Ellipsis
Volume 47 Article 23

2022

DOA

Elyse Hauser
University of New Orleans, New Orleans

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis

Recommended Citation

Hauser, Elyse (2022) "DOA," Ellipsis: Vol. 47, Article 23.

DOI: 10.46428/ejail.47.23

Available at: https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis/vol47/iss1/23

This Creative Nonfiction is brought to you for free and open access by the Department of English and Foreign
Languages at ScholarWorks@UNO. It has been accepted for inclusion in Ellipsis by an authorized editor of
ScholarWorks@UNO. For more information, please contact scholarworks@uno.edu.


https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis
https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis/vol47
https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis/vol47/iss1/23
https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis?utm_source=scholarworks.uno.edu%2Fellipsis%2Fvol47%2Fiss1%2F23&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholarworks.uno.edu/ellipsis/vol47/iss1/23?utm_source=scholarworks.uno.edu%2Fellipsis%2Fvol47%2Fiss1%2F23&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:scholarworks@uno.edu

DOA
By Elyse Hauser

He was about to move away anyway, so what was one more $30 cab ride
to go to his house and make-believe we were lovers? A small price for one
more chance to pretend that he was staying in Seattle, that we had a future.
To imagine that the mother of his child hadn’t found a rich husband way out
in the suburbs of southern California, that she wasn’t leaving and he wasn’t
following. That things were different.

It was summer, but it felt cold, and it was very dark out. A storm was
just blowing over, the sky purplish with shredded clouds. Even in the car,
the air was shiver-damp. As the cab driver pulled onto the on-ramp for I-5
going south, a raccoon crossed the wet and shiny street in front of us. She
had something limp in her mouth and she was shaking it over and over
again. I looked closer—the limp object was a baby raccoon. It was dead.

I knew then, without knowing that I knew, the answers to the ques-
tions I hadn’t yet learned how to ask myself. What was between me and him
was already gone. I was trying to shake life into a dead thing.

The cab driver saw it too. “She’s saying wake up, wake up,” he said.
“Wake up, wake up.”



	DOA
	Recommended Citation

	DOA

