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My name is Annelyn Huckleberry. I'm ten. In fact, I just turned ten yesterday. Wednesdays are the absolute worst. It seems to always rain those days. Every year it's that way so I can't go outside to celebrate. I don't have any friends more or less because I don't like things that smell bad. I like to play with scorpions and often times I wish I were one and could crawl on walls and sting things. I don't like when people say I can't because Cherish doesn't tell me that. Auntie Genesis doesn't either so that's why I like them.

Even though, I still thought Cherish was mad at me for wearing her favorite pair of jeans. I let her wear my favorite pair. We had shared clothes our entire lives. The rest of my family left their exoskeleton. The house was the only thing that stayed in its skin. I picked it up the way the death stalker scorpion lays. I made sure it had a safe place. They were buried by the mailbox alongside the walkway. No one could step on them that way. I was the first one to get the mail so that auntie Genesis or Cherish didn't step on them. Stepping on them would make the tarantulas stop coming and they were my friends. They always came back to the same spot. Like they knew the ground already belonged to them. In fact, when the rain stopped, I had to go check on them. The puddles that built up near them, I would ask Cherish to taste it. "No!" she said but still pinched me for asking. My birthday was in late November, so the fall rain made them come out more. While the other families were celebrating eating, us Huckleberry’s celebrated each other and only Huckleberry’s had ever lived here. Every brick laid on this foundation was Huckleberry engraved and it had held firm against the world. There were more meaningful things for us to do like sweeping the dust from the hallways, counters, shelves and scrubbing the floors and walls. Auntie Genesis could not go past the front porch. Cherish never went past the pale stained sycamore tree. It sat alone in the front yard. Cherish belonged to the sycamore the way the bark belonged to the tree. Auntie Genesis belonged to the porch the way the wood belonged to the foundation. That was just where they were. So that meant someone had to go out to town for groceries and also cleaning necessities.

When I did go, I always decided on walking the side with the least amount of people. The ones holding the sign smelled very bad. His teeth were black and brown with yellow eyes. I once read about people like him from a book out of auntie Genesis’s book room. I liked books of anatomy and dark fantasy and Cherish liked books with cats. So, I knew right then he was a werewolf and a spell was responsible for his yellow eyes, skin and poor hygiene. I was not rude. I did not speak either. The crickets were almost as quiet. The ones from Jaxen's pet shop were much louder especially after raining, so they may taste better than the ones at home. I always told Cherish this was my obligation. She'd call it arrogance. I knew that if I walked past and Mr. Jaxen saw me, he would tease me with the exotic scorpions that sat displayed through the window. He would instinctively tell me of all the new critters I had missed out on seeing. The death stalker scorpion. That was my sole obligation that brought me here time and time again and tarantulas.

Mr. Jaxen sprinkled brown pellets inside of the fish tank. "Good afternoon, Annelyn Huckleberry. How are you?" "Very good, thank you very much." "How's Cherish Huckleberry?" "Very good, thank you very much." This was more or less the routine. I would stay and look at the scorpions until too many people started filling the store. "Alright now," Mr. Jaxen would say the moment he caught me headed out the door as I nodded goodbye. The grocery store was bad early mornings so after noon time was ideal. Around this time, I had the luxury to really explore and wander around the store and make sure that I got everything that we needed. Cherish constantly used all the toothpaste in hopes that it would hold her doll arm together which it never did and the last push of the toothpaste stick proved she never learned. I didn't care when people stared while I was in the store. Auntie told me before it was because of the insects. She'd insist that I left them, but when I listened to the crickets they sounded happy today. Happy crickets made happy meals.

We had no local library, but auntie Genesis book room always collected dust. I would take care when handling them as she would check for any signs of it being tampered with. Another time she would move all the fantasy books to the top shelf so I couldn't get to them. So, I convinced Cherish and she crouched in front of the bookshelf and let me crawl up her back to get it. Auntie Genesis paid me no mind when reading but seemed to care when Cherish did. "Such a beauty. Seeing a young lady with her head in books. What are you reading?" "It's something called the book of the cat Auntie Genesis." "Beautiful." Every once in a while, when she was making supper or breakfast time, she would occasionally look my direction. Then back at whatever she was doing. I remembered when she told me it was near impossible for Cherish and I to be quiet in the same room. I had been sitting there reading a book while Cherish had been going on about her doll's torso because the toothpaste didn't hold. If it were up to auntie we'd never get along. The summer sunshine was bright and filled of heat spells. I hated it so much that I found a place to dig underground to hide. It was always worse after longer periods of rain. It made the front yard mushy, for my exoskeleton was waterproof. It rained just before I decided to leave the grocery store. I looked inside the dark clouds and made a wish like I always did. 

I would go as low to the ground as possible. Belly down. One gigantic burst and I would be home, but I must pass by the corner store where the boys were always out front. The boys in this town were like goblins. They loved to bicker and gossip. Many times, I only caught half sentences but from that bit one of their fairy wives spell had been undone. The loudest one out the boys didn't look like one; he was taller than the rest. I heard him say she was taken, swallowed out of the air before anyone could blink. One of them laughed “Scorpion girl thinks she’s one of ’em now...bet her people are proud...”

The street level banter would continue. If I had crossed the other side from the grocery store on the opposite side of the street I would've seen the Grimes family house. A yard full of old automobile parts that didn't appear like they worked. Carrie Grimes helped the Eastwoods by leaving a bag of laundry on their porch
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