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To the rocks that hold us steady,

Gems more precious than diamonds,

You are.


Ten More
Minutes






“We’re all a little
evil.”






It echoed in my head over and over until I
stood here.

It’s an understatement.

We weren’t just a little evil. We were a
huge amount of evil. Murder, lies, theft, pollution, and many more
sins. I knew lots of evil. Loads of evil. One person could be
filled with so much evil it toppled over worlds.

But then I looked up and something changed a
bit.

But the opposite is true as well, isn’t
it?

“Because of
her.”

Because of her I knew that. Because of her I
knew good. What it was. And when I forgot, I came here.

People could be so good they built things.
Worlds even. Whole worlds. Strong worlds.

People could be so good that they healed
evil people.

But I didn’t know how to be good. I couldn’t
be good.

That made me laugh.

People thought I was so good. Her included.
Only I knew they were wrong.

I was filled with evil.

Maybe it wasn’t the type that toppled
worlds. So what if I didn’t murder, lie, thieve, or pollute. I was
as condemnable as anyone who did.

It was something I learned.

I guess maybe that’s why
God made me a dev. A deviant.
Only He knew the past, the present, and the
future. I’d do something damning later on. I could feel it. Like a
stake through my breastbone I could feel it. So God made me this
way to efface my ego.

It just wasn’t working.

I knew that because I was standing where I
shouldn’t, hoping for something I couldn’t have.

Her shadow appeared and disappeared. She
wasn’t moving much. I guess she never did. She actually hated
moving as if it were unnatural. But she was unnaturally still at
times. And it was calming. Almost as calming as it was disturbing
when she moved.

Her shadow moved in front of her curtain
again and stayed.

“Ha ha. You think way too
much. Bet that sucks for you.”

I smiled. It did. Especially now.

Because here I was, just sitting out here.
At her house. My home. Waiting. Thinking. Hoping. Praying that
she’d just look. Because that’d be all it’d take. For her to look.
For her to notice me. For her to invite me back in.

That was the only way.

Anything else would be acting on my
evil.

Ten more minutes.

“Look.”

I stared at her shadow. I prayed to it.

See me.

Another several minutes went by and she
must’ve turned around. Then she went up to her window, and my heart
leapt, my prayers answered.

I stopped breathing as she parted her
curtains, revealing herself like an angel bathed in a halo of
light. Her curly brown locks which hugged her neck and hung off her
shoulders wrapped in a green sweater reflected shiny gold.

Slowly I breathed in as she looked over me.
Past me. Her almond, brown eyes finding the vast universe and the
few stars that hung over us.

It made my heart drop. The immenseness
between us. The fact that I wasn’t here. That I’d never be here.
Not until she looked. Until then, this wasn’t real.

See me,
I prayed.

Her shoulders rose than dropped heavily, her
hair parting off of each shoulder. Then she frowned.

Look this way. Please!

I almost spoke again. But that’d be evil. So
I stopped myself.

She jumped and so did I. The cat jumped up
onto the windowsill effectively frightening us both.

“King?!” I heard her
voice.

With a smile, the curtains parted our worlds
ever more, effectively blinding me. Barring me from the light.
Keeping me from her.

I breathed out a harsh breath.

She didn’t see me.

My shoulders fell stiffly, then relaxed. It
was demoralizing. It was relieving. But it was all punishment.

I turned and finished walking down the
street.

That was good.

I didn’t know what I was thinking coming
here again. I wasn’t thinking.

It just felt like I was.


Yarrow






Get up,
I told myself yet again.

Though it was the beginning of night, it’d
be morning before anybody knew it and I couldn’t afford to be
seen.

If only I didn’t feel so heavy. Super heavy.
Moreso than usual. Even more than the world.

And it was just…

Right here, with my nose pressed against the
table, I could smell her. Coconut and narcissus blooms.

I already knew she came here a lot. Would
sit here for hours. At our table. Here in the little park.

But I had to go. Things weren’t going to get
any eas—

“Chacka, chacka, chacka,”
the old wood of the table vibrated. At first slightly. But soon
violently.

I jumped up to inspect the cause, but it
made little difference.

The entire park was quivering. As if the
devil was approaching.

This is—?!

A high sound strummed all around, and the
air, the loose debris surrounding me, they were pulled past me and
compiled in a huge clump on the street. I watched in somewhat
trepidation, until the pull folded in strength and I was dragged
along the cold, dead grass until I stuck my bone claw into the
concrete of the sidewalk.

I gasped and rasped now, unable to
breathe.

No air!

What little I had was vacuumed from my
lungs.

I closed my eyes that were about to pop out,
and only opened them when a power line fell too close for comfort.
Benches and chairs from the park hit me in my black speckled vision
and everything but me amassed in the clump.

My bone claw began to slip out of the
ground, but before that, I felt it might break and I couldn’t
concentrate enough to harden. I’d pass out before either
happened.

“DOOOM!”

A light exploded across my vision and my
shoulder yanked up in an eruption of pain as my bone claw was
wrenched from my arm. With that, I cradled my arm as I blew back
the way I came. I did my best to ball my body. The table I sat at
hit me in midair and landed over me. Things large and small hit the
table or hurled past me. It was chaotic.

Alarms blared and water blasting from
hydrants like geysers made for a cascade of loud aberrant sounds.
And then there were the cries in the night.

It never stopped, so I crawled out of my
ball. I opened my eyes and blinked the burn out a few times, still
seeing a blur of color that got smaller every time I blinked.
Pushing up, I shoved the table and whatever else off of me.

I slowly breathed out as I stood, my jaw
falling.

It’s the Devil razed apocalypse in
Tillsboro. This—?

My mind, my body, they froze when I saw
him.

The man in the crater where everything had
gathered.

Face down and passed out, he hadn’t been
there before. Neither had the crater. I know. I watched. I saw.

His flesh was red and inflamed, and his
brown hair stood straight up in shock. He was covered in a long
torn up and soot gritty brown trench coat. He seemed mostly
unharmed if whatever just happened was painless, but he steamed
from that blast. That told me he was the one responsible for
this.

Just based on how he appeared, I could tell
he was having a hard time of it. That was never good for any of
us.

He groaned and I flinched. That seemed to
remind me of my life. My duty.

As the man began to push himself up, I
looked around and ran towards him. I got to the edge of the crater
before curious onlookers or F.R.E got wind of this and jumped
in.

Before the man could react, I grabbed him,
threw him over my shoulder, and jumped out of the crater and ran
out of the square. I cut through the little park to the part in the
woods and followed the path.

“Sheesh!” I could feel why
he steamed. He was burning up. And he struggled, but I was stronger
than most grown men, him being one of them.

When we got to the cover of the Oliver
Mound, I dumped him, grabbing my head and looking back and around,
and then up, catching glimpses of the sky through the leaves.

“I don’t know what’s going
on with you, but if you know what’s best, you’d get lost, and fast.
And I mean now.”

The man turned in my general direction with
his colorless eyes staring at me, and I realized that him having no
color meant that he couldn’t see me. It was just dark enough for
him to be blinded by it.

“I?” he finally formed
something coherent. He squinted around more. “W-where am
I?”

God, please.

This could’ve been way worse. And so close
to June.

I breathed out trying to stave away my
anger. He was new. That or he was experiencing something new.
Manifesting something new. Otherwise, this was just something he
couldn’t deal with.

I shook my head, grabbing it again.

It’s not his fault. It’s not any of our
faults. It’s God’s plan. He made us volatile. He chose us to be
this way.

It’s basically what it meant to be a
deviant.

“We’re all a little evil,”
I muttered under my breath. Then I breathed out. “Look. Mister. Are
you okay? I mean, I don’t know if I should be asking you that,
seeing that you destroyed half a block, and with it, any trust
people in this town had left for evolutes, but that’s behind us for
now. You good?”

I looked at my arm, the place where my bone
claw fell out already clotting and reforming. Then I saw flashing
way out there where the woods ended and civilization began.

“I don’t—I can’t see? Is
this right? Where are we?” I watched him crawl around, reaching out
blindly. I let him grab me. “Where are we? Am I blind? What day is
it?!”

I grabbed him to keep him from feeling me up
or shaking me. “Hey! Geez, Man. Cool it, seriously. And keep it
down.” I turned to check our cover. We had it for now, but not for
too much longer. “Look. F.R.E’s going to be looking for us and
other evolutes once they see that mess you left. We need to book it
fast. So watch your volume so we don’t get caught!”

I didn’t let him go, but stilled like June
and Chris taught me too. I felt the ground under me for vibrations,
and lifted my head to test for new scents. I listened for any signs
of us being followed or stalked, and growled, not entirely
satisfied with the results putting us in the clear.

“C’mon. Let’s go.” I
pulled the man. “It’s not safe here.”

Helping him, I understood that he must be
really out of it. He wasn’t even sure if he was blind or not. Or
where he was. He asked what day it was. I just prayed that he knew
everything else. If he didn’t know who he was that’d make
everything worse.

“It’s Saturday. And we’re
in Tillsboro. In Indiana,” I told him as we lumbered through the
woods.

“Tills—What year? What
year is it?”

The year? Seriously?

I was about to answer, but he surprised
me.

“It’s 2288, isn’t it?
September? That’s right, isn’t it?”

Yeah, he’s really out of it.

“Yeah. It’s September
12th.
Y’know, 2288. Are you okay? Do you know what happened? Did you lose
control, because if you need help I know people?”

“It’s not too late,” he
said under his breath, now walking on his own. Still, I didn’t let
him go.

This guy.

“What’s not too
late?”

I pulled him up as he stumbled over a branch
root. Then I pulled him off the path leading to the school or
anywhere near where June lived and led him a different way.

“To stop something bad
from happening. I’m fine. I-I was rushing and lost control. There
was someone after me. No!” he turned and grabbed me again. “Did you
see a girl?!”

My heart skipped a beat and I stopped,
stopping him with me.

“A girl?”

June came to mind. He couldn’t be talking
about her, though, could he?

“No. I’ve only seen you
and a few passersby. Drunks. Why? Is she a Smooth Skin? Was she
trying to hurt you?”

If she found us, would she cause trouble? Or
worse, call Free?

“Good,” he breathed out.
“I lost her after all. I apologize, Heather. But I’m the only one
who can do this.”

He didn’t answer me so I pulled him forward
again.

I stared at him as we approached our
opening. He wasn’t from around here. There was no stopping bad in
these parts.

“Look. I don’t mean to
come off as hard, but now’s a bad time to be losing control.
Especially when you consider the fate of our entire species is on
the line. We’re on the brink of war with the humans. All they need
is an excuse. That stunt you just pulled there, in a safe space of
all places, you might’ve just given them one. With luck, no one was
hurt and this is ruled as a gas leak or a quiet case of vandalism,
but seeing that mess, that’s clearly not what it was.”

He made a face that made my blood run cold,
and I involuntarily let him go. Then he looked down.

“Mn. Forgive me. It was
careless of me. But… war. Is it really that serious? I hope to
avoid that if at all possible,” he told me, now able to look me in
my eye.

We walked into the light and I skimmed the
area with my eyes.

“Yeah. Well, the rest of
us share that sentiment.” Most of us did. I hoped. Not
all.

When I turned to the man, his eyes had
bugged out.

“What is it?” I checked
around again, fearing I missed something. Then it occurred to me
that it might be internal, and stepped back. From the way he
talked, I assumed he had a handle on things, but what if he
exploded again.

“You’re… Verse,” he said
as sure as day, and I took another step back.

I didn’t tell him my name. I didn’t
recognize him at all.

“Why? Have we
met?”

I already knew we hadn’t.

He stared at me, now a new hope gleaning in
his eye. He smiled. Shaking his head.

“Never. Or, only once
before, but never personally. It wasn’t significant enough, being
nothing more than a brief glance. I’ve heard many promising things
about you, though.”

Oh, great.

I had half a mind to ask from who, but I
shook my head and looked up and down Mayor Avenue. I’d already told
half the people I knew to keep me out of their mouths, and only one
of them got a clue.

The man followed my movements, doing the
same. Then he turned and walked back near the woods. He touched a
tree.

“These are… trees? Ah. And
grass?” He bent down skimming his finger tips on the cold, yellow
blades. Then he turned and looked across the street. He pointed at
one of the few houses. “Flowers,” he whispered
whimsically.

He looked and I scratched my head looking
up.

And those are
stars, I couldn’t help but think June
would’ve said to break the awkwardness.

Most of the time she meant no harm, she just
didn’t get that people were sensitive to what could be mistaken as
sarcasm.

“Look. I’m all for
business and everything, but you aren’t here to hurt anyone, are
you?” Because he might just be the crazy basement conspiratorial
type who was. I mean, last I checked, everyone knew what grass,
flowers, and trees were at the very least.

I only wanted to know because I was here to
stop him if he was.

“Hurt? No. I’m here…
merely to change the course of fate herself. I’m the only one who
can.”

Okay. That basement theory is taking off.
Too many cartoons maybe?

“Right. Then, do you have
a place to stay? A safe place where you can go? I can set you up if
you don’t.”

He seemed to panic.

“N-Nowhere is safe. But I
know how to take care of myself. I shall take my leave. It was good
meeting you on these terms, Verse. I hope to do so more in the
future.”

“No offense, but no. I
really hope we don’t. Wait?!”

As he began to walk off, I got a good look
at him.

He was tall and slight, clad in rough
traveler’s wear that had probably never seen better days. His hair
was short and curly brown, now that whatever effect had completely
wore off. His eyes were light brown, but there was something about
his face. Something so familiar about him that it egged me. It
wasn’t the way he talked, or his attitude, or even the way he
moved. But I realized that he had mentioned that I met him before,
and that might’ve just been it.

“Hey? What’s your name?
For future reference.”

He never stopped. “Ha. For future reference,
hunh? Then I can’t fail. If there is a future, and if we meet
again, then you should know. My name, it’s Yarrow. Farewell,
Verse.”

He turned around the corner, and I finally
allowed myself a wince. I looked down at my new claw growing right
below my wrist. Quicker than usual.

I should follow him.

These days, they made people with a new
brand of crazy. I should’ve. Something just didn’t sit right with
him. Especially that last line. About him not failing and the
future.

That’s seriously detrimental. Or delusional.
Either way…

But seeing him go in the opposite direction
of her, I turned, knowing she was safe for now.

She was, but I would never be. I was a
deviant to the end. I’d never be safe. Not even from myself.


Cherville






It was a long walk from Tillsboro to
Cherville. A walk safer taken by nightfall.

When morning hit, I was in the middle of
Linden. I took refuge in a condemned house on the elapsed,
trash-ridden part of town.

That’s how it always was when travelling
between towns. How it worked for deviants.

During the daylight we lay
low. If not, we’d be stopped, stalked, harassed, or violated. For
me it was significantly worse. As I was never registered under the
SRA, the Standard Registration Act, mandatory for all citizens born
in this country, I was illegal. It was already too late for me to
get identification without my life being uprooted and torn apart.
Without it, I’d be sent to a “special” facility;
special being the
operative word meaning fragmented and prejudiced. Without any
parents, any family, I’d be stuck there.

“Special
Facility.”

I cringed at the memory of some of the
pictures I saw. Not all humans thought of us as people. Human. Some
treated us worse than animals, others, worse than inanimate
objects. A facility where you’d grow up unscathed, that was a
matter of luck. Something I neither lacked nor had an abundance of.
That’s why I was over here where even the police were reluctant to
visit.

I sighed and sat down on the mattress I
pulled in here months before.

Thinking about it, I only knew the horror
stories. Actually, a lot of my friends were runaways from special
facilities. It’s where families and the state threw away societal
trash, no matter what the species. Trash got treated like trash and
ended up in dumps. If you got out, going back was something you
didn’t want to do no matter what.

Day, my friend, was the only evolute in her
program. She was kept in solitary and subject to verbal abuse
regularly. Her parents never visited and she was only released
after she was assaulted, something she never talked about.

Now she was a permanent resident at the
Michael House.

There were so many other stories like that.
Some were worse. Like Milo’s. He still had scars from the last
three facilities he was in.

I lay back and sighed.

“I’m glad I dodged that
bullet.”

If I would’ve stayed, if I hadn’t followed
my instinct and left home, I’d be a completely different me who
knew that horror.

But the truth was I didn’t dodge a bullet at
all. Rather, what had hit me was a shot of luck.

I closed my eyes.

My luck was on and off. If this was luck
right now, then I wasn’t looking forward to what wasn’t.






By time I arrived at Cherville, I was in an
entirely different, heavier world. I couldn’t even give myself
points for not collapsing under this new weight. I was just built
stronger than most. Or at least I prayed I was.

One thing I didn’t need
was the immediate reminder I was at this home I was still getting
used to. But this was home. It had to be.

“Just ignore them,
Sweetie,” a young woman quickly ushered away a kid who had ghastly
mumps. They were so bad the kid hardly had a face. And it looked
like it was an issue just to stand, much less use any of his senses
or limbs. One of the unlucky ones.

Unlucky, and even I could recognize the fear
on the boy’s deformed face, it being palpable on the mother’s. I
turned and saw a group of three grown men following them.

One ran up behind the
woman and swatted her ponytail. “Yeah, Sweetie. Just ignore us. We’re
ghooouls. Prettier than you, I can see.” Then he grabbed and yanked
back the woman’s ponytail. “Mm. I’ll keep Mommy safe. Fine things
like her have no biz with nasty, deformed devs like you. Did a
Sweet thing like you really pop out that zit? I bet we could make
some sweet, beautiful babies. Unless… you ain’t one of them are you?”

“Get Off!” she struggled,
but the man was pulling her back as she tried to swing.

I heard a whimper and saw the other two men
had surrounded the kid, helpless as he was.

“Mommy!”

I rolled my eyes, seeing that one was bald,
and the other had shaved the edges of his hair line shiny.

Skinheads!

“Just ignore us,” the one
with hair said. “We’re just going to play a little game.” And he
grabbed the kid. “Ew. It’s as hard as it’s ugly.”

The bald one laughed. “Well, it’s really
ugly so there you have it. But I bet we can make him pretty,” he
said, pulling out a knife. “Or pretty ugly-er. Who’s up for pop the
zit!”

“RUDOLPH!” the woman began
to struggle more, but it was no use. “Please! Let go! Leave him
alone! It’s not his fault! It’s mine!”

“Ah, ah, ah!” the one I
presumed was the leader pulled the woman up to him. “We already
know whose fault it is, you little slut. But you can take your
punishment for that later. First you have to watch their little
game.”

If I was tired a moment ago, I was just
plain sick to my stomach now. As I approached the leader from
behind, I grabbed his belt.

“Mind if I play too?” I
asked, looking up at the back of his buzz cut.

Senior members only let their hair grow out
so much, so I’m guessing he was a bottom dweller. Especially with
this behavior. The brats of the Smooth Skins rode up here sometimes
to cause trouble. Something senior members knew better than to do.
It hurt their cause, but they ignored or sometimes encouraged the
younger members to do it sometimes. And only because they hated us
and couldn’t do it themselves. It only meant that I didn’t have to
fear retaliation.

These boys, whatever happened, were on their
own.

The man, shocked, began to turn.

Not waiting for his answer, I yanked him
back, hard, into the street lamp, catching the lady as she fell
back. He went out like a light.

“Whoops. Looks like you’re
bad at this game. Oh, well. I win,” I told him, helping the woman
back up. Then I walked up to the other two, who were waiting for
the go-ahead, but were now startled, seeing their leader down for
the count.

“BRICE! I-You!
Deviant!”

I shrugged. “Comes with the territory, I
guess.” Then I pointed at them in good humor. “But you knew that
when you came here, didn’t you? Funny guy. Trying to act
surprised.”

The man not holding the boy rushed me with
his pocket knife. As he approached and lowered his knife hand to
stab me in the lower abdomen, I raised my hand and hardened. The
man yelped as his knife unlocked and bent back into its hilt,
slicing through his hand.

I took a step back at the immediate flow of
blood.

Yikes! Who knew that happened?

Either way, he looked shocked for a moment.
Realization hit him and he grabbed his hand, the blade hanging onto
the flesh, probably stuck in the bone, and then he let out one
fresh, agonizing scream.

“Ugh!” I said,
recuperating. “Better put ice on that when you wake up,” I told
him, stepping in, then pressing my foot into his chest with little
effort. The back of his head hit the ground, hopefully not too
hard, but he went out too.

That was two, and I looked up at the third.
He’d already let go of the boy and was now the one backed into the
wall.

I thought of the scariest thing June would
inadvertently say in a moment like this.

I looked down. “Boy, is
this game boring.” Then I looked back up at him and smiled. “Maybe you’ll be
interesting. C’mere so we can play
now?”

He shook his head and his mouth moved, but
only a cracked sound left.

I shook my head and frowned.

“What? You don’t want to
play anymore? That’s weird. Is it because of my claws? Because I’ve
only serrated someone’s neck once. On accident. But just once,” I
held a finger to emphasize my lie. “We still had fun,
though. Lots. Or
wait,” I laughed. “That was just me.”

“Uh-uh,” he said on the
verge of tears, his face glowing red now as he inched around the
boy, his arms up in surrender. “Look. I don’t want any trouble.
They made me come!”

I casually strolled near him as he fearfully
backed away.

“Izzat so. But trouble? I
thought we were playing a game? You don’t want trouble? I don’t get
it. And that brand on your neck. It’s a tat, right? Am I reading
that wrong too? I can’t really see the entire thing, but it looks
like you’re with my old pals in the SS? They really like games.”

He licked his fingers. “It’s fake, Man!
See!” And he pulled down his collar and smudged what I could make
out to be two in-twined snakes. “C’mon, Man! I just met these two
goons. I thought they were cool, but then they brought me here.
They were talking about killing the last sympathizer they picked up
so I played along.”

What do you know?

I grabbed my chin and nodded. “Well, I’ll
be. It was fake. Ah, well. That’s just too bad. I say you owe me a
game still,” I said just to be on the safe side.

There were people like him. They wanted to
fit in and nothing more. So they threw in with the wrong crowd and
immediately regretted it. But I couldn’t pick them out. He could
just be spewing out the mouth, get away, and do the same thing
again when I’m not around. If that was the case, scaring him
shitless is what he deserved.

“C’mon, Man. I’m just
looking out for myself. One of you guys attacked my brother. Put
him in the hospital the other day. They saw me and wanted to hang.
Devs don’t mess with them, and I was afraid I was next. They said
they’d help me. But I really didn’t know they were like this.
Please!” he begged. “I was scared.”

I growled now and gestured to the boy and
his mother.

“No you weren’t!
Otherwise, you’d know exactly how he’s feeling right now! He’s
scared! She’s scared!” I grabbed him and turned him towards the boy
and the woman. “You didn’t look scared! You looked like you were
having fun! Now you just look like a coward!”

Now he was blubbering, and I nearly groaned,
realizing my hand was wet with tears and snot.

“Ugh!” I threw him over
the other two men, and he hit the ground rolling and still
blubbering. He just stayed down, holding his head for
protection.

“Gross. There’s nothing
more disgusting than a yellow bellied snake.” I pointed to the
other two snakes. “You think they don’t feel the same, then you’re
wrong. I’ve seen it. Evolute or Human, if they see that belly of
yours they’ll slit it open and spill your guts before you know what
hit you. Get out of here! Go!”

He yelped and ran, grabbed the door of the
car that was locked, looked back, then just abandoned it and
disappeared from our sight.

I turned to the kid. Tears gleamed over the
lumps of his face, and he was afraid to move, despite his mother
holding him.

I tried a smile.

Then I caught sight of a squishy ball that
was too clean to have been sitting out in the elements. I walked
past the two men and grabbed it, then went back and presented it to
him.

“You alright, Kid?” I
asked.

He nodded and ran up to take the ball,
telling me that it was his. His mother ran up and grabbed him.

“Rudolph,” she squeezed
him, and I didn’t blame her.

She was human or human-like in a city for
devs. That made her a double target. Those punks could’ve easily
been deviants harassing her for being human and her son just for
being her son. I could just be being nice to pull them into
whatever cause I stood for, which could easily put one or both of
them in danger.

I handed Rudolph his ball and waited for him
to take it before I turned and left them, praying they’d be
okay.

I didn’t expect gratitude. I’d expect a
weapon to be pulled out on me before I ever got that. No. I
probably never would expect anyone to be grateful. We were all
people after all. We all had things that mattered, and in this
world, being grateful to the wrong ones was akin to a two headed
snakes’ bite.

One head was poisonous and stood to destroy
everything that mattered, the other’s sacks were empty and left you
with a scar. Today that woman got bit by the second snake, and what
luck she had.

She was only human and all that mattered to
her was her son.

She didn’t owe me a thing.

I kicked a flyer with bright happy words as
well as people smiling, and then I grabbed my head.

“Welcome to Cherville,” I
read the ghost words of the abandoned flyer aloud. But then I made
the second part up. “Home to the wretched, reprehensible, and
abused.”

We all bought the lie that brought us here,
but it was the truth that kept us here.

That this was our new home, and it was all
that we got.
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