizontal dip in the chin. Orange 

and sticky-sometimes Cheeto dust would stick. The orange dust littered the 

upholstery of the too old minivan and found its way onto me as well. Why was I in the 

back seat with them on the way to my grandparent's house? I was supposed to be in 

the front seat with my dad telling him how to get there. Mom's truck didn't even have a 

back seat. 



Dee was in the front helping Dad find the way. The way to God? To Grandma 

and Grandpa's? I didn't know anymore. She was ugly to me-fat and sloppy. Mom 

agreed. I watched her profile-she had a long forehead and nose, but a too short chin 

that turned into a droopy neck as soon as it rounded the bottom of her face. It waddled 

as she talked-waddled just like she walked. 

I was the sort of child who always sat in front no matter who else was along. I 

was allowed real, brand-named, caffeinated soda but never orange treats. Mom bought 

my clothes at the mall, and I wasn't supposed to get them dirty. I'd stay quiet but roll my 

eyes and cross my arms over my chest when I didn't get my way. I was the sort of child 

Jeff and Sara(h) wanted to get dirty. I was the only child and deserved the attention. 

I sat quietly-arms crossed over my chest-with my Kleenex during the service 

in front of his kids and newly divorced wife. She had come and my mom had not. That 

made sense though; they were married for more than two years. They had had more 

reasons to get married than an unexpected pregnancy and found reasons to stay 

together. It would take two to tackle those kids-Mom and I did just fine alone. They 

must have seated me in front of them since I needed to see what was going on. They 

knew him because they had lived with him just a year before. They didn't need to look 

at the picture board to remember his face. They would have known if Dad would've 

wanted the gray or the blue. I had to be closer since I had missed so much. I sat in 

front-the only child. 

"Where do you want to sit for dinner, Sweetie?" Grandma had inquired as she set 

the table for Easter dinner. "At the big table or at the card table with the kids?" 



'By my dad." Not with my cousins or Jeff and Sara(h). Why had she even 

asked? I was always the only child at the big table. 

It was cold and windy at the cemetery. The wind slapped my legs and burned 

my tear-stained cheeks. My heels dug into the soft ground and made walking difficult. I 

stood in the middle between Dee and Sara(h) and my grandparents as the minister 

prayed and lowered the urn into the ground. They embraced me and then each other 

before heading back to the vehicles. Dee stayed behind; she whispered in my ear, "I 

loved your dad, but I just couldn't do it anymore. Your daddy loved you very much. He 

was so proud of you." I sobbed; Sara(h) stood there composed. Dee held me up as I 

shook in my heels, shivering. She was grounded in her "practical" shoes, warm in her 

black, pilled sweater and elastic-waisted pants. "Just give me a minute. I want a little 

time," I looked her in the eye, waiting for her to leave. She took her daughter with her 

and headed back to the car. 

I used to spend every other weekend at Dad's house in Sextonville. Mom would 

have to pry me off her legs in order to get me into his car, but once I was there I was 

Daddy's girl. She'd usually promise some sort of treat if I'd just cooperate, go, and not 

make too much of a fuss. The yellow house had a balcony that wrapped around the 

front with a "lil Smokey" charcoal grill and picnic table. One weekend in late October, 

we grilled hot dogs, carved pumpkins, and roasted the seeds in the oven. We laughed 

and sang along to his Michael Jackson 'Bad" tape as the seeds toasted into a golden 

brown. We stayed up late, talked and laughed, ate and drank pop. I had thought he 

was the coolest dad ever. It was just me and him and it was fun. 



"If any good can come out of this, I just hope that it brings you closer to us. We 

miss you, sweetie," Grandma pleaded. Her face was even more wrinkled than it used to 

be. She didn't bother with mascara that day. 

"I agree. I miss you too," I answered. 

"Mom, I'm not going to Dad's this weekend. It's not like I get to spend any time 

with just him anyway. Why would 1 want to go there and hang out with Dee and those 

kids ?" 

"Just tell him you can? handle the cats in the house. He knows you're allergic. 

That place is filthy and those damn kids are always sick-you don? need to be catching 

that shit." This began the long series of illnesses 1 had every other weekend and 

holiday. 

There's a stack of unopened letters and cards sitting on my bookcase from my 

grandma. I've ignored voice messages and not returned her phone calls for months. I 

have discovered a route home that doesn't take me over the railroad tracks, past by the 

lion drinking fountain in the park, and in front of their house. I've forgotten the right and 

left turns that lead the way to that gray urn in the cemetery. I've forgotten the look in his 

eyes when I told him "No" at the Richland Family Restaurant. I never found the way to 

his house when he lived just across the street and three blocks down. I didn't find my 

way to his hospital room when I lived in the same city and had the floor and room 

number scribbled on a notepad. When he found me, I turned the other way. 

* * * * * * * * *  



I am an only child. Not because Mom and Dad didn't have any more kids, but 

because I wanted to be their only. It was just me and my mom for as long as I can 

remember. 


