Back Home by Claire Weirick 

When I moved back to my hometown to live with my mom I didn’t know how miserable it would be. It isn’t as blistering hot as it was in California, but it has never been this hot in the summer in Michigan. I still remember the day I moved to California, in my small apartment four blocks from the coffee shop I worked at. I never wore anything more than a tank top while I walked or else I would sweat right through it. Inside the coffee shop wasn’t any better, with the espresso machine and the heat it gave off plus the AC that never worked. I was in California to get a real job, a writing job, but I never made it past the interview stage. I don’t know if it is because they could see my sweat stains through my blouse or if asking AI to write was easier and faster.  

As I wake up in my childhood bedroom at the age of 41, I see all the movie posters hanging up on the walls. I always thought my name would be on one, but at this point I don’t know if it will ever happen. Once I walk into the kitchen, I smell the coffee my mom just made and get sent back to California. I hear the angry customers telling me how long they have been waiting, I used to try and remember the funnier things they would say to me so I could write it in something one day. Now the only thing I remember was how hot it was, it doesn’t feel that much different here on the other side of the country.  

I used to think California was the problem. So many of my days there were spent wondering where else I could get a writing job, somewhere not as hot. Now everywhere I go feels almost as hot. The heat doesn’t give me any inspiration to write, and my small town doesn’t give me any ideas. The grass in our yard burns out earlier every summer now. My mom still checks the weather app everyday like it will change. We keep the blinds closed all day to try and keep the heat out, like that would make a difference. The skylights that we can’t reach burn heat down onto the carpet. We sit in front of box fans while my mom only plays the news on the TV. She thinks that if we watch anything fiction it will upset me. The news has been upsetting me more these days. 
 
I thought I had to get out of my hometown to find something worth writing about. I thought if I stayed here too long I would miss my chance of becoming someone. Now it doesn’t even seem like it would have got me anywhere but here. I used to think my stories were supposed to be bigger and more inspirational, but maybe this is it. Maybe the story was always here, in my small town with my mom. There is inspiration everywhere. Especially where I am.  
 
 

