Ray Kruger ~100 words

Purple Cup

Milk spills on the floor, purple cup. My hands are that of a child’s, clumsy and small. And so it
goes, click, clack—across the tile. My mom’s shrill voice, rising as my eyes well with tears. I
think I cried. I don’t remember. Kaleidoscope vision, jumping rope. Gym class, and the sound of
dozens of plastic jump ropes whipping and cracking across the floor. It is a hurricane of sound
and my mind drowns in it. Faces blur and colors smear. Is it the whirl of the jump rope? Or is it

because my memory is spilling over? I still don’t remember. Purple cup, jump rope.



