













Jake? repeats Maeve.


And when I dont say anything she hands me Edward. Just like that. As if he were a bundle or a book. I remember sitting very still, so scared I cant move. And then it happens. Edward opens his eyes and looks at me. His eyes are the dark mud-blue of the night sky, but there are surprising little flecks of gold in them. They stare right into my eyes. My heart begins to beat faster. I try to say something. I want to say that Edward is beautifulthe most beautiful thing I have ever seen. I want to say that I love him more than anything or anyone I know. But I am only three, and when I try to talk I cant say all those words.


His eyes, I begin.















This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the authors imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.



[image: image]ALADDIN
An imprint of Simon & Schuster Childrens Publishing Division
 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
Copyright  2007 by Patricia MacLachlan
All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.
ALADDIN and related logo are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.
The Library of Congress has cataloged the hardcover edition as follows:
MacLachlan, Patricia.
Edwards eyes / by Patricia MacLachlan.1st ed.
Summary: Edward is one of a large and close family that loves baseball, music, books, and one another, and when he unexpectedly dies and his parents donate his organs, his wonderful eyes go to a perfect recipient.


ISBN-13: 978-1-4391-5664-3
ISBN-10: 1-4391-5664-6


[1. Family lifeFiction. 2. BaseballFiction. 3. DeathFiction. 4. Donation of organs, tissues, etc.Fiction.] I. Title.
PZ7.M2225Ed 2007
 [Fic]dc22 2007010755


Visit us on the World Wide Web: 
http://www.SimonSays.com








For my son John


who years ago began this story with talk of eyes.
 And who lately, all the way from Tanzania, taught me the poetry
 of the knuckleball.


With love,
 P. M.











edwards eyes












My thanks to:


Elias Reichel, MD,
New England Eye Center, Tufts University School of Medicine, and Bruce S. Bleiman, MD, Eye Physicians of Northampton.


Thank you to Toni Locke, Jim Locke, and Sandy Warren for their timely poppy story.


Thank you, Albert Groom.


Finally, my heartfelt gratitude to Craig Virden for his years of support, friendship, and eternal good humor.











Prologue





The day was crisp and bright. It was fall on the cape. Maeve had packed us a lunch. She kissed us all, Trick and Albert and me.


You sure you dont want to come with us? I asked.


No, Jake. This is for you, said Maeve with a little smile.


Sabine was in her arms. I kissed her cheek.





The ballpark had painted green walls. The grass was green, too. The seats were not yet filled because we were here early. Trick and Albert Groom and I had come for batting practice.


Some baseball players were out on the field, throwing baseballs and stretching. Some were doing sprints across the field. We had seats next to the field, by the dugout.


A ball hit the wall in front of us. Albert leaned over and picked it up. He rolled it around in his hands.


Do you know what is inside a baseball? he asked me.


I shook my head.


Charcoal yarn, wrapped up tightly. Yards of it, he said.


He threw the ball back to a baseball player.


It was a good throw. I had never before seen Albert throw a baseball.


I love the smell of ballparks, said Trick. Every single one smells the same.


They do, said Albert.


Some players came close.


Albert Groom touched my arm.


One of the players had protective glasses on. His hair was brown, cut short. He was tall. When he faced the outfield I could read the name on the back of his shirt.


I stood up.


Willie? I called.


He turned and smiled. He waved and turned to go away.


Do you see the stitches on a knuckleball when its thrown? I called.


He stopped. Very slowly he turned and stared at me.


Can you see the ball leave the pitchers hand and come down the path to you, like a train coming down the track?


Willie? a player called to him.


Willie waved him away. He walked over to me.


Yes, he said softly.


Do you hit better now than you ever did before?


Yes.


It was a whisper.


My brother Edward learned how to throw a knuckleball. And he never ever once struck out, I said.


Edward, he said. So thats his name.














Chapter 1





My earliest memory begins with Edward, as if somehow I have no life to remember before him. The memory comes to me often, mostly at night, but more often during the day now, surprising me. It is a very early memory. Not as early as the artist, Salvador Dali, my sister Sola tells me. He could remember when he was inside his mother, Sola says, where the world looked flat, like squashed egg.


But this is my memory:


Maeve and Jack have just brought baby Edward home from the hospital. Maeve and Jack are our parents, but we dont call them Mom and Dad, except for Edward, who when he learns to talk will speak to them in a formal manner, a bit English. Motha and Fatha, he will say in his little tin voice.


Heres the scene:


Maeve and Jack walk in the front door, Maeve carrying baby Edward in his green blanket, packed tightly like a pickle in plastic. I am only three years old, but I can tell from their faces that Maeve and Jack want us to love Edward. They look a little happy, but not too happy; a little fearful as if they are adding an unwanted puppy to our large litter. Sola, the oldest, is used to this. Edward is the fourth baby theyve brought home to her. Will, seven, is interested for only the barest moment, then he goes off to read a book in the corner, to spend the day happily
































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Epilogue





Willie was three for four. One was a pop-up and I thought about when I taught Edward the infield fly rule, reading to him in the bathroom. I remembered Edward calling it to me from the baseball field in our front yard.


His last time at bat Willie hit to the opposite field. A solid drive.


Good eyes, said Albert under his breath.


Then he looked at me, suddenly knowing what he had said.


Its okay, I said softly.


When the game was over and we got up to leave, Willie came up to us.


This is Trick and Albert, I said. They played baseball.


I could tell, said Willie. By your throw, he said to Albert.


Albert smiled.


You had a good day, said Albert.


Willie nodded.


Better every day now, he said, still looking at me.


I stared at his eyes, looking for Edward there. But somehow, the eyes that looked back at me were Willies eyes.


When we started to go, Willie called to us.


Will you come again? he asked.


Yes, I answered before Trick and Albert could answer.


Willie came over and put his arms around me.


Thank you, he said softly.





Albert Groom drove home, Trick in the front seat, me in the back. I watched trees and houses go by, a pond and a marsh, tall cattails at the edges.


Albert?


Albert looked in the rearview mirror at me.


Yes?


I think we should start the baseball games again.


Good idea, said Albert.


There was a silence.


And, I paused.


Yes, Jake.


Maybe Ill play baseball, I said, surprising myself.


Trick turned to smile at me.


Okay, said Albert.


There was another long silence. I saw the bay off in the distance. Soon wed be home. We rounded the head of the bay, light sitting on water.


Maybe Ill learn how to throw a knuckleball, I said very softly from the backseat.


No one said anything. Maybe no one heard me.


We drove into the driveway and got out of the car.


Albert held up his hand for a high five. Hed heard me.


We were home.
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