

    
        
          Too Early Spring

        

        
        
          Bradley McConnachie

        

        
          Published by Bradley McConnachie, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TOO EARLY SPRING

    

    
      First edition. June 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Bradley McConnachie.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233176494

    

    
    
      Written by Bradley McConnachie.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Bradley McConnachie

	    

      
	    
          
	      Maidens of Justice

          
        
          
	          Maidens of Justice

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Shadows of the Rainbow Nation

          
        
          
	          Shadows of the Rainbow Nation : Murders that shook South Africa

          
        
          
	          Shadows of the Rainbow Nation: Serial Killers of South Africa

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tiny Tales

          
        
          
	          Tiny Tales A Collection of Micro Fiction Sci-Fi Stories

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Humble Poetry for the Basic Christian

          
        
          
	          Tales of the Tartan: A Collection of Scottish Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Ankylosing Spondylitis and Mental Health

          
        
          
	          How To Make Prayer A Habbit

          
        
          
	          The Anti-Inflammatory Ankylosing Spondylitis Diet

          
        
          
	          Shorts for the Idle Mind

          
        
          
	          Mysteries Of The Forgotten Chamber

          
        
          
	          The Return of Deidre Tischler

          
        
          
	          Ankylosing Spondylitis and ADHD - Managing Duel Challanges

          
        
          
	          A Mothers Quest

          
        
          
	          Through The Valley

          
        
          
	          Ankylosing Spondylitis Overcoming Brain Fog and Memory Loss

          
        
          
	          Ankylosing Spondylitis and Sleep Disorders: Navigating Restful Nights

          
        
          
	          Apollos

          
        
          
	          Demas

          
        
          
	          Priscilla and Aquila

          
        
          
	          Jesus Wept

          
        
          
	          Ankylosing Spondylitis and Sleep Disorders Navigating Restful Nights

          
        
          
	          Dealing with Anxiety and Depression with Ankylosing Spondylitis

          
        
          
	          Too Early Spring

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Bradley McConnachie

Too Early Spring

Further Reading: The Return of Deidre Tischler

Also By Bradley McConnachie

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Too Early Spring

[image: ]


I'm writing this down because I don't ever want to forget the way it was. It doesn't seem as if I could, now. But everyone tells you things change. And I guess they're right.

Older people must have forgotten. Otherwise they couldn't be the way they are. And that goes for even the best ones, like my dad and Coach Morrison. They try to understand but they don't seem to know how. And the other adults make you feel dirty. Or else they make you feel like a freak. Until pretty soon, you start to forget yourself. You start to think, "Well, maybe they're right and it was that way." And that's the end of everything. So I've got to write this down. Because they smashed it forever. But it wasn't the way they said.

I don't know who I'm writing this for. Maybe just me. Maybe Helen, if she ever gets to read it. Though I don't see how that could happen now. Her mother opens everything. Even the letters they said she could receive. Mrs. Sharon reads them first. I heard that from my mum, who heard it from someone at the grocery store. And that tells you everything about how news travels in a town like ours. So maybe I'm writing it for no one. But that's okay. Because if I don't write it down, the only version left will be theirs.

Coach Morrison always says in English class: "Start at the beginning." Only I don't know quite where the beginning was. We had a good summer at Big Lake. But it was just the same summer as always. Except maybe it wasn't. Maybe I just didn't know what to look for yet.

I worked pretty hard at the portable hoop I rigged up in the barn. My dad helped me mount it on an old plywood backboard. A sheet of three-quarter-inch we found behind the hardware store that Mr. Hendricks said we could have for nothing because one corner was water-damaged. My dad traced a circle with a piece of chalk tied to a string and cut it out with his jigsaw while I held the board steady. His hands are calloused and steady. They smelled like sawdust and coffee even at nine in the morning.

When we finished, the backboard was a little lopsided. The right side sits about an inch lower than the left. But my dad stepped back and wiped his forehead and said, "Well, Charlie, that's a little crooked. But that's how you'll know it's yours." He said it like it was a good thing. I didn't understand then. I think I do now.

The rim doesn't have a net any more. The chain rusted through in July and I never replaced it. So the ball just drops through with a hollow iron clang and rolls away across the barn floor. You learn to chase it fast. Or it ends up in the hay and you spend ten minutes looking. But it's mine. And I put five hundred shots a day through it. Sometimes more. Until my arms felt like rubber and I could make the jumper from the free-throw line with my eyes half closed.

That summer I also finally learned how to do a backflip off the dock. I'd been trying for two summers and never got close. Kerry was the one who could do it. Kerry can do anything, really. And he'd been telling me for years that I was too scared. That I was thinking about it too much. "You can't think about a backflip," he said. "You just go." Easy for him to say. He's a natural athlete in a way I'm not. I have to work for everything.

The first time I tried this summer, I landed on my back. The air went out of me like someone had punched a hole in my lungs. I floated there for a second looking up at the sky and wondering if I'd broken something. Kerry was standing on the dock laughing. "You almost had it," he said. Which was a lie. But I appreciated it anyway.

The second time I overcorrected and came down hard on my knees. That one stung for three days. I walked around with a limp. My mum asked what happened and I said I'd slipped on the dock. She gave me that look that says she knows I'm not telling the whole truth but she's not going to push. My mum is good at that look.

The third time I landed it. I don't even know what I did differently. My body just figured it out. I came up out of the water and Kerry was actually smiling. Not his usual smirk, but a real smile. And he said, "There you go, kid." And I did it again right away just to prove it wasn't luck. It wasn't. I did it six more times that afternoon. By the end of the summer I could do it without thinking. The way you walk down stairs or open a door. I'd climb up on the dock, bounce once on the balls of my feet, and go. The feeling of hanging there upside down for half a second. The lake and the sky switched places. And then the water catching you. I've never felt anything like it. I'd do it just to feel that. Even when no one was watching.

I'll never dive like my brother. Kerry can do a one-and-a-half off the low board like it's nothing. And he's got this swan dive that makes the girls at the public beach go quiet. But you want to be as all-around as you can. That's what Coach Morrison says. "Don't specialise too early," he tells us. "You're an athlete first, a basketball player second." I think he's right. But I also think he's never had to guard a six-foot-four forward who runs like a deer and has a hook shot you can't block.

At the end of the summer, I took my measurements in the bathroom mirror. I do it every August, same as always. Standing on the tile with my back straight and a pencil mark on the doorframe. This year I was five foot nine and three-quarters. I'd gained twelve pounds and six ounces. I wrote it down on a sticky note and stuck it to my desk. That isn't bad for going on sixteen. You don't want to get too heavy because basketball's a fast game and extra weight just slows you down. But the year before was when I got my height. I grew four inches in eight months. Which felt like my bones were trying to escape my body. And I was so skinny I got tired all the time. I'd be fine in the first quarter. But by the second half I'd be dragging. My arms heavy. My feet not quite getting to the spot in time. This summer I filled out some. Not a lot. But enough.

I remember looking at myself in the mirror after I made the mark on the doorframe. I was shirtless and tan from the lake. My shoulders looked wider than they had in June. I flexed for no one, just to see. My dad's build is starting to show up in me. Not skinny, not bulky, just solid. I liked what I saw. That feels stupid to write down but it's true. I was becoming someone and I liked it.

Kerry came home from State for a week in August. He helped me practice a couple times. He's a good brother. Most juniors at college wouldn't bother with a kid still in high school. Especially not their annoying little brother who asks too many questions and can't stop talking about basketball. But Kerry's different. He played one-on-one with me until I was too tired to stand. And then he made me shoot free throws until I made ten in a row. It took me forty-seven tries. He counted. He said, "At State, you miss two in a row, you're running suicides until you puke." I don't know if that was true or if he was just trying to scare me. Either way, it worked.

Afterward we sat on the dock with our feet in the water. He said, "You've got a good chance for the varsity team this year, kid. They've never had a sophomore on it before. But you're quick and you've got hands. The only thing that'll hold you back is between your ears."

"What's that supposed to mean?" I said.

"It means you think too much. You hesitate. You catch the ball and you take half a second to decide what to do. At the varsity level, that half a second is the difference between a shot and a block. You gotta just go."

"That's what you said about the backflip."

"See? You do listen." He splashed water at me and I splashed back. Then we were both laughing and
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