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Dedication


For my kids… for me, too.






Epigraph


“Maybe we were just calling out to each other and couldn’t tell. Maybe we were sent here like you said. Parts of us. From two different places, into the same family, to learn to love each other across the kind of difference that we are.”






DISCLAIMER


A(I) note from the writer…

My name and the title of Author do not appear together in this book; this is because I don’t feel I have yet earned it. The term Writer or Creator I feel I have earned — though even that may push limits depending on who you, the reader, are.

This book is AI-Assisted, and before you invest any of your time in these pages, I want to be plain about what that means in this particular case, as the terminology for such things is in its infancy and not yet universally defined. Alongside the cadre of real people who helped this book along, and much of the book being made the way they have always been (written by me in an analogue way), I also used Claude as my writing and thinking partner in many parts. The story is mine — the characters, their arcs, the beats, the pacing, the events, the story, the narrative voice; every choice about what this book is. They are mine if you love them, and mine if they make you ill. Many of these chapters’ first versions were drafted by Claude after detailed planning, at my direction, and then kept, cut, reshaped, or replaced and expanded by me. Clay for the wheel, so to speak.

Another imperfect metaphor gets close to my position (at the time of printing). I am the creator of this book the way a baker is the creator of a cake. I knew what I wanted it to taste like — the texture, the smell, the feeling I wanted the eater left with, maybe even how I wanted them to see the world after. I baked it over and over, and I am proud of the way the last one turned out. It is my recipe.

In this metaphor an Author would be a baker too. And also a Farmer, and a Miller. They grow the grain from seed and tend it through the season; they mill it fine; they raise the chickens and the cows; the dirt is caked under their fingernails. They are Scholars and Mystics and a great many other things I am not. I bought my eggs and flour from the store, so to speak — from software with a supernatural ability to learn all the best things from all the most famous millers and farmers, and make it available to people like me. It would be easy to substitute the word LEARN, above, for the word STEAL.

I remain conflicted, but am proud of this cake book. I am not someone who invites attention or the spotlight, and often ask myself why I have chosen to attempt the publishing of a book that, by its nature, will attract double the amount of controversy for every sliver of success it may achieve, and the answer is always the same: this book has a soul.

I will leave you, the reader, to decide where the credit, or the blame, should fall. My only real hope is, if you make it to the final crumbs, that it tasted good to you — and that you might be inclined to recommend it to others with a sweet tooth.

— J. M. Woodward






Simon

Simon was holding on with both hands.

He was moving fast. Not running exactly…something better than running. He reached and pulled and pushed off and the ground, if it was ground, was always right where he wanted it. He could feel the effort in his shoulders, and he could feel it in his hands. There was a sound coming from his mouth that he didn’t have to make; Ook, ook, ook. It was happening for him the way breathing happened; the way laughing happened.

He was chasing, or he was being chased. The two were the same and they were laughing and he was laughing too. The others — gorillas, his friends — he knew them the way you know the people you have always known.

Then a new friend was there.

The new friend was sitting on a rock. The friend had always been on the rock. It felt like he had been on the rock for as long as Simon had been Simon. The friend’s eyes met his and the friend lifted a gorilla-hand and waved him over.

Come, come.

Simon went.

The friend pointed at a place behind the trees Simon had not seen before. The friend was about to show him and Simon was about to…

“Simon. Ten minutes.”

He opened his eyes.

The room came back. The wallpaper. The window. The pile of laundry on the floor that had been there for a while. The dream was leaving him already, but he could still feel his shoulders sort of, and a small bright pressure in his palms like the after-feeling of something he had been holding tight. A memory of trees and friendship fading as fast as thought. He had been having the dream for as long as he could remember and it always felt like the first time, but also so familiar; it always felt like home.

“Ook,” he said into the ceiling, quietly. “Ook ook ook.” It was a gorilla sound. He liked it.

He kicked his blanket onto the floor and got up.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


He went down the hallway saying “Ook ook ook.”

Anna’s door was open the width of one finger. Behind it, Anna’s voice was saying something quiet to someone on a screen and he couldn’t make out the words. It was the calm voice, not the Anna voice he heard at the kitchen table, but a different one; the one she used with people who weren’t him. He did not stop.

The hallway smelled the way the hallway smelled in early spring at Mom’s house, which was coffee from down the stairs, the radiator clicking smell, and Dooey making breakfast. His room was at the top of the stairs, Anna’s was halfway down and the bathroom was across from Anna’s. Mom and David’s was at the far end. Through the small window above the landing the sky was the colour of a pencil eraser and the grass below the window was trying.

In the kitchen, Dooey Papa was at the table with the newspaper folded in quarters and his glasses were down on the end of his nose. His chipped white mug and him were reading the part of the paper that he sometimes muttered at and sometimes laughed at. Simon thought of the springtime and the grass and got excited for helping Dooey Papa with the lawn. Dooey Papa let him help sometimes by pushing the mower around and by helping with the fixing and filling too. The smell of gas from the red can mixed with the fresh-cut grass was a spring-smell that he liked. He liked that it was always breaking down, and Dooey Papa was always fixing it back up.

Dooey was at the stove with a wooden spoon, stirring the oatmeal pot in front of her and humming to herself the way she hummed while she stirred. Not a song you could name but the same not-a-song every morning so that by now it was a song. Dooey always had room for Simon on the big leather chair that was her chair even though he was way too big now, and he had something to show her on his tablet with a dog and a parrot doing a dance; he was saving it for the chair later on when Dooey was done doing all the Dooey things, because he liked the smushed-together feeling. Dooey was Mom’s mom, which made his tummy feel weird when he thought about it.

Gracie was looking down on him from the top of the fridge with her tail hanging off the edge in a long, graceful curl; Gracie went on top of the fridge when she wanted not to be touched. She seemed to look right through him at something behind…She was a princess.

Mom was at the counter pouring coffee into two cups when the bathroom door opened and David came out, kissed the top of Mom’s head, took the blue cup and went down the hall.

“Simon,” Mom said.

“I know,” Simon said. “Ten minutes.”

“Eight,” Mom said. “Bag for tonight by the door. You’re at your dad’s after school.”

“Done,” Simon said. He had not done it.

“Simon.”

“Doing it.”

He poured cereal. He poured milk. He reached into the box and put a second handful of cereal on top of the milk because the first handful had gotten lonely in there, and he stood at the counter to eat because he had not yet decided to sit down. He was still making the sound through a mouthful of Shreddies… Ook…and then ook again, and then oooook. He had been making it since he got the VR headset with Gorilla Tag in it, and there was about a thousand games but Simon only played that one, only watched Kids Tube videos about that one, only talked about that one.

Through the window above the sink, he saw a robin land on the empty bird feeder, cock its head at him and give him the side-eye, so he gave the robin a side-eye right back. It considered him for a moment and then flew away. No one noticed.

He went back upstairs to get the bag he had not packed.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


His room was the way he had left it five minutes ago, which was the way it had been for a week. The blanket was on the floor where he had kicked it. The laundry was on the floor where it had been for a few days. On the desk was a half-built Lego thing, a glass of water with the water gone a bit cloudy because there was something in the bottom of it he couldn’t-remember-what-it-was, and the Gorilla Tag virtual reality headset charging on its mat with the green light on. The headset he was not supposed to take to school, although the bag was going to school first and then to Dad’s, which made the rule complicated, which was a kind of rule he liked. Some rules were more important than others, and you could break the small ones sometimes to make sure you didn’t break the big ones. He was still sorting this out.

He pulled his weekend bag out from under the bed, along with three pairs of socks and one pair of underwear, then he thought about it and grabbed one more. He unplugged the headset and held it for a second feeling its weight, then set it down carefully in the bag on top of the socks with the underwear tucked round it, the way that robin might place her egg in her nest.

If she had arms.

He smiled at that.

On his way back downstairs he noticed Anna’s headphones on the floor of the upstairs hallway. The big over-ear ones, with the patch of duct tape on the left cup. Simon reached and pulled them up by the strap.

They were nice. They were the kind of thing that, if you held it, you wanted to keep holding.

He put them on like he knew he shouldn’t. The cushions were warm, and for a second he felt like he was someone else. He went into his room and made the sound into them with his mouth touching right up. The headphones did not remind Simon of the ‘face-space’ rule like other people did when he broke it by having his mouth-right-up. He took them off and looked at them; he had made the inside of one cup damp. He looked at the damp spot. He put them back on.

He went downstairs in them, doing the ook ook ook.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


Anna was at the kitchen table now, in the chair facing the archway. She had her phone in one hand and a piece of toast in the other. She was looking at her phone the way she looked at her phone, which was the way Dooey Papa looked at the news.

Simon took the headphones off and dropped them on the counter with a clunk.

“Mom,” he said. “I forgot to tell you. It’s pizza day so I don’t need lunch.”

“Hmmm,” Mom said.

“That’s Thursday,” Anna said, without looking up from her phone. “They moved it. Mom got the email.”

“No,” Simon said.

“Mhm.”

Mom looked at Anna. Anna did not look up.

“I’ll check the email,” Mom said.

Simon was making the sound again. He had not noticed. He was making it into the side of the cereal box, which made the ook go funny like the box was singing back, and buzzing a bit the way his VR controllers buzzed in his hands when he was doing things in the headset.

“Stop,” Anna said.

Simon stopped. Then he started.

“Stop,” Anna said, harder. “Stop. Stop. Simon. You sound like a…”. She did not finish what he sounded like.

She put her phone face-down on the table and stood up.

“And those are mine,” she said. She picked up the headphones from the counter and held them with the cushion of one cup pressed against her chest, away from him, like he had hurt them. “You know they’re mine. You know.”

“I just…”

“No. You don’t ask. You never ask. It’s the same thing all the time, Simon. It’s the same thing every day. It’s exhausting.”

“Anna,” Mom said.

“It is.”

“Hey. Anna.”

Anna looked at Mom. Mom looked back at her with the look that did not say anything Anna did not already know. Anna sat down and picked her phone back up. The air in the room was thick now, like the oatmeal.

Simon stood at the counter holding the side of the cereal box. He did not know what to do with his face and his eyes were threatening to get wet. He wanted to hit his sister. He knew the rules. He did not. He arranged his face into nothing-in-particular and waited for the part of him that knew what had happened to come online. It did not come.

“Bag,” Mom said again. Gently this time.

He went upstairs.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


While Simon was upstairs, Anna came back into the kitchen. She walked past Mom without looking at her. She picked up Simon’s cereal bowl from the counter; the spoon clinked softly against the side as she carried it to the sink. She set it down with the spoon laid across the rim, exactly across, then went back out the way she came.

Mom watched her go. Mom did not say anything either. Mom turned back to her coffee and held it with both hands and looked through the window above the sink, where there was no longer a robin and saw that she needed to fill the feeder. She put it on the list. It was a long list.

Upstairs, Simon zipped his bag and thundered down the stairs, the kitchen-thickness already a fading memory. Anna was at the door with her own bag and a face that said nothing; the headphones around her neck radiating what was left of the morning drama.

“Have a good day,” Dooey said from the kitchen, without looking up; “g’bye squirts” said Dooey Papa.

“Be good for your dad,” Mom said. She kissed the top of Simon’s head. “Anna, you too.”

Anna made a sound that was not quite a word.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


Outside it was the early-spring kind of cold where the sun was trying but not succeeding. The grass was yellow but not all the way yellow and the air smelled like the underside of last year’s leaves, a little bit like wet wood, and a little bit like the lake even though the lake was a long way away. A car went past slowly, and the woman driving it was singing. Simon smiled at that.

Simon walked behind Anna down the front path. He did not say anything. Neither did she. At the end of the path he opened his mouth and the ook came out again.

She did not look at him.

She walked to the corner. At the corner she stopped, and waited, and when he caught up she started walking again without saying anything.

The dream was gone completely and the morning, up until right then, was mostly forgotten.

MOUNTAIN PAPA

if a dog had hands what would it do first

like first thing...

open the fridge.

What?!

it would throw its own stick I think.

It could pick up its own poop.

Yuck!

...that's gross Papa.

...you could train it to pick up YOUR poop...




Anna

Anna was… almost.

She was trying to get near something. It was just ahead. Not far. She could feel it. She could not see it. If she kept up, she could stay near; if she stopped she would lose it. She did not know what it was, only that she had been near it before, and that nearness had been the kind of nearness that felt like being known.

She kept moving…Except…

Now there was something in the way and she had to do something first. Small. Quick. She knew how. She solved it and the thing dissolved. The presence had drifted a little while she was solving so she moved to catch up.

Another thing; different. She solved that one too. The presence drifted again and she moved again.

A third. A fourth. A fifth; complex.

It occurred to her, in the wordless way things occurred in dreams, that the things might not be in the way, that maybe the things were the way. She kept solving them and the presence kept slipping and the solving was the slipping, and she could feel herself almost-arriving and the understanding kept slipping too, and…

The phone buzzed.

She came back into herself the way she always came back, like coming up out of deep water. The room came in around her. Her ceiling. Her dresser. The lamp Dooey Papa had wired crooked and she had never let him fix, because she liked the way it tilted. The light from the window was a deep and vibrant crimson-pink that she decided to remember for her sketchbook later. She did not remember what she had been trying to stay near. She remembered that she had been almost, she remembered the struggle to catch-up; to understand. The almost-ness sat in her like she had been holding her breath, like an uneasy memory treading water, evaporating in the heat of the awake-world.

The phone buzzed again. Three quick ones in a row. She reached for it.

The screen was filled with messages from Mae.

Anna

Anna

Anna can you talk

please

She propped herself up on one elbow and answered.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


Mae’s face was in too-close, the way Mae’s face was always in too-close; the light behind her was the light of her bathroom. She had been crying. She started telling Anna the thing she was telling her last night before Anna had even said hi, and Anna listened, and listened more, and the thing that had been sitting in her from the dream went quieter as Mae’s thing got louder, which was a trade Anna had made before.

“Mae.”

“I know.”

“He’s not. He’s not, Mae.”

“I know.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

Mae did not stop crying but she also did not get worse, which was something. Anna did most of the talking after that. She used the voice she used for Mae, which was not the voice she used for Simon, which was not the voice she used for Mom, which was not the voice she used for herself. Mae would be fine by lunch. Mae had a way of dropping into a thing and coming up out of it before the thing was done, which was its own kind of skill.

Anna had been Mae’s friend for three years but Anna had never called Mae crying. It would not have occurred to Mae as possible. Anna wondered, not for the first time, if maybe Mae couldn’t see her really, or if maybe she was hiding from her friend.

Anna was grateful for Mae. Mae was the new kid at school three years ago, and effortlessly became the center of the social gravity, the one around which others orbited, near or far. Life put Mae at the desk next to her on the first day, and so chance had pulled Anna into a rarefied inner-circle friend-group with the popular kids, which was a place she always wondered about, but never had any kind of drive to penetrate really. She ended up there by accident. Since then it had become, as Anna had become a teenager, a very important place to be. An important place to stay. Anna was honest enough with herself to know that their friendship was a little one-sided, but she loved Mae and she loved what Mae brought, so she put up with the morning tears and was as good a friend to her as she could be. She admired Mae’s ability to be an open book; to ask for help. Anna hadn’t yet figured out if she really wanted to be like that or just wanted to want it.

When Mae had said the thing she needed to say four times, Anna said she had to get ready for school. Mae said okay. Mae said love you. Anna said love you. Mae stayed on for one more second, just looking, the way Mae sometimes did, and then the screen went black.

Anna sat with the dark phone in her hand and the dream-feeling came back a little. She put it down.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


The hallway smelled like Dooey’s oatmeal and the radiator. From Simon’s room came a sound, ook ook ook, that did not belong to any language she knew; he had been making that sound for two weeks since he got the stupid looking VR headset. He was the loudest person she knew. And the most frustrating. Anna’s parents liked to say that the rules were the same for them both but that was never true, or if it was, then the consequences of breaking them certainly weren’t. Simon got chances and reminders and soft words while Anna got the opposite, and the unfairness made her want to scream sometimes.

Simon was an un-solvable problem for Anna, and so the only thing to do was to have as little to do with him as possible in the house, and maintain a strict social separation at school. He always needed reminding, and she had to keep teaching him that lesson. It was amazing how fast Simon could un-learn something, but even though she felt bad about it sometimes, she had learned that the lesson stuck longer if it had barbs.

She did not stop at his door. His door was open the way her door was open, the width of one finger, because that was how doors stayed in this house. Doors all the way open meant come in; doors all the way closed meant do not come in; doors a finger open meant I am here, leave me alone, but also do not leave me alone. They had grown up in this hallway, the two of them, the doors doing the talking they did not.

She went past. He was lying on his back saying ook ook into the ceiling. She did not say anything to him. She felt the dream-feeling shift sideways and then settle again.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


In the kitchen, the morning was already happening the way it always happened. Dooey Papa had his paper folded in quarters and his glasses down on his nose and his white mug that had a chip in it. Dooey was at the stove and the oatmeal pot was steaming. Dooey hummed her hum, but today the notes were slightly off, sort of half a half-step lower, the way it went on mornings when Dooey had been awake longer than she had slept. Anna noticed. Anna always noticed.

Gracie was on top of the fridge. Gracie did not look at her when Anna reached up and ran one finger along the underside of Gracie’s tail where it hung off the edge. Gracie was beautiful. She looked beautiful in her seal-point, pure-bred ragdoll colours, and she felt beautiful and soft, her silky coat so satisfying to run a hand down when she let you, which wasn’t much. She knew it too; she carried herself with full awareness of her beauty. Gracie’s tail twitched, once, like a thank-you in a language only Gracie spoke. Anna loved Gracie; you could love more than one cat without dividing.

Mom was at the counter with her coffee and David’s blue one was already gone with him somewhere. The house held three generations of them: Dooey and Dooey Papa, who were Mom’s mom and dad, Mom and David, who was Mom’s person now, and Anna and Simon, who were Mom and Dad’s.

Mom looked at Anna the way she had been looking at Anna since last night, which was the way Mom looked at her when Mom was waiting for her to be the first one to say the thing that needed saying. Anna was not going to be the first one.

Last night, in the living room, Anna had given Mom a presentation about TikTok; about her and TikTok. About how important it was socially for her to have it, with actual slides. Bullet points. Counterarguments. Friends. Privacy settings. A trial period. A signed agreement. Mom had let Anna finish; she had let Anna go through the whole thing about how all her friends had it and how not knowing the trends put her on the outside of too many conversations, about how the dances and the creators were the currency of things, and about how almost all her friends had it already — she left the part out about half of them having it by sneaking it. About how responsible she had been with her phone, and snapchat, and how she was a very good student and how she was the kind of kid that had earned it. She was right, and Mom knew it.

Mom had said no.

Mom had said no the way she said no when she meant it, gently, with the ‘I know’ already inside it, so Anna had walked away from the couch holding the laptop with both hands like she was carrying something hot.

She poured herself some coffee. She was not supposed to. Mom did not say anything about it. She was picking her battles.

“Toast,” Mom said.

“I have toast.”

“You don’t have toast yet.”

Anna put bread in the toaster.

She sat down at the table with her phone face-up and saw that Mae had posted something forty seconds ago. Anna did not open it because she knew what it was. She scrolled past it. The next thing was a girl from her class on a beach somewhere, in a swimsuit Anna did not own and would not have known how to ask for. The next thing was a cooking video she had already watched that she might get Mom or Dooey to help her try to make. The next thing was a comment under a post Anna had made eight days ago that she had not replied to and could not now reply to, because eight days was too long. The phone, in her hand, was the way the phone always was. It was the news.

The toast came up. She did not get it.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


Simon came downstairs in her headphones.

Anna did not move. She watched him come into the kitchen with her headphones on his head and the duct-taped cup on the wrong side because he had put them on backwards, and she felt the small heat at the back of her neck that meant she was about to be the kind of mean she did not like to be.

He took them off and dropped them on the counter. On the counter. Not on her. Not on the table. On the counter, beside the cereal box, like they were trivial; an after-thought.

She did not say anything yet. She tried to make her face the kind of face that did not say anything. She was not sure her face was cooperating.

“Mom,” Simon said. “I forgot to tell you. It’s pizza day so I don’t need lunch.”

“Hmmm,” Mom said.

Anna did not look up.

“It’s Thursday,” she said. “They moved it. Mom got the email.”

“No,” Simon said.

“Mhm.”

She heard Mom look at her. She did not look at Mom. She knew the look; the Anna-be-careful-with-him look, which was also the I-know-you-are-tired look. Both at once. Mom could do that with her eyes.

“I’ll check the email,” Mom said.

Simon was making the sound again. He was making it into the side of the cereal box when she felt the small heat at the back of her neck climb up into her mouth.

“Stop,” she said.

Simon stopped. Then he started.

“Stop,” she said, harder. “Stop. Stop. Simon. You sound like a…”

She did not finish what he sounded like because the word that wanted to come out was a bad word. Not a swear, but a mean word; the kind of word you could not unsay to your brother. Her body wanted to say it. Her hands wanted to do something with the cereal box. She put her phone face-down on the table and stood up, because if she did not stand she was going to do something she would not be able to take back.

“And those are mine,” she said. She picked up the headphones from the counter and held them with the cushion of one cup pressed against her chest, away from him. “You know they’re mine. You know.”

“I just…”

“No. You don’t ask. You never ask. It’s the same thing all the time, Simon. It’s the same thing every day. It’s exhausting.”

“Anna,” Mom said.

“It is.”

“Hey. Anna.”

She looked at Mom.

Mom did not say anything else because Mom did not have to. The look did the saying. It was the look Mom had given her last night, on the couch, after the presentation, after the no. The look that said I know and I am sorry and I am not changing my answer. The same look. Reused. Mom was making it stretch.

Anna sat down and picked her phone up. The toast had been bitten once, although she did not remember biting it, and now the room was tense and the quiet was loud and her brother was hurt and the part of her that was supposed to feel bad didn’t. She just felt a cold for him is all. It had always been the way. She wondered if she was maybe broken.

She did not look at Simon, but she could feel him standing at the counter holding the side of the cereal box, his face doing the thing his face did when his face was trying not to be a face.

“Bag,” Mom said. Gently.

He went upstairs.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


After he was gone, Anna put her phone in her pocket. She stood up. She walked past Mom without looking at her, because looking at Mom right now would have meant having to say a thing she did not have words for yet.

Simon’s cereal bowl was on the counter. Half-full and soggy. The spoon was lying inside the bowl at an angle that was the angle of a person who set a spoon down without thinking. She picked it up and carried it to the sink, then set it down with the spoon laid across the rim. Exactly across. She turned the tap on. She turned it off.

She did not look at Mom.

She went back out the way she came.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


Upstairs, she put the headphones on around her neck. She did not put them on her head. She wanted to feel the cushions against her collarbones, where they were warmer than they should have been because of Simon.

She thought about Bravo.

She thought about him on purpose. She thought about Saturday, about getting to the barn, about the way Bravo’s neck looked when he was turning to see her come in, about the smell of him that was hay and dust and his own warm smell and a little bit of the leather of the bridle. She thought about the lesson, the canter, and the way her own head got quiet when Bravo’s strides were even and her hands were soft and the only thing in the world for thirty minutes was the next stride. She thought about how out of herself it made her feel. She thought about him until the thing she was trying not to think about went somewhere else.

She put her bag on her shoulder and went downstairs, where Simon did not look at her and she did not look at him. She put her hand on the doorknob.

“Have a good day,” Dooey said. “G’bye squirts” Dooey Papa said.

“Be good for your dad,” Mom said. Mom kissed Simon’s head. Mom kissed Anna’s head too, lightly, on the side. The kiss said I love you and I am not changing my answer.

Anna made a sound that was not quite a word.


  
  
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  


Outside, the air smelled like the underside of last year’s leaves. The sun was already trying. Anna did not say anything. Simon did not say anything either. He walked a half-step behind her down the path.

At the end of the path he opened his mouth and the ook came out. She heard it. She did not look at him.

She walked to the corner. At the corner she stopped, and waited, because she was the older one and that was what older ones did, and when he caught up she started walking again. She knew he was already mostly forgetting it.

She was not forgetting it.

hey kiddo

July's looking like a go

I'll come out for whichever show you want me at

you pick

really?!

really.

ok!!!

the july 18 one:)

noted.

hey you… what's the difference between a duck?

gotta go mountain papa

love you

love you kiddo
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