
My college boyfriend was one of the all time most dedicated, sensitive, attentive 
men I’ve been lucky to have had in my life. In the summer between freshman and 
sophomore year he wrote me a song on the guitar. It was an acoustic punk alphabet 
song that was entitled and started, “Another Bitch Crying” and went on from there. 
The next word was defying, and then ever . . . and I can’t remember how it pro-
ceeded. Maybe failing, maybe falling. It was a kind of anti-love song, the best kind, 
because although harsh, he knew me very very well and his composition basically 
nailed me.
 For the bulk of my adolescence and to a lesser degree extending back before 
that, I never cried. It was a philosophical position: crying was for babies. Crying 
made you weak. My calculated clear-eyed aspiration was to be strong. And so I 
was doctrinaire, even a little pathological, about not ever crying. When my part in 
Spoon River Anthology called for what my high-school drama teacher referred to 
as a “catch” in my voice, “eyes watering up,” I was robotically unable to fall apart, 
even in the make-believe world of theater. When the drama club progressed to the 
state finals with our play, the teacher pulled me out at the last minute and put in 
my understudy, who also happened to be my best friend and who with mythical 
frailty recited my part to perfection, her voice breaking perfectly, “Only the shell of 
a woman,” (gentle sob), “after the doctor’s knife . . .” In all fairness, we were in tenth 
grade; what in the world did I know about hysterectomies? But theater is about fak-
ing it, and I couldn’t even bring myself to cry for fake.
 The thing about being tough is that everyone assumes you’re okay, which is a 
flawed logic—though surely the path of least resistance. If you’re okay, nobody helps 
you, or even, for that matter, gets too close. There are moments when a person, espe-
cially a young woman, needs help and very much needs to have someone comfort 
her. When I realized that in fact I needed comfort occasionally too, I began slowly 
and awkwardly to hack away at my never-crying force field. There were many false 
starts, and generally a total lack of panache about how to cry, when, how much, 
and why? In many instances I felt just as maudlin as I had thought I would—my 
id would float out of my body to observe the scene from above and I could hear it 
sneering, “So manipulative.”
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 Early on in my friendship with my dear friend Ann, I was telling her a story 
about some dreadful, formative thing that happened to me in high-school and  
although I have no idea what I was telling her about, I do remember the moment 
when, while listening to me, eyes trained on my blathering mouth, she started cry-
ing for me. I’d forgotten, of course, that I had been telling a sad story. Ann cries all 
the time, when she’s happy, when she’s sad, when she’s caught up in the moment. 
She is wonderfully, dependably responsive. That first time—it was probably three 
in the morning, as we never slept in college—I understood that she was actually 
listening to me, and that she cared. Her vast capacity for empathy was awesome to 
me, an unknown landscape; at once glorious and loving and brave. Nothing to do 
with theatrics or manipulation.
 As you might suspect, I was ambivalent about this theme. The title “Cry Baby” 
was accidentally included in our roster two years ago by an intern, and before I had 
the chance to erase it, there was a ticker-tape swell of enthusiasm from the rest of the 
editorial team, and so (uncharacteristically, some would say) I let it stand. Would 
this issue be maudlin, manipulative, or open-hearted and empathic? I really had no 
idea, and as we always do, we let the work organically fall into place. Like many TLR 
themes, its meaning was a discovery process. Unlike many other themes, I felt as if I 
had a personal stake in its outcome—something to prove and something to protect. 
In the end, “Cry Baby” embodies the ambivalence. And the friction that crackles 
between drama queen and pastor turns out to be somewhat blunt and occasionally 
violent. Like a love song that calls you names because you are a terrible, inexperi-
enced, transparently manipulative cry-er, but loves you anyway.

Minna Proctor
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