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A CAREER CHANGE 

By Thanksgiving of the year I joined American Tofu, my ten-

year old son Liam and I were down to our last four hundred 

dollars. The job at the newspaper had ended when the owner’s 

hand strayed one time too often. 

 I’d come to Clement the spring before because I needed 

a change from my old life on Cape Cod. Winny’s of Wellfleet, 

my best friend’s art gallery that I’d managed for five 

years, was closing its doors for good in March. Jason, the 

man who came closest to being the love of my life, left me 

six months earlier. I spent endless hours sitting in front 

of my fireplace during the lonely, barren winter, dreaming 

about our future, wondering what I had to do to make sure 

Liam had everything he needed.  

 Liam and I would need a bigger place soon. He needed a 

lot more space at home than I could give him in our one and 

a half bedroom apartment. But if I gave it up, I doubted 

that I could find an affordable year-round apartment, or, a 

house anywhere I’d want to live on the Cape.  
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  We moved to P-town when Liam was two. He loved the 

town, the people, his friends. He swam and sailed every 

summer and played hockey on the ponds in winter. My friends 

had become our family. Liam had more women uncles and men 

aunts than any other child I knew.  

  My life there had been great for seven years. When 

Jason split, he took my enthusiasm for P-town life with him. 

If Winny’s had stayed open, maybe I’d have postponed our 

leaving, maybe not. Liam was at the perfect age to make a 

school change, before the cliques started forming in Middle 

School and while he was still too young to feel I’d ruin his 

life by forcing him to leave his friends.  

 I told Winny I planned to leave Provincetown.  

 “It’s time, Winny. I can’t hang around P-town forever 

waiting for my boat to come in. I need to try something 

different. Besides, Liam needs to go be a teenager in a 

regular town.” 

 “Makes me too sad, Hon. I’ll miss you too much.” 

 Tears came to his eyes. I started crying and leaned 

into him. 

 “Liam in a normal town? He’ll be so bored. God, G, we’d 

take a lot better care of Liam’s manhood in P-town than 

those manipulative little girls and those violent little 

boys out there in that decadent straight world. Not to 

mention those slimy pedophiles sneaking around.” 

 I laughed. He hugged me.  
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 ”You? You’re another story. I love you and want you to 

have the maximum best this life can give you.” 

 Whatever my motives for leaving, Winny was my friend. 

He persuaded his uncle in the rural upstate New York town of 

Clement to hire me as graphics manager for his newspaper. 

 “It’s beautiful in upstate New York, honey,” Winny 

said. “If you want normal, Clement’s middle name is 

‘Boresville.’ I should know. I lived there sixteen lonely 

years before I got the guts to let my high school drama 

teacher take me to the city. I never looked back.” 

 “I could use small town boredom for a while, Winny. 

I’ll meet somebody.” 

 “You always do.”  

 Winny took both my hands and put them to his cheeks. 

 “My advice, little sis? Come back here by next summer.” 

 I ignored Winny’s pessimism. He didn’t want to lose us, 

but I was determined to make it work out in Clement.  

 


