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“Finn! Come inside for lunch!” Mrs. Morrow called through the kitchen window, her voice soft as buttered toast.

“Five more minutes!” Finn called back, juggling the red ball with one hand and petting Wavy with the other.

“Don’t let Wavy chew my new ribbon,” Mrs. Morrow added, smiling. “That ribbon was for my garden party!”

“Okay!” Finn grinned. “Wavy won’t touch it.”

Wavy, a fluffy white bunny with one ear that curled like a seashell, thumped his foot as if to say, I heard that.

“Peter!” Finn shouted over the fence. “You ready for the backyard soccer match?”

Peter’s head popped up like a curious frog. “Born ready! Watch out for my super kick!”

“You and your super kicks,” Finn laughed. “Wavy, pretend you’re the goalie.”

Wavy twitched his nose and hopped toward the garden, ears bobbing like little flags.

They played for what felt like hours... kicking, running, laughing until their sides hurt. The sun was warm, the grass smelled sweet, and the world was all bright edges and giggles.

“Okay, one last shot,” Peter said, hands on knees. “Then we get popsicles.”

“Deal!” Finn wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. He kicked the ball. It sailed through the air, a perfect arc.

A tiny crash made them both stop mid-breath.

“What was that?” Peter asked.

Finn’s heart gave a little leap. He looked toward the flowerbed by the fence. Mrs. Morrow’s favorite blue flower pot lay in pieces, the soil spilling like dark sand.

“Oh no,” Peter said. “Mrs. Morrow’s pot!”

Wavy, who had been sniffing near the fence, froze. A tiny paw left a smear in the soil.

Finn’s mouth went dry. He could already see the scolding, the stern voice, the sad look on Mrs. Morrow’s face. He loved Mrs. Morrow. He didn’t like being in trouble.

“It was Wavy!” Finn blurted before he could stop himself. “He jumped up and knocked it over.”

Wavy blinked, his nose twitching as if he had been accused of doing something quite dreadful

Peter’s eyes widened. “Wavy? Really?”

“He was hopping right there,” Finn lied, pointing to the paw print by the fence. The truth felt heavy and sour past his teeth.

Peter looked at Wavy. Wavy looked at Finn. Wavy thumped his foot again, but this time it sounded small and scared.

Mrs. Morrow came out, wiping her hands on her apron. “What happened?” she asked, peering at the broken pot.

Finn gulped. “Wavy did it, Mrs. Morrow.”

“Oh, Wavy!” Mrs. Morrow said, a frown gathering like a small cloud. “How could you?”

Mr. Morrow stepped onto the porch, rubbing his chin. “I heard the crash. Wavy?

Wavy hopped around as if to say sorry, but he couldn’t speak.

“Poor thing,” Mrs. Morrow said softly. “Wavy, you must be more careful.”

Finn felt relief. It was like a balloon floating up, leaving a space in his chest light and airy. He smiled, and Wavy gave a small hop that looked almost guilty... because Wavy always looked curious, and curious looked a lot like guilty to people who didn’t know better.

That evening, as Mrs. Morrow patched the wreath and Mr. Morrow planted a new pot, Finn sat on the porch steps watching Wavy. Wavy sat by the fence, nose to the slats, looking like someone waiting to be invited to a party he had been kicked out of.

“Good job telling the truth, Finn,” Peter said, munching his popsicle. “Wavy is lucky to have you.”

Finn forced a smile. “Yeah. I mean... yeah.”

At bedtime, Finn hugged Wavy close. “You’ll be okay, right? They’ll forgive you,” he whispered.

Wavy’s whiskers tickled Finn’s chin, and his warm little body relaxed into Finn’s arms. But somewhere between the popsicle stick and the moon, Finn’s stomach tightened again.

The next morning, Mrs. Morrow hesitated at the gate. “Wavy, no garden for today,” she said. “You need to learn not to hop where the flowers are.”

Wavy blinked, ears drooping a little. Finn watched his friend’s tiny shoulder slump and felt a pang that bounced behind his ribs.

“Maybe Wavy is just tired,” Finn offered, but Mrs. Morrow shook her head.

“No, he must be warned,” she said. “We don’t want another accident.”

Finn stood silent. He had said it was Wavy. He had set a line of dominoes that had begun to fall. Each one made a sound the size of a lie.

Days passed. Wavy’s treats were fewer. He watched from afar as the family trimmed the roses, watered the begonias, and chatted by the window where he could not go. Sometimes Finn caught him sitting by the fence, one ear folded sadly like a wilted petal.

“Why don’t you tell them the truth?” Peter asked one afternoon. “It was you, right? You could say, ‘I did it. I’m sorry.’”

Finn chewed his lip. “I tried. But they believed Wavy so quickly. And then... I thought if I told the truth now, they’d be extra mad because I lied at first.”

“Kids make mistakes,” peter said. “Even big kids like you and me. My dad says being honest is like cleaning a messy room. It’s hard, but then everything looks better.”

Finn nodded but didn’t speak. He went to the fence and knelt. Wavy thumped his foot, as if to say it was okay. But Finn’s chest felt like it wore a heavy sweater, itchy and warm.

“It’s not just one lie,” Finn whispered that night to his pillow. “It’s a whole pile.”

The lies began to sprout small branches.

When Mrs. Morrow asked Finn where he had been that morning, Finn said, “I was in the treehouse, Peter and I were building a fort.” He hoped adding Peter would make it easier to believe.

Peter blinked. “We weren’t building a fort.”

Finn cringed.

When Mr. Morrow asked casually if Finn had seen anyone else playing near the garden, Finn said, “Oh... no, I was playing with Peter.” He swallowed. “We were nowhere near the flowerbed.”

Peter tossed his jacket onto the chair. “You know I’ll tell the truth if you want me to.”

Finn shook his head. “Please don’t.”

The world started to feel like it was made of glass. Every small sound... Wavy scratching, a breeze, a creak... felt like it could cause something to crack. Finn began to tiptoe through the house, careful not to knock a mug or step on a twig.

At school, someone whispered, “Why is Wavy in trouble?” Finn’s stomach sank. He knew he had set Wavy up, like setting pins for a game where Wavy was the unfortunate ball.

But he kept quiet. Each time he lied, the next truth grew taller, trying to hide the first like weeds trying to cover a tiny, guilty seed.

One afternoon, a storm rolled in. Rain drummed on the roof like a steady drumbeat. Finn and Peter sat by the window watching fingers of water race down the glass.

“Do you think the rain will wash the footprints away?” Peter asked.

Finn’s heart pounded. “Maybe... maybe that would be better.”

“Why?” Peter asked, curious.

Finn looked at Wavy, who pressed his nose to the window and watched the rain. “Because... because if the footprints are gone, no one will know who did it.”

Peter frowned. “You mean you want to hide it forever?”

Finn stared at the raindrops. The idea of someone else knowing the truth felt like being the only person in a play who forgot his line.

The next morning, the storm had left the world smelling like wet earth and moss. Finn and Peter hurried outside to check the garden. The rain had washed away most of the footprints, but not all. Near the corner of the porch, a small set of human shoe prints stood stubbornly in the mud.

Peter’s eyes widened. “Finn... these don’t look like Wavy’s. These are shoe prints.”

Finn stared. The shoe prints were small... his size... but clear as if someone else had stamped them there just to prove a point.

“Oh no,” Finn whispered. The truth unspooled in front of him like a thread.

“What if someone else thinks Wavy did it?” Peter said. “We have to show them.”

Finn’s throat tightened. “They might be madder because I lied.”

Peter put a hand on Finn’s shoulder. “It’s better they’re mad at you than Wavy. You’re the one who can fix it.”

Finn closed his eyes. He remembered Wavy’s sad eyes, the way he was left out of the garden. He thought of Mrs. Morrow’s gentle hands and Mr. Morrow’s puzzled frown. He imagined being a grown-up, carrying a small guilt around like a stone in a pocket. He didn’t want that stone anymore.

“How do I even start?” Finn asked.

“Start with ‘I’m sorry,’” Peter said simply. “That’s how all big fixes seem to begin.”

Finn took a deep breath. It felt like stepping into cold water... but then his toes warmed.

He walked to the house until he could feel the steps under his sneakers. He knocked on the back door. Mr. Morrow opened it with a towel in his hand.

“Finn?” Mr. Morrow blinked. “Everything okay?”

Finn swallowed. “Can I... can I talk to you and Mom?”

Mrs. Morrow, wiping soil from her hands, nodded. “Of course, dear.”

Finn’s legs felt like jelly, but he stood straight. He looked at his mom and dad... no, at Mr. and Mrs. Morrow... and he said the truth.

“I broke the pot,” he said. “I was kicking the ball and it slipped. I ran away because I didn’t want to be in trouble. I said Wavy did it... because I panicked. I’m sorry.”

Silence filled the air for a second, then another, like two soft claps waiting to be heard.

Mrs. Morrow’s face softened. “Finn...”

“I lied,” Finn went on, words tumbling out now that the first had been freed. “And then I lied more. I said I was in the treehouse, and I said we weren’t near the flowerbed. I’m really sorry.”

Mr. Morrow sat down on the step, taking a breath. “You could have come and told us right away,” he said.

“I know,” Finn whispered. “I was scared.”

Mrs. Morrow knelt so she was at Finn’s eye level. “Everyone makes mistakes, Finn. But it takes courage to tell the truth after you’ve gone wrong. Thank you for telling us.”

Finn’s face felt hot and then cool. He had expected a thunderstorm of scolding. Instead, he found something that felt like sunshine and rain mixed... sadness and relief held in one hand.

“What about Wavy?” Finn asked. “He’s been sitting by the fence, and he barely gets treats. He didn’t do it.”

Mr. Morrow sighed, then smiled a little. “Well, we can fix one pot.

“Do you really forgive me?” Finn asked, eyes big.

“We forgive you,” Mrs. Morrow said. “But you will help us fix the pot and plant new flowers. You will also apologize to Wavy and give him extra carrots.”

Finn grinned. He hugged them both... awkwardly, like a kid whose arms are still growing... and then hurried to the fence.

Wavy perked up as Finn approached. Finn scooped him into his arms. “I’m so sorry, Wavy,” he whispered. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

Wavy licked Finn’s cheek, soft and warm. There were no words, but his small body vibrated like a tiny motor. He thumped once, twice, and then looked toward the garden with hopeful eyes.

Later that day, the whole family sat at the table with glue and little patches of porcelain, like surgeons mending a tiny statue. Finn pressed the pieces together
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