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For Kaiti. There’s so much I wish I could have said to you.




Introduction: Balloon

I saw a balloon going 90 miles per hour.
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It was tied to a truck, so there was an explanation for it, but I don’t know… I guess you still just never expect to see a balloon going that fast. Balloons aren’t designed for that. They aren’t aerodynamic enough. This one was wobbling all around in spastic little circles, making a sound like wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp-wp. It seemed genuinely out of control.

I was laughing so hard I had to pull over.
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I feel just like that balloon.




1. BUCKET

The first time I can remember feeling truly powerless, I was three, and I was trapped sideways in a bucket in the garage.
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The bucket belonged to my dad. He used it for washing the car.

I don’t remember exactly how or why this started, but through some contortion of childhood logic, I decided that I needed to get my entire body into the bucket.
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The bucket had other plans.
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Maybe I had something to prove. Maybe there was a compelling reason to need to be entirely inside the bucket that I don’t remember. But I couldn’t let it go. The fact that I couldn’t fit my whole body into the bucket infuriated me.
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Initially, attempts were confined to car-washing days. Slowly, though, I sought out opportunities to make extracurricular assaults. I’d sneak into the garage by myself to try out different configurations.
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That’s how I ended up alone in the garage trapped in the bucket.
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When both my shoulders finally dropped below the bucket’s rim, I felt only the briefest flash of triumph before the sensation of being trapped kicked in.

I had done it: my entire body was in the bucket.
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Except now, the only thing I wanted was to not be in there anymore.
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No amount of thrashing could free me, but it did make the bucket tip over.
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And suddenly, there I was—sideways, four limbs deep in a plastic car-wash bucket—only three years old, and already doomed to spend my life scooting around like the world’s saddest upside-down hermit crab.
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This is not what I’d been trying to accomplish. I didn’t even realize it was possible. That’s the scary thing about decisions: you don’t know what they are when you’re making them.
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Fortunately, it wasn’t permanent. I was rescued when my parents accidentally walked close enough to the garage to detect screaming.
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And the bucket was relocated to a high shelf to prevent me from interacting with it.
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It wasn’t enough.
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The incident had only strengthened the drive to exert my will upon the bucket. I wouldn’t be content with anything less than total domination now. A bucket shouldn’t be able to stop a person, and I was willing to do whatever had to happen to prove it.
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The only thing worse than getting trapped in the same bucket nineteen times is surrender.
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Explanation

That was the first chapter. The second chapter is next. It is loosely related to the first, but this isn’t some perfectly sequential masterpiece of order where every segue makes sense.

For the sake of trust building, the third chapter will follow the second. But then we will jump directly to chapter five, do you understand? No chapter four. Why? Because sometimes things don’t go like they should. This is an inescapable property of reality, which we all must learn to accept. There just isn’t enough power in the universe for everybody to have all of it.

Anyway, the numbering structure will continue as normal thereafter. This was a charitable decision on my part, and we should take a moment to appreciate the fact that I did not explore the full extent of my power. And believe me, I could have. I could have made these chapters be any number I wanted. I could have invented a totally unrecognizable number system based on snake pictures. Shit, I could’ve called them all chapter 2 and refused to acknowledge that I did that.

But we are civilized, friendly people, and sometimes it is best to restrain ourselves.



2. RICHARD

For the first few years of my life, the only people I knew how to find lived in my house.
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We had a neighbor, Richard. But Richard was quiet and rarely outside for long, so I didn’t know about him.

One afternoon, though, Richard went outside.
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That’s how I found out about him.
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I did not interact with Richard. I just saw him. He probably didn’t even know. He stood in his driveway for a minute or two and then went back into his house. But I saw him. I think that was the main thing.
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It was very exciting. A person lives next to us! A person! He lives right there! And I SAW him! When will he go outside again? What else does he do? Does he know about Dad? Who is his friend? Does he like whales? Is his house the same as ours? Which room does his grandma live in?
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Desperate to catch another glimpse of him, I’d lurk near the windows all day, just staring at his house.
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I think I expected it to go somewhere. You can’t find out there’s a person living right next to you and then never get any answers. Maybe if you’re 100 years old and you know everybody, but not if you’re 3. Not when it’s the first stranger you know how to find. I just wanted to know more. Anything.
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And this is as far as it would have been able to go if it wasn’t for the dog door.
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My grandma usually supervised me while my parents were at work. She’d drink screwdrivers and do the crossword, I’d run around the house and do whatever. If she hadn’t seen me in a while, she’d check to make sure I still had all my fingers, but escaping wasn’t a big concern. The doors were locked. Just in case, there were jingle bells on the handles.

The dog door was the single weak point in the fortress.
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The revolutionary impact the dog door had on my ability to observe Richard was second only to the discovery of Richard himself.

I was cautious at first.

I just wanted to get a little closer. Just a little. I’d sneak out through the dog door and go stare at his house from the edge of our driveway, hoping this would summon him. When it didn’t, I’d sneak a little closer. Maybe it’ll work if I stand in Richard’s driveway… or, actually, maybe I’ll just go over to this little window here and see what I can see…

[image: Image]

I started sneaking out more frequently. I started sneaking out at night. And the fact that I was sneaking seems to suggest I might’ve been at least partially aware that this type of behavior should be a secret, but I don’t think I’d reached that crucial developmental point where you’re capable of recognizing how creepy you’re being.

However, on the night I found the cat door in Richard’s garage, even my undeveloped, fish-level brain could sense that a boundary was about to be crossed. A tiny, instinctual trace of doubt—the wisdom of my ancestors whispering through the ages: This might be too weird of a thing to do…
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Of course, one of the main features of undeveloped, fish-level brains is poor impulse control, and before I could complete the thought, I was in Richard’s living room.
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I hadn’t prepared for this possibility. I’d dreamed of it, sure. But I wasn’t expecting it to HAPPEN. So I just stood there for a little while and then retreated to regroup.
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A concrete objective never emerged, but the missions became bolder and more frequent. I started bringing things back with me. Richard’s things.

They seemed valuable, somehow. Richard likes these things… Perhaps they contain the secret to Richard…
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A nonsensical collection of Richard’s possessions slowly accumulated at the back of my toy drawer.

This would prove to be my downfall.

Long before that, though, my mom noticed that I’d mysteriously disappear sometimes. She wasn’t worried yet because she didn’t think I knew how to get out of the house, but one day she asked me where I’d been.

And I said:

“Hanging out with Richard.”
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“Hanging out” was a misnomer—Richard had been hanging out by himself, and I had been standing in his hallway just out of view—but this was concerning news to my parents. They didn’t even know that I knew Richard, let alone that we’d been “hanging out.” They went over and knocked on Richard’s door and asked him about it, probably with thinly veiled suspicion regarding Richard being a child predator. And Richard, who was still somehow unaware of all the hanging out we’d been doing, told them he didn’t know anything about that.

[image: Image]

[image: Image]

[image: Image]

[image: Image]

[image: Image]

[image: Image]

I imagine things were tense for a bit. The suggestion that I’d been hanging out with Richard was disturbing for both my parents and Richard. But the clues piled up. I couldn’t control myself. I took more things, bigger things. I also branched over into hiding things for Richard to find. Pretty rocks, pieces of string, letters I’d tried to write. At that age, I didn’t know how to spell very many words, so the messages were fairly cryptic: the entire alphabet, followed by the word “Mom” and a drawing of the sun. Rampant scribbling, hundreds of tiny circles, and… is this a spider??

The spider was supposed to be Richard. I hadn’t figured out how many arms and legs people are supposed to have yet, so I just put a whole bunch on there and hoped it was enough. I didn’t want him to feel offended because I shortchanged him on legs.
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It must’ve come off like being haunted by a defective but well-meaning ghost.
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The connection should have been obvious. But, when faced with a mystery like, “Where did my remote control go? Why is there a piece of paper with a child’s handwriting on it hiding in the VCR? And how do these rocks keep getting in here?” almost no rational adult would jump to the conclusion “because a child has been sneaking in through my cat door and leaving these for me to discover.” Not even with clues. I don’t know what theory Richard came up with to explain it, but it almost certainly wasn’t that one.
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Similarly, when faced with a mystery like “Why does our child keep disappearing? And why has our child been ‘hanging out’ with our 40-year-old neighbor?” almost no rational adult would jump to the conclusion “because our child has become obsessed with our 40-year-old neighbor, and ‘hanging out’ is a loose term to describe the activity of spying.”
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The thing that finally blew my cover was stealing Richard’s cat.

Stealing it wasn’t the original plan. The opportunity presented itself, I seized it.
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It was a strong animal. Getting it into the drawer was difficult. I didn’t have a plan for what to do with it, but I knew I had something valuable. And I think the idea was that I should save it for later. For when I figured out how to capitalize on the probably unlimited potential of this.
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It lived in the drawer for a while. I don’t know how long. Hours, probably.
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And now it is time for a quick fact about cats: cats aren’t good secrets, because, under extreme duress, they have the ability to make a sound like:

YAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAOAO

My parents eventually realized the sound was coming from inside the house and located the source of it.
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They weren’t expecting to find quite so many of Richard’s things.
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I don’t know if they put the pieces together immediately, or processed them individually as they came up—“First of all, there’s a cat in this drawer; how about that. Next up: there appear to be a considerable number of objects under the cat. This one is a shoe. This one is a piece of bread. This one is a credit card bill. Huh… it’s addressed to ‘Richard the Neighbor…’ ”—inching closer to the truth with every clue until the ultimate answer to “What does ‘hanging out with Richard’ mean?” was revealed. There was more than enough evidence to answer the question.

That’s got to be a strange moment for a parent. There’s this omnipresent fear of predators and monsters, and you just… you never quite expect to find out the monster is your kid.

They confronted me after a strategy meeting about how the fuck to handle this. That’s not something the books prepare you for. There’s no chapter on what to do if you suspect your child is a

[image: Image]


[image: Image]



[image: Image]


[image: Image]


e9781982156961/images/f0025-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0025-02.jpg
0K ...
\ fime to run away..





e9781982156961/images/f0025-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0016-03.jpg
W i==== 4
N
o &
=

7/

7

/






e9781982156961/images/f0016-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0016-01.jpg
OKA
\l‘;e.;s |
Q\.’ “-O .






e9781982156961/fonts/GloriaHallelujah-Regular.ttf


e9781982156961/images/f0031-02.jpg
e





e9781982156961/images/f0031-01.jpg
o8 Qnd\ﬂmjl G

WY b oty
.\"( When Yo
filpur& DU S e o
" access the
Velue |





e9781982156961/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Introduction: Balloon


		1. Bucket


		2. Richard


		3. Neighbor Kid


		5. Poop Mystery


		6. The Kangaroo Pig Gets Drunk


		7. Daydreams


		8. Dandelions


		9. Bananas


		10. Losing


		11. The Pile Dog 1


		12. The Pile Dog 2


		13. World’s Greatest Cup


		14. Fairness


		15. Plans


		16. The Ultimate Plan


		17. Loving-Kindness Exercise


		18. Cat


		19. Fish Video


		20. The Ugly Duckling 2


		21. Throw-and-Find


		22. Sister


		23. A Nonspecific Story about an Animal


		24. Friendship Spell


		25. Friend


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Introduction


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446


		447


		448


		449


		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456


		457


		458


		459


		460


		461


		462


		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		471


		472


		473


		474


		475


		476


		477


		478


		479


		480


		481


		482


		483


		484


		485


		486


		487


		488


		489


		490


		491


		492


		493


		494


		495


		496


		497


		498


		499


		500


		501


		502


		503


		504


		505


		506


		507


		508


		509


		510


		511


		512


		513


		514


		515


		516


		517


		518


		519


		520








e9781982156961/fonts/OpenSans-Regular.ttf


e9781982156961/images/f0022-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0022-02.jpg
B






e9781982156961/images/f0005-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0022-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0005-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0005-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0005-04.jpg





e9781982156961/images/9781982156961.jpg
SOLUTIONS
and Other






e9781982156961/images/f0019-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0019-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0019-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0019-04.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0011-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0011-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0011-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0023-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0008-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0008-04.jpg
UG syie ¢






e9781982156961/images/f0008-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0008-02.jpg
What vou want js
be. 1n buckeT all the waj?,






e9781982156961/images/f0023-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0023-03.jpg
\l\\klﬂ 1‘
by ﬂq'mK] |
Se\die¢.. . |

5]

. Too
N NE.\“J?'






e9781982156961/images/f0003-02.jpg
%ﬂﬂ/ o we Make. [Hs 44 e/?ﬁ?
ot dla BN s
PR

e
a\bO\]T sal

might
LG POSS)be )*






e9781982156961/images/f0003-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0028-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0028-02.jpg
Tlﬁfk’hg Whﬂ(‘e
Richar SlﬂQPS
Song(l'MES'






e9781982156961/images/f0020-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0020-02.jpg
_“!\E, Wl(mlg 't\mnoj CL‘JU\\J \/\(M’Q, E',ncja_c, (\.ﬂh“’ hﬂrﬂ,
Jolks - .. and NvoBozy weuld 95‘]’ gn,uJ
answels avouT Richard ..





e9781982156961/images/f0020-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0017-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0017-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0017-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0034-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0034-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0034-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0029-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0029-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0029-01.jpg
ful

«—— L ook how beaut

Richard ‘.l.

You are,





e9781982156961/images/f0021-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0021-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0006-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0021-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0006-01.jpg
© Good Job —>






e9781982156961/images/f0006-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0021-04.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0012-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0009-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0012-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0012-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0012-04.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0026-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0001-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0026-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0009-04.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0009-05.jpg
1\.1 , 00}’3}& S5 .
\/efﬂ Sﬂff‘j

i There is o
ael ouf of buwkel






e9781982156961/images/f0009-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0009-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0001-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0015-01.jpg
Peo?\et whete do ﬂnej l}vg?





e9781982156961/images/f0015-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0032-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0032-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0032-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0027-03.jpg
Yeak.
Bl not ...

ﬁ wmgf\‘\...

sk in the ywacd
and SJNH-





e9781982156961/images/f0027-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0027-04.jpg
v wedl nYo
pud \jo»cé?_

\_50






e9781982156961/images/f0027-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0004-01.jpg
el close, but whole bod

5 noT N, so Camol be j /
considered \elelmQTt’_ i <

mdowj






e9781982156961/images/f0004-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0004-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0018-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0018-02.jpg
w7
ot Sin

ﬁ
' sngBop‘r Q\EMH






e9781982156961/images/f0033-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0018-03.jpg
ould be brown

coseek ¢
byt could also

ke pUts,

o Lloe! r\
eht qe,’(\.

plue






e9781982156961/images/f0010-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0010-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0010-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0024-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0024-02.jpg





e9781982156961/fonts/OpenSans-Italic.ttf


e9781982156961/images/f0007-01.jpg
(... crossing the styeet | _
15 dh(]EICU[J? *FOY ["' H)CH’ 0}/”_\} \Imb
bucket Cfabs ... 7 1S determination. ]





e9781982156961/images/f0007-03.jpg
Tel me what 1o
that Jou desire






e9781982156961/images/f0007-02.jpg
Hellp.
Welcome To
Deasion Game

T am BOBZOF‘ -






e9781982156961/images/f0024-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0013-02.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0013-01.jpg





e9781982156961/images/title.jpg
SOLUTIONS
PROBLEMS

Allie BI05Sh





e9781982156961/images/f0030-01.jpg
Possible theories:
These  things have a\ways been here ond
T never naticed them.
+ Pavonormal OkLTi\IiT‘f
-I \\owe_ (18 \Ief\j "roo\r_\'i\le form of

efilefsy, ond this js whal T dowhile
T om \nml'\mﬁ o SeiZure.

Y0)7), 7!






e9781982156961/images/f0030-02.jpg
Possible Theories "

» Nej 3h‘oor 15 predator.

.. Thots pretty much it
Thats the only theory.






e9781982156961/images/f0013-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0030-03.jpg





e9781982156961/images/f0030-04.jpg





