
“Write What You Know” 
Grace Mitchell 
 
 
I write a short story about 
a future society of time travelers, 
and my fiction writing professor says 
she wishes I’d elaborated more on the time travel, 
 
except the story’s not really about time travel, 
and time travel is just a vehicle to discuss 
a relationship that hinges on the dignity 
of a person who doesn’t believe in their dignity, 
 
and ultimately the people in the story 
do not exist, and the story itself is really a vehicle 
through which I am mourning the loss 
of a high school friend who used to 
ride his bike one hundred miles in a day, 
 
not that he’s dead, but the parts of him 
that believed he’d ever amount to anything 
are almost always sleeping. 
I know writing science fiction cannot save him, 
 
but maybe it’s more like Faulkner, 
who wrote Benjy at the height of the eugenics movement, 
daring us to wade through 80 pages 
that are difficult to understand 
 
but it’s so obvious that he 
is the nobleman here, 
the one who loves Cadie best 
despite his mental limitations. 
 
A professor of mine 
once saw Faulkner in the flesh, 
dared to look over his fence, 
and there’s Nobel-prize-winning author 
 
William Faulkner, 
dick out, pissing on a bush. 
The image stays with me 
as a customer at my minimum wage job 
 



laughs about how far my lit degree 
has gotten me. 
I mention Faulkner, who she 
dismisses with, “Isn’t he sexist?” 
 
I don’t think Faulkner would have cared, 
but I love the way he writes women, 
or rather the way he writes around them, 
the story hinging on men trying to 
 
understand Cadie through their limited framework. 
And no, I don’t think Faulkner understands women, 
but the story only really works 
because he is trying to, 
 
and I still don’t know how 
to save the boys who I am grieving for, 
but maybe I am only writing 
because I am trying to. 
 
 
 
 


