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Excerpt from Handwriting 

 

They had gone over everything the previous night, and she was looking through 

them one more time, just in case she had missed an odd scribble or something that 

would reveal what was on his mind. It reminded her of the time she learnt to sign her 

own name. It had been exhilarating, almost a project, a ceremony in crafting who she 

will be to the world. “Your signature says a lot about you, you want it to appear sure of 

yourself”, her mother had said. She had taken it rather seriously, looking up the 

signatures of some famous people. Before the internet, this involved scouring anything 

she could find in the libraries, you know the ones with the drawers and punch cards, 

where her father took her. There were these clippings from the newspapers that talked 

about what penmanship said about people. There were samples she tried to imitate. 

She was particular that she needed examples of those that had an initial for the middle, 

just so she’d know how to do it. Bill. J. Clinton. George.W. Bush. It was odd, really, 

why they had chosen for her to have one. None of the children in her school had such 

an odd name, and it wasn’t how people were named in her family before her, certainly. 

It had embarrassed her some, but now this was important because where she will go, 

maybe everyone will have a name like that.  

After much research, she had instead chosen to adopt the two dots and a stroke 

that he placed below his name, the same ones that were staring back at her. It pleased 

him then.  

The smell brought her back to where she was, in her father’s office. She wasn’t 

sure what the place smelled of. It was not of him. She felt simply too hot. “How did he 

survive here?” she thought. Especially as he had suffered more recently with the itches. 

It was autoimmune. She hadn’t chosen this one, but inherited it. This one left scars, 

both on him and then on her. This had not pleased him much. 


